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The pretty girl. with the light brown hair stood embattled at the edge
of the broad grassy terrace. For minutes she stared down at the crisp
golden leaves that whirled around her ankles in the brisk October
breeze. Then she looked up stony-faced at Daniel Giffert and said,
“I'm not afraid of them and I will not be driven away from here. That’s
that.” :

The two of them had walked their argument up and down the ter-
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race for the better part of an hour, Daniel hammering, the girl resist-
ing. They were engaged to be married, loved one another, and were
on the verge of quarreling. - A

“Please, Cathy, he sald “I can’t keep aneye on you ‘when I'm in
Venezuela.” ‘

“Catch your plane. What can they do to me?

“They're -rough, tough, and nasty and you've got what they want. T
don’t know what they’ll do. Will you at least come down off the moun-
fain and stay with someone? Even in a motel? Youre alone up here
and you're in their way, a bunch of speculators like that They haven't
exactly got a good reputation.”

She shook her head and gestured w1dely—at the oaks, some flaming
russet-and some gold, some still decked out in leathery green leaves; at
" the tall pines higher up on the mountain, climbing in dark patches to -
the ridge; at the slender birches. “The squirrels depend on me.” . She
was smiling. “And the deer and the foxes and the chipmunks and the
skunks. T'll stay and keep an eye on things. You'll soon be home.”

“I think,” said Daniel, “you love the chipmunks more than you love
me. .

“1 love you both. And I'm not going to_ desert either one. of you.
Now leave me,” she said firmly. “You'll miss your plane.”

In the end he left, but first he took.a package from the back seat of
his car and put it in her hands. It was the size and shape of a shoebox,
wel] wrapped in brown paper, sealed w1th tape, and heavy “It’s a pres—
ent,” he said. “Open it when I've gone.”

She watched his car travel the long’ switchback track to the. main.
road, first disappearing beneath the bright screen of foliage, then ap-
pearing further down, and then gone again in the direction of the vil-
lage center. She waited, sitting on the low stone wall that ringed the
~ lower terrace until-he had been-gone for some minutes, and then she_
rose and walked purposefully, no longer smiling, into the house.

The Munning house, set on its thirty mountainside acres above the
_ growing suburban town in the valley, was of the style that has come to
be known as Queen Anne: a large and substantial structure of clap-
board and shingles, towered and turreted, and decorated with porches
and balustered promenades at every level, the whole entertaining mass
topped by a steeply pitched and many-angled roof of cedar shingles.

Having entered the house, the young woman closed -the door and
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stood still, her hand on the knob, for a minute or two, in the attitude
of someone who is listening very carefully and is prepared for flight..
Then, apparently satisfied at the unbroken silence, she moved into the
small round room just to the right of the entrance hall. She set down
Daniel’s présent on a heavy library table, picked up a heavy poker
from beside the fireplace, and moved swiftly down the corridor to the
" cellar door, which she opened quietly. Again, she stood listening. At
the foot of the steep flight of wooden steps the cellar stretched large
and empty of partitions except for a plank wall marking off the old coal'
bin, and a little laundry room. :
Taking a basket of washing into the laundry room that morning’
something out of place in the center of the main cellar floor had caught
her eye, an object conspicuous in the empty and very clean space. She
had walked over to investigate and found a sheet of crumpled news-
paper covered by a piling up of twigs. Over it all were two sections of
split log, crossed. The skin had crept on her arms and she had fled up
the stairs crying, “Who's there! Who is it What do you want!” before
she had slammed the door shut and locked it. '
" But no .one had answered; and shé knew, of course, what was
- wanted. The voice on the telephone, calling in the middle of the night -
one week ago, had said it plainly. “Take the money and get out.”

“It's not a question of money,” she had answered, but by then there
was no one on the other end to listen. “I won’t,” she had said to the
dead phone. But she was badly frightened. '

She hadn’t told Daniel about the telephone call, nor had she ‘men- -
tioned the little stage set of a bonfire, for then there would have been
no staying there when he was gone. Nor did she tell him that some

"time in the past week someone had gotten into the house—with all
those windows, porches, parapets, and turrets it could not have been
too difficult—and had slept the night in one of the disused bedrooms
on the third floor at the northern end of the house. Or had arranged a

- sheet and crumpled blanket as to make it appear so. In that case, too,
she had felt her skin creep and revulsion almost impel her out of the
house. Had someone spent the night there while she slept? Oh, God,
she whispered. No, I don’'t want to believe that. But still she had said
nothing to Daniel so that whatever happened to her would be her
fault. )

Later in the morninge. to strengthen.her resolve she unrolled the



large familiar sheaf of development plans and studied them once more.
The plans detailed the construction of four broad-based high-rise =
apartment towers in the New Brutalitarian style. Ramps, roadways,
parking areas, and tiered garages plastered themselves over the re-
maining acres.

She had been offered a staggermg]y high price for the land. The rep-
resentative of the devélopers-who had approached her, a small well-
dressed man, very tanned, had looked first astonished at- her refusal,
‘then resigned. He smiled at her. “You'll change your mind,” he said.
“I know you will.” He departed amiably, and at the door he sald ‘You
know, you may not want to stay. You never know.”

She told Daniel of her determination to preserve the land. The state,
she had learned, would buy it for-a reasonable price provided the town
undertook to share the cost. It would be saved then, she said, forever,
for everybody. Any further pressure from the developers was some-
thing she would cope with herself when the time came. It was her
land, her property, her inheritance and values that were at stake. Civic »
groups had begun to ~show an interest in the preservation. of the
wooded slopes. It was only a question of time, persistence, fortitude.-

And now Daniel’s” firm had sent him down to Caracas. For three
weeks she must hold the fort alone. So, poker in hand, she explored
the cellar and walked from room to room in the empty house, her
footsteps echomg in the long’ corridors. Tomorrow she promised her-
self, she would get a dog. :

Across the valley, Michael, who used no. other name, was resting
from his labors. He was a short man with regular, almost handsome
features and a shock of prematurely white hair. Because ‘the old man
* who worked for him had walked off the job that afternoon, Michael had .
been forcéd “to” do the grounds cleanup-on-the Walker. place_without
help. He was angry, sweating, and felt cold, as he so often did lately
He found a place in the sun on the gently upsweepmg lawn, sat down, -
and lit a’ cigarette.

Mrs. Walker and her daughter were restmg too stretched out in -
lounge chairs on the terrace below him next to the house, both
- barelegged in the bright October sun. While Michael rested he stared
at them, his face wearing its usual expression of longing and contempt.
When he had smoked the cigarette down to a stub he held the glowing
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end to the patch of grass between his feet and watched a little circle of
flame catch in the dry cuttings and slowly widen. When it had ex-
panded to touch the soles of his shoes he wiped out the ring of fire
with a palm-down, sweeping motion of his hand, then got to his feet.
and went back to work.

Two miles away, at the southern end and bottom of the valley,
Henry Simpson was nearing the end of his long march home. To give
Mr.~Michael his due, he had offered to drive the old man home, but
Henry had refused, stating—not quite expecting to be believed—that
the long walk would ease the pain in his back. Michael had shrugged
and let him go, his light eyes expressionless. -

Like the Munning house, the Simpson place was set apart from’ the
main body of the town, but there the resemblance ended. The
Simpson house was tiny and it stood low down at the edge of the
swampy ‘area. The Simpsons were black, and had lived in that same
place for more than forty years, Addie having come there as a bride.
Henry’s family had been the first of their race to settle in the town.

While Daniel and Cathy had been talking on the terrace of the
house on the mountainside, Addie had been ironing in her kitchen
with the board drawn up close to the window for light, and so that she
could look up from time to time to the mountain slope she loved; all
kindled with red and gold at this time of year and changing from min-
ute to minute as the cloud shadows swept eastward, scudding before a
brisk wind. -

At approximately the time that Danlel was bringing Cathy the pack-
age from his car, Addie detached the iron cord, folded the last of .
Henry's shirts, and stepped out onto the little porch to take a sampling -
of the bright afternoon. She was dismayed to see her husband walking
up the path from the road. It was the middle of the afternoon! What
could be the matter? She hurried down the path to meet him.

He held up a hand to her, so that she stopped and waited for him to
walk up to her, and then they walked side by side into the’ little
kitchen and sat down at thé table. .

“Are you all right?” she said. ° Are you 51ck? Don’t tell me he didn’t
have work for you this time of year.”

“Plenty of work,” said the old man. “I quit.” :
~ “Oh, Lord,” she said. Her round dark face was a mask of love and
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worty. “Did somethmg bad happen?”

“T told him I was sick,” said Henry. “But it wasn’t true I'm not
going back.”

Addie nodded her head. “That Mr. Michael,” she said. “He frlghtens
me. He always did frlghten me. D1d he do something? VVhat d1d hez
do?”

