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_ - *March 1978

Dear Reader: -
Welcome to an unusually exciting
month in the mystery field. From-
_ March 14 through March 17, cele-

) brated writers, entertainers, and politi- .
i cal figures from all over the world are
= meeting in New York City for the
Second International Congress of Crime Writers.

With the sponsorship of Eric Ambler, Isaac Asimov,
George Harmon Coxe, Mignon G. Eberhart, Stanley
_Ellin, Richard Lockridge, John D. MacDonald, Ross
Macdonald, Hugh Pentecost, Ellery Queen, Georges
Simenon, and. Phyllis A. Whitney, this major-media
. event will be attended by some of these giants in the
" " field, and many many others.

There will be visits to Edgar Allan Poe’s cottage in -
the Brony, to the medical examiner’s office, to the
N.Y.P.D. crime laboratory, and a high-crime-precinct
station. There will be talks and panels by experts,
movie screenings, parties, and feasts. In other words,
there will be a hot time in that old town this month. -

v Good readmg
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Who cared about-some used-up old has-been shootmg

hzmselfP

Sure I'll tell you about that mght I remember it. Every second of it.
First, though, I'll tell you about Dixon. -
That morning he’d come home just as I was leavmg for work He
grinned his lippy grin, then gave a mock stagger, hand to forehead.
“Wow, Mouse, I'm beat!:Some big night!. . . I'm taking the day off.
I've got to rest up ‘cause we got another date tonight. She’s going to
cook something at her place—then we'll stay in all night. . . drinks,
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soft music. . . Mnus‘e, that is a woman! That is really a w—()man!” .

I'just ‘looked at him, standing there grinning, and turned and went
out.

What a greasy, stupid, dlrty-mlnded louse he was.

Why had. I let him move in with me? Well, we were ‘from the same
town. I knew him in grammar school and- admlred him then. All the
kids did. He was cocky and quick and strong and made fun of the
teachers and did crazy reckless . things. He called me Mouse- then. So

= did the other kids, because he did.
" In high school T went with another crowd, had nothing to do with
- him or the hotshots he ran with. I hated them. They all had dirty
minds-and foul mouths. When he saw mé in the halls he’d grin and say
things like, “How’s it going, Mouse? Getting much lately?” He was a
dropout in junior year. I don’t remember seeing him around town after
that: .-

O.K., about three months before that night we ran into each other

“in-a coffee shop here in the city. High school was in the past—and I
~ was having a problem. The fellow who'd been- sharmg my apartment
had been transferred in his job, and had moved out, and I didn’t know
anyone I could ask to move in. I didn’t want to handle $210 a month
alone. _ ' -
"I had money in the bank because I didn’t drink or smoke or buy
fancy clothes, but I was saving my money. That’s how my mother
raised me: save your money, get a stake, and one day you'll have your
“own business. . . She was a wonderful person, my mother. She passed
away when I was fourteen. My father was all wrapped up in his
grocery business, He died two years ago. I-don’t miss him at all. But
I've always missed my mother. : g
I liked my apartment. It was a nice place small and old-fashloned
__._quiet,_I.wanted _to. stay on_there: _But.I. couldn’t-manage-the-$210 alone.———-

While Dixon and I had coffee and talked about the old grammar-
school days it camesout that he was looking for a new apartment. He
seemed all right—he called me Herbert, not Mouse. He talked quiet
and the crazy, vicious stuff seemed.to be behind him. . He was ‘working
in a freight office. His clothes were'clean, he looked presentable. I told
him about my problem and rent saxd maybe we could try it together

.- see how it worked.
That was how it began.
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It was all right for- a while. He did ‘some drmkmg and chased
around, and now and then he missed ‘work and borrowed a few dollars
from me to carry him until payday, but he always paid me back. Once
he brought a girl home with him overnight, but .the next day Mrs.
Loft, the landlady, told me that if there was any’ more “of that he’d
have to go.

I told him: He said, What are we, back in the dark ages'P

1 said, “It’s her p]ace and that’s the way she wants it

He scowled, but then shrugged and said, “All right, Mou— I mean
Herbert. I'll not disturb the tender minds in this nunnery any more.”

-After that he went to his girls’ places or took them to a motel. But
~ things got pretty cool between us. I didn’t like what he’d sald about
the apartment. Or that he’d almost called me Mouse.

But I had my room and he had his. I could lock my déor, listen to
the radio or read, and leave him the living.room with the TV. I don’t
eare much about television. Usually he was out.at night anyway and
would come home late, if at all. It was liveable, and. I thought it could
last another few months until my lease was up. Then, if I couldnt find
another roommate, I'd move out.

Then I met Rosalie.

She was a new waitress in the lunchroom near the shoe store where
I worked—small, dark-—haired, with bright eyes, a soft voice; a
smile.~. .

I ate lunch there and watched her for two weeks before I dared ask-
for a'date. I hadn’t had a date in—had I ever had a date? Girls hadn’t -
ever been part of my life. My mother had told me, “Don't get mixed.
up with girls. Girls can be dangerous for a young man with a future.
Most girls think only of themselves.” I had a future and I didn’t want it
ruined. Mother said, “One day youll meet the right girl, and you’ll
know.” I looked at Rosalie and thought I knew.

We went to a movie. After that it was usually movies, now v and then
a dinner out. I gave her things—I bought her a gold locket and a
~ wristwatch, and when she told me her record player was broken I paid -
to have it fixed. And I bought her a dress that she liked in a store
window. Twice I helped her with the rent. Once I gave her $150
because her mother owed a doctor’s bill.

We would walk in the park and sometxme's sit by the lake, look at
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the ducks paddling around there, and I'd hold her hand.

. One night when I walked her to her apartment building I kissed her
. goodnight. She smiled at me and her eyelids went up and down and
she said in her soft. voice, “Oh, how nice you are, Herbert! What a
sweet kiss!” After that when I left her at her building, I always klssed
her. .
I saw her once or twice a week. She sa1d that her mother, who lived
with her, wasn’t well and got nervous when she was left alone in the
“evening, and wasn’t comfortable when there were visitors. So I never
. went up to Rosalie’s apartment. I'd meet her places, or pick her up
. after work. They all got to know me in the lunchroom. They'd all smile
when I came in to pick up Rosalie.

She seemed the kind of girl my mother’'d dreamed of for me.

I just wanted her to be. with me—it made me feel proud and happy.
It was. all I wanted of her for then. I thought when I got to be
assistant manager at the shoe store, I'd- be earning enough and I'd ask
her to marry me. Her mother could live with us—I wouldn’t mind—
" and the three of us would move to a place in the suburbs and be
happy together.

Three weeks before the night I'm going to tell you about, I took her
to a place across town for spaghetti. At the bar drmkmg whisky, was
Dixon. -

He came over to our table. He looked at her in 1 the way he {ooked at
women, like they were something on a store counter put there just for
him. She looked back with -her bright eyes..

He said,” “What you want is-wine with your dlnner ” and told the _

waiter to bring a bottle of wine.
Rosalie sometimes had a glass_of wine at-diriner. That night she

drank four or five—as he ordered another bottle—and she laughed a
" lot. I'd never heard her laugh like that—shrill. I'd never seen_her eyes

shine the-way they shone when she looked at Dixon. Cheap, sleazy
Dixon, with his sharpie’s grin.
I walked her to her building. I didn’t say. much and neither did she
She had a funny faraway look in her eyes, and a little smlle I didn’t
“kiss her that mght

In our apartment, Dixon was walking around in the front room. He
said, “There’s fire there, Herbert. - That little fox is wanting
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somethmg 4

“Fox? What do you mean, foxP And what do you mean, wanting
somethmg? Wanting what? : .

“Sexual excitement.’

I tried to hit him. I'm glad of that. I did try. I wound up on the
- floor, my lips split and throbbing, but I'm glad I tried to hit him.

He rubbed his fist and laughed down at me. “Mouse, don’t waste my
time. I fight with men.’ '

I wanted to tell him, move out. Now. But there was the lease I
didn’t want to be stuck with all that rent.

I got up. Shes a decent girl. She’s not like the ‘girls you're used
tO. . .

He shook his head grinning. “You're unreal, Mouse, you know that?
They ought to stuff you and put you in a museum . . . like a relic. I
made a date with her.”

“What?”

Sure While you were in the can. ‘She wants_a real m.m—not a
_mouse :

I stopped at the lunchroom next day. There wasn’t a crowd, just a
few people.

She said, “All right, I made a date So? Did you think you owned
me because you gave mie a cheap locket and a little money?”

It wasn’t cheap. It cost over eighty dollars.

“He’s no good. All he wants is—what a man like him wants.”

“That’s not what you want,is it?”” I'd never seen her smile at.me
like ‘that. Before it had always been sweet and warm. Now it was like a
sneer. “What do you want, Herbert? Do you want to just wear me on
your arm, like a prétty bracelet?™ _ -

“Please don’t go out with him.” ' :

“Please!” She laughed. “Is that what a man say’s when he asks a girl
for something?”

She walked away from me, then stopped and looked back w1th that
- awful crooked sneering smile. Goodbye Herbert I won't say it'’s been
fun—but it’s sure been different.”

- Ididn’t see her any more. I took my lunch at another ]unchroom

But Dixon was seeing her. And he’d tell me about it.

1 tried to avoid him. I'd go in my bedroom and lock the door. He'd
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come in.from work and ‘take a shower singing in his stupid tuneless
way “Then I'd hear him in the front room. Then my door would rattle.
“Mouse? I've got a date! With Rosalie. Do you want to hear what:we
did last night? I spent the night at her apartment——and what a mght‘ I
,won't- €0 into. all the. details—you wouldn’t know what T was talkmg
‘about anyway. And there ain’t no mommia living there, Mouse! Rosalie
pulled that line on you and you believed it. Is that what you learned at
* that great high school we wént to—to be the blggest sucker in the
world?” :
I'd _]USt sit there. ‘I wouldn’t answer him.
“It’s a nice apartment, Mouse. Maybe I'll move in there You should
learn about women, ‘Mouse. What they want is-a guy who knows what
they want, and knows how to give it to them.”

‘On September-27th I got home from work late because I wanted to be
sure Dixon had left for the date he’d told me about that morning—a
~ dinner date at Rosalie’s..

He was gone. It was after seven o'clock. I got a Coke from the’
refrigerator and sat in the.livingroom, drinking the Coke, looking at
the wall and thinking of them together, having dinner righit now prob-
ably, and later going into her bedroom to do the things they did.

Suddenly I heard a shot.

It came from upstairs. A short hard crack. I'd never heard a gun be-
fore, except in a TV show ar a movie, but I knew this was a gun.

I sat frozen, the Coke can at my lips, and seconds, maybe half a
minute, passed before I moved.

Then I put the can down and went to the door and opened it a crack
“and listened. There was only silence, dead silence. 4

Upstairs in front lived a law. student that I never saw except on the
weekend; he had a job in the day and went to classes every night. Next
_to him was .a-new tenant,-a sick-looking grey-faced -oldér man who had
moved in-a few weeks ago that I'd seen several times in the. halls. That
was all. The other apartment was vacant.

There was one vacancy downstairs too, between Mrs. Loft who lived
in front, and me.. It was Thursday and - she was away doing the

janitorial work she did in downtown offices three nights a week.

"I looked across at the phone. I could go to it-and get the police and
say, “A gunshot at 320 Myrtle Street—" and wait in my room until
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they came. But mstead I went through the door down the’ hall and up
_the stairs.

I can’t explain it. It wasn’t like me. It must have been destiny that
““pulled me up the stairs. '

I got on the dark landing and went down the hall to the mxddle door
and turned the knob. The door opened.

The grey-faced man lay on the floor in the dlmly lit room. He ]ay on
his back, in a white shirt and old brown slacks. In his right hand was a
gun. His eyes stared up. Blood leaked out of a hole in his temple.

- After a little I stopped staring at him, and looked around. The first
thing I saw was a.sheet of paper on a little desk. A bottle of wine with
an inch or so in it was beside it. I went over and read:
You reach a -point, you got. no hope, everybody’s let you
down—$127 to- my name, and rent’s due, everything’s due.
Just a sick old boozer. now. Everything gone. She’s gone, klds
- are gone—who gives a damn? .
- John ]J. Hooper.

My first instinct was to go down and call the police. There’'d be some
excitement, questioning—it might even get in the papers. But prob-
ably not. Who cared about some used-up old has-been shooting himself
in a second-class neighborhood? And suddenly words that Dixon had’
sneered at me a week ago were ringing in my. ears: “Youre a grey -
mouse. That's why she picked me. You re gutless All you'll ever do is
squeak.”

I closed my eyes, then opened them and I stared at the corpse.
Then I looked at the note. And I knew what I was going to do. -

I took the note and put it in my pocket. I knelt by the corpse; went
in the hip pocket, and pulled out a wallet. I .took the money out of it.
There were five twenties, a ten, three fives, and-a couple of ones. I
put the money on the desk. With my handkerchief I-wiped the wallet

_carefully and pushed it under the body.

With the handkerchief I picked up the wine bottle and threw it as
hard as I could against the wall by the door. It broke and left a stain on
_the wall. It lay in pieces near the door.. '

I pulled open a drawer of the desk, then turned the chair in front of
the desk over. I took the gun from the corpse’s hand w1ped it all over,
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and laid it down near the hand.

- I picked up the money and went out of the room, pulhng the door .
shut. I went back to'my apartment and into Dixon’s sloppy bedroom,
to his closet. I wiped off each bill where I might have touclied it and
shoved them deep into one of the worn ‘tan shoes that I'd never seen
him wear and put the handkerchief back in my pocket. -

Afterward I went out of the apartment and down the hall to the front
_ door and left the building, letting. the door fall. shut behind me. It~
locked when it shut. Mrs. Loft was wary of thieves, the place being
empty so often at night. The back door was always locked. You needed
your-key to get into the building.

I walked the streets,- going over it, trying to see if I'd made any
mistakes.

What I had done was just enough so that the police couldn’t write it

off as suicide. Not with the gun wiped clean of Hooper’s fingerprints.
~~ Theyd figure that someone had come into his room, thinking he was
out, to see. what he could steal. Hooper had thrown the bottle at
whoever it was and there had been a fight. Hooper had grabbed the
gun from his drawer, and the killer must have taken it away from him
and shot him.” Then he'd gone through Hooper's wallet, taken the.
money, shoved the wallet under the body, wiped his fingerprints off
the gun, and placed-it by Hooper’s hand. )

The police -would ask questions. They'd find out about the locked
doors, front and back, and that the law student never returned home
until late at night. They wouldn’t suspect Mrs. Loft. A woman can kill,
even a decent lady like Mrs. Loft, but why should she? For a few
dollars? Anyway, she’d been away from the building since six o’clock

-, on her janitorial rounds. . - \

They’d focus on Dlxon and me. .

~So “what would they find out about us? That I was qu1et orderly,
nonaggressive, and had plenty of money in the bank; that I never
missed work, never got drunk, never broke out of my routine.

And they'd discover that Dixon was a high school dropout a man
who went to bars and card rooms, who was reckless and had done wild
and vicious things, ‘who never held a _]Ob long and was often broke and
borro¥ing money. .

A suicide that’ couldnt be a‘suicide; an empty wallet under the body, :
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and in Dixon’s shoes, when they got to looking in our rooms, a wad of
money. ]

Dixon would say that he’d left the apartment before seven o'clock,
taken a cab to Rosalie’s and spent the night with her. And she’'d back
that ‘up. ‘Sure. The girl he spent nights with, backing up his” alibi.”
Some backing. -

How about the time of death? Could he have any other witnesses for.
where he was at about 7:15, the time that Hoopér had died? Could
anvone else besides Rosalie have seen him around -that time? :

*'Possibly. He might have stopped at’‘a bar. But the police couldn’t
pinpoint the time of Hooper’s death to the minute. The body wouldn't
be found until tomorrow, at the earliest. The doctors would be able to
give only an approximate time. But I knew Dixon’s routine on a day
off. He’d lie in bed until afternoon—then laze around, drinking beer
and watching serials and miovies on TV. Rosalie didn’t get off work until
seven o'clock.-So he’d pick her up ‘at the lunchroom or go directly to
her apartment. It wouldn’t matter if anyone saw him after that. They'd—
figure that just before he left our building, he’d gone up to Hooper’s
room, not knowing Hooper was in, to see what he could steal—found.-
him theré, fought with him, killed him, and robbed his corpse.

Why would he have tried to make it look like suicide in such a -
stupid way? Wiping the. gun clean of fingerprints, putting it by
Hooper’s hand instead of back.in his hand? Why would he leave the
broken bottle lying on the floor as a tip-off that there had been an
intruder? Why put the empty wallet under the body instead of back in
" the pocket? Why make so many mistakes?

Because he was Dixon, a high school dropout. It was a stupld way to
leave things because he was stupid. He couldn’t plan, he couldn’t
think: He wasn’t me. V

I took out Hooper’s wadded note. I thought, You've done something
decisive, you're hard and- decisive now, but will that last? Will
tomorrow change things? How about when Dixon’s arrested? Will you
feel guilty? Will you go soft? Will you.act like a mouse and give the
police the note?
~ Slowly, walking along, I tore the note into strips, then into squares,
letting them slip off my fingers and scatter in the breeze.

I was near a theater. That was where I would tell the police I had
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spent the right. “I got home from work about seven o’clock, had a
. Coke, went out, walked around a little, saw a movie.” There would be -
nothing unusual about that, I went to the movies pretty often.

It wasn’t a good movie.~Too much dirty language—movies are so
_ dirty now, most of them. Everything seems so dirty. . :

I walked home. You're not supposed to walk late at mght in the city,
but I didn’t feel nervous. Mrs. Loft’s old car was ‘in front of our
building. She was back from work. : : :

The law student was home. His light was on upstairs.

I unlocked the front door and .went down the hall to my apartment.

Dixon wasn't home. No, he’d be lying in Rosahe s arms. He wouldn’t
be home all night.

I went to bed, and had fleeting’ dreams of Hooper his head lymg in
blood on the floor, his empty eyes staring at the ceiling, a gun clean of
" fingerprints by his hand - ) -

Next day when I left for work Dixon hadnt come home yet He had
probably gone straight to work from.Rosalie’s.

I got off work at five and came right- home thmkmg they would have
discovered the body by now. ]

They had. - ' © .

A police car was near the building. I went up the front steps and let
myself in. Two big men came out of Mrs. Loft’s apartment.as I started
down the hall. They must have seen me appréaching from her window.

Mrs. Loft stood in her doorway. I smiled and nodded to her. She
looked at me in a strange, frightened way.

The men wore suits, but I knew they were policemen. They had

_hard, hooded eyes. One of them 'said, “Herbert Phipps?” He held .out;
a leather wallet and flipped it so that 1t opened and showed a badge.
~ He said, “We'd like to talk to you ,
- —What is it?" - -~ = e e T s s -

“Shall we go to your apartment?’ - L

I led the way to my place and closed 'the door after them Right

“away I saw that things had been moved. Dixon’s door was partly open
and so were a-few drawers Pillows and magazines were a little out of
order.”

I said, ‘Have you been lookmg around in here?”

“Yes. Your landlady let us in. We found a bunch of money in the toe
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of a shoe in that room.’

“That’s not my room. That's my roommate’s.’

“We know; the landlady told us. You didn’t like this Dixon much,
did you? We understand he stole your girl. Is that why you tried to
frame him?” ‘

“Frame him? What are you—” A word- he’'d used reglstered.
“Didn’t like him? What do you mean, didn’t lxke hxm?’

“Dixon’s dead.”

I stared. “Dead?”
“Shot. In an apartment across town in bed w1th your former girl"
friend, Rosalie Castian. She’s dead too.”
“Dead? Rosalie dead?” Thmgs were spmmng L couldnt beheve
anythmg I was hearing. :
“A guy got in and found them in bed. He shot both of them.”
1 guess my face looked crazy. They stood logking at me, thelr faces
perfectly calm, their eyes showmg nothing.
One of them said after a while, “You'd better sit down
I werit to the couch and let myself down on it. I sald “Are you
thinking I'm the one.that killed them?” ~ '
“No, not you. Another ex-boy friend of hers who had a key to her
place. He used to live there with her. His name’s Speller. You prob-
ably don’t know him. He’s been in jail the past three months. He had
a gun. He went in and found them in bed and shot them. Then he
stayed there and got drunk—then this morning he called us. He’s in
jail now.’
Dead, I thought Both dead Rosahe and Dixon dead. I remembered '
Rosalie as she was for me before Dixon met her. :
I'thought, what is it? What is it about women? What is it?
I wanted to cry. But I didn’t. “So you came here,” I said.

- “Yes. We found from his wallet where he worked -and they saxd he'
lived here.” [

“Why did you search the place? What were you lookmg for?” _

“We came here to find if there was next of kin to notify, but when we
got here we found that the landlady had just called the pohce Because -
she’d found a dead man upstairs.” :

“A dead man? Here?”

“Right. And his wallet was lylng under hlm plcked clean You didn’t
know that, I suppose'f"
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“Of course I didn’t know it! I've been at work.” : :

“We found money. It mlght have been the dead man’s. So we think -
you might have killed him.” , : : -

Me ‘P” . B ;

“Yes, you. It was supposed to look like suicide. But it-wasn’t—there
were no fingerprints on the gun. After checkmg everythmg it seems to
. narrow down to you.’

“But—" I was up now. My legs were trembling and my face felt stiff.

“That’s Dixon’s room! He must have kllled the man before he left for
Rosalie’s!” -

* “That wouldn’t make sense.” -

“Why not? When was he kllledﬁ”

“Early this morning. About two o’clock.”

“But the murder here was much earlier!” _

“Was it? How- do you know that? You tell us—when was the mur-
der?”

I shouted, “T don't’ know‘ I'm- just saying that I didn’t murder
anyone! If a murderer got in this apartment and put money in Dixon’s
shoe; it was Dixon!”

The other one aid, “Actually, you're right. Not about Dixon—about
the time of death. The guy upstairs died probably between six and
e1ght o’clock last night.”

“And' Dixon was home yesterday! He took a day off——I saw him in
the morning and he said he was goingto do that. I got home about
seven and he was gone. He had a date for dinner with Rosalie. I had a
Coke, then went out to a movie. He had to:have gone up and killed
* the man before he went out!”

“No,” said one. “It just wouldn’t make sense.”

I'stared at him. “Why not?” ’

The other one had a notebook open “We traced his movements last

night: He stopped at a’liquor store.a couple of blocks from here, where
"he’s known. That was about 6:30.. He asked for a fifth of good bourbon
and tried to put it on the cuff. No luck. He scraped around in his
pockets got a few bucks, ended up buying a pmt of cheap stuff.”

“What does that prove?”

“He stopped at a bar about six blocks’ from here trled to borrow

money for cab fare from some guys he knows there. No luck. He called
the lunchroom where your girl worked——your ex-girl—but she d left for
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home. We already talked to her boss and the -other” girls there and
found that out: That’s when we heard about you too. He walked out of
the bar. There’s no bus line on that street, and anyway we found only
fourteen cents on him—so that’s probably all he had, not enough for
bus fare. So he walked. A guy on the girl's floor saw him knock on her
door about 7:30 and said he looked tired and sweaty and angry.- You
with me, Phlpps?’ :
“Yes,” I said. “I’'m with you.” :

“Two_miles, Phipps,” said the first one. “He walked two miles.
That’s the distance from here to the girl’s place. And he arrived with a
pint of cheap booze. Out of character, isn’t it? From what we learn he -
was the type who wanted to act like a sport, plenty of dough—and he .
arrives for a hot date all beat out and smelly from-walking, with a pint
of cheap booze. It doesn’t make any sense. Not if you have a wad of -
money you've just stashed in your apartment two blocks from where
you first found out you needed it.

I didn’t say anything. One of them moved forward “Let’s go,
‘Phipps.” And he recited what they tell you about your rights.

They were herding me out the door. I said, “It wasn't me! It wasn’t
anyone! It was suicide—it really was suicide! I heard the shot, went

-up, -and a note was on the desk. A suicide note!”

“There was no note on the desk.” We were in"the hall. Mrs. Loft,
still stood-in her doorway and stared at me.

“There was! I took it. I fore it up, because I wanted to make it look

" like murder, like Dixon had done it. That's why I put the money in his
shoe. But I didn’t kill him. Why should I? I have over $2,000 in the
bank! Why would I go up to his room to rob him? To frame Dixon?” .

“No, that doesn’t make much’ sense either. But we don’t have to sort
‘it all out now. So we'll Just bring you on in and straighten things out
later.”

There wasn’t a trial. Like I'd told them,. there wasn’t any reason I'd
rob Hooper. In the énd they believed me as to what had happened
But they had doctors ask me a lot of questions about what my
“childhood was like and what kind of thoughts I had. In the end they
sent me here.

That was eight months ago. I don’t belong here, Doctor, I'm not
crazy. 1 just. .. it’s just that everything seems so dirty and strange,
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and you can’t depend on the things you believed in. You can’t depend
on people. On women. You can’t depend on-women. They do things-to .
you. They smile at you and say. nice things, but they’re laughing at
you. You can’t understand them. They betray you. They re like a differ-

ent species.

My mother wasn’t like that But——how do you find women like my

mother? "

She was right. She was always rlght I remember she told me once,
“A cheap little tramp has been the ruination.of many a fine young
man.’ She was a wonderful person my mother
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The man could have a thousand histories, he could be a -
murderer . . . : ‘ '

Hg was already seated in the first class compartment when I got on .
the train; disappointed not to precede whoever would be my compan-
ion on the journey. During many years as a woman traveling alone, I'd
learned the advantage this gave me. And having that advantage was
‘one of the small pleasures of my random life. Now I took the window
seat facing forward, which I always reserved in advance, and spread
out a map to discourage conversation' unless I decided to’ initiate it.
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The man opposite hardly glanced at me at all. Probably he’d gauged,
as I had, the uncomfortable -possibilities_ in hours of isolation with
strangers, particularly of the opposite sex. At any rate, he was now in-
tently watching the crowds on the platform outside.

I didn’t .ask myself why he fascinated me. I knew. I'd sat too many

times on journeys like this one. Usually I thouglit nothing of the quick

male speculation on my costume, today a teal-blue suede suit with
matching boots. Nor did I resent the instant shift away when they did
look me over. I was used to it. :

But this man didn’t look at me with or without speculatlon Whlle I
could disregard -such obvious indifference as a rule, today I wished
perversely to be natural with my companion, to make him aware of me
as a, person. But he kept staring so assnduously through the w1n°’dow
that I put my impulse on hold.

‘Behind my book, I watched him, studying what I could see and imag-
ining what I couldn’t. He was a bit younger than I, thirty or so, thin

cand hard with sad grey eves and a strong nose over a tense wide

mouth. His dark-blue suit was impeccably cut of expensive cloth, and

~above ‘him, in the rack beside an impressive suitcase, was a forest-

green Tyrolean hat with a jaunty black-feather in the band. .

" A professional man perhaps—Dbusiness or law, or possibly medicine.
No, he ‘was too well turned out, his cufflinks and watch were too ex-
pensive. A rich playboy maybe. Except that his expression was not
vacuous nor his body pufy from overindulgence. In fact, he was on the
spare side, as if-he’d been hammered from steel, as if he’d been tested
by ice and snow and .biffeting winds. Anyway, if he were one of the

-Beautiful People he would travel in his own plane or drive his own fast

car. )

Ouitside, the dispatcher blew hls curved silver horn and the train left
the Lucerne Bahnhof in_ that wonderful way of Swiss trains, smoothly
hugging the rails,’ exactly on time.- The conductor came by for our tick-~

. ets before we’d left the city limits. .

I leaned against the red plush seat and stared out at the lake and the -

high white mountains all around, thinking about the man opposite me,
his background and his interests. Obviously he was disciplined and a

gentleman. A soldier? En route to a new assignment? Going home on

“leave? Was home a cliff-hugging chalet up some mountainside like the
- ones I could see through the window; with the animals housed under-
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neath the living quarters? I doubted it. Home for him was more likely -
a modern glass-and-steel apartment somewhere in Interlaken or be-
yond. : . '
I laid my book aside and looked out at the trees and rocks, a wa-
terfall toward which we climbed, a viaduct we glided: over with a tor-
rent far below, and a postcard village beside a winding two-lane high-
way. Unreal beauty and as moving as music. I gave myself to the land-
scape until I was near self-betrayal with tears or some other fool thing.

I looked at my companion.

Such sad eyes, what I could see of them. Now and then his wide
. mouth twitched as if he' maintained alert tension against something un-
seen. But what shoulders he had, what strength in the arms and legs,
what vigor. Perhaps he was one of the mountain corps, an Alpine ‘guide
willing to risk his life against nature for strangers in distress. Imagine
having fallen into a crevasse, stuck halfway between light and dark, and .