“Nothing. He dldnt do nothlng But—" he lowered his voice, looked
all around as though someone listening might be hiding in a corner
“—we was going out on the jobs, the usual—clean up the Walker
lady’s property and all like that—and I went back into the shed to get
something .to brace up the leaf bags. I couldn’t find anything right
off so I looked underneath that tarpolion he keeps back in a corner of
the place, and there I see twelve, maybe fifteen big cans of gasoline all
lined up underneath. He had it in those khaki-color water carriers you
get down at the 'Army Surplus. You could smell it a mile, but I opened
up a couple just to make sure, and ‘then I closed them and covered
them up again. And I went out and said, ‘Mr. Mlchael I've got to go
home 1 got a bad pain.” He didn’t like it one b1t

“Are you going to tell the police?”

“What for? What am I going to tell them? Are they going to hsten to
an old colored fellow like me? They'll tell me I better mind my own
business. And be51des Mr. Michael been good to me, I don’t want to
hurt him. Tell you the truth, I don’t know ‘what to do But I know |
there’s something wrong there ‘and I don’t want no. part .

“He’s got funny eyes, that Michael,” said his wife. “He’s got no color"
in them, like water. He look at you,.you can’t tell whether he love or

<hate you. I never trust that man.” ' '

“Ido got a pam now.’ :

“Don’t worry.” She put her hand over his. “It was the right thing to

“do: "A mian ain’t got a-conscience; he’s nobody.. We'll get along O.K.
You do the nght thing in this.world, then God look after us in the
" mext.”

“It’s the meanwhile,” said her husband.

“I'can iron professional. I done it before.”

“Why do you suppose he lined up fifteen gaso]ine cans?”

“The police is right,” said Addie firmly. “That’s not your business.”
But they were both very quiet for the rest of the afternoon, and the

.- old man ate little of his supper. Addie watched him, shaking her head.
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“You had a very bad day,” she said to him. “T'll tell you what, you go
lie down now and I'm just going to take some of this nice apple pie up

to old Cissie Gates. See, I got it right Kere on a plate. T'll be right-
~ back. You rest yourself

“Figure -this one out,” said Police Sergeant Brimmer, who was on
the desk. “That was some old colored lady, black lady, just called in. I
quote: ‘Mr. Michael’s got gasoline cans under a polion.” ” He glared at
his notes, glared at the men. “That’s what it says here. A polion. What
the hell is that supposed to mean?” :

Joe LaVarca shifted his position on the radiator; the wmd was hlttlng\
the burldmg and the pipes were beginning to heat up. “Napoleon,” he
said. “That was a very short Frenchman. Who's the colored black»
lady?

“I told you,” sald Brimmer. “She didn’t give me a name. "Scuse me,
I got to go now,” she says to me. She sounded like Scarlett OHara
with her teeth out. And who's Mr. Michael?”

LaVarca, pitched his empty coffee container into the wastebasket
across ‘the room. “I could of used some Danish with that. There’s no-
body in town named Michaels that I know of. Check the phone book.”

" “I did already,” said Brimmer. “No Michaels.” He raised his voice
"and shouted out to Rosenmman from the Public Works Department, who
was bantering around with somebody out in the corridor, “Hey, Rosie!
You know any Michaels family in town?” :

“Why would-she call in anyway?” asked LaVarca. “If we picked up
everybody that stores a can of gas in thxs town, there wouldn’t be no-
body left.”

“Maybe “she flgures Mr. Michael's going to burn down the town,”
~said Brimmer. Maybe it'’s an insurance deal. Rosie!”

Rosie strolled in. “What can I do for you, gentlemen?

“You people in the public works know of any family named Michael?
Or Michaels?”

“No. Have you got a ﬁrst name'f’ o . _

“Maybe Michael is a first name,” said Brimmer. “This old lady called
him Mr. Michael.” .

“Well,” said Rosenman, “there’s ‘Call Michael’.”

“How do you mean, ‘Call Michael'?”

You must have seen the truck around. An old blue panel truck?
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This Michael’s a little guy who does estate maintenance. You know the
stuff—cleanup jobs, grass- cutting, hedges, that kmd of work. He’s got
these big gold letters on the truck: ‘Call Michael’.’

“Some old colored lady work for him?”

Rosenman shrugged. “He usually has an old colored guy with him.
‘He drives the truck sometimes.’ N

“What's the old man’s name?” oo .

“No idea at all.”

What s Michael’s last name?”

I couldn’t tell you. Maybe he’s just Mlchael Like Cher. You got a

problemp -

“We had a call come in. Where does this Mlchael hve? :

“He’s got an old: busted- down farmhouse out on Centerville Road,
jllSt this side of Route Forty.” :

“You guys better get out there,” said Brimmer. “Rosie, will you. go
- along and show them where it is?” :

“If I gotta. But let’s get there and get back. It's. gettmg really
Wmdy He thveled 1 think I'm catching cold.”

Wmter s coming, ~said LaVarca.

The. house on Centervxlle Road was dark “Try the doors;” said Tur- |

ner. »
“Tsk,” sa1d Bosxe. l

“Locked,” said LaVarca. , T

“Saved,” said Rosie.

Turner suggested a look back in the shed. The three men walked up
the thinly graveled driveway behind .the house. The shed doors stood
open -and the blue ‘truck was gone. LaVarca flashed his light around the
walls. Rows of shelves held a neat array of small tools, paint cans, cans

~.of tree paint, - various containers of chemicals. Digging and raking tools_
- were lined up on pegs and small power tools stood neatly ranged across
the back. ‘
“Neat,” said LaVarca. ‘Very neat.” . :

“There’s your ‘polion,” said . Rosie suddenly ‘Over there "in the

corer. Folded up on the floor.” ,
“Well, if that’s it there’s nothing under it now.”

Turner strode to the back of the shed, plcked up a corner of the tar-

paulm and sniffed. “This has been around gasoline,” he said.
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“Well, it’s gone now,” said LaVarca. “So who knows what it was all
about? There’s nothing here any more. What do you say, let’s go?” But
he stood in the doorway, frowning. “What kind of a truck, Rosie?”

“Blue stakeside van, medium size. I don’t know what make. Like I
sald it says ‘Call Michael.” ‘

“Let’s do that,” said LaVarca. “Get on the air, Bill, and see if any of
our boys can pick him up.”

Addie came back from taking the pie to Cissie Gates and her tele-"
phone

“You been everywhere he goes," she said to’ Henry. “Now you
think. Where you been?” ‘

“Noplace he'd be takmg gasoline to.

“Gotta be someplace.”

“Maybe somebody called him up.”

“Ordered it over the phone?”

“Why not?™

“It don’t make sense. Somebody want to talk to him face to face
when they're concermng a job like burning down someplace.”

“Is that what we're talking about Addie?™

“Looks like it, don’t it?”

Henry sighed. “T hate to think it. I hate to think it about that man.”

“You think it all right or you wouldn’t walk home on him.”

“Mrs. Burg’s we been to this week. And the Lampson place. And we
did a cleanup, a one-time cleanup on a little place belongs to some
people name Miller out near Pleasantville. And then we did all the fac--
tories where he takes out the rubbish like the paint place and' the
broom factory. You know the rest of them, Addie—we been there a
million times and I know 1 told you about them. Nothing strange about
any of them.” ’

“Nothing different about a single one of them?”

He shook his head. “Everything exactly as usual. The only thmg dif-
ferent was we-ran out that track on top of the ridge | to the water tower
and then come back again.’

“Why ever for?”

“He ‘said *he wanted to look at the trees. And it was might pretty up
there too. Those oak trees are just beautiful this year, just as pretty as
a picture. He stopped the truck up there and just looked at those
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trees.”
_ “Well, I can’t hate him for that said Addie. “I step outside - this
door and I look up at those hills and my heart lifts up, just like it
says.” - '
~ “So who needs insurance money?” said Rosie when they were back
in the car. y :
“The lumber yard?” asked Tumer . :
“Not at the current prices they get,” said LaVarca. “No way.” .
“Beers’,” said Rosie. “They been doing lousy ever since the shopping
center opened.” : ' h
But LaVarca sprang to Beers’ defense. “Don’t be crazy. Old man
Beers would never get mixed up in a thing like that. Anyway, business
kind of came back. You go in there now, they're pretty busy most of
the time. Beers'isn’t dumb. He gives . credlt No, don'’t look at Beers
“Well, where else?” asked Rosie. -
Turner pursed his lips.
“How,” he said, “about the Munnmg place up on the ridge? Doreen
says she’s late with her taxes again. N
“Oh, what'’s the matter with you?” said Rosie._“That girl? She’ll pay
up. She always does. Besides, she don’t have to burn it down. She’s
got an offer on it, like a half a million. In addition to which, she don’t
have to hire anybody to do the job. If she wants to burn it, she only
needs to light one match.”
“So who?” said LaVarca. , :
“How about Vesey's paint place? asked Turner. “Joe’s really. in
trouble. Do you know they had a whole month’s shipments come back?
The stuff isn’t any good, or the wrong color or something, or you
couldn’t mix it.”
“]()e Vesey's-not about to burn his place down,” -said LaVarca.™" -
“He could use the money,” said Turner. “And who’s going to ask
questions about a fire in a paint factoryp One CIgarette butt is all it
would take.” S
“I'm telling you he wouldn’t do it,’ * said LaVarca.
“Who else, then?” asked Turner. ~
“I don’t know,” said Rosie. ‘
“No idea,” said LaVarca. o ‘
“I think we better take a run out by the paint factory,” said Turner.
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“That Michael, he ever stop to admire a fine sunset?” said Addie.

“No time I can recall.” ‘ - :

“He ever say what a nice sunrise?”

“Not in my recollection. Now don’t you think you want to get. to
sleep? ;

“T guess,” said Addie.

She woke at midnight, crying out. S .

“Oh, my Lord, what is it?” said Henry, strugglmg up. “Are you
sick?”

“Oh my, oh my,” she said. She was sitting bolt uprlght in the bed. *
dreamt I saw my mountain burning. Oh! Now you go back to sleep.
- I'm going to get me a drink of milk. Go on now, go to sleep.”

“You mean you goin’ to take another piece of pie to Cissie’s tele-
phone.” He swung his feet out of bed. “That floor’s cold.” He reached
down and picked up a shoe. “I'm comin” with you and don’t you fight
me. We'll call them up proper this time.”

“I guess I ought to mind but I don’t,” said his wife. “Come along.”

Their footsteps were loud on the little porch in the silence of the
night. The air was.sweet and cool and a brisk little wind rattled the
branches of the old maple tree by the steps. :

“That mountain look fine, just fine,” said Addie, staring off to the =
east. She chuckled. “Pretty soon that moon be up there so high he can
see the winter comin’.” . .

“We better get along to Cissie,” said Henry. “Gotta use that tele-
phone.” o ,

She pulled her sweater tight around her. “Rats commg up out of the
swamp again,” she said. “They do every year this time.’

“T'll take care of them later,” said the old man. “That'll be no prob-
lem.” He took her arm. “We better hurry now.” :

Cathy Munning woke from a frightening dream of footsteps ap-
- proaching down the empty corridors, of a man’s voice saying, “I'm rest-
“less, I can’t sleep up there any more,” and at the same time crooning
over a little bundle of sticks on the cellar floor. The voice asked, “Did
you ever play flaming jackstraws?” and she woke up panting with fear.
She crouched at the edge of her bed, listening. There was no sound
but the wind moving in the tree tops and blowing the fallen leaves
over the ground. She pulled on a raincoat over her pajamas and went
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out onto-the terrace. There she seated herself on the low stone wall
that rimmed off the lawn and gazed up the hill to the ridge line.
- The night was beautiful. The full moon had not got up over the
mountain yet but the light of its coming cut out everything in’
silhouette against the skyllne the jagged line of the woods to her left,
the bare straight line of the rocky, saddle almost straight up above her.
and in line with the house, -the woods to' the right again, and the
geometric shape of the water tower far to her right:

Some nights cars ran along the trail out to the tower and she could
glimpse the lights appearing and disappearing among the trees, shining
through like a signal .where the dirt road crossed the rock saddle.

Sometimes it would be the police car chasing lovers, sometimes lovers. -

One time, she remembered, smilihg, there had been a cop and his
sixteen-year-old lady friend. Daniel had heard of that episode—
beaucoup trouble, and a change of career for at least one of the parties
involved. : :

Too wide awake now to go back into_the house, 'she watched the

ridge line brighten against the sky as the. moon rose behind it, thinking
for a few blessed minutes of nothing at all. And then a shadow, a small
_block -of darkness, moved across the flat rock saddle. Somebody up
there ‘was running without lights.

Her telephone, when she got to it, was dead. She seized hold of
Daniel’s shoebox present, a Colt .22 target pistol, and loaded it with
trembling fingers. Then she began the long climb up the twisting path
behind the house, moving as quickly and quietly as she could. Under
the trees the night was black and once, and then again, she stumbled.

Michael drove the truck as far as the water tower, turned around on

the little-loop -of dirt-track there, and ran back until he was i @ posi-~

tion directly above the house. Running without lights was easy. The
moon was brilliant and the trees on the ridge line thinly spaced and
scrubbier than those bulking @ip in the dense growth below. After a
momerit’s thought he ran the truck along another hundred yards, . then
“stopped. There was no point in taking a chance on getting cut off.

The wind was. brlsk and unpredictable on the ridge, with the
“downdraft fighting against the steady wind from the west. He had to
plan carefully now in order to reach the truck ahead of the action.._
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There was some risk, but not too much if he was careful.

He lifted down the gasoline cans out of the back of the truck and set
them on the ground near the head of the path running down the slope
to the house. The moonlight was beginning to shine on the rooftop
maybe a couple of hundred feet downslope. Michael unscrewed a cap,
lifted the can, and looked around him. Oaks. Pines..Pines were best.
He picked out a tall one with a medium-sized trunk, walked over to’
_ the bole of it, and tipped the can. The sharp active smell of the
gasoline rose up over the tarry fragrance of the tree.

The second canful he spattered at the base of a second pine further
downbhill, just off the path and on a line-diagonal to the slope—let the
westerly wind push the fire ahead of it, burn out the western face of
the mountain. Keep it from going over the ridge if possible. We have
no interest in that side, he had been told by the man he had never
seen. They. just wanted the Munning property destroyed.

Moving fast, dumping, dribbling fuel in a line from one tree to the
next, soaking the splendid fallen leaves, he ran up and down the
~mountam slope, carrying full cans, returning empties. He was a slen-
der man, light on his feet, moonlight shining on the fine mane of white .
. hair that fell forward from time to time over his eyes so that he had to
brush it back now and again with his gasoline-smelling hand.

He had poured out most of the fifteen cans, less spendthrift with it
now, dribbling a trail downward toward the house and to the south of
it, when Cathy came face to face with him and commanded him to
stop. They were facing each other at a distance of thirty feet.

“My dear girl, -you can’t fire that gun,” said Michael in hxs light,
‘rather charming voice. “You'll start off the gasoline.”

“Then you'll die,” said Cathy. :

“You are the one who'll die,” said Michael. “I know where I've laid
the trail.”

The police car raced down to the.end of the valley and stopped in
front of the little white house just long enough for the old man to
climb into the back seat, then swept around again and headed up the
mountain.. They were halfway across the ridge on the track to the water
tank when LaVarca yelled to Turner to stop. Turner braked: “Cut the
engine,” said LaVarca™urgently. “This place is loaded.” \

“Christ, smell that,” said Turner. The bright sharp smell of raw-



gasoline flooded into the car on the back of the wind. “How the hell do -
we get out of here when the place goes up? Maybe I better turn the
car around.” i

“Better not,” said Rosie. “One spark is all it would take.” He was_in
the back seat next to the old man and crouched forward, looking in-
tently out the window. “Down there,” he said. “Somebody’s. carrying a
light Would your Mister Michael carry a light on a job like this?”

“Maybe somebody’s got a light on h1m said Henry -

“Who?”

“No idea. You let me go down there now. Hes way oif the path. I
know these woods from when I was a small boy. All these little animals
up here were my good friends—I'll tell you faét—I had no other.”
Rosenman made way for him, and he got out of the car, moving with
the slowness of age. “Don’t you follow me down. I'm about to do this
alone.” - o . g '

“No way,” said LaVarca. "We’re going down right behind you. You

sure you can do this?”

“I'm certain. But I don’t want you firing off them guns no matter
'_what This whole mountain going to blaze up you do.”

“We won't fire.”

An eternity seemed. to pass while the men groped their way
downslope behind the old man, heading toward the circle of light be-
low. The sky had filmed over with cloud and they stumbled and slid in
the darkness. “I can’t see,” whispered LaVarca. ‘

“That’s good,” said the old man. “There’s rain coming up behind
those clouds. Hear the wind roaring in the trees! I pray God.”

_“At least he won’t hear us,” said Turner. “Michael.” He said the
name as though it tasted bad in his mouth. They stopped just out of
range of the light. Somebodys got a light on him, all right.” He ad-
dressed the old man:- “Are-you close: enough here?”— -

“I reckon so.’ . e

“Call him.”

“Mr. Michael!”

“Louder.” . : o "

“Mr. Michael!” : - ' -

The figure in the beam of light whirled around to face them, white
hair glinting. “Henry? Henry?” Incredulous. “What the hell are you
doing up here? Are you crazy?”



“I come up here to call you from your deed. Come walk out of the
woods with me.’

“Is that the police with you?”

LaVarca flicked the switch on his -torch and ﬂashed it bneﬂy on the
others and himself. “Who’s holding the light down there?”

“Cathy Munning!” she called out. “Don’t use your guns. Please.”

“Surrender yourself,- Michael,” called Turner.

He was answered with an obscenity, and then Michael shouted, T
give you thirty seconds to get out of here!”

“Give us your matches—throw them here!”