. looking up to see this man coming to the rescue. Just the sight of him

would inspire confidence, his cleated boots banging against ice and
rock as he made the descent at the end of a sturdy rope. Then his
strong hands tying on a harness, his hands passing over, under, around
vour ‘helpless body. The pull and tug as unseen others began to raise
the burden, when with a moment’s. hesitation or misstep two bodies
would plunge down into. ’

Painfully T changed position to dispel the-fantasy, and he star ted to
glance around, but turned back to the window. -

“Schon.” .

-Now he faced me, his eyes startled, hlS mouth tightening momen-
tarily in vexation. Or affront. Did he dislike people in genelal or only
str ange women- like me?

“Ja,” he said, adding something in Schweizer Deutsch. He changed-
to heavy Enghsh when I shook my head, chagrmed not to understand
. his dialect. “Ja, ja, iss schon. Iss boot-ee-ful.” :

Then he looked quickly out at the fir trees laden with snow and
hung with icicles as they climbed the steep mountains'to hidden crests,
His rejection annoyed me. After all, I'd spoken first, and with an ef:
" fort. He could have responded. Well; he had. But just barely.

Perhaps he was in mourning and on his way to a funeral. His parent?
Wite? Child? He’d be a comfort in grief, taking over the duties, deal-
ing with morticians, florists, a priest or minister. I could hear his deep -
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voice, decisive and unimpassioned. He would be correct at the church,
seeing to those most affected by the death, kneeling, rising, singing. .
-Did they sing at Swiss funerals? Was there an organ and- solmst'? What
was _his religion?-

How would I know and why did I care? Religion had no part in my.
lite. None. But I did know that this man would hide whatever be-
reavement he might be feeling until he was alone. I simply couldn’t
see him flinging his gr ief around, talking of it, weeping perhaps.

But why place him at a funeral when-he was. so full of controlled
vigor? He belonged to life—a sportsan maybe, riding a polo pony,
swinging a tennis racket, swimming, mountain climbing. And skiing.
Leaning far forward, knees bent, as his runners hissed down the
packed snow, to pull up with a splendid flourish and a spatter of bright
ice fanning all around him. Nothing too ostentatious though. He.
needed no artificial aids to command attention. He got it without try-
ing, simply by his presence.-

I tried again. “Are you going to Interlaken? Is that your home?”

“Pardon, bitte?”

I shook my head,- embarrassed, and. he looked puzzled, almost in-
terested in me as a person for a. moment. But then he turned once.
more to that damned window, steaming over now with our mingled
breaths and the heat from beneath the seats. He was a very remote
-gentleman, as reserved with a strange woman as he would be _on a
formal dance floor.’ Any woman he asked to dance would be supremely
beautiful, not flawed either inwardly or outwardly. Tall and dignified as”
he——the daughter of the burgomeister perhaps. Perhaps he was en-
gaged, on his way right now, this minute, to the altar. But why then
did he look so sad? Didn’t he want to marry the lovely black-haired
woman with the white, white skin in the glamorous ballgown? -

Hell, she was probably blonde and. rosy and wore a dirndl—and he
~ was “being carriéd away from his.true love as she lay sobbing in a
hayfield outside her fathér’s farm. She was poor, and his bride was
rich, and that’s why he looked sad.-

“Army service?”’

He glanced at me from far away. Back in that hateful’ hayfield no
doubt, with the farmer’s yellow-haired daughter. He was probably like
an animal when he ‘got a poor fool. woman in his arms.  Why did I
bother with hlmP :
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“In the Army I haff been, ja. Amereecan? You?” -

“Yes, I'in an American. I travel all the "time, evelvwhere T love
tmvelm;,, it’s so interesting. 1 have no fixed address, and not inuch
money any more, but I get restless after a short time at any one
place———_ ‘

“Ah, ja, ja, j(l ”

Ite'd lost interest, turned his face away. So that ‘Settled that. Plainly
he didn’t want to. talk. At least not to me. \/Iaybe 1f rd been nchel or
normally alluring. .

This unproduct]ve encounter would end as all others did. My com-
panion might nod as he left the compartment, or he might not, and I
would follow him off the train and take a taxi to the Beau-Rivage where
I'd stayed before. I'd be shown to a room. with a balcony looking up
toward Kleine Scheidegg and the Jungfrau. I'd bathe and dress for din-

ner . . . not veal again, mnot tonight. Switzerland was crawling with
cows on every hillside pasture, and all I was ever served was veal. But
tomght I would have a steak._Somehow. Id celebrate . . . something.

The 1 man opposite was writing with his foreﬁngel on the steamy win-
dow. A name. . - ‘ :

Without being obvious, I strained to see. - -

LISA o , '

So_the sadness in his eyes was from rejection. Lisa had turned him
down. Or she was already married and wouldn’t betray her husband.
Perhaps she had ‘been” a childhood sweetheart and gotten tired of
waiting for him to return from wherever he’ d gone to make his fortune.
Perhaps she’d married the butcher’s son, a gross monster who knocked
her around enough to huit her but was careful not to destxoy her
beauty. :

L wouldn’t be careful either. If I could get at Lisa, I'd séar hel face,
make it so ugly this man wouldn’t want her. No man would, ever.

But that was all wrong. Terrible misfortune would only bring out his
steadfast loyalty and tenderness. No matter what it cost him, no matter
what -she looked like after 1 got.through with her. Since he was ob-"
viously fastidious—nails trimmed, trousers creased, shoes polished—he

-would be offended by a scarred woman, but his pity would force him

to hide his revulsion and keep hlm chained to her thereafter. Which
would serve him right.
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LISA b

He sighed and jerked his hand across the name, erasing it with an
untidy swipe that I wished would blot out my own reﬂectlon, distorted.
by the double glass window. “When he caught my smile, he laughed.
vigorously, sadness fleeing his face, leaving it . . . what?

I looked away, shaken by what I'd seen in those eyes. They were not
clear and merry. They were murky and knowing. He kriew all there
was to know about me, and I hated him for it. He was an evil man.
Cruél. He could easily be a murderer, never thinking twice about the
life he was taking. What was he like in the moment before shooting
someone? Or strangling her with those strong hands tight about her
lovely throat? Would that vigorous laugh which avoided his eyes drown
out the anguished cries of his victim? Would he dust his hands, kick
the body aslde, and walk carelessly away? -

Now, this minute, was he about to lunge at me from-across the way?
Could he feel that hostile, that murderous, toward a random compan-
jon, just because she was an imperfect woman who was interested in
hll]lp\ '

I covered my eyes with my hand, but when I peeked through my -
fingers he wasn’t. reacting—he wasn’t even looking my way. He had his
nose’ ghied to- the space where the girl's name had been. So he hadn’t
laughed a minute ago. And I hadn’t seen murder in his eyes. ,

“Fool.” The moment 1 spoke he jerked around to face me. “Nein,”
I said, “not you. I am the fool.” :

‘Pardon, bitte?”

“Nothing. I'm sorry.”

"He nodded, looked at his watch, and, yawning behind his hand, got
up to stretch. “Interlaken,” he said, lookmg at me as the train slowed,
and his eyes were w1thout expresswn . “Interlaken,” he repeated.
““You?’- - 7

“Yes,- yes:"’l’m" staying fof a week. Are you staying? Do you live
hele? Do you work here? Are you here for the winter sports?”

He shook his head—in-dismay? Distaste? Disgust? Or did he snnply

not understand what I had asked hlmp VVhy did I care, why-did it mat- . -

ter? .
- I took my bag from the seat beside me as he put on his Tyrolean hat
.and brought his suitcase down from the rack. Then as usual in awkward

moments, I motioned him to precede me into the corridor. His eye-
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brows went up, but he nodded and touched a finger to his. hat. In the
corridor, he bent to look out the window as the train ran smoothly into
the station. I imagined he -was searching for a familiar face, a woman
who would run into his arms and kiss him and listen as-he told her
about the weird companion he’d-had to sit with on the journey. '

The train stopped, and he assumed a military posture as he waited
for the door to open and the steps to go down. When he swung onto
the plattorm and went toward the turnstile, people automatically made:

‘way for him. g S
© 1 crawled painfully in his wake and then I saw him falter as a
policeman approached him and said something I couldn’t hear. There
‘was a short altercation during which my train companion seemed to
shrink. Then the policeman said something imperative and the man
. slouched ignominiously away toward the waiting room.

I felt more strongly deprived than .ever. I called to the policeman,
hoping he spoke English. “Please, that man ‘you just stopped, I sat
alone with-him in the compartment from Lucerne.”

The officer looked me over with the usual reaction. “Him? I warned
him toitake the next train to anywhere, Madame. We have a long file
on that monster—he preys on rich attractive women for his living.”
Then his voice changed to cynical hope. “Do you—you don’t have a
complaint, do you?” :

“Yes. Yes, I do. He tried to—"

“Take my arm then,” the -policeman interrupted eagerly. “We'll go
catch him, and T'll have a car take us to headquarters. You can put -
your complaint in writing, and that will put him where he belongs.”

“But my baggage,” I said. “It’s-checked through. You go arrest him,
and I'll get a porter and wait here for you. Hurry so you dont lose’
him.”

" The officer hesxtated glanced at my feet, and then loped OH His
uniform was neat. He was crisply alert, yet with an easy ride to his
shoulders. As I turned to look for a porter, I continued to wonder

_about him, his background and current interests. Crime and law, natu-
rally, because he was a policeman, but was he married? Had he chil-
dren? A mistress? Did he go skiing on his day off? Did he enjoy music?

I'took a taxi to the Beau-Rivage, pleased with my petty coup, and
‘still curious about the police officer. Behind his cynicism, underneath
his disgust-for my companion of the train, had been genuine concern.
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Because he might bungle the alrest? Or concern for me? H:udly that.
Few people these days ever consider the victim. *

More likely his wife was ill, -or one of his seven or eleven children.
Or perhaps he had. only one child, a daughter who was terribly scarred -

“and. ¢r lppled And he worried about how her appearance would affect
her futme if total loneliness would make her bitter and unbalanced,

eager to hurt someone; anyone—even a stranger—to compensate for
the hurt she lived w1th e

<

At the hotel my room had the balcony I'd foreseen and I stood for a

.long time looking at the immaculate purity of the Jungfrau. I wondered

what had happened in the station waiting room -and-if the policeman,

~would come t’hundeling to the hotel.after me. Or-if he'd figured me

out and was laughing heartlessly. If so, then let him try to explain how
he’d .been taken. ina false accusatlon Let him lose his Job because of
it. :
I bathed and went down to dirmer, and the veal wasn't all that bad.
My waiter was a handsome youngster ‘with a vigoreus. physique  and
great liquid brown eyes under.yellow Apollo curls. Possibly.a student
working. his way through, Jor learning the -hotel business and devastat-
ing the-girls every evening after work. I couldn’t decide, and anyway
he was too young to interest me. I forgot him entnely as I ate my

sweet and drank my blttel coffee. -

When 1 finished, I went straight to the front desk and told them my
plans had changed. I'd be moving on tomorrow, to Vienna perlmps or
Rome—I'd decide when I got up in the morning. r.

That seftled, I went upstairs to- my room and undressed, cdrefully
avoiding any gllmpse of myself in the mirror. Getting into bed, I-lay
awake as I did every night, reliving my random encounter with teen-
aged monsters on a dark city street when I was very young. They rob-

“bed me -and threw gasoline-and a lighted match on me and left me for

dead. All the plastic surgery my wealthy famlly could buy never

,achleved more than minimal repair.

" Then, as usual, I wept for the helpless hopeless victims_of g great and
petty mohsters everywhere before I fell into my usual troubled sleep.
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The first person with whom I associated the scent of camellias was my
Aunt Mabel—a. sweet human being, kind and considerate. She was of-
ten my baby sitter as I grew up. V A '
" And I remember Carrie Nelson, the first girl T ever dated, and she .
too carried the scent about hér. ’ - h
When I complimented her on the fragrance and remarked that I
rather liked her choice of perfume, she.informed me archly that I had
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an uneducated nose. She was not wearing a camellia scent. As a matter -
of fact, she detested the odor of camellias. They reminded her of fu-
_nerals. '

Yet I would have almost staked -my life on the fact that she perpetu-
ally carried about her the aura of camellias. However, I did not press
the point, though it did set me to thinking on the apparent popularity
of the scent with so many people with whom I came into contact.

When I next saw Dr. Burglund for a routine checkup—he was one of
those individuals who literally reeked of camellias—I rather experimen-
tally complimented him on the unique camellia-scented. after-shave lo-
tion he was wearing. : )

He denied that he used any after- shave lotion at all, and that if
" he did he most certainly would not select camellia since he could not
endure that particular odor.

“Rather puzzled, I made a few other inquiries of those about me who

_ wafted of camellias, and in every case the individuals nof only denied
that they were wearing the scent but insisted that they abhored the-
- odor. . :
After further thought, I.decided to shut my mouth on the subject
~ entirely and go about the business of growing up and bemg educated
amid the unexplained whiff of camellias here and- there.: -

At the university, I minored in the social sciences and 3s a fillip to
one of my courses, the class was given a tour through our state prison.

It was there—in the prison courtyard—that I discovered that the in-
cidence of the camellia scent among the prisoners was considerably -
higher than that in -the general population—perhaps quadruple, or
more. '

Our tour contmued and we were taken inside the ‘buildings, seemg

the shops, the kitchen, the mess hall, and so forth, and finally, as the L

piece '(Ie"’rési§taﬁée; :we;izver'é'cdnducted through the institution’s death
row.
. When'I enteled the corridor between the' cells, T was almost over-
whelmed by the odor of camellias.” The scent was quite overpowering. -
And as I passed from cell to cell I realized that every occupant in the
row exuded that odor.
Naturally I was thoughtful on the matter as we finished the tour. Be-
sides the odor of camelhas what was it that all of those men had in
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common? , :

They had.all been sentenced to die.

Was it possible that for some fantastic reason—physical, psychlc
moral, or whatever—I could smell impending death? .

No. That couldn’t quite be it. While our state still sentences some of
our murderéers to death, the possibility that they will ever actually be
executed is rather remote. Besides, those prisoners in the courtyard
who also reeked of camellias were not under the death penalty, though
I supposed that a number of them must also be murderers.

i " Ah! Was that it? Was it possible that I could actually smell murder?
Or, more specifically, that I could smell murderers?

The astounding realization that this might very possibly be true came
to me gradually, but inexorably, and 1 was forced into some thoughtfal
reevaluations of many of the people in my past. ' :

~ There was, for instance, Aunt Mabel, whose new husband had acci-
dently fallen to his death long ago as he and his wife strolled along the
edge of a precipice. And Carrie Nelson, whose beautiful cousin had -
drowned in an unwitnessed boating acc1dent while Carrie had man-
aged to swim ashore. And good Dr. Burglund, who chuckled when he
mslsted that he always buried his mistakes. :

I spent several days in a state of acute shock. I had never realized
before the amazing varietv of people who were actually murderers.
- And the fact that they were still blithely walking the streets indicated’

that they had gotten away with their erimes.

~My nasal ferreting ability: was-clearly a gift and, it seemed to me,

‘one I should do something about.

~ My decision to join the police force shook my fuends and rela-
tives—most of whom were in the world of academics. They fervently
tried to dissuade me, but my mind was set.

In June, upon receiving my degree at the university, I was accepted
as a recruit and sent to the police academy. Upon graduating at the
head of my class, I was assigned to a patrol car with an experienced
partner at my. side.

My first day of duty found us respondmg to a fire alarm and we ar-

" rived at the scene of the blaze just as the first fire trucks pulled up.

My partner and I assumed the duty of crowd control, keeping the

gathering spectators from getting in the way of the fire fighters.
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"The .filemen making their way through the smoke-filled dup]ex
brought out the body ofin elderly man—a victim of asphyxiation.
There was the pungent smell of smoke in the air and yet, insistently, .
I also caught the odor of camellias somewhere near me. -
I turned and surveyed the spectators and soon pinpointed the source

“of the'odof It came from a rather small middle-aged man who_watched
the blazmg home with smllmg intensity.

At the police academy we were instructed that; in cases of arson, the
nonprofessional arsonist will quite often be in the crowd at the scéne of
the fire, reaping the enjoyment of his deed.

The look in the man’s eyes, plus the odor of the camellias, plus ‘the -
fact that the fire ‘had claimed a victim, made me decide to speak to
Jhim. After all, if this fire was arson, as it indeed mlght be, then the
arsonist-was now a mmderen J

I moved in his direction. : .

He became aware of me and tmned, attempting to push his way
back through the crowd, obviously with the intention of fleeing.

I caught him in a moment and firmly escorted him to our patrol car
for questioning. I now noticéd that besides the odor of camellias he also
smelled faintly of gasoline. :

He was quite terrified at being detamed and in a matter of seconds

‘he admitted that he had indeed set the fire but that he had not meant

‘to injure or kill anyone and he was sorry about that.

My partner and I took him to headquarters for further questlomng
and he conlessed to l)em,g, responsible for a dozen other fires set about
the uty—nqne of which had previously resulted in any._fatalities.

It was an auspicious beginning for me. I was commended for my
acuity and T had visions of a metem ic career, solvmg ‘murders right and
left. -

In the weeks. and amonths-that followed,-however, 1 discovered that a-

pohcenmn s lot is not solely involved with the crime of murder.

My duties consisted almost entirely”of arbitrating family quarrels

- making out accident reports, citing citizens for traffic v1olat10ns and

similar necessary but hardly exciting chores.

According to my partner—a veteran of more than ten years on the
force—he had during that time lesponded to only four calls’ ‘involving
murder. ’
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Nevertheless, I diligently set about the busmess of learning my craft.

I attended specialized courses in the police sciences at thé university in
the evenings, and went about my duties cheerfully. What with hard
work and a certain amount of good fortune, after four years of patrol-
‘car duty, I was finally transferred to the Homicide D1v1510n as an act-
ing detective.

During those four years, by the way, T encountered only two cases of
murder. In both instances, the murderer was a member of the victim’s
family who was apprehended at the nearest tavern smelling of beer and
camellias—a really dreadful combmatlon )

In my new assignment as an acting detective, my first case involved
what appeared to be murder during a burglary. When my partner,
Sergeant Rolland, and I arrived at the Cape Cod-style home, we found
a dead man in his pajamas on the floor of his living room. He had ap-
parently been struck on the head by a small metal replica of the Exﬂel
Tower, which lay next to his body.

-According to his wife, she had been to see a-motion picture and
when shé returned home she found her husband dead on the floor!
She also informed us that she was miséing her jéwelry, and her hus-
-band’s wallet was gone from his trousers in their bedroom upstairs.

She was middle-aged and enveloped in a cloud of camellia scent.

In cases of murder, it is of course necessary to prove that one indi-
vidual murdered another. However, there is an undeniable advantage
in knowing who the murderer is before any of the evidence is ob-
tained. :

After Sergeant Rolland finished hls questlonlng, I mterceded “Mrs.
McDougal, you .say that you came home at exactly eleven o’clock. How
can you be so positive of the time?” -

She dabbed at her gyes. “Because Just as I came in the front door,
the clock on the mantel chimed eleven.” .

“You came into the living room and found your husband s body"’”

“Yes.”

“Did you check to see that he was genuinely dead?”
“Of course.’ :
“What did. you do next?’
“I phoned the police immediately.”
I turned to one of the uniformed officers who had arrlved at. ‘the
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* scene first. “When did you get here?™ .
“At exactly three minutes after eleven,” he sald rather ploudly “We .
happened to be only a block away when the call came.in.’ A
The anexpx int technician approached Sergeant Rolland and me. L
“There arén’t any prints on the murder weapon: It was wiped clean.”
I looked at Mrs. McDougal, but she managed to look entlre]y inno- -
cent. ‘ )
. I resumed my questlonmg After the pollce arrlved “did you leave
this room for any pmpose?’
*She thought about it. “No.”
I glanced at the uniformed officer again and he nodded confirmation.-
“Mrs.. McDouigal,” I said, “just what do you think happened here?”
She shrugged. “I don’t know. But I suppose that a burglar broke into
the house. My husbhand ‘heard him and came downstairs. They fought
and-my husband was killed.”
“Where do you keep your ]ewelry?”
“Upstairs in a drawer of my vanity.
I nodded agreeably. “A remarkably cool custome1 this bmglar First
he kills your-husband, then he goes upstairs, removes your husband’s
wallet from his trousers, and searches until he finds your jewelry. Most
burglars ‘'would have fled immediately after the murder and said the
hell with the ‘loot. Are you absolutely positive that youx jewelry and
the wallet are missing?” '
“Positive. I checked.”
“When?”
She blinked. “After I found my husband’s body, of course.’
I smiled. “You arrived homé at precisely eleven o’clock. You saw
your husband’s body. You investigated sufficiently to be certain that he
was dead. You phoned the police. You were undoubtedly overcome by
shock and grief, yet nevertheless you 1esolutely went upstairs and v
checked your vanity drawer to discover that your jewelry was missing.
You also went to your husband’s trousers and ascertained that his wal-
let was missing. You finished all of this just in time to greet the officers
-at the door at thrée minutes after eleven. Madam you must have been .
completely winded to accompllsh so much in just three minutes.’
She thought fiercely. “Actually, now that I remember more clearly, I
came-home at about a quarter to eleven or thereabouts I must have.
imagined hearing the clock strike.” ‘
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“Mrs. McDougal,” I said, “when was the last time you handled your .
husband’s wallet?” _ K

She seemed insulted. “I am not the type of person who goes through
her husband’s things.” - . v

I sniffed at the camellia aura about her agam “Mrs. McDougal, we
are going to search this house from stem to stern. We will be looking
spec1hcalb for your husband’s wallet. When we find it, as I suspect we
will, we will be interested in seemg if your fingerprints are on’ that
wal]et and why.”

‘The wallet and Mrs. McDougal’s jewelry were found.in the bottom
of the bathroom laundry hamper under some towels.

When our fingerprint ‘man began dusting,- Mrs. McDougal broke
down and confessed.

She and her husband, in their pajamas, had been downstairs in the

living room watching television. After the ten o'clock news, they had
* gotten into an argument concerning which -program to watch next—her
husband being adamant for the late movie and she preferring a talk
show. One thing let to another until she picked up the replica of the
Eiffel Tower and brained him.
" The deed done, she quickly decided to inake the event resemble
burglary and murder. She gathered together her husband’s wallet and
her jewelry and hid them in the laundry hamper—she did not antici-
pate that the police would doubt her story and search the house.

While we booked her at headquarters downtown, I reflected that
possibly I might have solved the murder even without the prompting
of the camellia scent. And yet, perhaps not. Possibly the significance of
the three short minutes might have escaped me if I hadn’t known be-
forehand that Mrs. McDougal had murdered her husband.

During the next four years,* Sergeant. Rolland and I solved nearly
ninety-six percent of our homicide investigations—an unprecedented
nigh for the departiment—and [ was promoted to sergeant. And I dis-
covered that it was indeed true that in more than eighty-five percent of
the murders committed the victim knew his killer and was frequently
related.

If we did not find him still in the vicinity of the c crime, -it was: usually
“a simple matter of interviewing all of the victim’s friends and relatives
until I found the one who smelled of camellias. And once the culprit
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had been sniffed out, gdtheung the physmal evidence: to ‘convict him
hecame a routine affair. i :

Our few failures I ascribed to the Llct that our killers were probably
strangers to their victims and had simply boarded the nearest bus,
mee or train out-of town, -beyond the reach of my'nose.

In the summer of my ﬁfth year in Homlclde, Rolland and I were
called to the Blackpool Mansion on the lake front.

In the circular driveway, I parked behind the squad cars and got
out. In-the light of the quarter moon, I surveyed the main bmldmg
.andits extensive shadowy grounds.

“Rolland,” I said, “murder among the lower and middle classes is es-
senitially sordid. I wonder if this extends also to the rich.”
" Rolland extinguished his cigar and put it into his breast pocket. “This
" place is real class. I wonder if this time our murderel is rich.”

“What difference would it make?”

“A lot. Rich.murderers don’t go to prison.” :

Inside the building, we located the tremendous living—or possibly
drawing—room where we' found the owner, an investment counselor
named Horace Blackpool, dead on the center rug. It appeared that he
had been-brained by a gold-plated replica of the Flatiron Building. The
probable weapon lay bloody beside him.

The medical and laboratory technicians -arrived and proceeded about
their work. -

Mrs. Erica Blackpool, the victim’s wife, had strikifig vxolet eyes that

" widened slightly when I approached her. She was in her middle twen-.
ties and enfolded thoroughly in the scent of camellias.

I listened to her story and then reprised. “You say you returned
from a movie and found your husband in his present condition?”

“Yes.” -

“And you réfurned at exactly eleven o’clock? How can you be so

posmve about that?’

“The hall clock struck eleven just as I came in.the front door

Naturally I had been experiencing a certain degree of de]a vu. “Just
what is your guess about what happened here?”

She seemed to study me intently. “My husband goes to his athletic
club every Wednesday evening to play paddle ball with'some of. his
friends. I suppose that' when he came home he surprised an intruder.
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They fought and ‘my husband was kllled My upstaxrs bedroom ‘has
been.ransacked and my jewelry is missing.”

“You dttended this movie alone?”

“Yes.

I glanced about the room. “Weren't there any servants around?”

“They all have their quarters above the garages and usually they re
all out of here by at least nine.

A tall dlstmgmshed man entered the room and made his way to Mrs.
Blackpool s side. “Erica, I do hope you haven’t said anything.”

VVell just the bare facts. I couldn’t just stand here and say nothmg
at all.”

I regarded him. “Who are you, sir?”

“James Gobbert. I am the Blackpools™ attorney.” ,

Mrs: Blackpool nodded. “Horace told me that people in our income
bracket should never do or say anything at all without first consulting
an attorney.” , ‘

“Mrs. Blackpool,” I said, “will you please tell me again exactly the
sequence of events, from the moment you entered the house?”’

- “Well, as I said, I got home just as the hall clock struck eleven. I
walked into the house and when 1 passed this room I noticed Horace
just lying here in a pool of blood.”

“You approached close enough to be certain that he was dead?”’

“Of course. And he was quite dead. As he is now

“And then?”

“Well, naturally -1 called ]ames and asked him what. to_do. He
thought it over for a while and then suggested that I call the police.”.

"“That was very good of him. And then what?”

“My next thought was that Horace was probably killed by a burglar.
So I. went upstairs and looked around. Sure enough I found that my
Jewehy cases were missing.’

“Don’t you keep your jewelry in a safe?™

“Usually I keep it in the wall safe. But this evening I simply forgot
to put it back in. Veéry careless of me, I'll admit.” She seemed to step
" an inch or two closer to me. “Then I went into Horace’s -bedroom and
it was a mess too. The drawer where he keeps his cigarette cases,
hghters rings, cufflinks, and so on, was completely empty and on the
floor.”

I consulted ‘one of the .uniformed officers. “What time did the -ﬁrst ,

v
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squad car get hele?
“Three minutes dl‘tel eleven.”

Definitely déja vu.-

I watched the fingerprint techmman working on the replica of the
Flatiron Building. 1 doubted very much that he would fmd fin-
gerprints. ’ : -

I turned and sniffed at the camellia aura about Mrs. Blackpool for a
moment., “How long have. you and your husband been manled?’

Al)out a year. l .

“How did you get along?” Vo

“Just fine.”

- I gathered together the uniformed officers. “I want this house and its
grounds searched thoroughly. I'm looking specifically for Mr. and Mrs.
Blackpools m1ssmg Jewelry When you fmd it, I want it tested for fin-
gerprints. All of it.” : :

I surreptitiously sniffed af Gobbert. He was innocent of the odor of
camellias, which at least eliminated him as an accessory: . -

After approximately fifteen minutes, .an officer walked into the room
carrying a bulging pillow case, tl1e‘ contents of which rattled. “It’s full.
of ]ewels and silverware.”

“Ah I said. “Whereé did you find it? In the laundxv hampex .

“No. Under some bushes just outstde )

I turned to Mrs.- Blackpool adam 1 am arresting you for the
murder. of your husband, Horace Blackpool - '

She blinked and Gobbert frowned. ) o

I smiled. “Mrs. Blackpool, you say that you entered this house just
as the hall clock struck eleven. You' then discovered your husband’s
body. You took the time to ascertain that he was dead. You phoned
“your attorney. After time-consuming cogitation he told you to call -the
police. You did so. And while waiting for them to appear you went up-
- stairs to find that your jewelry and-a number of your husbarid's things
were missing. You then went downstairs and greeted the police officers
as they arrived at three minutes after eleven.” 1 sniffed the air. “It is
quite clear that it would have been physically 1mp0551ble for you to do
all of those things within the space of three minutes.