“I have a job to do,” said Michael, his voice loud, firm, reasonable.
“You call Michael, you get what you pay for. You can leave or you can
stay. There’s no way you can stop me.

~“All right,” said LaVarca, turning to the old man. “It’s up to you.”

“I am truly sorry for'what I have to do,” said Henry. The gnarled
fingers exerted their strength, the forked stick in his hand bent back
with the resilience of young wood. The stone, propelled from the an-
‘cient weapon, climbed the air at killing speed.
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He hadn't been thinking about killing or death. He rarely did any
more. Lo . ' i
Len Burtin' was jogging through the clean spring morning, feeling
happy and content. Or as close to those states as he was likely to get.
This year his income would hit, with any luck, $100,000. He was pretty
certain, as his . thirty-sixth birthday approached, he’d be marrying
again: There'd be no trouble this time, Len was confident of that.



He came running -down Maple Lane, his ‘jogging shoes slapping at-
the dirt pleasantly. For the past three months he’d been into running
and he was fairly certain he’d stick with it. The exhilaration, the satis-
faction of accomplishing -something alone, appealed to Len. When
Maple Lane ended he turned right, as he did most mormngs onto Old
Quarry Road. -

There were very few houses in this part of Brimstone; Connecticut,
only slanting.fields, rambling grey rock fences, and a multitude of
newly green trees. He’d been running about fifteen minutes now and
. had covered nearly a mile, and he was hardly winded. The more he
ran, the easier it got.

He paid-little attention to the footfalls behmd him. Another
Sunday-morning jogger. probably, although he didn’t usually encounter
any fellow runners hereabouts. It didn't much matter because most
. running people are loners: You didn’t have to worry, if you encoun-

tered -one, .about getting involved in any sort of extended conversation.
Maybe he’d-get a good-morning grunt,”or maybe no words at all—only
a thumbs -up sign and a quick grin. :
" “Barney Lensford,” said a voice almost-at his side.
Len managed ‘to keep running, to keep his feet slapping at the hard
dirt of the narrow hill road. But nobody was supposed to know that
- name, it was dead and gone-—as dead and gone as his wife. ‘
“Coincidence,” continued-the voice, “running into you like this.”
Len turned his head and saw a lanky grmnmg man ]ogc,mg beside
him. “Beg pardon, you must be mist—"
“Barney, come on. Kevm Larch’s grin widened. “A moustache and
a nose job don’t fool me.” Larch was three years younger than Len,
~ lean and tanned. He wore a sleeveless sweatshirt and scarlet shorts. A
sweatband with an Indian design circled his forehead, cutting into his
long straw-blond hair. “T always knew you ’d come around to my way of.
thmkmg eventually. Running is terrific, isn’t it?”

Finally Len said, “Yeah.” :

The two men, side by side, jogged along the warmmg road, passmg
-in and out of sunshine and shadow.

“Have you kept track of me?” Larch asked after a moment.

“Some. I didn’t know you were in Connecticut.” :

“I travel all-around the country now. Didn’t you see the piece on me
in Sports Hlustrated?”



“I missed it.”

Larch laughed T ll bet you did see it. It always dld gall you to think
1 was getting attention when you weren’t. When we’ were friends out
in— . - -
“Neighbor_s," corrected Len. “We were never exactly friends,"
Kevin.” ) ' o

Larch’s. mouth maintained a grin, but his eyes tumed sad. ‘I was
your friend, -a friend of both you and Dayna.” .

Len found he was starting to have a little’ difficulty with his bzeath- ‘
ing. He wouldn’t stop running though Dld you trail me here to,
Brimstone?”

Breathing evenly and with ease, Larch rephed “Not exactly, Bar-
ney, although I knew, you were here My basic reason for being in
“Connecticut is to promote Jog.”

“What's that?” i :

Another laugh. “I never thought you were as good an actor as you
did,” Larch said.” “You've damn well heard of my book. It's been
number one on The New York Times list for three-and-a-half months.
And T happen to know you have The Times delivered to your very im-
‘pressive home on Tammany Lane each and every day. Imagine you
~ owning a home like that—'saltbox’ is what they call it, isn’t it? It must
* be-worth $200,000, at least.”

“You know where 1 live?”

“I' must, judging by what I'm saying.’ Larch contmued to grin ‘as he
ran effortlessly up the increasing incline. “You don’t have to worry,
Barney, the authorities don’t know what 1 know. And since I'm sepa-
rated from Evie, well, there’s been nobody to confide in. Evie and I
split up a year and a half ago, right after 1 got my advance to do ]Og. I
got $40,000 in front. My publisher believed in me from the start.’

~Why?” -Getting words -out was becommg difficult: His lungs-felt-as -

though they were filling with gritty dust.

“Why give me so much? Because they knew, as 1 tried to tell you
whefi we were neighbors out in San Fernando, that running is the
wave of—" ‘ - -

“I mean why did you track me down?”

“This meeting is a complete accident. Really.” A bigger grin. “Actu-

ally, T happen to be on Old Quarry Road this morning because I hap- -
pen to be—"



“How did you,” asked Len, striving to make his voice come out
normal, “find out I was—" :

“You never have given me much credit for 1ntelllgence Barney.
Back in California when I was only a second-rate sportswriter for the
Woodland Hills Alert and you were an aspiring actor llvmg off your
wife’s—" A

“We don’t. . .have to go into. . .the details of. .

“How many months have you been running?”

“Quite a few, a long tlme

“You don’t sound like it,” said Larch. “Oh, I know you've been run-
ning this route for at least a month, but I'd be surprised if you've been
jogging much longer than that. You haven’t even learned to breathe
yet or—" .

“How did. . .you know I. . .come this way. . .every morning?”

“I' asked questions,” Larch grinned. “I'm a reporter, remember?
Sometimes, you know, when you run you get the notion you're invisi- _
ble. I've got a whole chapter on that in Jog, all the out-of-body stuff
too. They ran part of that in Vogue. Can you' imagine, me in Vogue?
The point being, people actually-do notice you. When I hit this part of
Connecticut last week t6 promote Jog and arrange my usual series of
interviews—" . :

“I don’t. . .understand. . .” Every breath seemed to burn its way
through him. He had to suck in air through his mouth, gasping.. “No-
body knew [—" :

"~ “But Kev Larch knows Old" stupid Kev who had all those goofy
ideas about running six years ago, back when you murdered your
wife.” ' _

“T didn’t murder. . Dayna Each time his foot hit the road pain
21gzagged up his leg. You know that It was. . .dn accident. But I
knew. . .no one would.

“You smashed in her sku]l with a brick, Barney.” The grin was gone
from Larch’s face. e

“We had a quarrel. She. . .fell against-the. . .bookcase,”l'said Len.
“You remember all those. . .bricks-and-boards cases Dayna insisted

.on setting up in the. . .damn living room. The case fell apart. . .I
grabbed up a brick. . .angry. Mad about. . all the things she
was. . .accusing me of.” o - -

“All of which were true.”



“O.K. . .so I was seeing. . .other women.” He had to.concentrate on
not stumbling. “But that's how you get. . .anywhere. . .in any busi-
ness. . .Contacts. . .”. -

“Sure, the more. contacts you sleep w1th the further you get in show
business,” said Larch. “Is that how you got into doing commercials in
New York?”" : . ' E

“So that's how... .you got to me. But L. ...my looks_are differ-
ent. ”.my name. And I've never been on camera. I do voice-over
stuff. . .character voices. . .dubbing.” o :

“You always had ‘a lovely voice,” said Larch, the grin returning.
“Evie often commented on it. You slept with her, too, didn’t you?”

““Your wife. . .no. I. . .never did that.” >

“It doesn’t matter. Do you want to stop for.a minute and catch your
breath?” .

“No. I can run. . .as long and as far. . .as anybody.”

- Nodding, Larch kicked up the pace slightly. His chest rose and fell
evenly; his bare legs pumped up and down with easy regularity.
“Funny thing,” he said. I recognized your voice first on a ddg-food
commercial. You were the voice of a hard- to- please St. Bernard. I
knew you at once, Barney.” :

“I didn’t think. . .anyone would. . .spot my voice.” It was difficult to
keep up with Larch. “After I had my face changed. . .in Mexico. . .I
‘stayed out of sight for a couple years.” ‘
. "Living off Dayna’s money,” Larch said. “That store of cash she in-
" sisted on keeping in the house—$50 000, wasn’t it?”

“Not. . .that much.”

“But enough to finance you until _you got going as a voice man. You
just couldn’t keep away from acting.’ :

“What else. . .did I know? I figured. . .if no one saw. me. . .I'd be
O.K.-I -didn’t- know. . ..anyone in-the ‘East: It-took a while to. —get~ -
anything. . .but then my luck. . .turned. I've been doing. . .pretty
well.”

“About $100 000 a year. Yeah that is pretty well, Barney Pretty
damn well.” .

“I don’t make anything near. . .that much’.”

“T know what you earn. I have friends in New York TV.” Larch took
the crest of the hill with ease. “You must have seen the four minutes
on me on the local CBS news last week about my Mini Marathon in



Westchester. Whenever I come into an area to promote—"

“You want something.” The road sloped gently down now. Qn their
left dropped rocky ﬁelds The going was a bit ea51er although Len felt
raw and dry. .

“What could I possibly want, Barney? I -have most everythmg——
fame, fortune. I don’t happen to have a wife at the moment, but I have
an assortment of attractive lady friends. You wouldn’t think running at-
tracts groupies, but it does,” said Larch, chuckling. “You never had a
very high opinion of me out in California, but I knew I was a.front
runner. I'm good and when 1 get the chance I run at the head of the
pack :

“You found me. You worked it so you'd cross. . .my path out here in

‘ the middle. . .of nowhere.”

“Barney, it’s pure c01nc1dence Didn’t I explam that my real reason
for being here this moming is—".

“What do you want?” _

Larch ran in silence for nearly half a minute. “Well, I'm e‘arnihg
roughly $200,000 this year,” he said finally. “I tell you, though, an

“extra $50,000 each and every year wouldn’t be bad. Holding my Mini

Marathons all over America is expensive, even though my publishers '~

and the various local—"

“Blackmail,” said Len. “You cheap grinning bastard! Trying to
blackmail me! You come on. . .like some kind of Hindu saint but all
you really—" . ’

“Hold it, Barney. Let’s not have any pot-and-kettle trade- oHs huh?
Blackmailing may- not be a clean-cut profession, but it's quite a few '
notches below murder. You murdered your w1fe and ran out before the
cops could get hold of you. I only—" _

“Look, you're famous now, right?” The running wasn 't quite as tough
now. “You don’t need extra dough really. Why not let me alone,
forget this?” , -

“Oh, but there’s one other thing,” said the smiling runner. “I'm not
like you. When I was married I never fooled around.-I did, though,
have feelings about ladies other than my wife. One of the women I was
especially fond of was Dayna. Yeah, I thought -your wife was a very
special person. And you, you stupid arrogant bastard, you smashed her
skull in so you could skip out with her cash.”

“T told vou. . .I.never intended—"



“Do I give a damn what you intended? You killed someone I was
very fond of. That hurt me, so now I'm going to hurt you—financially,
psychologically, any way I can.”

“It’s idiotic to —~ Len tripped and went sprawling in the road. His
* right hand was scraped and his ribs were smacked by a large stone_ that
had rolled down into the roadway.

Just like the other time. He dldnt know what he was going to do
until he.found the stone in his hand. : o

Larch had halted and come back to help him. ‘ P

Len struck him with the rock. He hit Larch many times, even after
he was stretched out on the road dead.

It's all righit, it's all right, Len told hlmself gradually pulling hlmself
up and away from the body. I can make it look like an accident. Drag
him over there, toss him down the hillside, arrange it so. . .

He heard the new footfalls then——the slap of running shoes on the
morning road—more than one pair, several pairs, all running along this
road toward him. : -

Len turned and there they were.

The rhythm of their running broke. One runner, then another, halt-
ing, exclaiming, realizing what they were seeing,

They cautlously approached Len, who stood with the bloody rock
still in his hand.

"~ They wore fresh new T-shirts. Emblazoned across the front of each
was Kev Larch’s Mini Marathon. ,
As Kevin Larch had said, he’d always known he was a front runner.
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Consider the squirrel, M arwobd said . . .

She wasn’t supposéd to die. She had no life insurance, no liquid assets
to speak of, no really solid reason to be dead. Yet there she lay, look-
ing,  Graham Hopper thought, rather smug about the whole thing. It

was so like her. ‘
And here was Graham, now a widower—middle-aged and getting

older by the minute—with little cash, very dim prospects, and a vora-
cious mortgage payment. The future seemed an abyss.



His wife Adelle had done this to-him—Adelle, along with Martin

Marwood. It was their fault that Graham was-about to attend a funeral
~ that should never be taking place.
"It was one of the most miserable affairs Craham had -ever endured.
The preacher was garrulous. A chilling light ‘rain fell throughout and
the mourners were forced to stand about the grave in a virtual swamp.
It took Graham hours to shake his depression.

Then he went directly to'see Martm Marwood at Close Calls Incor-
porated.

Close Calls was on the sixteenth floor of the Belmont Building
downtown. Ostensibly it was a telephone-solicitation- company that did
seasonal work, but Graham knew better. Close Calls had been very
’dlscreetly recommended. to him three months -ago by a very close
friend. Some friend! -

At ‘the sixteenth floor, Graham stepped from the nervous elevator .
and walked down a long grey hall lined with office doors. From behind
some of the doors came the rhythmic clatter of electric typewriters.
Near the end of the hall Graham saw the wood door with its frosted
glass panél on which was lettered CLOSE CALLS, INC. WE COMMUNICATE..

* Graham cursed under his breath as he entered. _

There was no one in the small plainly-furnished anteroom. Graham

" pressed a button as directed by a hand-printed sign, 2 buzzer sounded,
and after a moment Marwood himself opened the door: to his inner
office and peered out. o T

-Marwood was a small man, neatly if flashily dressed in a muted plaid
blue suit that must have been tailor-made. He had a ‘professionally
cheerful, blunt-featured face, ‘a receding hairline, - and -deep-set electnc

- dark eyes. “Hey,” he said, grinning as if nothing were wrong, “Mr.
: Hopper o L '
“You bet your busmess Graham said.

Marwood appeared puzzled. “I don’t follow.”

“You muffed it,” Graham said with controlled anger. “You killed my -
wife as dead as the Edsel.”

~‘Oh, that,” Marwood said. “Come into the oﬂice and we'll talk about ‘
it.”.

He led the way into his large oﬂlce, plainly furnished as. if for effi-
ciency like the anteroom. No high overhead here, the office seemed to

, .
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say—more for your dollar. Marwood sat behind a cluttered steel desk
and motioned Graham toward a high-backed padded chair- nearby. .
Graham shook his head and remained standing. The faded green walls
. of the office were restful, their framed dime-store prints perfectly
aligned. A window air-conditioner emitted a ‘soothing hum. Graham re-
fused to be soothed.-

“Now what’s this about your wife?” Marwood asked makmg a neat
pmk tent with his ﬁngers

“My wife is dead.”

Marwood appeared ‘perplexed, and then his potatoish features ex-
pressed comprehension. “Say, that’s right, Graham—may I call you
Graham?P—I remember reading the operative’s feport yesterday. Your
wife stepped directly into the path of a speeding car. A hit-and-run,
I'm. afraid.” .

Graham felt the room becoming warmer. “But the car was supposed
to barely miss her,” he said in exasperation. “That’s the service Close
Calls is supposed to render. Adelle was to be badly shaken so she’d
think hard about dying and ‘transfer some of her assets into my name
and take out a large life insurance policy. As it stands, I can’t touch the
business, and Adelle had no insurance. You've reduced me to pov-
erty.” .

“Hey, Graham, I'm sorry.” Marwood began to doodle with a gold
pen on a small writing pad. Graham saw that he was sketching intricate .
- little mazes. “But you're not exactly poverty-stricken,” Marwood said.

““In cases like these, Close Calls does refund half the fee.”

“Half?”

“That’s five thousand dollars, Graham. Nothing to scorn.”

“But nothing to what I've lost!” Graham almost shouted. “Lost be--
cause of your incompetence!”

“Don’t say incompetence,” Marwood implored in a hurt tone.
“Ninety-hine percent of our clients are more than satisfied. You are un-
fortunately one of the other one percent. ‘Hey, nothing is perfect. I as-
sure you I feel as badly about your wife as you do.”

“But you profited from her death. I lost.”

“Consider the squirrel,” Marwood said.

Graham was dumbfounded. “Squirrel?” :

“Yes. Have you ever noticed what happens when a squ1rrel runs out
into the street and finds itself in the path of an oncoming car? The



squirrel freezes, Graham, then usually it runs away from the car. But
occasionally it darts directly beneath the car’s wheels. It’s a reflex ac-
tion, a sort of death wish. Well, people are sometimes like -squirrels.
People are unpredictable. That's what happened, Graham. Your -wife
froze, then ran the wrong way, directly into the path of the car that
was supposed to barely miss her. There are off-days in this business
when things like that happen, which is the ‘reason we have certain
built-in safeguards.” :

“Safeguards?” _

“Sure, Graham. Like recordings of all conversations that take place
in this office. T mean, hey, let's be candid, guy, you-can’t very well go
to the police. You're ‘implicated, guilty of second degree murder.”
Marwood was sketching rows of barred windows on the pad. -

Graham sighed deeply, and stood in the center of the office with his
hands in his pockets. “I'm not a stupid man,. Marwood. I've taken all
this into consideration.” '

Marwood touched the pomt of the gold pen to his chin. “Have you®

“We're both guilty of murder. And you have a profitable business to
lose. I'd say the police are out of this entirely.”