Mrs. Blackpool became thoughtful, and then l)rlghtened “The hall
clock is an antique and doesn’t keep very good time. I should have re-
meml)eled that, The last tlme 1 checked, it was about twenty minutes
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fast. So when it struck eleven, you see, it was really twenty minutes to

eleven and I had plenty of time to do all of those things I sald I did .

before the police came at three minutes after eleven, real time.”

I dispatched one of my men to the hall clock. He returned in less
than a minute. “She’s right, Sergeant. The hall clock is fifteen minutes’

fast.”

The fingerprint technician spoke up. “There alent any fmgexprmts
on the murder weapon, Sergeant.”

- T was beginning to feel a bit uneasy. “Well, I didn’t really expect
that there would be. However, T think you will find that Mrs.
Blackpool’s fingerprints are all over her husband’s missing possessions.”

Erica Blackpool smiled. “No, you won’t, Sergeant.” :

A uniformed sergeant trotted into the room gr mnmg “We got him.”

I frowned. “Got who?”

“The probable murderer. He was laying out there under the gazebo.
He's gota broken leg.”

I accompanied him back outside where we joined a flashlight- illumi- -
nated circle around the supine. figure of a groaning man.

The sergeant made an identification. “It’s Elasmus Reilly. He s been_
sent up a few times for breaking and entering.”

I sniffed. Erasmus seemed drenched in camellias. )

Perhaps it was.because Reilly felt that he had been as good as caught
in the act, or perhaps he simply wanted to get things over with and be
rushed to a hospital where he could receive treatment for his leg, but
he immediately launched into his confession.

‘He: had been burglarizing the Blackpool home when Horace
Blackpool returned from the athletic club and confronted him in the
living room. There had been a struggle and he had struck Blackpool
down. N
Reilly had then gr asped his plllow case of loot and dashed across the
grounds, heading for the gate. Unfortunately, it had been rather dark .
and shadowy and' he was not acquainted with the grounds. As’'a con- -
sequence, he had tripped over a marble faun and broken his leg. He -
had abandoned ‘his loot and been in the long and painful process of
crawling to the perimeter of the Blackpool estate when the police ar-
rived and forced him to seek refuge under the gazebo.

I returned to the Blackpool house and Mrs. Blackpool.
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“Well,” she said, “amI still under arrest?”

T cleared my throat. “No.. You are unarrested.”

Gobbert snorted. “You cannot erase the deed, the calumny, the em-
‘barrassment with just a few words. We iritend to sue for ten million.”

I sniffed in the direction of Mrs. Blackpool Thele was stlll the scent
of murder about her.

I studied her as she studied me. Were we engaged in a combat of "

intellects? Good against evil? Was that why she had that drsconcertmg,
- smile on her face?

I frowned at a new thought. Erica Blackpool claimed that she had
been seeing a motion picture at the time of her husband’s death. The
lower and middle classes attend motion pictures,” but somehow one -
does not associate motion- plcture attendance with the upper. . ..

“Mrs. Blackpool,” I said, “did you have [money in your own right
when you married Mr. Blackpool?” .
. She nodded. “I had at least ten thousand dollars left in the bank
--Lawrence’s insurance policy was for twenty thousand

I blinked. “Lawrence? Who's Lawrence?”

“My first husband. We were married four happy years and then he
died.” ) v

I was beginning to see the hght ‘And just how did your first hus-
band die?” ’

“He got this terrible md]gestron and passed” away within hours

I smiled grimly. “Mrs. Blackpool, I am going to secure a court order '
to exhume your first husband’s body. And what do you suppose our
pathologists will find in hlS remains?-Arsenic, perhaps?”

She smiled too. “Lawrence was cremated. I personally scattered hlS'
ashes over Lake Mlchlgan on a brisk windy day.”

I left the Blackpool-grounds in a dark mood. While I accept the fact
that a great many murderesses get away with their crimes, I still do__
“not like to have it rubbed under my nose, not s0 ﬁguratwely speakrng

The following morning Captain Daniels called me into his -office.
He bridged his fingers. “There is this little matter of Mrs. Blackpool
- suing the department for false arrest.”
I laughed lightly. “You know how these thmgs are, Captain. People
get so emotronal when they are arrested They say thlngs they don’t
really mean.’ .
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“Well, Mrs. Blackpool really means it. She phoned and said that she
is going to press. the suit unless you go over there and apologlze

This was too much. Me? Apologize to a murderess? “Never;” I said.

Daniel’s :smiled without showing a single tooth. “Either you go over
there and apologize or I transfer you to the Traffic Department

I drove to the Blackpool estate. ' e

A maid answered the door and led me to a small rooin opposrte ‘the.
scene of the murder.

In a few moments Erica Blackpool appeared, ev1dently refreshed af-
ter a good night’s sleep. -

I took a deep breath. “Mrs. Blackpool I humbly apologlze for ar-
resting you for the murder of your second husband.”

She shrugged. “Oh, that’s all right. Mistakes will happen.”

I frowned and took another. deep breath. There ‘was absolutely no
odor of camellias about her. “Damn it,” I said, “what the hell happened
to the camellias?” ' -

“What camellias?” '

“] mean the camellia scent. It was a veritable cloud about you last
night, but it’s gone now.” .

She agreed. “I guess it just-washed off in the shower this morning.
But I could put some on again if you really like it.’

My mouth dropped. “You mean it washed off? It's not a permanent
part of your personality?” 1 was aghast. Erica Blackpool was not really a
murderess after all. - -

She came.closer to me -and sniffed. “Are you fond of cinnamon toast,
or cinnamon buns, -or cinnamon anythmg?’

I'was caught slightly off balance. “Frankly, no. I never t0uch it.”

“Good,” she said. “Then it isn’t something you ate.” She smlled

“It’s the oddest thmg, but my first husband smelled of cmnamon So
did my second. And now you. And T just love cinnamon.’
She looked up at me. “Now don’t get all fretful and worried just be-
cause my first two husbands died. Nothmg is going to happen to you. I |
_just have this -instinctive feeling that you'll. be the only othér cin-
namony person I'll’ever meet again and I'd better take advantage of
\it." B .
“Madam,” T said stlffly, ‘what are you suggestmgp’
“It’s fate,” she said. “You and me..
As it turned out, she was quite right. : .
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* From the beginning of the trial IﬂlblOf‘ realtzed it was up to T
hzm to see that justice was done . . . o

N

Drew Lawlor, theé forethan of the jury, watched mote fade in beam as
courtroom attendants adjusted the blinds against’ ‘the slant of the sun.
Lessening the glare did not lessen the squinting frown on Judge
Graine’s face. His hand stood ready to his gavel as he bent his head to -
the prosecuting and defense attorneys who stood before the bench.
The' defendant, on trial for murder in the first degree, let his eyes -
rove over the spectators; -his face still ‘but his.eyes burning, hisears

\
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tuned to the whlspermg attorneys.

The stenotypist used.the short wait to ﬂex his fi ngers above the keys
of his machine, like a concert pianist.

The bailiff who:sheepdogged the jurors in and out sat be81de the jury
box, panting slightly.

Juror Number Five; drowsy with lunch and midafternoon heat, gave
a guilty start of wakefulness and shot an innocent srile at the judge. -

Foreman Drew Lawlor gazed with deliberate distaste at the rail of
- .the jury box. Just before him,. out of reach unless he leaned forward, a
“smudged pair of spots showed where hundreds of other foremen before ,
him had placed their palms on the rail, had gripped jt in even-handed
justice while standing to.render the jury’s’ considered verdict. The Bi-
ble for swearing in, the black leather armrests of the witness chair, the
varnished tables of the prosecution and the defense—all these, Lawlor_
supposed, knew the same sweaty acid touch.” Worn, all of them. Too
much heat of emotion, not enough cold light of reason. _

There had been a time when every man did that which was his right
in his own eyes: Then, as men filled the earth, a more objective justice
emerged. Lawlor hated to think what the world, mad as it was now,
would be like without courts. Yet even here Lawlor.seemed to himself
the only one with balance, the only real adult. It had long been plain
to him that most grownups showed as little reason as his daughter
Constance. Lord knew he loved Constance, but she was past four and
still clinging to her old rag doll. There would be some sense -in it if the
- doll had worth or beauty, but an old rag doll that had long_ ago lost its
beady eyes? Constance and her old rag doll you couldn’t tear them
apart. )

Lawlor sighed. What he had seen at work here only pointed up the
resemblancé between . Constance and the doll and the public’s de-
pendence on justice, blind as it was. From the beginning he had found
the courtroom reeking of the acid of fear and hate and sticky with sen-
timentality. The prosecutor sweated to turn sympathy for the family of .
the murder victim into vengefulness, the_defense attorney to turn
sympathy for the family of the defendant into blamelessness. This
wasn't justice, it was childish trumpery, The facts should speak for
themselves.

When you-watched enough ham actmg—and what else could you call
‘the dramatic pauses and accusations. and the raising and lowering of
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- voices for effectP—it became hard to hear the quiet'\}oice of the facts.

The defense attorney goaded the prosecution witnesses iinto rage to
damn them in the eyes of the judge and-jury. The prosecutor, with an
“eye on the press section, painted a cruel and ruthless picture of the
“defendant that put the judge and jury'in fear of turiiing loose a tiger.
And the judge—supposedly above petty concerns—hls sour stomach
* showed in his eyes.- : :

Lawlor found his eyes following the gaze of the defendant—the man
was fixing on-someone among the spectators—then he caught himself.
It was best not to look at the spectators. He knew what -he would have
seen—the defendant’s wife, her eyes pleading her cause. Or the mur-
der victim’s widow, her eyes plaintive with grief. .

Sometimes the seating changed, but day after day of the tfial he had
been resentfully aware that each woman, with her prop of relatives,

* had sat trying to will the jury her way. Day after day he had kept a -
face of stone and his thoughts as well. -

There was a stir. A huddle at the befich was breaking up ‘and Lawlor‘
again gave his full mind back to the case. He had listened carefully to
the testlmony “and cautiously to the summations. He had heard the
_ case against the defendant and the case for him. He did not let himself

- feel one way or -the other about the defendant as a person. He had
listened to all the evidence of motive, opportunity, premeditation; and
design. Maintaining a deadpan, he had weighed conflicting statements
by equally eminent experts. He had kept an open mind even when the
" prosecutor brought out the gruesome details of the autopsy and, like a
stage magician, produced in evidence a shirt with a sinister stain; The
facts were what counted, not the_ «olor of the facts. And soon it would
be up to hnn and to the eleven men and women who would follow hls
lead. :
The prosecuting and defense attorneys ﬁxed their eyes on the _]ury

The defendant fixed his eyes on the judge.

The judge fingered the neck of his robe and began to charge the
jury.

- Lawlor lnstened flltermg out the Judge s bias. No one—not even the

‘judge—would sway him. : .

But after a while a slight movement, a glinting of the brass catch of a
handbag, compelled his gaze to a woman among the spectators And he
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saw the doll.- Before he saw who- was holdmg it, shleldmg 1t from
common view, he saw the doll.” . :

The old rag doll that had in its early history lost its beady eyes.

To see it here was to know .with growing horror that someone had
snatched his daughter from the day nurse-ry Somewhere a weeping -
Constance, parted from her doll, was hostage.

The woman held the doll menacingly to her breast, facing it bhndly .
at Lawlor, telling him to see that the jury voted the way she willed.
'For a frozen moment, Lawlor could not take his eyes from the doll to"
see whether the woman was the defendant’s wife or the murder vic-
tim’s widow. Then he lifted his gaze and met her eyes.

The bailiff, pattmg the pocket holdmg his pack of mgarettes was on
his feet. . '

]udge Graine reached for his gavel.

“If you desire further instructions as to any point that is not quite
clear to you. . .”

He was sending the jury out to ﬁnd a verdict.

With a mind full of mad confusion, Drew Lawlor rose and turned.

The bailiff, a key in his hand, held the door open.
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Everything the medium said seemed to miss the mark, --

‘until . . . R , : e

“Im chiefly concerned about my health,” Leon Swain told the
medium. “I'd like to find out about my health.”

. The woman seated across the varnished oak dining table studied his
face. “In good time, in good tlme ‘Do you want me to tape the reading

for you? It'll be two dollars extra _
“Good idea. By all means.” He had forgotten to remove the dlamond

. ring from his little finger. He did so now, under the table.
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“So,” she said when the tape was inserted and the recorder turned
n. “You're what? Forty-four? Forty-five?” .

“Forty-nine,” he said, not displeased at the inaccuracy.
~ She nodded. Then she sat silent, her eyes closed. Leon wondered if
he was supposed to say something, but decided against it. His friend
Colin had warned him not to reveal anything, to be very cautious
about giving the medium any clues.’ “Be truthful,” Colin had said. “If
you're not, and she’s any good, she’ll catch you out.” Colin was an old
hand at this sort of thing, but Leon had never been one for. fortune .
_ tellers. Only desperation had brought him here—desperation and pain.

He stole a quick look around the cluttered, old-fashioned dining .
room, wondering what might be hidden behind the screen in the
corner—was she going to produce trumpetsP—or underneath the pile
.of clothing on thé sewing machine. But one must not be unduly suspi-
cious. She’d been highly recommended and surely would not resort to
trickery. :

“Who is Roberta? she asked, stdrthng him. “And would you mind
removing your sunglasses?”’ )

“Oh. Sorry.” He pocketed the glasses. The room was too dim for her -
to see his telltale eyes. Her own eyes, fixed on him, were large and
" bright. She was a stout, rather pretty woman, miore his idea of some-
body one might meet at a church bake sale than a dabbler in the oc-
cult. ,

“Roberta,” she repeated.

He pondered. Roberta Spelvin, the girl he d had a crush on in the
third grade? He had served on the board of deacons of his chirch with
a woman named Roberta something. And there was a Bobby Lee
Fielding listed in his apartment building " directory . but Leon didn't
even know if it was a man or woman. Surely not Dr. Fertig's office
nurse? Was she Roberta? Or Ruth? :

“I've known a few Robertas,” he said noncommlttally :

Her nod was brisk, authoritative. “You are going to meet someone
named Roberta who will have great impact on your life. You will meet
her quite soon. Ah—a dark-haired woman. Not Roberta, someone else.
I don’t like her.” She gave a convincing little shudder. “She is not
© what she seems. Do you know who I'm talking about?” )

He almost smiled. He had known many dark:haired women who
were not what they seemed. He hoped she wasn’t going to hand him a
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lot of trite generalities. But_no, that wasn’t fair—he must give her a
chance. - , -
“I—think so,” he fibbed, eager to cooperate..
“Are you involved with medicine?” ", - . )
Involved with—"?-If you mean am 1 a doctor, no, I'mi—" He started
to.say, ‘a retired accountant,’ 'but checked himself, remembering
Colin’s- admonition and aware that retirement at his age was a blt un-
usual. -
Her sharply penciled eyebl ows went up. Yes?”
“That’s for you to find out,” he said, trying for Jocularity and coming
off coy. : '
She just smiled. You were one of three children.”
- “Actually, T was an only child,” he said, wishing he didn’t have to
eontmdlct her. The “actually” rather softened it, though making -it
~sound more like a difference of opmlon ' ‘
Aguin the I-knew-it-all-along nod. “T am getting two people Ah——not ;
“childrert. Your parents. Both of your parents are in spirit?"
“In spirit?” .
“What you would call dead.” , oo
“Oh. Yes. Yes, they are.” He was relieved to be able to agree..
“Could your mother have lost two children? Perhaps -before you |
were born?” | -
“It's possible. I remember she was very ill ‘when.I was ﬁve or six.
She never spoke about it. It could have been a miscarriage.” He was
_ giving the woman too much information, but he wanted her to be.
‘right. ‘
* She placed her elbows on | the table and made .a steeple with her fin-
gers. As she rested her forehead against the maroon -fingertips, he
noted, even in the watery light, that her blonde hair was dark at the
roots. He smiled wryly. Perhaps another dark- halred woman. who was’
“not whit'shé seemed?~ ~~ . - o R
“How did your-father die?”
His smjle vanished. When he’ dld not respond she rarsed her head
- and looked at him. “Never mind. Dont tell me.
“Really, he said, rather sharply. “I'm not interested in the—in
those who have gone on. I was told you were a good dlagnostlclan Ive

- - been havmg these pains—" -

“Quite "so. But splrlt cannot be hurrled ‘or ordered around Your -
46 - - S * ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

M



mother—such a kmd face! Dxd ‘she wear a blue- and white-sty 1ped
blouse?” ' :

Leon fidgeted. “I don’t remember.” Didn’t everyon_e’s mother have a
kind face? And probably a blue-and-white-striped blouse?

“You are planning a trip, I see,” she sa1d “Not necessarily a long or
extensive one. Pexhaps just a short trip.” He offered nothing, but she
did not give up..“I get this as a spur-of- the-moment_jaunt, You sud-_
" denly decide—" ‘she snapped her fingers “—to up and go. A httle
change of scene. I like that. I like your impulsiveness.”

He kept his face impassive, but inside he was beginning to sulk. He
was not planning a trip, he had never done an impulsive thing in his

life, and he didn’t give a damn what she did or did not like. But her
eyes held him, and he mustered a small; encouragmg smile. He would
not get anywhere by being hostile.

She leaned, or rather, swooped toward hlm ‘Investments,” she
whispered. “You could be on the brink of making a bad investment.
I'm not saying that you will lose money. You could lose money, or you
.could make money. But this investment involves other disagreeable as-
pects that make it—make. the. game——not worth the candle, if you fol-
low me? I think you know what I mean.

“I am not consndermg any mvestments " he said.

“No, of course you're not,” she “said, and her huge eyes sparkled
“And the reason is, it’s in the past. I see now that you have already .
done it. Not too recently, but not too long ago. And it caused you much
grief.” He did not feel his expression. change, but she must have
caught a flicker because she plunged on. “Not grief. Not grief at all.
Aggravation. But the'r,e was a lot of money involved. Am I right?”

“I— In.a way.

“Wait! Wait! I see a cloud around this money. I see a black cloud.”
Leon straightened in his seat. He wished he had his dark glasses on.
“I see death.” Her chest was heaving, and her eyes were fastened on

a point slightly above his head. “I see a death connected with- this .
money.” Her eyes focused on him. “You inherited this money.”
Leon swallowed. “There was a death. I did inherit some money.”
“Of course,” she said, smiling. “But enough of that. 1 feel this is be-
coming painful for you. I don’t wish it to be painful. I am getting a G.
The letter G. Is there someone around you whose name begms with
ey
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"Leon sighed.” Who didn’t know soieone whosé name began with G? -
She was back on her safe ground of ludicrousness, but that was better
than her groping too close to home. She was either a damn good
guesser or a keen student of body language ‘He would be more care- -
ful C i _ P -

“My: cousin Gavin. And 1 know two or three women whose names
start - with G. The doorman at my club- is named Gunnar I play chess .
with a chap named Gross.” :

Her head moved from side to side, her éyes again out of focus.

“Gerda? Gerta? No. We'll get back to it. Your cousin is very ill.”,

“My cousin died-four years ago.’

She nodded complacently, as if he had passed a test. “I'm gettmg a

“long illness. Gradual weakening, pallor. A hospltal room, flowers,.
nurses. Ah, so sad. So young to die.” . »

-Leon sighed. “Gavin died in a car accident. He was never sick, ex-
cept for measles and pneumonia when he was a child.” -

The lustrous eyes were suddenly cold. “Pneumonia, as I just de-
scribed to you in precise detarl I dldn t say that 1t was the manner of
his passmg ,

“Sorry.” ‘ -

“I'm getting a house in the country.. A cottage with a fence around, a

man mowing the lawn. Window boxes. Geraniums. Do you recognize
P - .

. -

Twenty dollars for this, Leon thought, plus two more for a tape that
I shall destroy ‘He said, politely, “I'm sure I've seen such a house.”

“But it's not where you were brought up? The man is not your
father?” Her tone was incredulous, dccusmg, and he felt Almost guilty
-as he shook his head. ‘

“My father never mowed a lawn in his life. The extent of his exer-
tions was riding around the farm on a half track He laughed but the

laugh -held no humor: - S
You ‘have great creat1v1ty' she cried.’ “The pi-[mo—you’play the .
plano ) : ‘

“The cello,” he said. E , )

“You have a ‘gift for the piano You must take lessons.” She was
leaning toward him again. “Your mouth. Your poor mouth.” She
-punched her fat cheek with a scarlet fingernail. * Here You should see
your “dentist. It may not hurt now, but don’t wait.’
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“I wear dentures,” he said wearily.

The eyes iced over. “I was referring to your gums. It could be Vin-
cent’s Angina. Nothing serious, but nothing to, fool around with.”

A door banged at the back of the house. “My girls are coming in_
from school: I have three beautiful daughters. Twins, Ramona and
Rowena, and—an older one. They won't bother us: Your father.. I see
much red, much angry red. Much hate.” Her eyebrows were quizzical.

" Leon shifted in his -chair. “I didn’t like my father,” he admitted.
“But 1 really would like to discuss my health—" ‘ '

“When I am ready,” she said, and he wriggled on the point of that
voice. - ' )

“You hated your father. But forgive him. Release him. Leave_ him to
heaven, as they say.” She frowned. “The half-track you said he rode
around on. I keep getting it. It has significance.” She stopped. She was
breathing heavily again. “Did he die in a fall from ‘that half-track? Or as
a result of a fall?”- »

Leon’s mouth dropped open. He collected himself. “No.”

“But that half-track played some part in" his death. He dled in an
acmdent connected with that half-track.”

“No,” Leon said again, clinging to-his vow of honesty by a techmcal-
ity. “No.”

She turned-her head slightly, and one corner of her mouth went up
in what she probably considered a Gioconda smile.” Her breathmg had
evened, but Leon was having difficulty with his own.

“Once more I apologize for bringing up painful matters,” she said in
‘a syrupy voice. “You are quite pale. Forgive me. Now we'll forget the
past. The present, the future—they are what count, isn’t that so?”

“Yes,” Leon agreed, a-shade :too heartily. “What is Vincent’s An-
gina?’ - _ : :

" “Trench mouth. You're mar?ied?”

“Yes. I mean yes, I was.”

“Your wife is in spirit? Of course. The lady I saw stcmdmg with your
parents In white, holding a book A great reader. Was she a great
reader?” :

“She read romances. Nothing else. ; -

“A lovely face,” the medium said. “But thin, too thin. Was she
tubercular?” : ' ‘

“No. Nor was she thin.” He was about to add, “She was obese,” but
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delicately refrained, since the medium herself tended in that direction.

“Things change,” she said vaguely. “Your health! Y_ou are concerned
about your health? :

The woman’s a bloody gemus Leon thought exasperated bevond all
bearing. “That is why I'm here.” - - : S

She coughed: “Allergy. -Your eyes water? ? You sneezef’

“Only when I have a cold.” He might as well salvage a little pleasure
out of confounding her, which was not difficult. o

“Ah well, allergy takes all {orms I would give up entirely drmkmg
milk. That is your problem.”

“1 haven’t had a glass of milk in ten years,” Leon said, ‘all pretense at
courtesy abandoned.

She shrugged. Then the labored breathmg began again. Her hand
flew to "her chest and she slumped back, gasping and moaning. For a -
second, he was quite- ﬁlghtened ‘A pam A bad ] pam Have-you had |
an EKG recently?” _ .

“The pain is in my side, in the area of the liver.”

She frowned. “Haven’t you heard of referred pain? You're-sick there,
Uit hurts here Do you fear a liver condition?”

“Yes.

- She resumed her normal posture and caught her breath. Then she
winked. “So welike a little drink, do we?”

“I did take an occasional glass of wine with dinner but I gave 1t up.
\Vme is especially bad for the liver.”

“Have you seen -a doctor?
“I had my six months™ check-up three weeks ago He found noth-
“ing.” - :

“Ah, but the liver is such a tricky little devil. I see—" Her e’yes
closed ancl again she sank back in ‘her chair. “Water. Get me a glass of
water.”

He-sprang-to his- feet and stood rooted. Was-this more theatrlcsp At
a feeble wave of her hand, he flew to the kitchen, where two teenage
girls were eating cookies. Without a word he seized a glass of cola from
the table, dumpéd it in the sink, filled it with water, and ran back to
the dining room. She was just as he had left her. He held the glass to
her lips and ‘she sipped. When she was able to sit up, he dropped to
one knee. beside her chair. .

“What did you see?™ -hé breathed You Sdld ‘I see. What did you
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see? Was it that terrible? Tell me. You can tell me. I have to know.”
Her face was puzzled. “See? I didn’t see anything. I'm in menopause
and 1 pass out now and then. Nothing to do w1th you. A few deep
_ breaths and I'll be fine. It happens all the time.’
“But my eyes!” he cried. He moved so close that lie could see l'llS
- anguished face reflected in her startled eyes. He pulled down the
lower lid of his right eye, adding to the grotesquerie. “They're yellow.
Look for yourself. And Fertlg-Dr Fertig—says they're not, he says I .
have no signs of jaundice.” ]

“Your eyes are not yellow,” she said' firmly. He sank back on his
heel. “Believe me. If you don’t believe another word I've said, believe
that. You have no liver problem. Your eyes are fine.”

Relief washed over him. On unsteady legs, he made his way back to
_the chair. .

“Gas pains,” she went on. “Your pains are nothing but gas. Do you
eat legumes? Beans?” :

“Lima beans. Not often.”

“Give them up. Also broccoli, green olives, and processed cheese.
. Have your glass of wine. Tonight, have a filet mignon—you like filet
mignonP—and two glasses of wine. Or a martini. Dismiss illness from
- your mind. Enjoy life. Get on with your poetry. You were meant to
write poetry Think about women, about remarrymg You can't live 1n
memory. :

Leon almost laughed

“There is someone out there for you. Remembex I mentioned _a
-woman named Ruth?” - -

“Roberta.” = .

She shook her head. Ruth You and she will share an experience
that may be—heavy, as my kids would say. But it will be very brief.
Don’t worry about it. And I see a woman with red hair, much younger
“than you, attractive. She is meant to be your companion to the end.”

He glanced at his watch, and she stopped speaking He rose and
took a twenty-dollar bill from his wallet. He was pullmg out a pair of
ones when she said,”

“Just the twenty.” Her dazzling smile revealed much bridgework. “I
for got to plug in the tape recorder. I am sorry.’ .

“It doesn’t matter,” he said, hls anger finally surfacing. Once was
quite enough.” ; - ;
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Her-smile did not falter. As he went out, she said, “Go with God,
my brother.” e - S '
He did not look back. ‘

When the late-model Rolls had driven. off, the medium’s oldest
daug,htex, a pretty girl in her twenties, came into the room.

“He’s not hurting for bread,” she said. “Did you seé the car?”

“No,” the medium said, pushing a button on the recorder to erase
the tape. “[ saw the diamond. He married money. A ton of it.”

“Why did you lie about the recorder not being plugged in?’

- “I wouldn’t wint that tape to fall into the wrong hands.”

“You 'sure winged that one,” the girl said. “I couldn’t believe my
ears. When you pull in the cottage and the geramums and that old
"vou-should-play-the-piano bit, I know you're desperate.”

“He was very tough to read.” The medium lighted a cxgdlette and
“kicked off her shoes. “His type always is. But I got a few hits.”

“What. type?” . ‘

“The ones with a lot to hide. They tune you out.”

“I never heard you that bad,” the girl said.

“And nobody asked you to listen, young lady. You know I don’t like
for you-to listen. This is privileged 1nf0rmc1t10n same as a doctor or a
lawver.”

“A silver Rolls,” the girl said. “And he wasn’t had—looking, in a prissy
sort of way.” , . A

“Forget it,” her mother said. “Although I was thinking along the
same lines at first, as any motler would. But when I saw what he .
was—" She shivéred. “Did you see how I backed off from the accident
with the half-track? The one his father was in?”

“He said there was no accident.”

“What he meant was, it was no accident. And it wasn’t an acmdent
Theit he married for money and’ polished off his wife.” She - was the ‘in<
vestment’ 1 spoke of. Well? Do you still think your ‘mother is a fa]\e"
Do you think I should have told him?”"

- The' girl laughed ‘Not without a lot of proof. And your track shoes.”

“Exactly.” The woman smiled. “And he looks like such a pillar of so-
ciety—the kind you'd ask to be executor of your will or godfather to
your kids. Hal” , o

The girl looked thoughtful ‘That’§ pretty heavy for you, isn’t it?
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Knowing what you know but not being able to do anything about it?”
“I'm not in the business of handing out justice,” her mother said. “I
have to remind myself of that from time to time. But in his case, we
needn’t worry. It's out of our hands. Justice will be done soon
enough—that s why I told him to whoop it up tomght
“So he has got liver trouble.” o .
“Not at all. His liver is fine. But here’s one you can check me on.
Tomorrow afternoon at three-twelve our friend’s troubles will be. over
for good. He will be our late friend. Want to bet?” '
“Uh-uh. Not with you. Three twelve? Not three-eleven? Three thir-
teen?” :
Tlnee—twelve,” the medium said.