Marwood smiled and began to doodle again, crossing out the bars on
the windows. “I'm-giad you realize that, Graham.”

“And I understand what you mean about one accident occurring out
of a hundred successful close calls. That’s inevitable.”

Marwood’s smile stretched even wider. “It’s nice to know you've
been listening to me.’

“And you can keep my entire fee, for all T care. In my -position—
which is. bankruptcy———the money would 51mply be devoured by my
creditors anyway.

“Vultures,” Marwood agreed but a glmt of uneasiness had klndled
_ in his dark eyes. . — 2 - - e

“All that’s left for me, really, Graham sald “is revenge: Or to be
more sper-lﬁc poetic justice.”

.~ Marwood had’ stopped smiling, but he was’ stlll conﬁdent “You
should know, Graham, that upon my death certain records will im-
mediately be brought to light. It's another necessary safeguard.” - -

Graham shrugged. “Oh, I'm prepared to place my fate in the hands
of chance—both of our fates, in fact.”

Marwood began to doodle frantically. “I don’t follow.”

e~



“One time out of a hundred,” Graham reiterated, “sométhing goes
wrong. But is'it going to be the first time, or the hundredth?”

“There’s no way to know,” Marwood said, deftly marking out a neat
pattern of question marks. : : .
* Graham removed the gun from his pocket.

- Marwood glanced up just in time to see the flash of the muzzle. He
was too stunned to scream as the gun roared and the bullet went snap-
ping past his right ear with a sound like a cracking whip. He lifted a
hand to his head incredulously, turned, and stared, horrified at the
ugly bullet-hole in the green plaster behind his desk. If he had hap-
pened to incline his head to the rlght a fraction of an inch at the mo-
ment of the shot. - :

“One,” Craham sald simply, replacing the gun in hlS pocket. “Think
about the next ninety-nine. Consider the squirrel.”

He walked to the door and opened it, then, before leavmg, he
turned.

“Take care,” he said to Marwood.
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» Officer Michael O’Rourke was directing traffic at his usual downtown
corner one warm April morning when his obsession was born. It began
the instant he saw Sam Dresdon drive by in a new white Cadillac.
Dresdon was a two-bit hoodlum who'd confessed to a grocery-store
robbery two years ago and drawn a five-year sentence. With parole and -
such it wasn’t too soon for him to be back on the streets, but it cer- -
tainly seemed too soon for him to be driving a $12,000 automobile. -



That was the beginning.
About.ten days later he was eating a hamburger in a a fast-food place -
that gave discounts to policemen when he noticed ‘another ex-convict
drive up in a powder-blue foreign sports car that probably cost even
more than a Cadillac. The man’s name was Chris Cohen and Michael
O’Rourke knew him well enough to speak to. _
“Hello there, Chris. Good to see you out on the street again.”
“Well, Mike! You know after a couple of years in the slammer I'm
even glad to see you.’
They shook hands and O Rourke 1nv1ted Cohen to join him. “Have a
seat.’
“Won't your sergeant get nervous seeing you with an ex-con?”
“The hell with him. Tell me about yourself. Where'd you get the
car?
“I bought it—with some money I had saved up.”
“Did you pull'a bank job we never knew about?” O’Rourke asked,
keepmg it light. .
“Nothin” like that. T was makmg pretty good money before I went
away. ”
“Then why would you want to knock over a little tallor shop on
Smlth Street? That’s not your style.”
_Tdon’t know. I guess I had a couple of drinks too many that day
““And then you walked in and confessed to it, did you?
“Sure. I figured it would go easier on me if I did.”
O’Rourke finished his hamburger “You know an ex-con named Sam
Dresdon?” ’ '
“No. Why do you ask? Was he at Attica?”
“I guess not.”
“Then I don’t know him. Never heard the name.’
“He’s got a new car too.”
“Like mine?”
“No, a Cadillac.” »
It ‘was a coincidence and nothing more. O'Rourke thought nothing
about it until a few weeks later when he and his wife Maggie were en-’
joying one of their infrequent Sunday dinners out at a lakeshore restau-
rant that was just opening for the late-spring and summer business. A
dock extended out from the restaurant, and in the summer a number



of boats would be moored there while the owners and their frlendS‘
took time out for dinner or a few beers. '

Michael O’Rourke was studying one of the crafts, a cabin cruiser
‘nearest to shore, when he said, more to himself than to Maggie, “Isn’ t
that Frank Lamont out there?”

“I don’t know any Frank Lamont.” _

“No, of course you don’t. He's been in _]all the last few years. "I won-
der if that could be his boat.”

“If it is, jail's more proﬁtable than I thought

“I'll be right back.” ,
- He trotted down to the dock and accosted Lamont “Is this your
boat? It’s a beauty' :

“Yeah, it'smine.” Frank Lamonteyed him strangely ‘Don’tIknowyou?”

“Michael O’Rourke.” : ' :

" “O’Rourke. Aren’t.you a cop?” -

" “When I'm on duty, but I'm not today.” He continued gazing at the

cabm cruiser. “How much does something like this run?”

“It was probably thlrty grand when it was new. This one’s used and I
got a good price on it.” ,

Michael wondered where Frank Lamont could have gotten even half
that amount. Trying to remember what he’'d beén in prison for, he
could only recall it was some sort of armed robbery. A shopkeeper had
been hit-over the head with a pistol butt.

Back inside at the table with Maggie, he thought about it. “You
know, that’s three ex-cons I've seen in the last month with expensive
cars or boats. Where are they getting the money?”

Maggie shook her head. “You're just a traffic’ cop, Michael. You re

.-not Sherlock Holmes.” - '
“Well, there’s something.behind it. Maybe they're all part of a gang
-or somethmg — e L
“Oh, Mlchael'

 But Monday was his regular day off, and he spent it down at the

detective bureau talking to Sergeant Fenner about it. Fenner, a stocky
detective who -smoked cheap c1gars and looked like a fugitive from a
TV-cop show, was unimpressed. “Guys with names like Dresdon and
Cohen and Lamont, you think they're part of the Mafia? You got to be
kidding!”



“I didn’t say Mafia, Sergeant! I said organized crime. There’s some-
thing connectmg them, I'm sure of it. All'I want is to look through
.their case files.” .

Finally, more to humor- him than anything else, Fenner dug out
three thick folders from the storeroom and dumped them in O'Rourke’s
lap. “Here you are, kid. Go to it!”

Michael spent the next hour reading everything in the ﬁles Though
the crimes had occurred over a two-year period, there were remark-
able similarities about them. Each case had involved the armed robbery
of a small shop—a grocery store, a tailor shop, and a liquor
store. And in each case the bandit’s face had been covered or partly
_ covered, making identification difficult. The weapon had always been a
gun, a revolver in two cases and a Luger in the third. The gun had
never been fired, though the hquor-store owner had been hit over the
head with the Luger. .

But the most amazing coincidence was that the robber had: confessed
in each case.

Frank Lamont was being questioned about some betting slips found
in his car when he blurted out his involvement in the crime. Chris
Cohen had come down to headquarters with his lawyer to confess.
Dresdon had been questioned in the case and released, but latef con-
fessed. All three men had prior criminal records of a minor nature,
mostly involving gambling arrests. The judges had been lenient in sen-
tencing them, and all had served between two and three vears.

Now they.were out. And apparently well-off financially.

Sergeant Fenner came back into the office and hstened to what
Michael had found. “We get a lot of confessions all the time,’ ” he said.
“There’s nothmg wrong with confessmns they save the taxpayer the ex-
pense of a trial.” -

“The victims never identified any of them.”

“Well, they were wearing scarves or ski masks over their faces. They
" fit the descriptions in a general way.”

. - “Only because all three men are about the same average helght and
bmld Hell, I'd fit that description ini a general way too.’

“Do you think they’d be stupid enough to confess to somethmg they -
didn’t do?” '

O’Rourke thought about it. Maybe ‘

Sergeant Fenner shook his head. “You're honeless'



“Look, Sergeant, are there any more robbery cases like these?”

“Sure, hundreds every yéar in a city this size. And most of them are
unsolved. Thét s why we don’t turn our back on confessions.”

“I don’t care about the unsolved ones. I want to look at the ﬁles on
closed cases, all the armed-robbery cases for the past five years.’

“Wow, you really have flipped out..Go back to directing traffic, kid.”

“Come on; Sergeant. I'm giving up my day off for this.”

Fenner frowned. “You're obsessed if you ask me,” he said. But he
showed O’Rourke the file drawers in the storeroom where the closed
robbery cases were kept. :

Working quickly, Michael sorted the folders into stacks, setting aside
any involving the armed robbery of a storekeeper where the robber
had later confessed.

Over a five-year period, there were eight such cases. He ehmmated
three because they were the work of the same man—a burly gunman
who'd been arrested at the scene of one robbéry and confessed to the
others. A fourth case turned out to be a fake, with the store owner .
confessing he’d taken the money himself to collect the insurance.