The following afternoon as Dr. Lewis Fertig sat waiting for his next
patient, he heard a shriek from the outer office. He ran.to the door
and found his red-haired nurse, Ruth, kneeling beside the body of
Leon Swain, who had just expired from a massive coronary. The wait-
ing-room clock said three-twelve.

Unfortunately, the newspapers gave the time of death as three-fif-
teen and the. medium never heard the end of it from her daughter,
Roberta. ' :
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Gift horses are d poor risk, but whatj about a gift fami'l-yP A

His name was Martin Brundell, and though it had meant something
long, long ago, it meant nothing now. There had been so many har-
rowing years between the a]cohol eclipsed times of the past and today
that he no longer even lived in memory. :
" - He was a loner. He had few friends and those few were wayward
and seldom seen, and in pursuit of the same condition-as himself.
He was tall, lean, and whiskery, and lived in jeans, a ragged once-
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yellow shirt, and a Goodwdl tweed jacket.

He ﬁrst noticed that he was being watched one day in the park.
Seated ona bench, nursing a pint of sherry, with the perpetual hangover
that pursued his days, he became blearily aware that a young man and’
. .woman were closely attending his movements. The couple, munching
sandwiches under an oak tree, definitely were interested in him. They
would stare at him, then talk sotto voce’ with averted eyes. Then they
realized he had noticed them and moments later they were gone.

From that afternoon on,. hé knew he-wis being: watched, followed,
checked out. True, he was only dimly conscious of all this through the
blear of his habitual state, and it only troubled him during those mo-
ments when he approached sobnety He would become slightly des-
perate then, and mow'a’lawn or go trash. collecting so hé could purchase
another jug . of nepenthe. He somehow managed always toglean
enough fhoney for the wine that brought him back to oblivion.

But hé was being watched. And it was always the same two people,
the young man and girl. They were in their twenties he imagined. He
spotted them on the street, in the park, and near the foul rooming
house where ‘he slept on an inside porch in exch‘mge for domg a few
- regular chores. :

Once, in the park, when he was partlcularly out of his skull with

Mad Dog, they even snapped pictures of him. ~o
- It went on like this for nearly a month. Then it was September Cold
weather would be coming soon—it was already brisk.

Mrs. Gargan,-who ran the house where he flopped, was a. blowsy
woman, somewhat gin- soaked herself who sometnnes fed/ him chicken
parts out of pity. =~

“You have visitors,’ she sald dryly one afternoon in the second week
of the month while he was attendlng to the trash. “They’re waiting in
your room. My, you are a mess.’

“Thank you,” he said.

“Should I serve tea? B o ‘

He ‘ignored her and went to the crusty, paint-peeling, fly-speckled,
roach-infested porch where he slept on'a bare mattress with a torn
Army blanket. ' :

The 'young man and young woman greeted him.

They were posh-looking close up, expensively dressed and groomed;
and very clean. They reminded him of a' white rabbit he'd owned once. -
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. He d been clean like that o : -0
He frowned at them, but said nothing. There was something inevita-
ble in the air, as though all three had known they would eventually
~ meet face to face. - : con ke N
Finally hé said, “What is this?” ’ :
They were standing at the far side of the porch by an orange-crate
. where he kept what belongings he owned. He went over and slumped
on the ratty mattress, took out his bottle in'the brown paper bag, un-
capped it, and drank. I _ :
~ “We've come to offer you a proposition,” the girl said. “My name is
Georgia'Summers; and this is my brother D’Arcy. We know your naine
is Brundell. You don’t hdve to say anythmg Just listen, hear us out

He didn’t respond.

“I'll speak plainly,” Georgia Summers said. “We know you're alone
in the world. You have nobody, no family at all. We know your condi-
tion. Suffice it to say, wé know everything about you—"

“Damned little to know,” her brother said.
~ Brundell looked at D’Arcy Summers, not liking him. He liked Geor-
gia though. She was sweet and wholesome, and somehow understand-
ing. T A - —

“You've obviously suffered for a long time,” the girl said. “You've
drunk yourself into a weakened condition, and you're unable to really
care for yourself.” She hesitated. “This is the proposition. You.come. to
live with us, and we'll take care of you—you’ll have a new name, good
clothes, food, a place to stay—" )

“Yes,” D’ Arcy - said, “and all ‘the liquor you can drmk -Good
llquOl~not that rotgut.” :

“I like sherry,” Brundell said. ‘Mad Dog, Creen Lizard.”

“Green Lizard?” -

“Never mind,” the glrl said. You won’t have to  WOrTy about a thmg
]ust be there, that's all.” .

“What's the catch?” he said, summoning the street conditioning-of
" years. You never got something for nothing, and this something they
were outlining was the Bum’s Big Dream, the one that kept-derelicts
sane through the long torturous nights. (* Suxe y'know, they was rich
as hell. They picked up o’ Marty and took im home and he never did
a lick since .. .”) - o

But there had to be a catch ' ‘
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“There’s no catch ]ust a condltlon "that’s all.” The girl was. smiling’
at him. : -
“Tell him, for heaven’s sake,” D’Arcy said.

“Yeah,” Brundell said, tilting the bottle for a quick swig:. May as
well.”

“All right,” the girl said. “You're fifty-three, Mr Brundell You have

" two years of college and you speak well when you're reasonably sober.
You've traveled a lot, until the past few years. You were m the Mer-
clmnt \/Ln ine, the Korean War. You're not altogether a—a—"

“Bum,” Brundell supplied.

She sighed. “We were orphaned when we were very young and live
with our aunt—her name’s Wilhelmina Shuster—we've lived with her
for ‘many years. She has a brother, August Shuster, who vanished
twenty years ago. He wrote her a couple of times, but that’s all. They
were very close, as brothers arid sisters go, and closer than usual. Our
aunt is dying, Mr. Brundell. She won't last long, and-she keeps calhng
for her brother. The doctor believes it would bé very helpful if he ap-
peared. We're sure he’s long dead, but we want to help. Aunt Willy.
We've told her we hired mvestlgators and are on his trail. Can-you'
guess the rest?” :

“I'm August?” o

“Yes.. You're "Aunt Wlllys ‘brother. You look like him. God knows

- we've seawhed everywhere and: you have the background to fit. Now .
just.in case you're thinking it-won’t end when Aunt Willy dies, you'll
have the choice of-continuing to live on wrth us or we Nl pay you a good
sum and let you go. Either way, you win.’

“Yes,” D’Arcy said. “And all you'll have to do is spend a lot of time
with Aunt Willy, regale her with tales of your wanderings, and stuff
like that. She won’t question you much. She’s too old and sick for that.
And we'll acquaint you with things about her childhood and August’s so
you'll know But there won’t be much need of 1t She s in a coma most

“of the time.’

Brundell stared blearily at them. He really didn’t give a damn about .
the conditions. It was a chance, the chance, and he knew he would
take it. It was out of the blue and it tickled him straight to his toes. He
had absolutely nothing to lose.

They were afraid he would say no, he could tell. He let them wait a
few moments, enjoying their eagerness and their fear. :
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~“What d'you say?’:Georgia Summers asked.
: "‘-‘We]l; I dunno,” Brundell said. . =~ . -~ . =~ = .-

“I don’t know,” D’Arcy corrected him.- “I'told you, Georgia, it’s the

one' thing -Aunt Willy will. suspect about hlm—hls speech He’s got to
speak the King’s English.” o

“The gl .ignored- him. “What do you say to our proposmon Mr.
Brundell?” ~.

“It's a go,” he told them. “And as for the King’s English, I'll knock
her dead with it. I've read books in my time, plenty of books.”

Georgia $miled at D’Arcy and her brother frdwned._’_

First they took him-to a massage parlor, where he took a steam bath
and was mauled by a burly fellow who talked too much. When he went
“to his locker, he found- Georgia and D’Arcy waiting with fresh clothing.
Clean underWear socks; a brand new suit that looked expensive, and
brogues. - .

He badly n(;eded a drink and mentloned it.

They stopped at a cocktail lounge and he was treated to whisky and
water. He could only drink half of it, and that nearly knocked him
off his head. But he savored the dimly lit interior, the soft music, and -
the fresh clink of glass and ice. He could learn ‘to drink whisky again,
couldn’t he?

He ate some soup, 'managed another -half glass of whisky, and-they
started for home, D’Arcy and Georgia telling him facts and anecdotes’

they warited him to remember about August’s early days with Aunt
Willy. He retained perhaps half of it, and told them so.

- “It'll do,” Gemg‘ia said. “Aunt Willy will believe you're August, don’t
worry. The main thing to remember is that that’s your name from now
on. Tonight we'll get to the handwrltlng

“The signature,” D’Arcy said. :
“Yes. You'll have a bank -account- and you I be- mgnmg “checks in Au-

- gust’s name. A touch illegal, perhaps but I-think you can do 1t You o

don’t minid, do you?”’
They were riding; three in the front seat 1n a roomy new- smellmg
Cadillac Eldorado. ' :
“Certainly, Georgia,” he told her Ill carry it through
He felt oiled, on springs already, and also a kind of contented weari-
ness he hadn’t experienced for many years. : :
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The -meeting with Aunt Wilhelmina went off well, better than he had
expected. She was very excited, but it was obvious, as they had told
him, that she was dying. It was in her eyes; in the way she lay un-
.movmg on the bed, in the way she spoke. After a half hour she said:

“Now I can die in peace, August. You've come home, where you
belong. After I'm gone, you can-look after déar Georgia and D’Arcy, _
show them a good time. They've been very kind to me all these years
and they deserve some fun. It's inconsiderate of me to die, but it can’t
be helped.” : e - .

“Don’t talk that way, Willy,” Brundell Sald you 1T be with us for a
good long time.’

“You still drink a good deal, don t you, August?’

“Well, a drop now and again.’ o

Aunt Willy sighed. “T'll never forget the time you took your first
drink. 1 suppose you recall, August? You and I were together.”

He did not know. They hadn’t told him. But Georgia came to hlS
rescue.

v “Time for your medlcme Aunt Willy. No more talkmg now. Au-
gust’s home for good, and-you'll see him every day. Time enough then
for memories.” . ' »

“Yes, all right. Thank you, dear.”- -

They took him to a “tailor and helped him or der clothing of all kinds.

He took a driver's test, passed it, and they bought him a car, a -~

- Triumph he loved. He wasn’t drinking so much now, and with the new
sobriety and the good liquor when he did drink he sensed wonderful
_new horizons. He gloried in this existence. He had been meant for
good things. His health was improving rapidly. But he had always been
like that. Taken in a- stupor to a clinic, he'd -always responded quickly
to the care. 8
Now he had the best food in ‘the world, the finest vitamins, and
perfect care. The house itself was a mansion that stood on fifteen acres,
There was a cook, a gardener, and a maid. -
He had an entire wing to himself, a suite.of rooms. He bathed twice
~a day in a black marble tub with gold-plated fixtures. True, there was a
rundown atmosphere about the place but he set this down as a condi-
tion of aristocracy.
He was August Shuster, with a bank account, not large but accom-
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modating, -pleasant in-laws, and a dylng sister.

It took a month and a half, with Aunt Willy still lmgermg, before the
truth came out. He had not really suspected what would happen, ‘but
still possessing the street sense that had been with hlm for so long, he
was prepared. ' .

They came to his room during the night, It was dark with clouds
outside, no moon, no stars. He wakened to a footstep, snapped on the
'light and stared at them.

“Hello, August.” :

D’Arcy stood at the foot of the bed with a gun in his hand. Georgia
was at-his side. They were in their pajamas D’Arcy’s striped with blue
and gold, Georgia's'a ﬂushmg pink. ‘ oo

“What's this?”. he asked. , o . N

Geoxgla sighed. D’Arcy cleared his throat

“Youre home at last, August,” DAle said. “Your return was cele-
brated in the newspapers, and you 'vé grown reaccustomed to it here
But now it’s all over. I'm afraid we've lied to you. . ’

“Georgia;” he said, “go over there and break the w1ndow on the bal-
‘cony then unlatch the French doors.”

She did as she was told. She broke the window with a hairbrush,
* unlocked the door, and opened it. A gentle wind tugged at the cur-

tains, the lavender dmpes :

“Idon’t understand August said. :
“I'I'fill you in, old timer,” D’ Axcy said, holdlng the nickel-plated re-
volver steady on Brundell whexe he lay in the big bed. “August Shus-
ter was a wealthy man when he vanished. The fortune he left behind
has grown into a mountain over the years and has never been drawn
on. You know those papers yon signed a week ago? You didn’t pay
much attention, the way you've been signing things with my uncle’s
‘name. Well, that was the bank asking you to .verify the standings of
your wealth. You were left this estate and a- vast fortune by your
father. Aunt Willy had some, true, but most of it has been spent. Do
’ you see?” :

“I think so.”

“You don'’t, but you will, Our Uncle -August made a will before he
vanished, stating that upon his death all his money would go to Geor-
gia and me, with some for -Aunt Willy. But his death has to be verified
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" unconditionally before we can collect, of course. We were unable.to do
that, so. we did the next best thing when Aunt Willy’s money started to
run out: we searched for a ringer. And we found you. You are a ringer,
you know?”

“I've seen pictures of him, yes

“You're a real ringer, Uncle August.” :

“Yes, [ suppose $o, as a matter-of-fact.” S

“Now you're a nice old guy really, and I hate to do this, but must
I'll kill you and we’ll blame it on an intruder.” Your will is valid. Aunt
Willy will pr obably pass away w1th the shock and Georgia and I'll have
everything.”

Georgia sighed. “I'm truly sorry, Unc]e August.”

“Yes,” Brundell said. “I am Uncle August. That’s correct. And you
are my family. T intend to keep it that way—" and with that he shot
D’Arcy Summers through the bedclothes with the automatic he’d kept
at hand for the past two weeks. He hadn't known why he’d purchased
the gun exactly, but he’d felt better with it. Now he knew—about ev-
erything. )

D’Arcy sprawled on the floor, dead. Georgia went for his revolver on
the carpet, but Brundell was much too fast. He had it in his fist
almost before she moved. _ _

“Now, Georgia,” he said. “Run and explain what’s happened to Aunt
Willy. I'll call the police. There was an intruder and he shot D’Arcy. 1.
tried to catch the fellow, but he slipped away down the bdlconv He
left only his gun, see?”

Brundell wiped the black automatic carefully on his red silk pajamas,
then tossed it to the floor.

“I'm certain we'll be happy together, Cembm dear,” he murl{mred,
patting her arm. “I've really become accustomed to having a family
since my return.” ’ )

The April issue of Alfred Hftchcock’s Mystery
-Magazine will be on sale March 16. .
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It is well known that international playboys pursue beautiful
women . . .
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The morning. sun brlghtenmg the dmmg room of-the Golden Age
Retirement Center, Inc., found Morley hurrying through his breakfast

and merely glancing at the headlines of the morning paper, one of -

-which announced the kidnapping of the wife of a prominent b1151-
_ nessman, a story he ordinarily would have read eagerly.

" Closing the paper with a flourish, he .smoothed his brxght Hawanan,

shirt and ran his hands over his bushy grey hair. “Hurry, Bakov,” he
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said_to the heavy man across the table. “We have many things to do.
before it is time to. visit Miss McIthenny in the hospital. €an you not
eat your breakfast_quickly?”

Bakov stirred: his oatmeal with a deliberate slowness. “I have. been
hmkmg of poor Miss MclIlhenny,” he said.

“There is no cause for worry The doctors have said she will be all
nght :
“What do the doctors know? Can they- ‘make MISS Mcllkiénny laugh. .
again as she used to years ago? Although she is eighty-two and alone in
the world, Miss ‘Mcllhenny is entitléd"to"laugh. I remember the way
it was before the. inflation, when the remdents would pay only a.dollar
and a bus would take.us on a long trip to some interesting place.like
the seashore or the mountains. Miss Mcllhenny enjoyed those trips
more than anyone, but now the bus costs five dollars and- many of us
do not have the money, including Miss McIlhenny, which may ‘be why
~ she does not laugh any more. I think that perhaps if Miss McIlhenny
could take such trips she would laugh again.

Morley’s ﬁngers drummed the table top slowly “That is a deep
thought Bakov.”

“Am I to stop thmkmg because I am seventy- ﬁve? S

“Indeed not. I say it only because I am surprised that your mind is
not busy with complamts about the diet person and your breakfast,
Next, you will tell me you like the oatmeal.” '
. Bakov lifted his spoon, tilted it, and let the oatmeal plop back into
the bowl, distaste in every movement. “That is as impossible as the bus
rides for a dollar.” : v o

-

Precisely at the visiting hour of ten, they stepped from the elevater
on Miss Mcllhenny’s floor and made their way down the long corridor,
passing a large young policeman standing before the doorway of the
room next to hers. Morley glanced at him curiously.

A petite nurse, her auburn hair pinned up beneath .her white cap,
her eyes green and sparkling, and her teeth even and white, stepped
from Miss Mcllhenny’s room and held up her hand. -~ -~

“Oh, Mr. Morley, Mr. Bakov,” she said. “You will have to walt
because the doctors are with Miss Mcllhenny at the moment.” .

“We. will wait,” said Morley. He leaned forward, -his voice

* confidential. “Tell-me, why does the young policeman stand in the hall
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like a large blue statue? - - -

“I guess I can tell you,” she said. “Everyone in the hospltal knows.
Did you read about the kidfhapping yesterday afternoon?”

“I was too busy to do so. Who was kidnapped?”

“Julia Flaxworth, the wife of Julius Flaxworth; “who invented
something'when he was young and made a fortune manufacturing it.”
She sighed.” “Why can’t I meet somebody hke thatP I'd be happy to
grow old'with him while I spent his money.”" -~ ,

“Kidnapping a helpless rich woman is a terrible crime,” said Morley,
“but you have not. yet said why the large young man stands in the
hall.” : ,
“He’s guarding the only witness. Mrs. Flaxworth was kidnapped

‘yesterday afternoon while working in her garden where she raises

prize-winning - violets. With her .was a friend, Ziggy Peru, an
international playboy who the gossip columnists hint had something’
going with Mrs. Flaxworth. And Mr.” Capistrano, the gardener. The
two kidnappers struck Mr. Capistrano on the head and shot Mr. Peru.
When Mr. Capistrano recovered consciousness he called the- pollce

 but before they could question him he collapsed and went into a coma.

The doctors can’t understand it. The blow on the head doesn’t appear
to be serious and. the X-rays show nothing.” )

“It is believed the kidnappers m1ght harm Mr. Caplstranop asked
Morley. - ‘

“That's what" I hear,” she sald.', ‘Before he collapsed he told the
police only that there had been two men. They didn’t even get a
description, so they have no idea who they are looking for. Wlthout
Mr. Capistrano,- they have nothing.”™
- Morley frowned. “It is strange. Why did not the evil kldnappers also
shoot the poor garden person- in the ﬁrst place? Then there would be -
no witness at all.”

““I-don’t know:*With a waggleof ﬁngers and a smile; she headed for
the.nurses’ station.

Morley, his hands tucked into hlS hip pockets strolled after her
slowly, Bakov lumbering behind. = v

--As. she passed the young policeman in the hall, she gave a little toss
of her head. He -smiled and touched his cap, his admmng glance ".

. following her.

Morley stopped before the young man. “Megan Regan is indeed a
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bright young woman,” he said.

The policeman grinned. “I see that agé hasn’t ‘dulled your |
appreciation of feminine beauty. I've already proposed but she insists
she intends to marry a rich man, not someone as poor as a cop. What
she doesn’t know is that I don’t intend to stay in uniform forever. I
have a college degree, I'm fairly intelligent, and I work hard. Soon I'll
make detectlve and after that who knows?. I could be police
commissioner.’ . -

“She would make a fine police commlssmners wife,” said Bakov.
“What is your name?”

“Sean Casey:”

“That is @ good name for a pohce commissioner.” Morley eyed the
door of the room. “Mr. Caplstrano is still unconscmus?’ :

“The doctors are with him now.

The door of the room opened. A mlddle aged, half-bald doctor who
was burdened with a weight problem worse than Bakov's stepped into -
the ‘hall, followed by a bearded young doctor with thick brown hair.

“It-is as 1 suspected,” said the older man. “He’s suffermg from
traumatic shock brought about by the blow on the head.”

“Is there a p0551b111ty he mlght be fakmg?’ the younger doctor
asked. _

The older man’s voice was condescending. “It’s hardly possible that a
man .of his age would have the emotional and physncal control to fake a
coma under” examination.’

" Sean Casey’s head was tumed toward the nurses’ statlon at the end
of the hall where Megan Regan stood talking. The door of Mr.
Capistrano’s room stood slightly ajar. ’

Pulling Bakov with him, Morley shpped inside and closed it.

Bakov’s voice was a horrified whisper. “What are you doing?’

"Morley motioned him into silence.

The man on_the bed was small and shghtly bu1]t with curly hair that
projected above a white bandage like a crown, his healthfully tanned
face bisected by a full black mustache. He lay still, his eyes open and

-fixed on a spot.on the ceiling. The arms resting outside the sheet were
strong and sinewy, the body flat and hard from years of outside labor.
Although Mr. Capistrano was in his sixties, he looked strong enough to
outwork, outeat, and outdrink the doctor who had examined him.

Morley nudged his shoulder. “I am Mr. Morley. This is Mr. Bakov.”
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- Mr. Capistrano:lay mohon]ess A S

"I do not think you-are in this coma,” sald Morley. I think you are
too healthy to be bothered by a little- hlt on the head in splte of -the
words of the fat little head doctor.” = - '

Mr. Capistrano’s eyes never moved. -

Morley sighed and turned away, took a step and whlrled back in time
to see Mr. Capistrano’s. eyes flick: away from him.

““Aha!” said Morley triumphantly. “It is as I thought. You are playmg
the game of the possum but you cannot fool the doctors forever Why
will you not speak to the: police?” -

Mr. Capistrano held a frantic finger to his hps Not $0 loud!

“What kind of man are you?” demanded Morley “A poor woman has
been kldnapped and an unfortunate international playboy kllled You
are the only witness, yet you refuse. to help.”

“You don’t understand.” Mr. Capistrano motloned them closer.

“Ordinarily I'd do anything to help, but I'm- no fool. When the two
men came in with the Halloween masks on their faces, Mrs. Flaxworth
screamed. One of them told her to shut up and slid a white sack over
her head. As-he did; the sleeve of his grey. coveralls. slld up and I saw
a tattoo above his right wrist.’

“That is indeed a wonderful clue, ; said :Bakov “You should have told
the police immediately.” o ' .
“Wiit,” said Mr. Capistrano. “I was holdirig a small spade and when
I raised it to crown him, the other man. hit me. When the. police
arrived and I started to tell,them what had happened, one of the young
"~ detectives reached for his notebook—" Mr. Capistrano’s voice sank to a

fearful whisper. “He had the same tattoo above his wrist!”
Bakov gasped. “How could that be? A kldnapper could not also be-a
detective!”

“I wasn’t taking any chances The kidnapper had no way of knowmg

I'd-seen that-tattoo<unless. I said so and T-wasn’t about to do that whéen =

he could be standing right in front of me. I collapsed and pretended I
couldn’t speak until I could decide what to do. To tell the police was
ridiculous.” They, wouldn’t believe ‘'me. They would say the knock on -
the head had scrambled .my brains. -‘The doctors would. say the same
" thing. And the -detective with the tattoo would- know that I could
.connect him to the crime. He would find it easy to get rid of me.”
Morley frowned. “That is a real dilemma. Is it possible you are mis-
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taken? Although this is not as popular as when I was'a boy, many men
have tattoos above their wrists.’

“Not like this. How many could have a large red rose surrounded by
the message I Love Mother Rose in blue ink?” .

A sound at the door snapped Mr. Caplstrano rlgxd his eyes agam
fixed on the ceiling.
- A heavyset man with close-cropped halr came into the room,
followed by a, thin young detective with a badge pmned to his lapel
and a-middle-aged man in a well cut blue suit. .

The heavyset man stopped short when he saw Morley and Bakov,
- closed his eyes, and stood for a moment before allowing one of them to
open, as if hoping the two men were apparitions that mlght disappear.

His lips thinned, an internal pressure sending color creeping up his
_face, both eyes fully open now, bulgmg with anger. “What are you two .
doing here?” '

Morley folded his arms. “Why do you shout in the presence of a sick .
man, -Lieutenant Hook?. Do you not know you are in a hospital?”

Hook pointed-at the door. “Get out!” . :

“Do not be so hasty with your get out,” said Morley. Perhaps we
can help you solve this terrible- crime as we did the others.”

“I don’t need your help‘ ‘

“Aha,” said Morley, “Then you have retumed Mrs. Flaxworth safely :
to her loving husband and you have placed the heartless kid-
“nappers and murderers in jail where they belong.” He shook his

head. “But I do not think so. I think instead that poor Mr. Flaxworth
has received a phone call demanding perhaps a million dollars for the
return of his unfortunate wife and you are here because you
desperately hope Mr. Capistrano will awake suddenly and tell you of
~ the evil men who took her and killed the.international playboy.”

“It- was a half million and it was a note, not a phone call,” said the
man in the blue suit. “But you are right. The ransom demand has been
made. Unless Mr. Caplstrano can help us, 1 must dehver the money .
by seven this evening. ~

Morley studied him. Julius Flaxworth was a handsome comp051te of-
things expensive, from his carefully trimmed.: grey hair to his imported -
shoes, but his pale face and tortured eyes flawed the picture. '

Morley .patted him on the shoulder. “Do not worry. We are- very
good friends of Lieutenant Ironhead Hook, the homicide person, who

~
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we help when he- has difficulty catching the vicious criminals.”

Hook muttered under his breath, marched to the door, and.
motloned Casey inside. He' pomted at Morley and Bakov. “How did
they get.in here?” - ’

Casey’s surprised eyes fixed on the two old men.

Hook placed a forefinger on Casey’s big chest, emphasnzmg each
word with a jab. “I have half a mind to suspend you without pay. No

- one but medical staff-was to be allowed in this room, but you let in
tllese~” he fumbled for words “—these doddering, ancient, dried-
up—"- '

“Intelligent persons supplled Morley _

“Busybodies!” snapped Hook. “They look harmless -They're not.
There’s no telling what damage they may have done.”

“As usual you speak without thinking,” said Morley mildly. “We
came in to help. Who else is capable? The fat little head. doctor? He
comes and shines his little flashlight into Mr. Capistrano’s eyes but he
does not really look at the man. And you—" Morley’s voice held a
touch of indignation. “You know only the law “and not people. The
young policeman is to protect Mr. Capistrano-from criminals. We are
not criminals, but others may be.” He pointed dramatically at.the tall'
young detective. “How do you know he is not a cr1mmal?

“He is a pol1ceman' Hook yelled. ]

“1 have heard of policemen who break the law,” said Morley. “Not
many, but a few. Would it .do any harm to.ask where the young man
was when this terrible crime took place?”

“We have no time for such nonsense,” snapped Hook.

“Wait a minute,” said the puzzled young detective. “I was on duty
in the squad room, filling in for McGonigle, who is sick. You know
that Lieutenant.” -

“Of course,” Hook said and turned back to Morley and Bakov

“Now.please leave‘:— — e - - -
“If you insist,” said Morley He paused before the young detectlve
and held out his hand. “I am Morley. What is your name?”
Surprised, the young detective shook hands, xevealmg a tattoo above
his right wrist. “Sativa.” - ;
“That is an interesting tattoo,” said Morle’y, “Your mother was
named Rose?”, : A
“Not exactly. Rose was the name of my foster mother.”
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“She must have been a good woman. Did she raise many foster
children?” .
Sativa shook his head. “Only me and her real son. We were like
brothers.” : :
“The real son has a tattoo also?”
Sativa’s eyes widened. “How did you know that?”
“It seems logical,” said Morley modestly. “Where is he now?”
“At Mr. Flaxworth’s plant. Larry is chief of securlty there.” Sativa
turned to Flaxworth. “You know him, Mr. Flaxworth.”
“I thought I recognized the tattoo,” said Flaxworth, “but my chief of
securlty is named Hagweed, not Sativa.”
“I was undér no obligation to change my name,” 'said Sativa.
Morley broke in. “It’s a big place, this plant?”
“There are three buildings,” said Flaxworth. “One for the offices,
another for manufacturing, and a warehouse for storing inventory.”
“Business must really be excellent for you to require three such
buildings,” said Morley
Flaxworth frowned. “Unfortunately, business is off at the moment.
We're working only one shift and our inventory is so low the warehouse
is almost empty . . .” He broke off, folded his arms, and turned angrily
to Hook. “We came_here to question Mr. Capistrano, not to talk about
foster brothers, tattoos, and my plant.”
Hook glared at Morley and thrust a furious thumb at the door
“We will go,” said Morley. “But before we do so I will tell you a few
things.” He held up his index finger. “Number one, you cannot ques-
tion Mr. Caplshano because he will not answer you.” He held up
another finger. “Two, it is not necessary to question him at all because
we have considered the facts and have solved the whole mystery—we
know where poor Mrs. Flaxworth is being held against her will.” The
third finger popped up. “Number three, we must stay here to keep
poor Miss McIlhenny company because she has no one, so we will

allow you to go and rescue the unfortunate Mrs. Flaxworth.”

They all stared at him until Hook’s resigned voice broke the silence.
“I'm a fool for asking, but where do you think she is?* '

Morley gestured impatiently. “Obviously, she is in Mr. Flaxworth’s
empty warehouse because she was kidnapped by the -chief of security

Hagweed. What better place’ to hide her than a place whele no one
would look?” ‘ 3
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Hook purpled, his voice growmg louder with each word. “And how
did you reach that remarkable conclusion?”

“It is not necessary to shout,” said Morley. “It is very simple. The
kidnapper has a tattoo such as Detective Sativa wears, and since he
could not be the kldnapper it must be the foster brother, Hagweed

Sativa’s voice was angry. “Larry wouldn’t do anything lll(e that! How
- do you know the kidnapper has a tattoo like mine?”

Like Lazarus rising from the dead, Mr.. Capistrano sat up slowly,
bringing a stunned silence to the room. “Because I told him,” he said.

Hook’s unbelieving eyes swung from Capistrano to Morley. =

Morley gestured at the door imperiously “Do not waste time here.
Mrs. Flaxworth requires your help.” He frowned. “Perhaps Bal(ov and
1 should go, after all. I.am not sure you are capable

Hook poked a tremblmg foreﬁnge1 at him. “Tll speak to you laterl
_To the others he barked, “Let’s go!”

After they had rushed out, Mr. Capistrano 51ghed “I'm glad that’s
over. You don’t know what a strain it’s been, pretending to be _in a,
coma. T haven’t had much practlce since my wife died. She liked to
talk, you l\now : :

When Morley and Bakov checked Miss- MclIlhenny’s room, they!
found that the doctors had spirited her away to the nether regions of
the hospital for a series of tests that would require several hours. They
returned to Mr: Capistrano who made up for his self-imposed silence
by talking nonstop until an excited Megan Régan -dashed in with the
-news that Mrs. Flaxworth had been found, bound, gagged, and
" blindfolded in a vacant office- in Mr. Flaxworth’s almost empty
warehouse. She also announced that Séan Casey had arrested Larry
Hagweed after a brief struggle.

" Morley smiled. “It seems to me a brave person like Sean Casey who
--might-someday be- pollce commissioner - would be-a good‘ -catch- for-a-
wise. young woman.

Megan Regan leaned close and wh1spered “You're r1ght Mr. Mor-
" ey, but don’t push it. It has to be handled JuSt rlght so the big clown
thinks it’s his idea.” She flounced out.

Mr. Capistrano began pacing the room. Do you realize I'm still in
danger? The other kidnapper is still loose. Until the police put him in
a cell, I'm in trouble because only I can place Hagweed at the scene of-
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- the crime.’ o . :
Pelhaps the secuuty person Hagweed w1ll tell them where to find
the other man,” said Bakov.

“If he did that; he’d be admlttmg he was gmlty Mr. Capistrano
glared at Morley. “It’s all your fault.” - . -

_Morley smiled. “Do not bé nervous. It does not matter what the .
criminal person Hagweed says. or does. As they say on the television,
he and his partner will take the fall for this terrible crime.’

Bakov nodded. “They talk very funny on television. Once I watched
a whole program and did not understand a word. Some evil men spoke
of icing a broad but the picture was about some poor young woman
who locked herself in a hotel room that did not even have -a
refrigerator and smoked cigarettes. At the end, everyone shot everyone
else so there was no one left to explain. There was only the final scene
of the poor woman’s last c1garette burning a hole m the carpet, which
must have made the poor hotel manager very angry.”

Mr. Capistrano’s eyes rolled. “I think I'll go back into my coma.’

Morley cocked his head, listemng. ‘T think it is too late.” :

'Lieutenant Hook led the parade ‘into the room: Mr. Flaxworth, his
hand wrapped protectively around the arm of an attractive blonde-
woman dressed in slacks and a blouse, Detective Sativa, and Sean:
Casey i _

Flaxworth stepped forward with the woman. “My wife insisted on
+ thanking you personally,” he said to Morley. - ;

Mrs. Flaxworth took Morley’s hand in both of hers. “They told ‘me -
you deduced where T was being held. I shall be eternally grateful.” '

Morley nodded. “You should thank Mr. Capistrano also. He noticed
the tattoo and received a knock on the head when he tried to protect
you

“Of course,” she said. She hugged Mr. Capistrano warmly; “Thank
you, dear friend. Soon we shall be back together raising our prize-
winning violets.” Her eyes filled with tears. “Poor Ziggy,” she said.

“He can no longer give us his expert advice. I'll be happy only when

the terrible man who shot him is brought to justice.”

“Hagweed was alone in the warehouse and he refuses to talk,” said
Hook. “Mr. Capistrano, you must, tell me everythmg you can
remember about the other man.”

“I can’t tell you a thing,” said Mr. Capistrano. H_e was behind me -
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and he never even spoke

Hook scrubbed at his jaw with the edge of his hand. All rlght well .

sunply have to check out Hagweed’s friends one by one
“You will waste your time and the taxpayers’ money;” said Morley.
“Mr. Morley,” said Hook wearily, “as inuch as I hate to admit it,
you *ve been a big help. Don’t spoil it now.” . -
“I spoil nothing,” said Morley. “I wish only to point out it 1s not
necessary to look for the second man. He is already in this room.”
_ Hook stared at him for a moment, then cleared his throat. “You had
better explain or, so help me, I'll book you for withholding evidence.”
“The evidence is in front of your eyes,” said Morley. “When Mr.
Capistrano tried to help Mrs. "Flaxworth, he was not shot, he was
merely struck on the head. Obviously, it was because no one desired to

. shoot him. But why not? Like the intérnational playboy, was. hée not a

witness who could cause tréuble?” Morley tiirned to Mrs. Flaxworth.
“After the man placed ‘the bag over vour head, you could not see but
you could hear. Did the international playboy shout or attack the men
or do something that would cause him to be shot?”

She held her face in her hands. “Oh dear. It was all so ghastly and

~ confusing. All 1 remember _is that horrible blackness and being

terrified.” She.dropped her hands suddenly and stood rigid. “T- h(,ard

+ it,” she whispered. “I didn’t think of it until now but I did hear it.” -

“Hear what?”" asked Hook.
Horror crept into her voice. “One of men said, Tm sorrt/, 7zggj—

She began to weep, her face in her hands.

“You see?” asked Morley quietly.“The purpose of the crime was not
to kidnap Mrs. Flaxworth but to kill Mr. Ziggy Peru, the international -
playboy. What real kidnapper would call him by his first name and
apologize for shooting him? To find the man, you have only to ask -
yourself, who would do such a thlngP The weeping Mrs. Flaxworth

already knows.” . _ _ e

They all stared at. Flaxworth.

Hook’s eyes swung to Morley. “Why?”

Morley sighed. “Can you not puzzle it out for yourself? It is- well
known that international playboys pursue beautifil women, only to cast-
them aside like used toys and break. their hearts when they tire of
them. Obviously, Mr. Flaxworth did not want that to happen to his
beloved wife, but he could not simply shoot Mr. Ziggy Peru because
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then he would be arrested. So with his inventor’s mind, he planned to
kidnap her with the help of his chief of security, Hagweed, who must
also be his trusted friend. During the kidnapping, he could shoot Mr.
Ziggy Peru and the police would never suspect him. Then he would
pay the ransom to Hagweed, who would return it to-him so it would all
cost him mothing and Mr. Ziggy Peru would be dead, while his
beloved wife could continue to grow her prlze-wmmng violets without
having her heart broken.”

Hook gave his head a hard little shake as if tossing OE the eﬁects ofa
sudden blow. “That is so fantastic it makes sense.” He turned to
Flaxworth. “Suppose we go down to my office and talk about it.”

Flaxworth smiled sadly, shrugged,then pulled a small revelver from
inside his coat. “Don’t move, please,” he said. f‘I wouldn’t want to hurt

- anyone.’ -

Everyone froze. Except for Bakov, the little group-had clustered in
the open area at the foot of Mr. Capistrano’s bed. Denied his usual
midmorning snack of tea and little cakes, Bakov was pouring himself a
glass_of Mr. Capistrano’s ice water in the hope that the cool liquid
would still the fumbling of his empty stomach.

Flaxworth backed toward the head of the bed.

Hook, his hands half raised, said, “There is nowhere  to -go,
Mr. Flaxworth.” s

“Of course there is,” said Flavaorth “The open window is an appro-
priate exit under the circumstances.’

He stepped backward quickly, placing himself within reach of Bakov
who calmly brought the heavy plastic water pitcher down on his head,

. driving him to- thé floor, the pitcher sphttmg and gushing ice cubes
and cold water over both of them.

Bakov gasped and went rigid before pulling his soaked shirt away
from his body with a delicate forefinger and thumb. “That .

“is . . .indeed . . . very. . . cold!” he said in a quavering whlsper

Early that evening, Morley and Bakov watched the big black Mercedes
head down the driveway of-the Center and pause before joining the
traffic in the street.

“The brother of Zlggy Peri is a nice person even though he is also
. an international playboy,” said Morley. “It was not necessary for him to
come and thank us for catching the murderer
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“He also. explained how you were wrong about Mr. Flaxworth’s
reason for comimitting such a terrible crime,” said Bakov.

Morley’s voice was indignant. “How was I to know the international
playboy intended: to buy Mr. Flaxworth’s business until he discovered
“that Mr. Flaxworth was in big financial trouble? Mr. Flaxworth begged
" Ziggy Peru to tell no one because he knew that if he had a little time
he could: set things right, but if Ziggy Peru told, Mr. Flaxworth would
be ruined. But Ziggy Péru was not.a nice person and deSIred to ruin
"Mr. Flaxworth'’s busmess so he could ‘buy’ it for nothmg So Mr. Flax-
worth killed him.”>-. "~ .. .= i Cowen TR

Bakov allowed hlmself a little smlle “Stl]l S

“One cannot be expected to know everythmg, said” Morley loftily.
“International playboys are supposed tochase only the’ beautiful- -wom-
en, and not also to buy.entire businesses. That is indeed- strange ‘be-
havior for an_ international playboy and- if Mr.. Zlggy Peru had only’
trifled, with Mrs.” Flaxworth as he was supposed to do perhaps Mr.
Flaxworth would not have shot him,”™ i
p A!},_ well,” said Bakov. “It ‘is over and tomorrow poor Miss
Melllenny returns from the hospltal which is a good: thing.”

“We will have a surprise for-her,” said Morley, smllmg

“A surprlsep Why do I not know: of this?": A

“Because you were hungry as usual and feft to eat your dinner:. ‘The
brother of Ziggy Peru insisted we deserved a reward but I told him we
could not accept money for capturing a vicious criminal which is only
our duty as citizens. But I thought of what you had said this morning
~and I spoke to the dlrector .and he agreed. The brother of Ziggy Peru
will give him the money and the director will arrange for a few bus
trips to the mountains and the seashore such as we used to"have before
the inflation and everyone may ‘go for nothmg, including poor Miss
McI]henny 0 perhaps she w1ll laugh again.

o of an 1nte1nat10na1 p]avboy

“I do not understand.” . _ A .
Bakov's eyes were innocent. “Do not international playboys exist to
make the ladies happy?” s : -
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They both felt uneasy, and showed it in the way they added the last
touches to their makeup. Each was silently critical of the other. Ronnie.
‘felt that Marion was being too lavish with mascara and lipstick. It was
cheap, although it had to be admitted that Ronnie’s own makeup case
was as expensively stocked as any around. - B
The real reason for the contempt was jealousy: Ronnie was thicken-
ing around the middle, and dreading the stricture of the girdle on the
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dressing table, while Marion was fastening the garter belt around a fan-. -
tastically small waist and rolling a taupe stocking up from foot to leg to
thlgh—a very firm thigh.

A little old-fashioned, 1snt it?”

“The garter belt, you meanP Well you have to give them what they
hke ”

“How long have vou been at tlnsP

Marion thought for a moment, “Five—no, six months.”

“Well, just wait till you have a few- years behind you. You won’t be
so fancy then. It'll be Just another night.”

“Well, T'll-tell'you,” Marion chuckled. “T think if you’re going to do
something, you should do it well. And I'll tell you frankly, I don’t
know how you survive in that awful dress and ratty hat. Who are you
doing, Marjorie Main?”

Ronnie scowled.

“Hey, look, it’s your own game, so don’t pay any attention to me. But

we do have to work the stroll tog,ether, and I just have a feeling that
~ your get-up won’t draw flies. You look dowdy. Matronly.”

“Talk about gall,” Ronnie fumed, pulling the girdle up over ample
hips. “Time was when I could knock over four or five a night, and I
. didn’t need any sleazy dresses or plastic see-through shoes either.”
Marion adjusted a strap. “What do you mean,_sleazy? This dress is
" satin. Very expensive.

“Your ‘problem is that you overdo it. The makeup, tlte clothes, the
shoes. Day-of-the-week panties, for God’s sake. Today is Tuesday, by
the way. You're wearing Friday.”

“Maybe I'm thinking Tuesday. Who cares? And as far as records go.
five a night is no big thing. I've tricked thirty-eight this week!”

Readjusting- spitcurls' over a slightly wrinkled forehead, Ronnie
turned and snapped, “You've got to realize this neighborhood’s a
helluva lot different from the.Bronx. It's a whole different kind of traffic.”

“Theyll love me,” said Marion assuredly, blotting lipstick and addmg
‘a touch more mascara. -

“Ready. now?” Ronnie asked nnpatlently

“As I'll ever be,” Marion said perkily. -

“Well, come on, dearie. The trade’s waiting. Just watch yomself to-
night. I hear you like to take chances.”

They adjusted their dresses, and left the room on spiked heels. Out-
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side, there were whistles.

“Nice frame on this one,” one of the men said with a leer.

“Naw, Sergeant Donnelly is cuter,” said another. - -

The girls ignored them and sashayed out of the precinct house.
-Sergeants Marion Donnelly and Ronald Collins, the best decoy cops in
the business, were on duty together for the first time.

“I don’t know,” said the communications officer to the watch com-
mander. “It doesn’t seem to me those guys are going to get along. Ron
Collins looks ticked off.” , C,
~ “You'll understand when you hit 45, my boy,” the watch commander
said. “Everything .goes to hell for a guy after that. You get touchy
about the younger competltlon
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Neighbors can be like women—you can’t live with em and yoit _ i\
can’t live without em . . . R

soing with-that

When .she -asked him where he. thought he was
suitcase in his hand he said he was going to visit an old Army buddy
for a few days. But instead he drove his Datsun pickup to a town he'd
found on the map that looked just right, small enough-and far enough -
away. It was called Mountain Meadows, and driving up the good two-
lane road from the valley he knew he was going to like it. It was .high.

enough. at 2,500 feet to have four seasons and he could grow apples
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‘there,_he thought, something he’d always -wanted to do. On the -coast
they have one season all year and there’s not much you can do with it. -
The real-estate agent he went to in Mountain Meadows was friendly
and efficient. He told her what he wanted and how much he had-to
spend and the third place she showed him he said he’d buy. Late that
afternoon they opened escrow at the title company on Main Street. ‘

Heé paid the full purchase price with a cashier’s check he’d brought -
with him and the escrow officer said they could probably convey title -
to the property in less than three weeks if he wanted. He said three.
weeks would be fine and when they asked him how he wanted to take
title to the property, he said as Walter A. Jenkins, a widower. .

That didn’t surprise the real-estate lady. Mr. Jenkins had looked llke
a widower.to her from the first. Sixty-six years old, skinny as a starved
. orat, and just plain worn out with life. She figured his wife had probably
died not long before, but she didn’t ask..She liked him, but she didn’t -
think he’d last long; a year maybe and the place would be back on the
market again. She’d seen it happen before. A lot of people came up
here to retire but couldn’t get their old roots down in the new soil and
quickly faded away. She had a good nose for future listings and she
smelled one now. Still, she thought, you couldn’t help liking him;
there was something in his eyes, like a secret.

He stayed over that night in a motel in Mountam Meadows and first
thing in the morning he went out to look at his new place. It would do
nicely, he thought, even on the morning after, so to speak. ‘A good
garden area with a fence to keep the. deer out,. a separate
roomy garage/workshop set back where he would want it,.and a stout
little house .with” decent enough furniture in 1t considering it had been
vacant for six months. He’d bought it “as is” and was well pleased de-
spite all the deferred maintenance.' He ‘would want thmgs to kéep him-
self busy. . ,

Three weeks later when she asked him where he-thought he was
going with that suitcase in his hand -again he said to visit the same
friend. He'd be gone maybe four days this time, he said.

It was his second trip to Mountain Meadows and the first thing he
did when he got there was drop by the title company and pick up his
grant deed and policy of title insurance and a set of keys to the house:
‘Then he went to the bank and opened a checking account with five
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* hundred dollars in cash, and rented a safe deposit box for the deed and
policy. Then he went-around to the utility offices and ordered services
started the next.day, putting down cash deposits in lieu of references.

He said he came from back East and references wouldn’t do them any.

‘good anyway. Then he werit to a nursery and bought a set of garden
~tools and a few bales of redwood mulch and talked to the man there
about how to deal with the local soil. Everybody was so nice and
friendly that he found himself smiling back at people for the first time,
it seemed to him, in years. :

There was about an hour of daylight left when he _got out to his place
* and he unloaded his stuff in the workshop, opened up the house to air,
and started looking around, feeling the pleasure in him ‘grow. What he
liked most was the roominess of the place, a hundred fifty feet wide by
two hundred deep. When you've hved in a third-floor walkup for thxrty
years you lose your sense of space. -

There were only two neighbors you could see through the tall stands
of pine and oak and he liked that too. Directly across the black-topped

B

road was a small freshly painted house with what looked like some fruit

~ trees out back, and immediately adjoining on the west was another
place about the size of his and about as run-down looking. ‘He'd have
to buy some paint soon, he thought, and get started on that when the
- trees and- gardén were in. Something like pride of ownership was al-
ready stirring in his blood. On the east side there was nothing but pine
“and oak, but he’d remembered seeing on his way past a big old house
“set deep among them, and that pleased him too. He felt he had a great
deal of catching up to do, a great deal of happiness to gather around
himself, and this was surely the place to do it.

At last light he walked his yard, planning the layout of the trees—
cherries, pears, apples, all the good cold-weather fruit—and then he
saw his neighbor. to the west, a man. He was standing behind his

‘house-with what looked. in- the-fading-light. like a-can of .beer_in .his

" hand. They looked- at each other for a moment and then the man

seemed to raise his beer in salute and Walter raised hxs right hand in a -

tentative response. : .

That night Walter stayed at the motel in town, “and as soon as the
stores opened in the morning he bought a stock of food at the grocery
store and a few more bales of redwood mulch and a hundred feet of
hose at the nursery.
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When he got back home—as he thought-of it now—the water had
been turmed on and the electric and gas men were there waiting for
‘him. After they'd gone, Walter marked the precise spots where he’d
plant trees and he laid out the future vegetable garden according to a
plan the nurseryman had given him. Then, after lunch, he began to
- dig. He worked all afternoon until the light began to fade. -

He'd oyerdone. His back hurt and his hands were blistered and
when he straightened up spots danced before his eyes. He groaned out

loud, not hearing or seeing his neighbor standing on the other_, side of
the fence-until he spoke.. !

“How about a cold beer?” the nelghbor said. He had a can of beer in

- each hand and Walter hobbled -over to accept one. The cold beer felt

beautiful in his blistered hand and even more so going down his
throat_ :

“Thanks,” he sald ‘It really hits the spot.”

“You look tuckered.” The man stuck hlS hand over the fence and
Walter took it, wincing under the pressure.

“My name’s Charlie Wells.”™

“Walter Jenkins,” Walter said.

“You alone, Walter, or married?”

. “Alone,” Walter said. “Are you married?” ' :

“You better believe it,” Charlie said and Walter caught a familiar
note in the tone of his voice. Bitter, baffled.

For a moment they stood lookmg at each other, recognizing each

other, and then Charlie said, “Any kids?”’
"~ “Nope,” Walter said. “Do you?”
“Nope, sorry to say. She never ‘wanted any—the wife, that is. She
said they was nothing but. trouble and most of the time I guess they .
“are, but I'd sure like a grandkid or two to visit up here It’s great coun- .
try for kids.”
“Yes, it is,” Walter said, having thought that already himself. “Kids
and dogs. I figure to get a dog soon.
“You buy the place, Walter?”
“Yeah, just closed escrow., Ill be movmg up permanent a week or
ten days from now.’
“Up from where?” _ .

“Well—San Francisco.” He hadn’t really’ wanted to reveal that and

wouldn’t have if he hadn’t been so damn tired. He felt like sagging to

~
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the ground right where he stood.

“We're from Sacramento,” Charlie " said, Maude and me. [ retlred _
six months ago ‘and we came up here to try it -out. Maude says you
can’t tell about a place for a year or two, but I say you can’t tell about
living that long at our age. We're renting; which is just-a waste of
money as far as I'm concerned.” Charlie thouight that Jenkins looked
" pretty bad, but he knew he ‘didn’t look a hell of a- lot better himself.
Just a couple of - beat- -up old men in what they called the golden time of
life, he thought. “Well,” Charlie said, “I guess I better be getting back "
or 'you'll hiear old Maude bellow for me. She likes to keep an eye on
me. Nice meeting you, Walter. I'll see you later.”"

“Thanks for the beer,” Walter said. :

He took a long hot soak in.the tub that night and gave himself a
stern lecture. He'd overdone and gotten too tired and had almost said -
“We'll be moving up” instead ‘of “Tll.” The trouble was he hadn’t
talked to anyone for so damn long—ever since he'd retired himself a
year ago-—that he’d almost forgotten how. But still, he felt good sitting
in the hot water thinking about ‘his trees and the whole bright future
ahead. And if ever a'man was creating his own destiny, it was surely
he. Poor Wells, he thought obliquely.- The plan was so simple when
you thought about it, -and if you had the guts to do it—and above all;
he supposed, if the clrcumstances permitted. Maybe they wouldn’t in
Wells' case. , ’

- The next rnorning he didn’t get out in the yard until after ten and it
was all he could do to pick up the shovel and get on with the digging.
But it was a job that had to be done, and done soon.

“Looks like a grave,” Wells said a half hour later. Walter hadn’t seen
him come p to the fence and was startled. He looked critically at the
hole hed been working on and thought by God it does look". hke ‘a
Tgrave, T v Tt C e e .

“What it is,” he said, “is what they call the French Bio- Dynarmc In-
tensive Méthod of Gardenmg I've got this pamphlet on the subject.
They've been developmg it over at Stanford or someplace.” Calmly, he
said to himself. “What you do is; “instead of turning just one foot of
topsoil, you turn two, ‘only I'm turning four myself because the guy
down at the nursery said this ground is so damn porous you’ll lose all
“your water if you don’t mulch it deep. Then”—was he going on too

84 ’ : ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE
. ) N : i



long?—"“you take the top dirt and put it on the bottom and the bottom
dirt on the top and lace it all with redwood compost. That way—"
“We had a garden in the place we sold in Sacramento,” Wells said,
“but Maude says why start anything up here until we know we like it?
She wouldn’t even let me put in a tomato; for God’s sake.” —
Wells had sounded wistful about it underneath ‘the permanent bit-
terness, and Walter sighed with. relief. There were so damn many
things. you had to watch, you didn’t know which way to look. He.
studied the hole again and decided it didn’t look like a grave at all, 1t\
" was just a big sloppy hole in the ground and’ Wells had said that to”
start a conversation. Or maybe Wells had graves on the mind.

“What're you gonna put in?” Wells said.

“Well, right here a cherry tree—a bing. And an app]e a peach a
pear, an apricot, and maybe an almond over there.” He pointed.

“Well, get dwarf size,” Wells said. “I would. That way you can
throw a net over 'em when the fruit ripens. Keep the birds off.”

“That’s a good idea, Charlie,. thanks.” They smiled at each other
and Walter thought: He’ll be a friend, the first since I left the job. Nét
that he really wanted one. What he wanted was just peace. But still, a
friend was a friend.

He went back to work and Charhe drifted back to his house. Just
before noon, a woman who introduced herself as Miss Hanley came
over from the house across the road with a peach pie in her hand. She
introduced herself, welcomed him to the neighborhood, and handed
him the pie. A piece of cheesecloth was draped over it.

“T'll want that cloth back,” she said, “and the pan too, but not the
" pie, Mr. Jenkins. Stella said you needed bulldlng up and Stella was
rlght
“Who’s Stella?” His blood surged a little at the stranige name, and he
wxped the sleeve of his shirt across his sweating brow. - :

“The real-estate. lady who "sold you the place,” Miss Hanley said.
“She said for me and Irma to fatten you up. Irma’s my sister. Her arid
I ran our own restaurant in Stockton for twenty-ﬁve years and if there s
one thing we know about it’s food.” _ :

“You've got a nice-looking place,” Walter said. : . h

“Thanks. We just painted it again this spring.” She turned” and
looked at it critically. “It does look nice, don’t 1t'r‘” ‘

“I'm going to pamt mine as soon-as I settle in,”™ Walter said. Whlte
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like yours. It’s cooler in the summer.” .
“Good! Brighten up the neighborhood. I don’t mean to cast no as-
perations,” -Miss Hanley said,.looking sharply at Charlie’s place, “but-

some people have no pride.” ’ '

“They just rent,’ * Walter said.

“So what? It’s where they live, amt it? How long’s s she been dead?

“Who?”

“Your wife. You're a w1d0wer Stella says.”

“Oh—well, let’s see.’ Walter blinked twice and plcked a number.
“Six months now, I guess.” -

- “You miss her?”’

“Well—after forty years.™ Long years, he'd- almost said. He was -
wishing Miss Hanley would go away. He was hot and tired and more
nervous than he’d ever figured to be about it. He hadn’t figured on
being nervous about it at all, it seemed so right to him.

“Myself,” Miss Hanley said, “I never married and neither did Irma ’
and neither one of us is sorry about it. Qur parents were at -each
other’s throats every day and we had enough of that when we was
kids.”

Well sometimes it’s that \vay, " Walter sald

“It was that way with you, wasn’t it, Mr. ]enkms [

“Well, it wasn’t all good that’s for sure.” A weak smile wavered
across his face. : '

“Tomorrow,” Miss Hanley said, “we make soup. Irma’ll bring you
over a big pot in the afternoon and you eat it, mind?”

“I'm leaving tomorrow morning,” Walter said -quickly. He had

_ planned on leaving the day after, but at ‘the inoment flight seemed the
better part of valor. “In fact, this pie—"

“Eat it!” Miss Hanley said sternly.. “It'll look good on you. If you
don’t finish it before you' leave, you can freeze whats left VVhen are

- —you coming-up permfment?** s =
“First of the month,” Walter said.
“Well, we make soup twice a week, so thele l] be some f01 you when

you get here.”
“That'll be nice.’ :

.- She looked him up and. down CrlthdllV and shook her head as. though

rshe didn’t think he’d make it. “Somebody hasn’t been feeding you,’
she said and Walter thought: That’s true, that’s always been true.
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. He watched her as she turned and strode back across the road, a
short, powerfully built, no-nonsense kind of woman with crisp grey-
blue hair framing her round good-looking face. In his relief at her de-
parture, he found that he liked her.

The pie was delicious and he ate half of it at lunch, with milk, and
the rest that evening with coffee. He'd take the. cheesecloth and the
pan back in the morning before he left. - '

" - There wasn’t much to do. The utilities were included in the rent and
he’d cut the phone off months ago when he realized it hadn’t been
used since he retired. He’d have to notify the union business office of
the change of address for his pension check, but that was nothing. He
supposed he should notify the post office too even though they practi-
cally never got anything but a bill now and again and some union stuff..
He couldn’t remember’ the last letter they'd received. There was the
bank account to close out and he would stop by the real-estate office
. and pay another month’s rent along with giving his 30-day notice on his
way out of town. He'd take the TV and all the clothes—certainly all
the clothes—and the suitcases and the trunk, but he'd tell them they
could have the rest of the stuff, such as it was, it they wanted it

And what else? He worried that he might forget something, particu--
larly since he’d been up to Mountain Meadows and seen how many
different ways they could come at you without even knowing it. He'd
gone over it time and again, ticking it off on a list in his head. He'd
need some help getting the trunk down the back steps from the third
floor—he’d known that from the start—but there was this big kid down
at the corner he figured he could get. And if somebody saw them it
wouldn’t matter. Thirty years they'd lived in that building and didn’t
know a soul in the place. He could hardly believe it. Let’s just try it
for a month or two, she'd said, and they'd been holed up there ever
since. If it hadn’t been for the job he’d have gone mad years ago.
And what else? Nothing, he thought. It was just a matter of doing it
now. - :

He arrived at Mountain Meadows at~10:30 on the night of the 30th,
a day early. He'd told Miss Hanley and Charlie Wells he’d be coming
up on the first and figured they'd be looking for him then, not now.
He pulled into the garage, turned off the lights, shut off the motor,
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and sat for five minutes before getting out.