But that still left him with four armed robberies almost exactly like
the three he’d already checked. A movie box office, a shoe store, and
two more small grocery-stores. In each the' bandit had been masked
and the gun was described as either a snub-nosed revolver or a Luger-
. type automatic.

The confessions likewise had come out of the blue The men were
petty criminals, generally without families or separated from their
wives. Two of them.were still in prison and one had moved to Florida
after his release. The fourth was a man named Max Clov15 and
O’Rourke decided to look him up.

Clovis-ran a. hi-fi store in-a suburban shopping-center He seemed to
be doing a brisk business when- O'Rourke arrived. “You want to talk to
me?” he asked. “What about?”

O’Rourke gave him a quick glimpse of hlS badge If the man thought
-he was a detective, so much the better. “About that robbery you
: pulled off-a-few years back.” ' o
" “Iserved my time for that. I'm straight now.”

“How long have you been out?”
Elghteen months.”



“How long have you had the store?”

‘Over a year.

“You opened it right after you got out?” -
Max Clovis shrugged nervously “Yeah, I guess $0, a few months
He shifted O'Rourke away from the customers. “Say, what's all this

about? I served my time and I'm clean now.” -

“T've found.seven- cases like yours in this city during the past five
years. A small armed robbery by a masked man, a confession, a couple
of years in jail, and then a sudden mﬂux of money. Where’'d you get
the backing for this shop, Max?” _

“I saved up for it. I'liad a little money from an uncle who died when
I was a kid.”

“If you had this much money why'd you bother robbing a shoe store
for thirty-six dollars?”

“Hell, 1 don’t know! It just happened.”

“What's the real story, Max?” : : -

“There isn’t any. Now get out of here and stop bothering me‘”

Michael O'Rourke went home to Maggie, feeling depressed.

“I know there’s some connection,” he insisted to her. “I've stumbled
onto something big.” .

She shook her head “Don’t let it become ‘an-obsession with you,
darlmg -

“Obsession!- That's what Sergeant Fenner said too. The trouble is,
the détective division is so happy to get a confession and close a case
they don’t bother checking into it very closely.” :

“Why should they?” she argued. “Who'd confess to somethmg they
didn’t-do? Unless they were crazy?”

“These guys sure aren’t crazy, w1th their cars and boats and hi-fi
shops

.“Then why would they'confess?”

“For money, maybe.”

“You mean they’d go to prison for two or three years for something
they didn’t do for money?” ~ ’

““I don’t know,” O’Rourke adniitted. “Maybe they would.”

He lay awake for a long time that night thinking about it.

For several days he didn’t mention.his obsession to Maggie, nor did
he bring it up again when he met Sergeant Fenner at headquarters.



But it was always in the back of his mind. Finally, toward the end of

~ May, he was just finishing his ‘downtown shxft when he spotted -Sam

Dresdon on the street.
O’Rourke fell into step be51de him, Hello Sam Hows the new car

1unn1ng?

“Huh? Oh, yeah, it’s fine. Youre O Bourke aren’t you? The trafﬁc
COp on the corner?” \

“That’s right. I remember when you went. up for that grocery store
robbery.” ) . .

“Yeah.” : ‘

“I saw you dr1v1ng the white Cadlllac one: day last month. Sharp—
1ookmg car, : :
T like it.”
“It must have cost you a bundle
Dresdon was growing nervous. -“Well, T'll see you around he said,
starting to turn at-the corner.
O’Rourke gripped his elbow. “How was prison, Sam? As bad as they
sayP
“It was O.K. Look, I've got to be going.” ' -
“I was surprised to hear you confessed to that grocery store jOb I
had you figured for bigger thmgs than” that -
“Yeah, well—" -
“To risk a prlson sentence for a few dollars’ —Mlchael kept a firm
grlp on the man’s-elbow—" and then to confess it.” :
“My lawyer advised me to.’
“Your lawyer? Who was that?” _ :
Sam turned a pained expression toward O’ Rourke ‘Look, I can’t talk
any more. Give me a break, huh?” =~ -
O’Rourke released him and watched him scurry away. He would

_have bet a thousand dollars that Sam- Dresdon never had the guts to
“hold up a grocery store in his life. :

So where did that leave him?

Back with his crazy obsession. -

Seven robberies over a period of five years “Seven confessmns Had
someone paid them'f‘ Someone they now feared?’

'The; following day Michael O’Rourke was summoned to headquar-

ters: Sergeant Fenner was' waiting for him in the detective bureau, puff-
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ing on -one of his- cheap cigars. “What are you trying to do, O’Rourke?
Sam Dresdon’s lawyer was on the phone this morning, complammg
that you've been harassmg his chent

“I only talked to him.”

“About that crazy idea of yoursP )

“Sergeant, I'm convmced those men were innocent—all seven of
them.”

“And they were paid to confess to a crime they didn’t commlt?

“Exactly.”

“Why?”

O’Rourke had worked that out too. There was a certain 51m11ar1ty to’
the crimes—the type of store, the general description of the bandit,
-the masked face, and the gun, which was always a revolver or a Luger.
If they'd all remained open on the books, sooner or later some smart
detective would have noticed the pattern.” .

“A smart detective like you, O’Rourke?”

“I'm just a traffic cop, Sergeant.” : _

“Remember that.” Fenner chewed on the cigar. “And no more of .
this business or I'll go to the chief about you.”

“Could I ask you one thing, Sergeant?” ) .

“What?” -

“Who was the lawyer who complained?” :
Krassey He’s in the Tower Bu1ldmg, with the firm of Pride and
'Rldgeway

“Krassey,” O’Rourke repeated. “Pride and Ridgeway. Sergeant,
could I have another look at those seven files?”

“No, you couldn’t. Go on, get out of here!”

There was no arguing with him. And yet, as O'Rourke walked across
the parking lot to his car, he had the feeling a lawyer named Krassey
had represented at least two or three of the confessed bandits. And the
firm of Pride and Ridgeway had been mentioned in the files too. He
couldn’t be certain without another look, but it was possible that every
one of those seven men had been represented by Krassey or some
other partner of the Pride and Ridgeway firm. :

They were worried about him now, so this was no time to stop. He
decided to pay a call on Mr. Krassey.

His shift ended at four that day and he had time to change into his



civilian clothes and reach the law office before it closed at-five. The
receptionist was uncertain. as to Krassey's availability, but when she
phoned the inner office the lawyer agreed to see him. O’Rourke
walked across the plush reception area into an office that seemed like
part of a movie set. The lawyer, Krassey, was a small man completely
* dwarfed by his surroundings.

“You're Officer Michael O Rourke? he- asked pullmg a yellow legal -
pad within reach. -

“That’s right, sir. As you know I've been interested in some of your
clients.” 4

The lawyer pursed his hps “Who besides Dresdon?”

“Chris Cohen, Frank Lamont, Max C10v1s Jim—"

“Those aren’t my clients.” -

“I believe this irm represented them,” O’Rourke said, takmg a chanr*e

“Seven in all, and all confessed to holdups over the past five vears.’

“Even if it’s true, what’s so strange about that? Pride and Ridgeway
is the leading law firm in the city. We probably represent’ the accused
in’ close to half the criminal cases that come to trial.”

“None of these came to trial,” O’Rourke pointed out.

The lawyer waved away the words. “There’s nothing unusual in our
_representing these men. What is unusual is for you to be making such
a fuss about it. Just what do you think happened, young man?” .
~ "1 think they were paid—and paid very well——to confess to those

crimes. The idea was to prevent a pattern of unsolved robberies that
would have the police looking for one man as the bandit.” o

“That’s an interesting, if highly 1mag1nat1ve theory. You should be a ﬁc-
tion writer rather than a police officer.” .

“Since the robberies netted very little cash and these men are being
paid a great deal of money, the person paying them has to be ex-
._tremely wealthy, the sort_ who might have_the_town’s largest law firm.
representing him. With all the criminal casesyou handle, ﬁndmg a fall
guy who needed the money would be easy.’ , -

Krassey . sighed and stood up. “I assume youre here on your own
time, Officer, since youre not in uniform and not attached to the de- .
tective bureau. I'd suggest you get out of here unless you want me to
report this to your superlors - : -
. “T'm going, don’t worry. I just wanted you to know. And you can go
ahead and report me. I don’t suppose I.can get the name of your client-

‘~ I o



out of you, but maybe they could.”

“Get out!”

O’Rourke left. It was not a good day for, reasonable conversation.

That evening he tried to tell Maggie about it, but she’ resisted.

“Michael, don’t you see how this business is preying on your mind? It’s
all you've talked about for weeks. Can’t you forget about it?” ‘

He tried to.

In the days that followed, he con51gned it to a dark corner of his
mind where it was safely out of sight. Fenner said nothing more to
him, so he assumed there’d been no more complaints filed against him.
Apparently Krassey had decided to let the matter die. i

It was exactly orie week after his meeting with Krassey that a car hit -
Michael O’Rourke as he was directing traffic.