He wasn’t nervous, but he felt a kind of animal sense of caution.
The Hanley place was dark; but he thought he saw a light through the
trees at Wells”, You never knew about Charlie, given~-that wife of his. -
He could be out prowling around the yard just to be out; it would be
like him to' come over and offer to help unload the truck, and that
wouldn’t do. Walter stood by his back porch for another five minutes;
watching and listening." .

The half moon -was brighter than he would have thought p0351ble Tt
-shoné ‘down 'through the clean air like a night scene in the movies
where you could see a quarter mile in every direction. He hadn’t fig”
ured on that, which just goes to show you, he thought. But it had to
‘be done now, so he did it. Tt was only 30 feet or so from the back of
“the "pickup to the hole in the  ground where the cherry tree would go,
and it didn’t take him more than a quarter of an hour even with all
the shovelmg

- He was up early the “next mornmg and wert downtown to have his -
breakfast before the nursery was open. He returned around 10:00 with
six trees in 15-gallon cans on the bed -of the truck. He looked like a
mobile park coming down the’ road but there was no help for it. He
. put the cherry in first and had the hole filled and packed and the wa-
termg basin laid out before Charlie showed up at the fence.

“You're a day early,” Charlie said. - - .

“There was no spemal reason to stay down, Walter said, “so- I camc
up Jast night.” o
' Thought I saw you,” Charlie said “Around eleven or so.”

“Yeah.” Walter tightened the’ grlp on the shovel in his hand

“Is that adwarf?” . ~

“Yeah.” : _ =

«- ~That’s-smart;”-Charlie- said.- “Throw: a net over a.dwarf_tree .when _

the fruit ripens and the birds won’t get it.’ -

“I know.” Walter’s grip on the shovel handle relaxed. Wells dldnt
look good at all, he thought worse than before. His skin was grey as a
whale. .

“When you gonna get that dog you was talkmg about'P

“Oh, not for a while yet " Walter said.

“If T was free like you,” Wells said, “T'd ‘have a dog rxght now. No
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compémon like a dog 7
“You're not free?”
“You know damn well I'm not -not w1th the kmd of wife T've got.

What kind of a. wife did you have, Wa]terP :

. “Something like yours, I.guess.” o
“I thought so. I could smell it on you.”

Irma Hanley came over late that afternoon and.introduced herself’
" and welcomed him home, She had a pot of soup in her -hand and
_looked him up and down the way her 51ster had, as though there was a
lot of work to be done here. “Split pea,” she said, “with a lot of ham in
it and thick enough to roll into balls. Build a man up, Mr. Jenkins.”
“Thanks,” he_ said. - . .
.“Has your house been swamped out yet?”
“What?” What brought that on, he thought. “Well, I've—",

“I mean we know this woman that’s good at it and don’t charge
much. Near a year’s worth of crud in that place.”

“Well, I've started on.it,” Walter said, wondering why they always
came at him when he was so damn tired. “And I'm pretty good at it -
myself. -I mean housekeeping.”

“Wife was sickly, was she?”

“Well—" Lord God, he thought, and said, “Well, in a way, yes.”

“Passed on—when? Six months ago, was it?” ‘

Was that what he’d told the sister? “Yes—about that,” he said.
- «She looked past him at the trees, all of which were in their holes
now. “It’s good to see a man put trees in the ground,” she said.
shows he’s got faith in the future Eat. that soup, Mr. Jenkins. We
make it twice a week.” ‘

Yes I know,” he said. Thanks again.”

Late that August, Stella Williams, the real-estate lady, stopped by to
see him. He'd just finished painting the. place—white with yellow
trim—and it looked pretty as a picture. It would make a great little
listing, she thought coming up the drive. ,

The Hanley woman had told her she wouldn’t recognize Mr. Jenkins
after four months and she almost didn’t. He was in his back yard talk-
ing to Charlie Wells through the fence. He'd just given Charlie a big
sack of corn and was telling him how to cook it—"You don’t boil it,
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Charhe until it comes loose from the cob about seven, elght minutes
is all.” ) :
“Well, I never!” Stella said. “Mr, Jenkins, you look'marve]ous!?’

“Thanks,” he said. “Feel good too.” He smiled at her.

“And your garden!” she said. “And your house! I can’t hardly believe
it!” ‘ ‘ ‘ :

“This here,”. Walter said, “is my neighbor, Charlie Wells. Charlie
meet Mrs. Williams.” Stella turned to Wells, half hidden behind the
"bag of corn, and the smile fell off Ler face as though pulled with a .
strmg The man is half dead, she thought.

A pleasure,” she said, offering her hand over the ferice. -

“Same,” Charlie said, giving her hand more than a firm shake; he’d
seen her smile die and it made him mad. He knew. what he looked
like. - :

He thanked Walter for the corn and said that he was glad to have:
met Mrs. Williams and turned and walked away, seething. He felt like
a man caught in a giant spider web and he knew if he didn’t bust out
of it soon- the spider would: eat him hke afly.

“When she asked him where he thought he was gomg with that
suitcase in his hand he said he was going to visit an old Army buddy.
But he didn’t go visit an old Army buddy, he went down to San Fran-
cisco and .did some snooping around he’d had in mind to do for. quite
some time now. He was back in the middle of the second aftérnoon,

- but he didnt go see Walter until the next morning. "He was clean-
shaven, which surprised Walter. Walter had almost never seen Charlie
clean-shaven. . : -

“Walter,” Charlie said, “1 know all aboilt it.” a

“All about what?” Walter 'said. He was staking a tomato plant that’
was growing more fruit than it could handle. He straightened up; he

-knew-what was.coming. . .. _ ... . . __ .. . _

“Look,” Charlie said, I don t want to cause no trouble——
“Well, then don’t, Charlie.”

"I won’t,” Charlie said. “At least not “for.you. But I want to know

what happened, just how you dld it.” -

“Did what?” - -

“Come on, Walter! Look, I went down to San Francisco day before .
yesterday I looked you up in an old phonebook and I found out where
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you lived. And I found out something élse too. I found out your wife
didn’t die no.ten months ago or whatever. 1 found out she dldn t die at
all - C

“Then where is sheP

“You want me to tell you?”

“No. No, I don’t.”

The two old men stared at each other for a momeiit, but there was
no animosity between them; just different kinds of fatigue.

“Tell me how it went,” Charlie said quietly.

Walter sighed. “You: should have done it when you came up from
Sacramento,” he said. “What it takes is that you've got to move, you've
got to move at least two hundred miles away. And what it takes is she
can’t have no sister or brother or friend who might wonder about her.
And it takes a pretty low type woman to quahfy, Charlie.”

“I've got one.’

“And you've got to have guts enoughi to do it, Charhe
“That’s all I've got left,” Charlie said, “just the guts.”
“It’s not easy, Charlie, no matter what she’s like.”

“I know that, but what've 1 got to lose?”

You've got me to lose, Walter thought, but he didn’t say it. It will
unravel, he thought. Charlie picked it up from ‘me and somebody’ll
pick it up from Charlie and maybe the third or fourth down the line
will blow it and it'll unravel all the way back to me. But he’d known it .
would; he’d known it couldn’t last. At first he’d thought that it might -
be the elusive perfect crime, but he’d soon learned there’s no such
thing. And there shouldn’t be, he thought. You buy something one
day, you pay the cost the next. It’s the law.

“You've got to be careful, he said. “And maybe, for starters,” he
" added, begmmng to grin, “your new place shouldn’t be next to a guy
~ like you. _ _ : T

“I get you,” Charlie said, and he began to grin too, the first time in

months. L
“And another thmg, Walter said.
“What?”
“Watch where you plant your trees.”
“Huh? Why?”
“You see that cherry—?”
“Yeah, it's not doing so well, is it? Is that where?
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“Yeah, that's where.” . ~

“Poison—" B

“Yeah, poison.”

“There’s a lot to watch, ‘isn’t there?”

“More than you know,” Walter said.

“Should I do it, Walter?”

“It's your move, Charlie.”

Charlie..gazed - through -the' ti€es. at ‘his house arid the smlle .on hls
-face died. There s not one dammthmg Ive got to lose he thought
think T'll do‘it,” hesaid, -~ + .

£

“I was afraid youd say that Walter sald Well come on in,’ he‘

“said, “and I'll tell you how it went.’ . -
Before he turned toward the. house he took ‘a Iong look at lns baby

grove and wondered if he d ever se€” ﬁ Lut on. the lacy young limbs.

.x"
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When a writer is desperate to ‘earn more than 5¢ a word he’s
likely to write anything .

The editor's name was Warren Jukes. He was.a lean sharp-featured

man with slender long-fingered hands and a narrow line for a mouth.

. His black hair was going attractively grey on top and at the temples. As

usual, he wore a stylish three-piece suit. As usual, Trevathan felt logy

and unkempt in comparison, like a bear havmg trouble shaking off the

torpm of hibernation. . '
“Sit down, Jim,” Jukes said. Always a pleasure. Don’t tell me you're
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bringing-in another manuscript already? It never ceases to amaze me
the way vou keep grinding them out. Where do you get your ideas,
anyway? But I guess you're tired of that question after all these years.”
He was indeed, and that was not the only thing of which James Tre-
" vathan was heartily’ tued But all he said was, “No, Warren. I haven’t
wr 1tten another story.”
Oh?”

“I wanted to talk w1th you about the last one.’

“But we talked about it yesterday,” Jukes said, puzzled. “Over the
telephone I said "it was fine and I was happy to have it for the.
magazine. What's the tltle anyway? It was a play on words, but I can’t
remember it ofthand.” : .

“ ‘A Stitch in Crlme ” Trevathan said.

“Right, that’s it. Good title, good story, and all of it wrapped up in
your solid professional prose. VVhat s the problem?”

“Money,” Trevathan said. _

“A severe case of the shorts, huh?”’ The editor smiled. “Well, I'll be.
putting a voucher through this afternoon. -You'll have the check early
next week. I'm afraid that's the best' I can do, Jimbo. The corpomte'
machmely can only g0 50 fast.” _

“It's not the time,” Trevathan said. “It’s the amount. What are you
paving for the story, Warren?”

“Why, the usual. How long was it? Three thousand words, wasn't
it . \

“Thirty-five hundred.” ' .

“So what does that come to? Thir ty- “five hundred at a nickel a word
is what? One seventy- -five, right?”

“That’s right, yes, .

“So you'll have a check in that amount early next week, and if you
want I'll ring you when I have it in hand and you can come over and
~ pick it up. Save waiting a couple of days for_the neither-rain-nor-snow_
people to get it from my desk to yours, »

“It’s not enough.” , _ T

“Beg your pardon'r” '

. “The price,” Trevathan said. He was havmg trouble with this con-
‘versation. He'd written a’script for it in his rnmd on the way to Jukes’
office, and he’d been mflmtely more articulate then than now. “T
should get- more money,” he managed. “A nlckel a word is... War-
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ren, that’s no money at all.”
“It's what we pay, Jim. It's what we've always paid.”
“Exactly.”
“So?”
“Do you know how long I've been writing for you people Warlen?’
“Quite a few years.’
“Twenty years, War ren
“Really?” )
1 sold a story called ° Hanging by a Thread’ to you twenty years ago
last month. It pan twenty- two hundred words and you paid me a
hundred and ten l)uc]\s for it.” |
“Well, there vou go,” ]ukes said.

“I've been working twenty years, Warren, and I'm getting the same
money now that I got then. Everything’s gone up except my income.
When 1 wrote my first story for you I could take one of those nickels
that a word of mine brought and buy a candy bar with it. Have you’
bought a candy bar recently, Warren?”

]ukes touched his belt buckle. If I went and bought candy bars,” he
said, “my clothes wouldn't fit me.’
“Candy bars are twenty cents. Some of them cost a quarter. And I

<

_ htIH get a nickel a word. But let’s f01 get candy bars.”

“Fine with me, ]1m ™~

“Let’s talk about the magazine. \Vhen you bought “Hanging by a
Thread,” what did the magazine sell for on the stands?” :

“Thirty-five cents, I guess. :

“Wrong. Twenty-five. About six months later you went to thu ty-five.
Then you went to fifty, and after that sixty, and then seventy-five.
What does the magazme sell for nowP

“A dollar a copy. :

“And you still pay your authors a mckel a » word. That’s really wealth
beyond the dreams of avarice, don’t you think?”

Jukes sighed heavily, propped his elbows on his desk top, tented his
fingertips. “Jim,” he said, dropping his voice in pitch, “there are things

you're forgetting. The magazine’s no more profitable than it was twenty

years ago.. In fact, we're working closer now than we did then. Do you
know anything about the price of paper? It makes candy look pretty

stable by comparison. 1 could talk for hours on the subject of thé price

of paper. Not to mention all the other printing costs, shipping costs,
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, -, . .
.and more other costs than I want to mention or you want to hear
about. You look at that buck-a-copy price and you think we're flying -
high, but it’s not like that at all. We were doing better way back then.
~ Every single cost of ours has gone thxough the.roof.” -

“Except the basic one.’

“How's that?”

“The price you pay for material. That’s what your readers are buymg
from you, you know. Stories, Plots and characters. Prose and dialogue.
Words. And you pay the same for them as you did twenty years ago.
It’s the only cost that's stayed the same.’ :

Jukes took a pipe apart and began running a pipe cleauel through

~ the stem. Trevathan'started talking about his own cosis—his rent, the

- price of food. When he paused for breath Warren Jukes said, “Supply
and demand, Jim.” . C - :

“What?” )

“Supply and demand Do you think it’s hard for me to fill the
magazine at a nickel a word? See that pile of scripts over there? That’s
what this morning’s mail brought. Nine out of ten of those stories are’

- from new writers who'd write for nothing if it got them into print. The ’

* other ten percent is from pros who are damned glad when they see
~ that nickel-a-word. check instead of getting their stories mailed back to
them. You know, I buy just about everything you write for us, Jim.
Ore reason is I like your work, but that’s not the only reason. You've
-been with us for twenty years and we like to do business with our old
friends, But you evidently want me to raise your word rate, .and .we
_can’t pay more than five cents a word to anybody- because we haven’t
‘got any surplus in the budget. So rather than.raise your rate, old
friend, Il] have to give yom stories back to you I don’t have - any
choice.” ~
Trevathan sat and dxgested this for a few moments. He thought of
~-some things-to -say but-left them-unsaid. -He might-have-asked-Jukes-
how the editor’s' own salary had fluctuated over the years, but what
 was the point of that? He could write for a niickel a word or he couldn’t.
-, write for them at all. That was the final word ‘on' the subject.

“Jimi? Shall I put through a voucher or do’ you want ‘A Stitch in
Crime’ back?” ' .

“What would I do with it? No, I'll take the mckel a word Warrén.’

“If there ‘were a way 1 could make it more you know I would—" ~
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“Y understand.” -

I3

You guys should have got yourselves a union years ago. Give youa’
little collective muscle. Or you could-try writing something else. We're
in a.squeeze, you know, and if we were forced.to pay more for material
we'd probably have to fold the magazine altogether. But - there are
other fields where the pay is better.” i : o

“I've been doing this for twenty years, Warren. It’s-all 1 know. My
God, I've got a reputation in the field, I've got an established name—"
“Sure. That's why I'm always happy to have you in the magazine. As

long as 1 do_tha editing,. Jimbo, and as long as you grind out the copy;
virve glad to buy your v, o -

i

»

~ “At a nickel a word.” —
“Well—". : '

“Nothing personal, Warren. I'm just a little bitter, that’s all.”

“Hey, think nothing of it.” Jukes got to his feet, came around from
behind his desk. “So you got something off your chest, and we cleared
the air a little. Now you know where you stand. Now you can go on
home and knock off something sensational and get it to me, and if it's
up to your usual standard you'll have another check coming your way.
That's the way to double the old income, you know. Just double the
old production.” o

“Good idea,” Trevathan said. =

“Of course it is. And maybe you can try something for another mar-
ket while you're at it. It's not too late to branch out, Jim. God knows [
don’t want to lose you, but if you're having trouble getting by on what
we can pay.you, well—" ’

“It's a thought,” Trevathan said.

Five cents a word. i )
~ Trevathan sat at his battered Underwood and stared at a blank sheet
of paper. The paper had gone up a dollar a ream in the past year, and
he could swear.they’'d cheapened the- quality in the process. E’very_
thing cost more; he thought, except his own well chosen words. The
were still trading steadily at-a nickel apiece. S y

Not too late to branch out, Jukes had told him. But that was a sight
easier to say than to do. He'd tried writing for other kinds of markets
but detective stories were the only kind he’'d ever had any luck With,
His mind didn’t seem to produce. viable ideas in other areas. Whe,; .
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he'd “tried wutmg longer works, novels or non-fiction, he’d always
gotten hopelessly bogged down. He was a short-story writer, recog- ity
nized and frequently anthologrzed and he was prolific enéugh to keep *( a
himself alive that way, but— : - it

But he was sick of living margmally, sick of grinding out story after t{
story. And heartily sick of going through life on a nickel a word

What would a decent word rate be? .

Well, if they paid him twenty-five cents a word, then he d at least be: 7
keepmg péce thh the price of a candy bar. Of course, after twenty
years you wanted to do a little better than stay even. Say they paid
him a dollar a word. There were writers whenoarred that much. Thew;.
there were writers who earncd @ good deal more. than that, writers
whose books wound up on best-seller lists, writers who got six- ﬁgure
prices for screenplays, writers who wrote themselves rich.

One'thousand dollars a word. -

. The phrase popped into his mind, stunning in its simplicity, and
before he was aware of it his fingers had typed the words on the page.
before him. He sat and looked at it, then worked the _carriage return

lever and typed the phrase again. - _ .
One thousand dollars a word.. : - i
He_studied what. he had typed,. his mmd racing on ahead playmg '

with 1deas shaking itself loose from its usual stereotyped thought pat-

. terns. Well,” why not? Why shouldn’t he earn a thousand do]]ars a
word? Why riot branch out into a new field? ' ‘ -
- Why not? '
He took the sheet from the typewriter, crumpled it into a baH peg-
ged it'in the general direction of the wastebasket. He rolled a néw sheet
in its place and sat looking at its blankness, waiting, thmkmg Finally, -
word by halting word, he began to type ' P

i

Txevathan rarely rewrote- his short stories. At a nickel a word- he

+ could not afford to. -Furthermore, he had acquired a facility over the

~7years that.énabled him to turn out acceptable copy in first draft. Now,

however, he was trying something altogether new and different, and so

he felt the need to take his time getting it precisely right. Time and

again he yanked false starts from the * typewriter, crumpled them

luuled them at the wastebasket. . .
Untl] finally he had something he liked. ' “
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He read it though f01 the fourth or fifth time, then took it from the
. typewriter cm(uead it again. It did the job, he decided. It was concise
Er and clear and ggﬁ much to the point.
L. He reached for the phone. When he'd gotten thxough to ]ukes he
b said, “Warren? 1¥€ decided to take your adv1ce

\Vlote another story for us? Glad to hear it.” .

“No,” he said, “another piece of advice you gave me. I'm branching
TowCmT wmew ‘direction.” 5

Well, that’s terrific,” Jukes sald “I really mean it. Getting to work
on.something big? A novel?’ "

- “No, a short piece.’
' “But in.a more remunerative area?”’

“Definitely. I'in expectmg to net a thousand dollars a word for ‘what
T'm doing this afternoon.

“A thousand—" Warren Jukes let out a laugh, making a sound siri-
lar to the yelp of a startled terrier. “Well, I don’t know what you're pp
_to, Jim, but let me wish you the best of luck with it. I'll tell you one
~thing. I'm damned glad you haven’t lost your sense of humor.” i

Trevathan looked again at. what he’d written. :

~

4

I've got a ‘gun. Please fill this paper sack with thlrty
thousand dollars in used tens and twenties and fifties or Ill be
forced to blow your stupld ‘head off.

PR il

“Oh, I've stlll got my. sense of humor,” he said. “In fact, you knos7

what-I'm gomg to do Warren? I'm going to laugh all the way to the
bank
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Voot

Harper wondered how much of their mother’s propeﬁgv”; for
doom had been handed down . -

The ceramic mug on Norman Harper’s kitchen table was in two shades
of blue with a streak of sunshine yellow.. Norman pulled out his chair
“and sat down .opposite Karen and. his. daughter Anita. Before he took
his first sip of coffee, he said,
“This is new, isn’t it?” :
“I got it yesterday at Peter Jones,” Karen sald To replace your old
favorite that got broken. Do you like it?”
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“Nice. It’s all sky and light It's the way I feel.”

“That’s why I picked it.’

Never in his life had Harper been so mclmed to say how happy he
was. Back in Montreal before he moved to England, when he was
locked into the public-relations business, a sense of well-being was a
rare thing. When it happened, he hesitated to mention it for fear it:
would go away. But here in Wimbledon, out of the P:R. rat race and
being well paid to do a job he would have ‘petforméd for nothing, he~
found himself continually. talking about his'good fortune.

“What's on for you today?” Karen asked.

“Not much. Tl walk over to the office and answer a couple of °
letters.” Simply by meeting and impressing some key people and by
being the right man at the -right time, Harper had landed the plum job
of publicist. for the All England Lawn Tennis Club. This meant his
main job was to provide the news media of the world with material-
about the annual prestlge tennis tournament known as Wimbledon
' F ortmght

“See this?” Amta Harper was holding up the mornmg newspaper, .
indicating a grainy photograph on the busmess page. “That’s the pom~
. puter section, and that’s me. '

" Harper took the paper and saw his daughter with a couple of male

" colleagues huddled around a printout. She looked ‘cute and businesslike
with her feathery short-cut hair and her tinted spectacles down her’

nose. On arrival in London. three years ago, Anita had taken a job with

an American petroleum company now busy drilling for offshore oil in

the North Sea.” With no-experience or-training but with diligence and

a quick brain and a charming sense of humor, she had managed three

promotlons and was now sitting very prettily indeed.

“Great picture,” Harper said. “Must be trick photography—you look
as if you're 'working.”

“Daddy!” ' '

Harper finished his coffee, and held the new mug, stlll warm, in both
“hands. There was something very nice about it; he liked this mug

“How about you, Karen? Can you meet me for lunch?”

“I was going to tame the garden she said. “But for lunch, I could
be persuaded to change my plans.” Lunch with Norman meant a good
feed at one of their favorite restaurants in Knightsbridge. And then
they usually went on to drift through the Victoria and Albert or the
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Natural History Museum, as bemused by the vast halls and pillars and
the exquisitely made cabinets holding the exhibits as by the bones and
' -pamtmgs and cameos themselves. -
“If you want to take. advantage of the sun to do the garden .
.Nm man began.
~ " “That's ‘all right, I can garden tomorrow.” Karen’s confidence came
from an awareness that England was experiencing its second
consecutive summer of drought. “It never rains in sunny Southern
Counties,” she said.
Anita got up and took her handbag from the top of the lefrlgelator
“If you guys are going to start domg song titles,” she said, “I'm getting
out of here.” '
<Tll see you out.” Karen pushed back her chair.

“No need.” o :
~ “I want to make sure you're really gone.”

Alone at the table, Harper turned the new mug in his hands,
enjoying its smooth slide against his skin, enjoying the easy feeling in .
his stomach.- He would never. take this lack of tension-for granted.
There had been fifteen years of the other life, the chemical taste in his
mouth, the sudden awareness that he had been sitting rigid' for an hour
and the ache in his muscles when he forced himself to relax. Now, at

»”

43, he felt like a well fed lion basking in the sun. Was this the way

everybody - else lived or was he now one of the lucky few? He
suspected he was one of the lucky few.

The mug had something etched on the bottom of’it. Harper turned
the base around and saw the words, “Hand Made in England by
Chelsea Crafts.” Then he saw the initials, TH.

He recognized those initials, the way they were formed. ,The T was
joined to the H by a coiled line like a little length of electric wire.
- Norman’s big brother Tom had invented this logo for himself years ago
~ when the two boys spent all their time together. Norman-had made
one too, a more obvious symbol using a common upright line between
_the initials. But Tom had made. a big thing of the coiled wire. They
were reading Tom Swift and His Electric Rifle at the time and this

symbol of power was’ important to him.
Karen was back in the kitchen. “What's the matter?” she said,l
sounding concerned.
“Look at this.”
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“I know. They make a lot of ceramics there.”

“I mean the initials.” '

“TH?Y”

“Tom Harper.” .

It was all he needed to say to her. Karen knew all about her
husband’s missing brother. Perhaps missing was too dramatic a word

_but they both agreed it had gone beyond the point of a man being too
lazy to answer letters. Four years ago, when they were still in Montreal,
their Christmas card to Tom had come back- marked, “Not at This
Address.”

“Is it Tom’s sign? That’s incredible,” Karen said.

“It’s even the way he makes the letters. It has to be him.”

Harper was feeling a surge of excitement. If Tom was here in
London, it would be too much. He had been blaming himself for'losing
sight of his brother, although the truth was that Tom had been the one
to let the correspondence lapse. Still, Norman had seen Tom coming
apart, the drinking, his resignation from the teaching post at Kitchener
High School, then the failed marriage and separation from his wife and
sons. It was not enough for the brother with the stable life to write

_letters and sit back waiting for replies. He should have gone to Tom,
-spoken to him, taken hold of him, helped him, instead of leaving him

to sink or swim. : :

Now it looked as if Tom was just down the road in Chelsea. What a
fantastic break. It was not too late—he could find him and they could
get their lives back together again after all these years.

“Let me-have the telephone directory, will you, Karen? Harper
said. There was a compact, contained look about his big, greying head
and the boyish lips were firm as he ran his finger down the column of
names. The ceramic mug was at his elbow. “Here it is,” he said.

“Chelsea Crafts, 25A Wellington Mews.”

“Do you want me to dial?” Karen reached for the telephone

“Too early.” Harper was reading his watch: “There won’t be anybody -
there before nine-thirty. Anyway, it would be better if I go and see’
them.”

When he was shaved and dressed and at the front door with Karen
she said, “If you run into Tom you won’t feel much like meeting me
for lunch.” o : :

“This could have been made last year.” Harper hefted the mug in a

-
~
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plastic bag. “He might have quit and moved on.”

“Still, why don’t we make lunch another day?” She could see the
excitement in his eyes, could imagine the anticipation he was feeling.
“Concentrate on what you're doing.” .

“What I'll do is phone you as soon as I know,” Harper said. “We
might lunch-late .and go see that new Bogdanovitch in Leicester
Square.”

X

\

'Harper walked to Wimbledon Park underground station and caught a
District Line train to- Sloane Square. Here, not exactly sure of the’
" streets, he hailed a taxi and gave the driver the Wellington Mews
.address. Then he sat back and stretched his legs in the spacious
spanking-clean interior of the cab and thought about Tom. Was it
*possible ‘he was .going to see-his brother here in London after so much
time? The coincidence of finding his initials on the mug was 1ncred1ble
but such things had happened to him before.’ \
When had he last laid eyes on Tom? This was a difficult question.-A
"flod of memories came rushing in on Harper—Tom dribbling in and.
scoring a jump shot for the school .basketball ‘team; Tom .entering the
house, tanned, dusty, and éxhausted after -a day’s labor in the railway
yards; Tom in his cassock and surplice waiting confidently for-the organ
to introduce the processional hymn so he could fill the church with his
soaring tenor. - >
The taxi rocked around a-90-degree turn and Harper held on. None.
of these images, he knew, related to the last time "he had seen his -
‘brother. That was in Baytown railway station. He and Karen were on
their way back to Montreal after a holiday weekend at home. Tom had
driven them to catch the train and was waiting to see them off. His two"
boys were doing something pointlessly energetic around the platform
pillars. The brothers stood silently watching and only now, years after
~the ~occasion; ~did - it--occur -to  Harper- that-they- could have been -
: watchmg themselves’ as children. :
“Here we are, mate,” the driver said. ° Slxty pence please ,
.Harper paid and as the cab drove away he looked around Wellington
Mews. The paving. was uneven brick, oil-stained in places. It ‘was a
narrow laneway lined on either side with “former garages and stables
converted now to dwellings and businesses. There was a lot of shiny.
pamt in evidence, doors w1th brass fittings, and ﬂowermg trees in‘tubs
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stood incongruously beside overﬂowing dustbins. A sign-pinned to'the
door of Chelsea Crafts said, “Ring and Ente1 so ‘Harper- rang and
entered.

He saw a modern desk with a typewriter and a telephone on it and
an attractive blonde girl behind it. When she saw him; she began to
stand up, then frowned and sat down again. A glass-front cabinet held
a display of mugs, pots; vases, and ashtrays. A flight of wooden steps
led to the floor above where sounds of activity suggcsted to Harper
_that work was being done. -

“Can I help you?” the-girl caloled each word on-a dlffelent note.
She loved her work, loved life, loved everybody-who came through the
doorway. Looking as she did, she probably got.it all back with ‘interest.

“Yes, I bought one of your mugs and I have a feéling I' know who
made it.” Harper unWIapped and showed -the mug. “TH. T think I
know who did that.”

“Those are, in fact, the initials of the craftsman,” the girl said, “but
Im not supposed to identify our people Youll have to speak to Mr.
Gorman.

She pressed a button on her telephone and soon Mr. Gorman
appeared from a doorway near the foot of the stairs. He was younger-
than Harper, bearded, very natty in tailored denim. He looked at the
base of the mug as he listened to Harper’s story.

“You're Canad-ian yourself, T expect,” he said.

“Yes, I am.”

“A Canadian made thls mug. ‘He was qmte good he could have been
very good. Tom Harper.” g

Harper felt the floor slide back and forth under his feet. “He’s my
. brother,” he sald, his own voice echoing inside his head. “Is he still

here?”. A' '

“Afraid not.” Gorman was looking at Harper in the way television
doctors look at the relatives of dying patients. “You resemble him, you
know. You'd better come into my office.” i

The office was small and crowded with filing cabinets and shelves of
ledgers. Gorman’s desk was littered with papers; his job was clearly the
grubby side of the business, ordering materials that kept gomg up in
price, trying to get customers to pay.

When he had cleared a seat for Harper, he sat on the edge of his
desk and said, “As I told you,” Tom Harper could have been one of our
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best people he could have made a lot of money. But he Just wasnt
reliable. I had to let hlm go.” .

“Alcohol?” -

“Yes. And badly, not just the occasional Fr 1day afternoon As soon as
he got some money -ahead he’d vanish. We might not see him for a
week. And after that, his work would suffer.” _

“Not just his work,” Harper sald Gorman’s holy attltude was getting
to him.

“What?”

“He,was suffering too,” Harper said. “My brother was suffering.”
“Oh, I dare say.”. English courtesy—I forbid you .to have an
ar gument with me. : -

“When did Tom finish up? When dld you last see him? = ..

“What’s today?” Gorman turned his desk calendar. “Itll be two

weeks on Friday.”"
Harper felt the dizzy sensation again. Such a near thing! Tom had
" been walking back .and forth on_ these premises less than fourteen days
ago. “I don’t suppose you have an address for him?”
"“Nothing. He gave me an address for tax purposes'once, but when I
tried to contact him there they’d never heard of him.”
Harper left Gorman in his office. The disappointment must have
registered on his face because the girl behind-the desk Sald as he went
—by, ‘Is everything all right, Mi. Harper?. - .
‘v “Not really. I thought I'd found somebody but I guess I havent
“You're Tom’s brother Norman, aren’t you?”
Her knowledge made sense. Unless Tom had been lobotomlzed he

~would find it mandatory to go after any woman as beautlfu] as this one..

“He talked about me?” Harper said.

“We talked at times, yes.” She gave a cryptic smile, some pridé in.

it, some pain. “He ‘thinks a lot of you. He kept saying you were the
*only membef of the famiily to amount to’ anythmg When hed had a
few beers he always got back to that.”

“Thank you for telling me.” It was worth a tny Can you - tell me

where I might find him?” ~

She ‘was fumbling inside her handbag. °I have an -address.” She

took out a slip of paper and handed it to Hari)er. “He told me I could

" lookhim up there if I ever got thé chance.” : E
Harper looked at the scribbled address “Montreal?” he ‘said.’
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“That’s right. He seemed to think London was going to become a
problem for him. He said he was going home.”

Harper copied out the address and gave the paper back to the girl.
"At least it was a place he could write to—not that Tom would ever re-
ply “Thanks a lot. This may help.” ' -

"~ “I hope it does. If you see him or talk to him, tell him Gillian was
asklng Gillian Mill.”
“I will.” It was hard to turn away from ner.-They were both smiling.
“I'd know you were Tom’s brother even without an 1ntr0duct10n
The resemblance is striking. You even dress the same.’
“When we were kids, people thought we were twins.” He tucked
Tom’s address in his pocket. “Well, thanks for the help.” ' 4
“My pleasure. Ciao.” -

Outside; the sun was hammering down into the mews, reflecting from
- glass and’ painted brick,. hurting Harper’s eyes. He walked down- the
cobbled paving, the soles of his shoes slipping on the uneven surface.

From- the shadowy doorway of an open gmage a- voice said,
“Harper?” -

He turned and faced the darkness. “Yes?” )

“Come here, me boy.” .

He took half a step forward and then instinct stopped him, a curtain
- of cold fear touched him and stopped him. A man stepped forward, put
his hands on Harper’s shoulders, and dragged him into-the garage.
Harper saw a freckled face and a lot of red hair parted on the side and
combed wet. The man was in suit trousers and a striped business shirt, -
no tie, the sleeves rolled up. His ankle was bothering him—he limped.
~ Somebody else was in the garage. A fist hit Harper in the stomach
and. he almost passed out. The-redhead was supporting him from be-
hind as punches struck him on the chest and in the face. Harper had
never been beaten up before and he was astonished to discover it
didn’t hurt. Not yet, anyway. He could smell motor oil and rust and the
thought flashed through his mind that he would never inhale that sharp
tang again without remembering the shock of fists smashing into him.

It was over and two men were sitting' him on something hard,
propping him against the wall..Now a face came close to his in the
darkness, close enough so he could smell a pungent lemon aftershave. .
The voice against his ear was husky and conﬁdenhal ' '
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“Harper, me boy. We're letting you live because you did help. But
don’t try to dlsappeal again. We may nced you. And we can always
find you.” A

When he felt strong Lnough to stand, Halpel hmped out into the
light. The mews was peaceful ‘and deserted and disavowed all knowl-

“edge of the -nasty. experience he had just undergone. His first
inclination was to find a policeman, - but something told him this was
‘not the thing to do. He thought it out as he walked slowlv towar ds the
inain street.

First .of all, the- police could do nothing for- h1m except to Took for
unknown assailants. But the second point was the important one. This
was obviously a case of mistaken identity. Harper had no enemies; the
bullies were after Tom. And from . what, the voice said,” Tom was
involved with them. He had helped. So if the pohce got lucky and
found the men, Tom might be the loser.

No, the thing to do was to make himself- presentable enough to show‘
up at home without terrifying Karen and then to demde calmly the
next move.. :

Harper’s. battered face made little impression along the street. Most
people didn’t notice- him and-the few who did glanced away instantly.
He found a pub with a grotty washroom and a sliver of mirror in which
hie could see that he was.not too badly off. One eye was swollen, his _
nose “had stopped bleeding, the side of his jaw was bruised. He would .
check beneath -his shirt when he-got home, but he pressed his ribs now.
and decided none were broken.

_ As he Vsashed in cold water, a surprising- sense of well-being came.
over him. better than that; it was a feeling of triumph. This
beating had been intended for Tom but.-Norman had absorbed it in his
place. He had done something for his brother at last, and if his body
was aching his soul was soaring.

The cleanup worked -wonders—he had seen - tenms players with
hangovers who' looked worse. Before he left the pub, Harper sat at an
oak table splashed with colored light from a stained- glass window and-
drank a pint of ale. He let his mind go and by the time he went to

catch the train home he knew what he had to do and what he had to ’
say to Karen.

~

“It shouldn’t take more than a couple of days,” he said. .They were
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sharing the same folding reclining chair in the garden, Karen stretched
out in her bikini and Harper seated on the footrest section. The -
concrete birdbath beside them was dry and so was_the hard grey earth
and the drought-scorched grass. “If Tom isn’t in Montreal I can take,
the next plane back. But I have a feeling he'll be there.”

“Never mind the next plane back,” Karen said. “Stay at least a week.
}LHJOy yourself

“If we're talking about a hollday, you. ought to" come too. Anita’s old
enough to take care of herself.” .

“It ‘isn’t a holiday. It's you finding your brother and havmg some
time alone with him.” -

So Harper got on the telephone and booked a ﬂlght the next af-- -
ternoon. Then he went around to his office at the tenms club and
cleared himself for a week.

Dinner that evening was an intense affair for Harper The
heightened awareness he had felt after the beating was undiminished
and he found himself valuing ;the company of his wife and daughter- -
more than ever before. Karen made a banquet of it with four tall
candles on the table, red wine in crystal goblets, and a massive joint of
beef. She was a girl with a great sense of occasion and whenever.
Harper had reason to take a trip-she always. managed things so he felt
he was a character in a ilm drama.

On this night, the sensation was one of a successful enterprise well
-and truly begun—yet his throat ached with the tug of potential tragedy
just below the surface. He had concealed from Karen and Anita the
facts of the attack upon him in the garage, his knowledge that the -
punishment was meant for Tom, and the implications this held if his
brother was involved in something criminal. The way-he told it, a
couple of Chelsea football supporters had gone at it in a pub’ and :
Harper had made the mistake of mixing in.

Anita’s boy friend showed-up after dinner looking mandarin-like in his _
slim moustache and silken shirt. He shook Harper’s hand and wished
him a good trip, then he and Anita were gone to The Grapes and’
Karen could raise what was troubling her. '

“What happened at the ceramics place today, Norman? she said.
“Did you learn something you haven’t told ine?”

“I learned Tom worked there until two weeks ago, that they sacked
him for drinking, and that he’s probably gone back to Montreal.”
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Harper never invented a lie for his w1fe but sometimes the truth he
told her was incomplete.

“But something is troubling you. I've sensed it all evening.”

“Nothing. What do you think?”

“I think they told you something bad. Maybe Tom was very 1ll Or
maybe he stole from the company. I'm sorry—anything: Whatever it :
was depressed you so.you went and got drunk and got into a fight.”

“That's a marvelous scenario but there’s no truth in it whatever.”

. This was why he encouraged her to invent her own version of what
happened; it pleased him to be able to reassure her by dismissing it
out of hand. “Now come here,” he said, “so I can eat your earrings. Je .
suis le croqueur de diamants.”

- She left her chair and’ sat beside him on the settee. “Remember Zizi
Jeanmaire?” Karen said. As newlyweds, they had seen a film featuring -
the leggy French dancer in an -exotic ballet about a girl who ate
diamonds. ‘ '

- Wine and candlelight ; and the recollection of that sensuous dance put
Harper in just the mood for Karen, who could match legs with Zizi or
anybody else. Anita tame home in the early hours of the morning and

“smiled to find some of her parents’ clothing abandoned in the . living
room. They were not like other mothers and fathers. They were like
kids themselves: _ %

Not appreciating farewells at airports, Harper kissed Karen at home
and then journeyed out to Heathrow by himself. It was another fine .
day and the airplane took off right on time. His bruises and swellings
were looking better but the ridge of eyebrow visible above his right

eye was a reminder of Tom’s situation and Harper thought about it as
he sat in the plane drinking rye whisky.

The key to the mystery was that whispered statement, “We're ]etting
- you ‘live because you helped.” Obviously ‘they were criminals of some
sort and Tom had taken part in" their activities~he had been useful.
And he might be useful again, the voice had said; “We may need you.”
But what was the crime? Harper could- not imagine Tom involved in
anything as sordid as narcotics. But he had no illusions. With the same
confident spirit in which he tried to score with anyone in skirts, Tom
would knock ever a bank or smuggle currency.

The whisky was doing its job. Harper closed his eyes and lapsed into
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a sort of half dream. He and Tom were crouched behind the garage
beside the old house on Standard Street in Baytown. Before them on
the ground lay a heap of burnt-out cones and cylinders, the collected .
residue from last night’s fireworks activities. Yesterday had been the

24th of May, Firecracker Day. The cardboard shells in their colorful

wraps, pungent now with the smell of burnt gunpowder, deserved a

more spectacular end than just to rot on wet lawns or in garbage

heaps. The funeral pyre was Tom’s idéa and he had stolen-a handful of

matches from the box in the kitchen. . -

But before the stuff was properly ignited, their mother was among
them and the blows she delivered were devastating because she had
never struck the boys before. They ended up tremblmg in bed while
she raged and wept below them. :

Years passed before Harper began to understand his mother’s exag-
gerated reaction to what was only a boyish prank. He himself began to
experience periods of her grim Irish depression, which he would
control, when the mood became unbearable, with a couple of red-
and-black capsules. But Moira Harper had it all to do by herself, living
in those dangerous years before such medication was developed.

Now, as the airplane carried him swiftly back to Montreal, within a
couple of hundred miles of where his mother and his childhood were
buried, Harper wondered how much of that Gaelic propensity for
doom had been passed on from Moira to Tom, and perhaps even to
himself.

After the plane landed and the limousine ran him in and dropped
him on Peel Street outside the Mt. Royal Hotel, Harper did what he
had done over twenty years ago when he first moved from Baytown to
Montreal; he walked over to the Central Y.M.C.A." on Drummond

_Streét and got a room. It was cheap and neat and uncomphcated there.
He needed only a few minutes to unpack the single bag and as he put
his things away .in the musty chest of drawers Harper had an
overpowering sense of being alone in the world. It seemed to go with
the tiny room and its history of young displaced souls in residence. .
Thank God he could summon up Karen and Anita at a time like this.
His cozy home in Wimbledon, his perfect job at the tennis club——he
was not alone.

But Tom might be alone at this moment, facing all kinds of trouble
from the mews attackers—or, worse still,- unaware that the danger ex-

THE PRODIGAL BROTHER ' ' » o111



1sted Halper found the slip of paper with the address given hlm by

~ Gillian Mill and went outmde to hail a cab. It was less than ten min- .
utes away, an ‘apartinent block on Lincoln Avenue. The somber maroon
brick- walls were coated with grime.and the marble vestlbule made
Harper think of a grand lavatory. : ‘

A row of buttons, one for each apartment, was set in the wall near
“the inner door. The button for Number 7, Tom’s according to the
address slip, -had no name card be51de it. Anonymous to the end, -

Harper thought as he pressed and waited. A buzzer snarled inside the
lock and he was able to open the heavy door and go inside.

. The hallway smelled of soup and stained upholstery. Harper went up
a short flight of marble steps and found the door marked 7 just off the
landing. ‘He knocked once and the door was opened immediately.

She was silhouetted against pale light from the room behmd her and

even before she spoke Harper recogmzed her.
“Surprise, surprise;” Gillian Mill said. “Come on in.”

_ He followed Her into a kitchenette no bigger than a telephone
booth. A kettle was steaming on a gas fire. “Tea’s up,” she said, getting
down a second mug to set beside her-own. She was obviously alone,

"+ Tom was not here.- Harper felt a mixture of disappointment and racing
excitement. ' -

“Just like home,” he said.

“They carried their tea into the’ lounge and perched across the room
from each other on cheap furniture. Out of the office setting, Gillian
: Mlll looked younger and more vulnerable.

“Tom gave.me a key as well as the address ” she said. “I didn’t tell
you that,” '

“We have to hold back somethlng

“We're very close, Tom and I. It worried me when you came in .

' lookmg for him the very next day after those two men.’

"7 “Red-hairéd chap?*

“With freckles. Then there is somethmg going” on.” The mug
trembled as she raised it to her lips. “Tom was worried those last few
days. When he said he had to get out of London I thought he _]USt owed
money But thlb is worse, isn’t it?” . v .
= "1 think so.”

“Don’t you know? You re his brother.”

Harper touched his jaw where the swelling was almost gone. Beating
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be damned, he had still never knowingly done anything to help Tom
out. But that was why he was here. ‘

“Where is he?”

“I' don’t- know. I let myself in when I arrived this morning. Im
waltmg for him to show up.

“You were quick off the mark.” ‘

“I told Mr. Gorman there was illness in my family in Comwall He
- gave me a couple of days-off.”
“Will that be time enough?”’
" She began to look more sure of herself. “Depending how thmgs are
_with Tom, T may never. go back at all.”

The dim room in the dying buddmg began to spook Harper: He
gave the girl his telephone number at the Y and she promised to call as
soon as Tom showed up. Then he fled into the sunshine and walked
quickly downtown. '

A

There was polished wood and a fine smell of beer inside The
Shamrock. Harper took his -customary stool at the end of the bar. and
began to drink Guinness from a fat black beaker. The bartender who
served him left his post for a minute and disappeared through a
doorway at the far end of the bar. A moment later he returned, followed
by the aristocratic presence of Pat Leary, and the two of them stood
together looking Harper’s way like visitors at a zoo.

. Leary put his arm around the bartender’s shoulder and said
something to him. Then he came towards Harper with a smile on his
lacquered facé and his right. hand extended through cuffs of blue
mohair and white lines. Harper could never be sure if Leary painted
himself a little, but his ‘skin had the rich tones of a cheap oil painting
and you could ~count the individual hairs in his ghstenmg black
eyebrows

“Norman, it’s you,’  he said. What a grand surprise. My boy just
" told me my old friend Tom Harper had showed up, but I'm equally
glad to see you.”

“I'm’ looking for Tom myself,” Harper said. “How goes it with you,
Patsy?” ) 4 ‘ _

“We're making money hand over fist. To tell the’ truth, it’s
embarrassing. The streets are full of wealthy American visitors,” God
".save their troubled economy.’
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-comes in?”

Have a drink with me, Pat . : )

“I will. But it’s-on the house Leary smiled at the bartender who
hcnt to his refrlgerator cupboards and began opemng bottles. “So
you're looking for your wandermg brother,” he said. “Last I heard,
Tom was searching for you. .

“Oh? I never heard that. The fact is, Patsy I haven't laid eyes on
my- brother in years, and that’s the hell of it.” It was uncanny, and just
on the verge of being comic, but whenever Harper entered The
Shamrock, and especially when he talked to the owner, he found
himself sounding progressively more Irish. - -

“I remember when Tom first came in here over a year ago,” Leary
said. “Thinking it was you, I was all ready to go' up and say I knew
you'd hate England. Then [ saw that interesting variation in the
Harper eyes. Have you ever marked the difference, Norman?”

“It’s easier for someone else to see.”
* “Yours have a look of holy self-assurance in them.. You've never done
anything wrong in your life, have you, no need to answer, so who can"

faceyou down? But Thomas, poor doubting man, he’s part of the great

imperfect mass and he knows it. He's got the look in his eyes of- the

'scavengmg animal, -always afraid he’s about to be caught

“You make him, sound pathetic,” Harper said, feeling some
resentment. There was a different quality about Pat Leary today; time -
had soured him.

Your brother is not pathetic, he’s _]USt the normal stuff of the human
race,” Leary said. “You'd never understand that, Norman You're one
of the angels.” -

The bar became busy and Leary went away to see to thmgs in other
areas. Harper had three more beers, enjoying the sensation. of getting a
little high with the Montreal summer streets waiting for him outside.
]ust as he was readying himself to leave, Leary reappeared at his side.-

“I'll ' keep an eye open for Tom, though I haven’t' seen:him-for
months. He has a way of disappearing, your brother.” .

“I know. He showed ip in ‘London for a while but I mlssed him.
They told me he was coming back here.”

“Then. he’ll arrive sooner or later. Where can he find 'you if he’
“I'm registered at Central Y. Humble Harper they call'me.’

“Fair enough. And Tom; I suppose he’ll book himself a suite at the .
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Queen Elizabeth. Nothmg but the best.”

“No, he has a place on Lincoln Avenue. But he wasn’t home when I -
looked in earlier.”

Harper left The = Shamrock, walked on down to - Dorchester
‘Boulevard, and sat on a bench in the sun. Endless traffic streamed in

six lanes in both directions in front of him and as he-stared and .-

blinked he felt the effect of jet fatigue. Sooner or later he would have
to sleep. Looking left, he saw the gleaming black glass tower where he
had spent fifteen years as a P.R. man, being straight-faced-serious
-about the most ludicrous projects. Clouds moved in the glass prism.

He must have dozed for a while because he felt his head come off
his chest with a snap. The sun was a degree or two further down the
sky. He thought of Gillian Mill and wondered whether, if Tom was still
absent, she might come out with him- for “dinner. He got up and ' '
stepped to a taxi waiting in -traffic, opened the door, and got in. Ten
‘minutes later he was in the marble lavatory rmglng the Number 7 bell.
There was no reply. -

Harper tugged at the inner door. It swung open and he went
through. Up on the landing, 'as he knocked at Number 7, the door
creaked inwards. Harper took a step inside and encountered the same
cold net of fear as when he entered the dark garage in Wellington
“Mews, He froze and held his breath. There was a slight movement in
the dim room to.the left, a scuffing noise, a thump. Then silence.

His right hand found a light switch. The sound had been Gillian Mill
trying to pick herself off the floor. Her blood was soaking into the
. threadbare carpet.’

Harper knelt beside her and turned her over. They had done a
much more thorough job on' her than on him—her pretty face was
grotesque. He tried to translate into words the sounds she was makmg
It sounded like, “I didn’t tell them.” T

“Don’t try to talk,” Harper said. “Just move your head yes or no.’
He was holding her agamst his knee, feeling the rhythmlc shuddermg
in her body.

“Were they after Tom?” - ' '

She nodded. . -

“Do you know where he is?” '

Agam her bloodied head moved up and down.
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“I have to know. I have to get to him and warn him, or help hlm;
Can you tell me where he’s gone?”

The single word was like a moan, but he understood it clearly.
Home. Tom had gone home.
~ “All right. Now listen, Gillian. I'm going to leave you. I have to go,
"I'm in danger too. But I'll call the police and they’ll be here within
minutes with an - ambulance.” Theyll fix- you up ‘and give you
protection. O/K.?” She was silent in his arms. He:lowered her gently
and crept out of the room.. ’

. On. the: street, he kept: hls head up, lookmg for men. trailing h1m
whlle he walked as fast as he. could east along Lincoln. At the first call
box, he rang the police and gave them the address of Tom’s' apartment
saying a girl had been beaten up, :

Half an hour later safe in his room at the Y Harper lay on the bed
and with his eyes closed could.almost see sleep rolling towards him
like a tidal wave. He! had time to realize that his call to the police .
might get his brother into trouble. If they apprehended the brutes who
were doing the - hlttmg, Tom could end up being linked to them. But it
couldn’t be helped. Gillian needed immediate care and Harper was in _
no position to ferry her to the hospital.
~_His last image before he slept was of the ‘red-haired man and his

invisible, whispering companion following himself or Gillian across the
. ocean on the trail of the missing Tom Harper, probably on the same
airplane ™t had to be that way. How else could they have located. her
.50 quickly? . R

He slept eighteen hours. It was ten o’clock on the following morning
when he sat up in bed, his next move clear in his mind. Taking towel,
soap, and room key, he walked down. the hall to the communal bath-
room where he showered and shaved. Again the years fell away and he
“was a young journalist-newly arrived from the-sticks;- delighted with his .
low-paying job on a tabloid that was about to fold.

‘Those were the. .years when he strode around the magmfoent mty at
night, splendidly drunk and speaking exuberantly inaccurate Freénch to
‘waiters and cab, drivers and bar girls, climbing the staifs time and again
- to Ciro’s to hear the Joe Holliday Quartet, sobering up at dawn in dis-
tant parts of town, and then walking home" within view of great -
bridges.. Karen’s inviting face across a crowded restaurant was still two
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years away.

Spruced up and with his packed suitcase in hand, Harper checked .
out of the Y and walked to the Avis office on Dominion Square, where
he rented a sedan. By midday, he was speeding down highway 401,
passing Dorval, heading for the Ontario border.

It was incredible the way Baytown never changed. As he drove in,
Harper saw new people walking on Front Street but many of the same’
shops were there. Teddy Marcus was probably inside his book store—
but how could he be? He was fifty when Harper left over twenty years
ago. And inside Sullivan’s Barbershop, old”Sweets Cameron was prob-
ably still clicking his scissors and breathing through his mouth.

Driving past the high school, Harper swallowed hard agamst the
rising sob‘in his chest as he saw the windows of classrooms he had in-
habited for all those golden, glorious years. Tom had carried the
football well on the broad playing field, taking the lumps as usual while
. his young brother stayed out of it on the sidelines, organizing clever

rhymmg cheers in safety.
“No more of that, Tom,” Harper said aloud in the car. “I'm coming
this time.”

The house on Standard Street looked unchanged too. That was the
thing about a collapsing porch and peeling stucco, Harper realized. It
stayed the same because it had noplace to go.

Tapping twice with the brass “oak-leaf knocker, he considered
opening the door and walking in as he would have done when he lived"
here. But that would have been unfair to Mary, might have frightened
her. It was bad enough showing up unannounced—he really should .
have telephoned from Montreal.

“Hello, Mary,” he said as his sister opened the door. '

She denied him the slightest show of surprise. “I knew it would be

" you. When Tom showed up this morning I said, you wait, Normie will
be here before supper.’

She stepped back to let him in, her cloudy eyes expressmnless in her’
round beaming face. Her hair was the straight, styleless shag of a
worhan who could hardly see. Failing sight would also explam the two
crayon strokes of her lipstick.

She lead the way through the dark hall and into the dmmg room,
moving expertly amid familiar surroundings.
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Tom’s voice sounded from the kitchen. “Is that Norm?” He walked
into the room w1th a beer bottle in one hand and an empty glass in the.
other.

“Found you at last; you bastard,” Harper said. The handshake, brief

“but firm and achingly familiar after so many vyears, sald much that the
brothers would be unable to put into words.. : :

Tom. poured the beer. “Here, drink ye all of this in remembrance
‘that there are twenty -three others in the case.” He handed the full
glass to Norman. “How’s your drink, Maxy? he said as he went back
to the kitchen.

“Fine, I'm coasting.” ]ust a passmg, mystic wave of the hand as she
found her glass.

Harper sat down at the dining-room table, the oak dropleaf JOb with
rounded corners. He remembered wartime Sunday afternoons when
Mary was dating lads from the air station. Table-tennis matches were
played then on this table and the uniformed boys would start as what
they were, champions of Vancouver or Toronto or wherever they came
from. But those missing corners soon got to them as did the glass-front
china cabinet waiting to receive their backswings with a smash, and
they ended up embarrassed amateurs, losing to girl friend, mother,

* father, both little brothers, everybody but the dog. '

“Cheers,” Harper ‘said, and he drained most of a very necessaly
beer.
~ “You sound unchanged,” Mary said. England ‘must agree with,
you How’s Karen? How's Anita?”

“Fine, all fine. They send love.” He went on fora minute about the
glories of the job plugging the tennis tournament, an easy set piece
he was used to delivering. But as he talked and Mary smiled, he
sensed her isolation and the way his presence in the room was nibbling
away at it already. It was painful to realize that the check he sent her
in the mail each month was not good enough. She was a person and

- she needed people.
Tom came from the kitchen with a full glass and twe full bottles, one
of which he set beside his brother’s glass. Tom was blocky now, almost
~ barrel-chested, 'so solid he could not slump. He sat on the straight-
backed chair just the way Harper remembered their father sitting— .
legs apart, feet planted firmly, thick chest rising from a curved
abdomen encased in_a balloon of grey flannel. Harper felt if he looked
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under the table he would see the old man’s shiny black high-laced
boots. .

“How very nice,” Tom said. There was the shy glancing aside, the
half smile that_the experlenced Harper family member could read as

a show of great affection. “What brings you back here?” :

' ]ust an lmpulse With Wimbledon Fortnight over, I get to take
some time off.” Actually it was Karen’s idea I get on a plane and
¢ome.” Harper had decided not to mention the trouble in front of
Mary. He and Tom would find time sooner or later.

The time came sooner. Mary insisted on preparing supper without
help; she knew the kitchen and had been managing for years. The
brothers ended up in the overgrown garden, sitting on a gliding swing
that was immobilized in grass a foot tall. Irises run wild bloomed
- around them and late-afternoon sunlight ghstened on the jewelled
wmgs of a hovering dragonﬂy

“0.K.,” Harper said. “What's happening? I know all kinds of things,
Tom., \Vhats going on?”-

“How much do you know?” The insolent conﬁdence per51sted from
long ago.

“That you worked in London for Chelsea Crafts, makmg ceramic
mugs. That you came and went, and they had to let you go

“I'm a boozer. And a loser.”

“Maybe worse than you realize. When I was in Wellington Mews
two guys gave me a controlled beatmg They thought I was you. No
questxon about it from what they said.”

“I believe that. What did they say?”

“That they’d let me—you—live because I'd helped. But I was not to
disappear because they might need me again.”

- Tom Harper frowned. “They’d had their last from me.” :

“Last what? What did you do for them?”

Tom got up, stood in the tall grass, spilled half a bottle of beer onto -
a patch of earth behind the old garage. “Remembér the famous
bonfiré, Norm? he said. “Better late than riever. No chance of
buming the wall now. Murn would be pleased.”

“What is it?” Harper persxsted “What sort of foolishness were you
into?” :

“Not foohshness little brother. Patrxotlsm Unless they're one and‘
the same.”™ :
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“I don’t follow.” ~

“I did. I listened to long stories about how the Enghsh came and
took over the land. How they tried to dominate and suppress us. And
-then the famine, with our women and children literally stalvmg to
death in cold huts by tens of thousands.” ’ : .

“Whatare you talking about?” ' o

“T'm talkmg about: freedom for. Ireland after all these years. About
the LR.A.” The sheepish expression on Tom Harpers face did not
exactly mark him as a true believer.

“You don’t buy that madriess any more than I do. Who tried to sell
it to you?”

“Patrick -Leary. Sitting in the back room of The Shamrock early in -
the morning over jars of smoky whiskey.” Tom sat down again, facing
his younger brother on the old swing with all its paint weathered off.
The wood looked natural, as if nature. grew swings. “It’s really your. .
fault, Normie. I came to Montreal following in- your footsteps. You
seemed to have the magic touch, or else you knew the way to go. .
That's. why I went ‘to England too. My life was bloody murder,
boredom and drink and fallure I thought if I could duplicate your
- moves I'd be a winner too.”

« Harper wanted to say something encouragmg to Tom .about his life
- but there was nothing that would ring true. “But how come the L.R.A.
at Leary s place? This is Canada. There’s nothing going on here.”

Only the raising of money. They need cash for gehgmte And alarm

clocks.”
"~ “But you haven’t any money.”

“No. I was the courier. Sort of a delivery boy. Leary would get
togethe1 a bundle of cash—they don'’t like checks or bank accounts—
and I'd: shoot across to London and make the delivery. My fine
Canadian face and voice made excellent camouflage.”

- Mary’s voice rang out. from the kitchen informing them that supper
was ready. The brothers got up and stepped off the swing, then stood
for a moment in the path facing the back of the house Behind them, a <«
slanting post intended to anchor a clothesline served as a platform for a
homemade birdhouse. ‘Somewhere in a tattered photo album was' a
snapshot of the two boys in high school cadet uniforms standmg just
this way with their arms entwined. The young Norman was holding a.
stice of bread thh d crescent bite out of it and Tom had a small Union
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]ack on a shck protruding from his belt.

So that was it, Harper thought. Tom. had helped, and they let him
live..Now they might want him again and he was trymg to" disappear.
Once in, never out.

“You might wonder why they’d be after me, a low-class messenger.
But you see, I did a silly thing. I volunteered.”

“For what?” Harper’s heart was sinking.

“To go on active service. I showed up with my cash delivery just
when a major blitz was to be carried out: A whole mess of bombs in
the Oxford Circus area. But one of the lads 'who was to make a drop
fell downstairs and broke his ankle. A very Irish thing to do. So I asked
to be allowed to take his place. And Héaly said I could.” .

“Let me guess,’ Halper said. - Healy has a soft husky voice and he )
calls you ‘me boy

“That’s right.” : ‘

“And the lad who broke his anklé has red hair and freckles.”

“Right again. Sean Culkin.” Tom squinted at his brother. “Ah, the
lads who thumped you. Sorry about that.”

“Never mind. What happened?”

“The inevitable unexpected. I took one of their plastic bags and left
it on the firstfloor landing of an office building hear Bond Street
underground. They were all timed to go off after midnight. No
casualtles mtended—;ust a demonstratlon of how devastating we can
be.”

“Oh, God,” Harper said. “I read about those bombs.” A

“Yes, and about the cleaning lady. Set down her mop and bucket
and picked up the bag just as it went off. Fifty-three years old and a
very youthful and pretty grandmother according to the press.”

They moved slowly towards the house. “So you packed it .in,”
Harper said.

“Or so I told Mr. Healy He laughed and said there was no such
arrangement in the [.R.A. I promised I'd say nothing to anybody but
he pointed out you can’t run an army on that basis. So I changed bed-
sitters and went out of sight.”

“Why Chelsea Crafts?”,

“To save some money to come home. I'd learned ceramics teaching a .
class at Kitchener High. But the cash kept going on drink so'I ended
up working my way back on a freighter. Anyway, it looks like I just got
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out on time, with Sean and Healy getting so close.”

. Through dinner, Harper wondered when to mform Tom about Gillian

‘Mill. He would have to know. But there was no telling what he might
do as a result. Harper.ate while his sister and brother did most of the
talking. The style of cooking on Standard Street had not changed. The
sausages were charred black, the mashed potatoes had lumps, and
there was lots of that unique salad—chopped cabbage and onion mixed
- together with mayonnaise and liberally dosed with salt and pepper. It
" was the best meal he had tasted in years and he cleaned his plate. '
- Mary insisted on washing up alone so Harper had Tom to himself in
the living room for a while. He said, “You know about Gillian Mill?”

“Sure. She showed up in Montreal yesterday and told me you'd
been looking for me. And she described my Irish friends who came in
before you. That's why I faded to Baytown.”

“They found her.” o

“Who did?” o : -

“The redhead and the other. I came by not long after in time to call
an ambulance.”

Tom Harper stared at his young brother, the expression in his eyes
- s0 level he looked almost stupid. It was an animal look. It suggested he
knew exactly what he had to do, but doing it would be hateful and
dangerous “I'd like to borrow that rented car, Normie,” he said flatly.

“Stay out of Montreal, Tom. They’re trymg to flnd you. ' Gillian:
didn’t tell them you came here.”

“I have no choice. I'm going after Pat Leary.”

Why him? He can’t be behind your trouble in London.”

“No. But he must have set them on Gillian. Theyd never have
found the apartment without help.”

Harper had a terrible recollection of the moment ‘in The Shamrock
when he mentioned Tom’s address to Leary. The man_had been. prob- .
ing, he could see that now, so Gillian’s suffering was his fault.

“Tom,” he said, “listen. I'll go to Montreal and talk to Leary. I've
got enough friends in London, he won’t dare mess with me. I'll make a

bargain with him. He calls his thugs off you and I forget what I know.

* Let them go on killing each other, but leave the Harper family alone.”

“What about Gillian?” '

“That was bad but she’ll mend in time. Meanwhile; will it be better-
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- for her if you get killed by Leary? Or if you kill him and 8 to _)all
forever?”

Tom was silent, his face sullen.

“Then I'll drive back in the morning,” Harper concluded. You sit
tight here and by -this time tomoirow your troubles will be over.’

Harper spent a restless night in his old room, aware of the cal-

- cimined wallpaper surrounding him and the same distant railway
sounds clanking in the dark outside the screened- window. In the
morning, Mary made him Fried Eggs Baytown, their edges burned
crisp as bacon rind. He relished them, swabbing the greasy plate clean’
with toast. Tom was still in bed when he drove away at ten.

Passing Dorval on the way in to Montreal, he thought it would make
sense to go to the counter and book the soonest flight out that evening. The
girl at the Air Canada desk put his name down for a seat on the plane

- departing at half past nine. Then, leaving the términal, he passed a bank of
phones and decided to ring home. There was nothing to report yet, but )
suddenly it seemed very important he should call. N

He dialed direct and Mary answered, her voice a subdued how

“Hello?”

“It’s me, Mary.”
“Oh God, Normie. Tom is dead! They killed him.”
“What?”

“Two men. They came to the door and I said he was in the garden They
went through and I heard shots and then running in the lane.”

Harper almost asked her what they looked like before he remembered
she couldn’t see them. Anyway, he already knew. He felt himself sinking in
a sea of anguish—this was how he had helped his brother, by leading the
killers to him. Mary was asking him a question. ‘He said yes, he would be
home as soon as he could make .it. That was true enough. But in the
meantime he had more reason than ever to visit Pat Leary.

" Behaving responsibly out of habit, he turned in the car at the rental -
- office. Then he walked to The Shamrock, went inside, saw no sign of Leary,
and headed for the door at the end of the bar.

A bartender he had never seen approached him but Harper smlled and
said, “A package for old Patsy. Not to worry, he’s expecting me.”_

There was a short passage and then another door, padded with green ‘
leather and brass studs. Without knocking, Harper opened it and walked
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into the office. Pat Leary swung around in his swivel chair and as soon as he
saw the visitor’s face his hand went for the side drawer in the desk.

The hand was in the drawer when Harper slammed it shut with his knee.

‘As Leary screamed, Harper seized his mouth in one hand, twisting the
 flesh shut while his other hand grasped Leary’s throat. In seconds he had
Leary out of the chair, .across the desk, and onto the carpet where he.knelt
on his arms, both hands around Leary’s throat now, squeezing, but not
hard enough yet to cut off the air.
“I'm going to kill you, Pat. Your people tried to beat Tom in, 'London and
- got me by mistake. Then you battel ed that pom gul—you did that. And
- now you've killed my brother.” - -- - ©o
Nmman "Leary managed ‘this is war: The cause. 1slust Alot ofpe()ple
" are dying but it can’t be he]ped o .
“Bullshit, Pat.” - .. LT L
“We'll win. Someday we Il win. But rlght now the enemy is strong and
" determined—we must have se(_unty Tom left us, he krew us—he had to
die.” - - N
“And now it’s your tmn .
“That’s crazy. You've -got a hfe to ]1ve Nor man—famlly, success in -
hngland Kill me and you throw it all away. That’s insane.
" “Ofcdurse it is. Who ever said revenge is anything but insane?” Harpe1
tightened his fingers and saw Leary’s eyes bulge from the pressure and the |
realization it was actually happening to him: “But you forget, Patrick,” he
said. “TI'm as Irish as you are.”. :
‘" When Leary was dead, Halper got up and picked up the telephone. A
“buzzeron it was labelled “bar.” He pressed itand when the bartender came
on he said, “Leary doesn 't want to be disturbed. We're discussing busi-
. ness.
“Right.” : .
-“But when Sean.and Healy come in, he says send thém right through.”

' He put down the phone, found the revolverin Leary’s desk drawer, and
placed himself in the swivel chair facing the leather door: He decided that
when it opened hé would kill the redhead first. But now his job,was to wait,
and to force himself not to think about Karen or Anita, or about his blind
sister who would now live even more alone in Baytown. Stubbornly, he
would keep his mind on his brother Tom.
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3rd month preceding COVER date. Send order & remittance to R.

S. Wayner, Classified

Ad Manager, DAVIS PUBLICATIONS, INC., 229 Park Ave. South, "New York‘, N/.;Y\. 10003.

ADDITIONAL INCOME

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES—Cont'd

NOW! MAKE MONEY USING YOUR
CAMERA. Booklet 1.50., Emerson ' Houce,
5343-A, Diamond Hts., San Francisco, CA
94131.

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.

$30.00 HUNDRED Stuffing Our Girculars in-’
to Stamped Addressed Envelopes. Immediate
Earnings. Beginners Kit $2.00. COLOSSI,
147°3-61 Street. DC-2, Brorklvn. NV 11919, |

1000% PROFIT Bronzing Baby Shoes. Free
II;:‘]itgtg;gﬂ:ux~e. NBC, Box 1904-DG, Sebring, FL

$3000.00 MONTHLY. Immediate income.
Stuff envelopes at home. Information, send
self-addressed stamped envelope Cottage, Box
730-DFB, Baldwin Park, CA 917086.

BOOKS & PERIODICALS

LARGE Catalog  Free;
books: Save to 709,. Spencer Books,
Box 186, So. Laguna, CA 92677.

FREE CATALOGUES, hardbacks, paper-
backs. Search Service, Detective Mystery
Booksearch, Box 15460, Orlando, Florida,
32808.

Mystery-suspense
24 P.O.

FREE Bargain Book Catalog: Moneymaking,
Hobbies, Sports, Fiction . . . Tom Carson,
Box 513, Ardmore, OK 73401.

BOOK Readers and Collectors! Send titles
wanted to: S&S Books, 80 North Wilder, A-
23, St. Paul, MN 55104. '

A BI-MONTHLY SCIENCE FICTION MAG- -

AZINE by Isaac Asimov. Send $5 95 for 6 is-
sues (includes shipping & postage) to Isaac
Asimovs’ Science Fiction Magazine, P.O. Box
1855 G.P.0., New York, NY 1001.

FREE CATALOG-10,000 Titles! Gord used
hardcover/paperback novels, Chadde, 45
MHD, Grand Marais, MN 55604.

$500.00 profit stuffing 1,000 envelopes. De—
tails $1.00 (Refundable). Elamco, B-13337
D4, Waldo, AR 71770.

GUARANTEED $178.00 WEEKLY. Work
one hour daily. Free Brochure. FAS, Box
13703, San Antonio, TX 78213.

HOW TO RECRUIT COMMISSION SALES-
PEOPLE! Free details! Success publications,
ggg Interlachen Place, Extelsior, Minnesota

331. .

$350 Weekly Mailing Letters. Free Deails.
Bronxville House, Box 311-D, Bronxville,
NY 10708. !

$25.00 DAILY . possible stuffing envelopes!
Details Free. Service, Box 715-D, Lynbrook,
NY 11563. :

BUMPER Sticker Printihg Device., Cheap,
Simple. Portable. Free Details. Bumper, POB
22791(TW), Tampa. FL 33622. - .

CABLE/FM Broadcast station. Start your
own. Operate from home, church, schnol. No
investment/experience needed. Excellent in-
come. Free details. CAFM, Box 5516GC,
Walnut Creek. CA 94596. -

¥REE List! Used hardcover mystery detective
fiction. Bill' Dunn, 251 Baldwin Avenue,
Meriden, CT 06450.

FREE Joyrnal Exposing religion a gigantig'de-‘
ception. Truth Seeker, Box 2832, San Diego,
CA 92112.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

MAKE Magnetic Signs. Big profits. Details,
Universal, Lenora, KS 67645,

ASTAS_( HOME! EARN BIG MONEY ad-
dressing envelopes. Genuine offer 10¢. Lindco,
3636-DA, Peterson, Chicago 60659.

GUARANTEED! $480.00 weekly, spare time
only. Free brochure. Fifita, 1815 East 2nd
Avenue, Durango, CO 81301.

BUY IT WHOLESALE

SAVE MONEY! (5) wholesale catalogs $3.00,
World Directory $4.00, Domestic Directory
$4.00, Surplus Directory $2.00. Buy all 8-
$10.00. Winchester Enterprises Inc. 2807SS
Hargrave Street, Philadelphia, PA 19136.

COINS, CURRENCY & TOKENS

SPECIAL! 10 Different BU Lincolns $1.00.
Tressel, Box 795, Pompano, FL 33061.
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‘Classified Contmued

DETECTIVES

MONEYORDER OPPORTUNITI ES—Cont'd

NEW! The Big Brother Game , . . 230
pages detective techniques, FBI, CIA, KGB,
0SS, w1retappmg, tailing, electromc survell-
lance, surreptmus entry, weapons,
measures, much much more . -. . postpaid
$9.95, Qulmtromx, Box 548-DV, Seattle, WA
98111.

EDUCATION & INSTRUCTION

‘UNIVERSITY DEGREES ‘BY MAIL! Bach-'

elors, Masters, PhD.s. . . Freé revealing
details. Counvelmg, Box 389- AH-3, Tustin,
CA 92686.

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.

LEGAL ORDINATION! Tax Benefits! Clergy
]ég;eounts' UDM, Box 501 Poplar MT
55

ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT & SUPPLIES

GIANT Bargain Packed Canadian Surplus
Catalogs $1.00. Etco Electronics, Dept. DG,
183G Hymus Blvd., Pointe Clalre, Quebec
HIR IE9.

EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION

- FREE Give Away!!!

. 458B, Toccoa,

WORK WANTED.
HOQUSEKEEPER NEEDS EMPLOYER.
WRITE: DOLORES GARABILES, 35 Wom-
ie*ns Club Street, Galas, Quezon Clty, Phil-
ippines.

‘START YOUR OWN BUSINESS .

counter- -

EXPERIENCED

. TWO

$1.00 (REF) CMO DIVISION, 116 ‘N.
CALIFORNIA HOBEART, IN 46342

MISCELLANEOUS

AMAZING Psychic Phenomenon. Communi-
cate with your subconscious mind. Ask ques-
tions—Get answers. Guaranteed instructions
$2.00. D. Dresco, Reedsport, OR 97467.

. PTIBTIC RELATIONS FIRM DESPERATE-

LY NEEDS $10.00 bills with 3, sevens in
serial number, will reward with FREE Flor-
ida Vacation for two, good anytime during.
the year. Write Qulcksﬂver Ente*pnves, 274
Woodworth Ave., Yonkers, NY 10 :

FREE., UNUSUAL BOOKS & PRODUCTS:

Over 200 sources. Send $2.00: R & M Enter-
prises, 306 Stephenson Avenue, FEscanaba,
Michigan 49829: _

GREAT ENTERTAINMENT. Old radio pro-
grams, Cassettes, reels, 8-track. Free catalog.

- Radio Memories, Box 2297, Newport News VA

23602.
MONEYMAKING OPPCRTU NITIES'

$1000 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, mailing com-
misgion letters. Information—Free! OPPOR-
TUNITIES, Box 721D, Lynbrook, NY 11563.

$250.00 profit/thousand _ possible—stuffing-
mailing envelopes. Offer: Rush stamped ad-
dressed envelope: Universal-ADVS X16180
Fort Lauderdale, FI. 33318.

GIFTS THAT PLEASE

Over $10,000 in cash

. .. merchandise. Simply Re~uext a Gift
Catalog. FREE.. Select your top 3 choices by
order number on 4x6 cards . . . Rush "1o:
Gift Boutique Enterprice, Defoor Rd., Dept.
GA 30577. Encloze $1.00
Postage. ; :

SPECIALTY Gifts. Stupendous Discounts.

* Free Brochure. McElvane’s, 2251-D Clinton,

Alameda, CA 94501.
~ HYPNOTISM ‘
FREE Fascinating Hypnosis ‘Information!

Startling! DLMH, Box 487 Anaheim, CA
92805.

MAILING LISTS

YOUR opportunity, $12/1000 names. Hoskins,

Box 403, Caldwell, NJ 07006 .
MAILORDER OPPORTUNITIES

FREE mail business magazines. Concho Bul-
letin, Box 4055DP, Sanangelo, TX 76902.

$300.00 WEEKLY, Mailing . Clrculars Wnte
McGUIRE, Box 144 lacoma, WA 9

$30.00 HUNDRED STUFFING our circulars
into stamped addressed envelopes. Beginner’s
Kit $2.00 Mustachi, P.O. Box 46D3 Brook-
lyn, NY 11219.

$500 per thousand stuffing envelopes, “free
supplies. Rush stamped envelope: Mosely, 19
Rodney, Seafard, DE 19973.

"MAKE Big -Money. with- amazing. tropical .seed.

business. Marks Enterprises, 5515 Ranchero
Lane, Dallas, TX 75236. ) -

$1,000 month easy plan mailing lettérs. De- -
5mls4free Stalco, Box 2778, Anaheim, CA
280 ’

$50,000 easily in short time addressing,
- mailing envelo ;&

Free details. Darby &

Sons, Box 121 Evanston, IL 60204

$500/thousand stuffing -envelopes. Free details.’
Rush- self .stamped envelope. H. Mognet Co.,
Box 449D, Warren, Ohio 44482.
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Classified Continued

MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES—Cont'd

MONEYMAKING OPPGORTUNITIES—Cont'd

$180.00 WEEKLY Mailing Circulars. Start

Immediately. Everready, 422D Clermont Ave.,

Brooklyn, New York 11238.

FANTASTIC Profits: Mailing Circulars. Free
Samples.” Grahamco, DPBX 99371, Tacoma,
WA 98499,

$480 WEEKLY POSSIBLE MAILING CIR-
CULARS, No Gimmicks. Free Details. Guar-
an‘eed. HABCO, lox 678-DP, Lufkin, TX
75901.

$2,000.00 Monthly possible stuﬂ'mg envelopes'
Details! Send stamped self-addressed envelope.
Continental, Box'2230D, Oceanside, CA 92054.

LOOKING FOR INCOME SECURITY? Un-

.. limited earnings’ possible selling books and in-

formation by mail. No experience work from
home—tested program—free details—stamp ap-
preciated. Austin Security, 50 Madison Avenue,
1st Floor, Bridgeport, CT 06604.

THOUSANDS of dollars made monthly by
commission mailers. Free Details — Send
stamped envelope, Wellman 601, S. Lincoln,
Denver, CO 8020/

MAKE YOUR CLASSIFIED AD PAY. Get
© ““‘How to 'Write A Classified Ad That Pulls.”
- Includes certificate worth $2.00 towards a
classified ad in this publication. Send $1.50
(includes postage) to R. S. Wayner, Davis
Publications, Inc., Dept. CL, 229 Park Ave-
‘ nue South, New York, NY 10003. .

NEW EASY HOMEWORK PLAN, STUFF
CIRCULARS. BIG $3$ Write: A&I, 5343-J,
Diamond Hts., San Francisco, CA 94131.

$180 weekly mailing circulars, No gimmicks.
Write: Leister, Box 22346-D, S.F,, CA 94122,

PSYCHIC advises on business, love and per-
sonal direction. Donations appreciated. Jamil,
P.O. Box 10154, Dept. M. Eugeae, Oregon
97401. Phone anytime. (503) 342-2210.

_ PERSONAL

‘FORMOST MATRIMONIAL,  CATALOG.
Photos, Details, 45 pages $2-Mailed Sealed by
g)\l]lg, Box 893, Sta. A, Montreal, Canada H3C

START YOUR OWN BUSINESS

TYPING SERVICE. Home business. Detailed
, report, $7.50. Success Secrets, P.O. Box 2105,
Clearwater, Florida 33517.

RECORDERS,"SOUND EQUIPMENT,
RECORDS

FREE list of Old Radio Mystery Programs
on cassette tape. Tapes Unlimited, 6640 Penn
gé)%tga Richfield, MN 55423, Sample Cassette

RUBBER STAMPS .

RUBBER stamps made, Three lines $3.75.
‘Rubber Stamps, B1337-E3, Waldo, Arkansas

71770

TIPS FOR THE HOME. ETC.

PRACTICAL tips for home, garden and work-
shop and in ‘1001 How-To Ideas.”’ Send $1.50
for your copy (includes postage) to 1001 How-.
To Ideas, -229 Park Avenue South, New York,
NY 10003 '

.
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STILL AVAILABLE (and at a saving) — A FEW_
COPIES OF THESE TWO GREAT PAPERBACKS

“AMATEUR IN VIOLENCE” - “THE CASE OF THE

by Michae! Gilbert MURDERER’S BRIDE”

1 complete Short Novel and . and Other Stories -

10 Short Stories - | . by Erle Staniey Gardner .-
(ordinarily $1. 40 by mail order) : (ordmarlly $1.75 by mail order)

ORDINARILY $3 15 - but now you can save $1. 20! '
] Enclosed is $1.95 for both, mcludmg postage and handlmg .

Name.

{please print)
Address_ .

City_ y . - State_ . Zip___-
" TO:ELLERY QUEEN. PRESENTS, 229 Park Ave. So., New York, NY 10003 -

+

2 FIRST BOOK PUBLICATIONS {OU MAY
"HAVE MISSED! In paperback, and usually.
sold at $1. 75 each,.including postage and handhng

_’ NOW save $1.50 by ordermg both.. -
julian Symons” v ~ Stanley Ellin’s
“HOW.TO TRAP A CROOK” = “KINDLY DIG YOUR GRAVE”
and 12 other mysteries " and other wicked stories

Edited and with Introductions by Ellery Queen—.

" TO: ELLERY QUEEN PRESENTS, 229 Park Ave. S. NYC, NY 10003
O Enclosed is $2.00, mcludmg postage and handling, for both

~ titles. S

Name

(please print)

Address

City. _ : ‘State_ ' : :Zipf .




15 BRAND NEW MYSTERIES FOR JUST*1

Match Wits with Great Sleuths and Authors!

Travis McGee

One Fearful Yellow Eye by John
D.MacDonald. Summoned by a
beautiful young widow, McGee tries
to find who stole her late husband's
estate...and digs up some deadly
surprises. (Publ. Ed. $8.95)

Hammond Innes

The Big Footprints by Hammond
Innes. Britain's master of suspense
pitsa ruthless hunter against a
champion of wild elephants in an
exotic East African game park.
(Publ. Ed. $8.95)

Inspector Maigret

Maigret and the Spinster by
Georges Simenon, An eccentric old
maid insists someone moves her
furniture around at night. Maigret
faughs.Then events take a sinister
turn. (Publ. Ed. $6.95)

Velda Johnston

The Etruscan Smile by Veida
Johnston. Samantha flies to Italy in
search of her mysteriously vanished
sister, She finds an archeologist, an

ancient Etruscan statue...and terror.

(Publ. Ed.$7.95)

Sheriff Chick Charleston
The Genuine Article by A. B.
Guthrie, Jr. Who killed cattie baron
Frank Grimsley? The colorful cow-
town sleuth of Wild Pitch is back in
a tale of solid detection and sus-
pense. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Lillian 0'Donnell

After-Shock by Lillian O'Donnell.
Ms. Mici Anhalt, social worker, inter-
views the pregnant wife of a slain
society hairdresser...and a ‘“‘routine”
case turns into a nightmare.

{Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Inspector Ghote

Filmi, Filmi, Inspector Ghote by
H.R.F. Keating. The plucky little
Bombay detective tackies the mur-
der of a movie star whom the entire
Indian film colony wanted to see
dead. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Dick Francis

tn the Frame by Dick Francis.

His cousin’s wife is brutally murdered
by an unknown intruder and Todd —a
painter of horses —tries to help.
Suddenly he becomes the chief
suspect! (Publ. Ed. $8.95)

The Dortmunder Gang
Nobody's Perfect by Donald E.
Westlake. This time those heroes of
the Hot Rock caper run amok in the
Transatlantic jet set—exposing
forgers, counterfeiters, phonies and
anunexpected killer. ’
(Publ. Ed. $7.95)

John Ball

Police Chief by John Ball. After
years as cop in a crime-ridden big
city, Jack Tallon becomes police
chief of a quiet small town. Then a
series of vicious rape-murders
erupts. (Publ. Ed. $6.95).

Mignon G. Eberhart

Family Fortune by Mignon G.
Eberhart. Her newest spine-tingler.
A border-state family is divided by
the CivilWar and an inheritance that
feads to murder. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Inspector Hemricks

The Tenth Life by Richard Lockridge.
A cathas nine lives, so the saying
goes. Hemricks meets one with
ten...it leads him into a'den of
perilousintrigue and murder.

(Publ. Ed. $8.95)

Owen Sela .

An Exchange of Eagles by Owen Sela.
I 1940, two Intetligence men
stumble on a certain secret weapon
that could turn World War [l into
Armageddon...unless they destory it!
(Publ. Ed. $8.95) o

Patrick Dawlish _

Elope toDeath by John Creasey -
as Gordon Ashe. A mother fears her
heiress daughter'has eloped with a
maniac. Dawlish pursues them—to
the edge of a Meduerranean cliff.

¢

. (Pubt. Ed. $6.95)

Brian-Garfield

Recoil by Brian Garfield. When -
Fred Mathieson happens to witness
amob bass’ crime, the mob decides
to rub him out...with his whole
family. A tale of explosive suspense.
(Publ.Ed.$8.95) ~ ~ .

Please enroli me as a member and send me at once my five triple-

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB, ROSLYN, N.Y. 11576

: volumes shown here, containing fifteen mysteries. | enclose no money .
> now. | may examine my books for one week, then will either accept ail

i five volumes for the special new member price of only $1, plus postage
and handling, or return them and owe nothing.

As a member, | will receive free the club's monthly Preview which
describes my next selections but | am not obligated to accept them: | |
will always have at least ten days to reject any volume by returning the
form provided. | may return any book at the club’s expense for full credit.
For each monthly triple-volume | keep, | will send you only $4.39, plus
postage and handling. | understand | may cancel my membership at any
time.

Name
Street .
Us$ th_ig 8-QT
postpai .
card to get City
$120.25 30-59-8A
worth of .
mysteries State Zip
for Note: Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be serviced
only $1. from Ontario, offer slightly different in Canada.



15 BRAND NEW MYSTERIES FOR Jusrs1._.-"

W& rth‘$120 251n Publlshers Edltlons'

Bu‘si'ne.ss Reply Mail .
. Nopostage Stamp necessary
if mailed in the United States .

. Postage will be pald by

“ THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

. ,Roslyn N.Y. 11576

First'Class -
: PermitNo.:7 -

Roslyn, N.Y.

(See

other side
for further,
details.) ’