He awakened in the emergency room at City Geéneral with Maggie
bending over him. Seeing the tears in her eyes he said, Stop crying, .
I'm still alive.”

“Michael, they phoned me—" ' 4 .

He was aware of a terrible headache but not much else. Maggie
faded from view and was replaced by a white-coated doctor ‘How are
you feeling, Officer?” -

“I could be better. What's the damage?'

“You're a lucky fellow. The car hit you and flipped you over on your
head, but its. wheels missed you. You've got some bad bruises and
probably a mild concussion, but that’s all. We want to keep you over-
night just to be sure, but you'll probably be home tomorrow.”

O’Rourke closed his eyes and rested. When he opened them again
his head felt ‘a/little better and Sergeant Fenner was, standing by the
bed. “You've got a hard head, kid. You'll be O.K.”

“Did you get the guy who hit me?”

“Oh, sure. He stopped rlght away—claimed he didn’t see you, but
he can tell that to the judge.”

“I sure never saw him. Who is he?” N ’ A

“Just a young fellow in his twenties. No criminal record or even a
traffic offense. He'll have a good lawyer in court, though. HlS dads
Ridgeway of Pride and Ridgeway.™

O’Rourke sat up. “What's the name of the man who h1t me?”



“I told-you, he’s Pudgeway s son’ —F enner consulted his notebook—
Steven ergeway e : o -

“It was deliberate, Sergeant He trled to klll me.’

“What?” - - R

“He’s the one who s been robbmg these places! His father is cover-
- ing up for him, hiring petty criminals to confess to the crimes and take
a couple of years in prison in return for a big payoff wher they get out.
I think it’s happened at least seven times in the past five years.

“Kid, you re off your rocker. Nobody would go to prison for someone
else’s crime.’

“They would if the pay was good enough. If it was something hke
fifty thousand dollars for two years of their time. Ridgeway is-a mil-
lionaire with income from family investments in addition to his law
firm. It would be worth that much to keep his son out of prison.”

“And you think the son keeps on robbing these places?”

“Damn right! He’s a psychopath. He probably robs for the thrill of it
and then tells Dad about it just to see him sweat. Maybe he’s trying to
break old Ridgeway by makmg him pay off all these people.”

“1 still don’t buy it.

“Not even after he hit me w1th his car? A week ago- I went up to
Pride and Rldgeway to see one of their senior partners

“Krassey.” s

“Right, the man who represented several of those confessed stickup
men. He obviously recruited them to keep Ridgeway’s name out of it.
I suppose he told Ridgeway or his son that I was snooping around and
the son decided to take matters into his own hands. The idea of killing
a police officer in broad daylight would be even more exciting than
robbmg a liquor store.”

“We could never prove it. His father s lawyers would laugh the D.A.
. :out of court.” ,

“But-don’t you see? This isn't Just a theory or an obsessmn any'
longer. It’s a fact that can 'be proved.”

“How?” _ 4

“By getting one of those seven convicts to talk.”

“If what you suspect is true, they’re probably being paid over a
period of years to insure their silence. Besides, they probably don’t
even know who bribed them, only that the money comes through
Krassey or some other partner in the firm.”
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O’Rourke 51ghed and restcd his head back on thé plllow ‘At lcast
you believe me now, don’t'you, Sergeant?”
“To tell you the truth, Michael, I don’t know what to beheve '
Maybe vou're onto something, but it would be hell to prove.”
“T’ll prove it if I have to tail Steven Ridgeway day and night!”
“How are you going to do that? Not on the city’s time!”
“T)} have swk leave coming for this so- ca]]ed acc;dent I'll do it on
my own time.’
Sergeant Fenner shook his head sadly. “You're Just getting vourse]f
_in deeper VVhy not forget about it?” .
“I can’t,” O’Rourke said. “Not after this.”

A few. days later, feeling well enough to be out alone, Michael had
his first look at the man who'd tried to kill him.

Steven Ridgeway lived in his parents” sprawling colonial home in the
city’s wealthiest suburb. He seemed to have no regular employment
and never left the house before early afternoon. Three afternoons a
week he took a ‘course in economics at ‘a nearby community college,
where he was several years older than the majority of the students. As
near as O'Rourke could tell, he had no girl friends, though he would
occasionally chat with some young women after class. -

After a full week of following him, O'Rourke was no closer to know-
ing Steven Ridgeway than that. He seemed average in every respect.
His height and build were average, his-looks would not provoke a sec-
ond glance, and he had no unusual habits. He drove a moderately
priced Buick that still had a slightly dented fender from its recent “ac-
~ cident.”

Their only conversation came on the third day of Michael’s surveil-
lance when Ridgeway confronted him out51de a bar where he had
. stopped for a drink. i '

“You'ré Officer O'Rourke, aren’t youP

“That's right.”

“Are you following me?”

“I ﬁgure it’s better to be behlnd you than in front of you, especxally
when you're driving.”

Something flickered in Ridgeway’s eyes. “Y'eah,‘ well, I’m sorry about .-
. that accident. Glad you weren’t hurt.” :
He turned and walked away.



It was during the second week that the lawyer, Krassey, phoned
O’Rourke at home and made an appointment to see him that evening.
-Maggie had gone to visit her mother .and O’Rourke was - alone- when -
Krassey arrived a bit after eight. :
“It’s good to see you up and around, Officer.”
“No thanks to Ridgeway’s son.”
-Krassey sat down and opened his briefcase. “T'll. come right to the
point. You haven’t pressed any damage claim as yet, but Mr.. Ridgeway
- has asked me to act in his son’s behalf. If you will sign away any and all
future claims we are prepared. to oﬂ"er -you fifty thousand dollars in
cash.”
O'Rourke accepted the document that Krassey passed him and
studied it. Finally he asked, ° Is this how much the others got?”
“Others?” -
“Lamont -and Max Clovis and the others who went to prison. You
think it's fair that I should receive as much as they did?” '
“I won't discuss it any further Officer O’ Rourke Are you declining
our offer?”
“It’s a bribe.” . -
' “No, it's an out-of-court settlement for your accident.” He held out a
- pen for O'Rourke to sign the paper.
“No way. Go peddle your bribes somewhere else. Tell Rldgeway to
save the money for the next time his son knocks over a grocery store.”
“You're a very unreasonable man, Officer O*Rourkeé.” '
Michael leaned forward. “Let me tell you something, Krassey. I
haven’t been a cop very long. I'm not any older than Steven Ridge-
way. But I'm not going to rest until I see him behind bars.”
Krassey returned the. document to his briefcase and zipped it shut.
“Then I have no more to say.”
O'Rourke saw the lawyer out of the house, then he went mto the
kitchen and poured himself a stiff drink. LT ST
When Maggie came home he told her what had happened ‘vlaybe
you should have taken the money,” she sald
“Do you really think that?”
~ She bent over and kissed him. “No, .of course not. It’s JllSt that W1th
\. the house payments and everythmg——
“Maggie, this man is dangerous. He tried to kill me, and.sooner or
later he'll succeed in killing someone. He’s got to be put away no mat-
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ter how many men his father is willing to bribe.”

“Are you certain you e right, Michael? Isn’t there still a chance you
could be wrong?”

“One chance in a hundred maybe.”

“If there’s even the shghtest doubt in your mmd shouldn’t he be
glven the benefit of it?” :

“You want me tq leave him alone?”

She shook her head; not knowing what to say. “I want it to be like it
was with us,” she said, “before this obsession of yours began.”

The next day he was out again, following Steven Ridgeway. Only one
more week remained before he’d be back on duty, and time was grow-
ing short. Ridgeway knew he was being followed, of course, but if
O’Rourke had read him right that wouldn’t matter.- Since money wasn’t
his motive, there could only be two reasons for his repeated armed
robberies—either they were simply thrill crimes or they were done in
the hope of apprehension, in the hope of somehow punishing his
father. Whichever the motive, Ridgeway might feel all the more 1mpelled
to act with a policeman on his tail.

And so O’Rourke continued to follow him.

When Ridgeway entered a drug store one night on his way home.
from class, O'Rourke entered too and stood near the door with his
hand on the service revolver beneath his jacket. '

Nothing happened. Ridgeway bought a pack of cigarettes and left

‘without a glance in O'Rourke’s direction.

Two nights before he was to report back to duty, O'Rourke followed
Ridgeway into a discount liquor store in a large suburban shopping
center. It was just a few minutes before nine o’clock closing and -
Ridgeway had.entered suddenly after making a phone call from a booth
in front of the store.

O’Rourke watched him as he picked up a fifth of Scotch and moved
toward the: cashier. His hand went inside the raincoat he was wearing ,
and O’Rourke’s hand reached into his own jacket for the gun.

“Hold it, Mister,” a voice said over his shoulder. He turned and
stared at two police officers who'd come in behind him. -

Before he could speak, one grabbed his arms while the other
reached into his jacket for the gun. “Wait a minute!” he  protested.
“Don’t you know me? I'm Michael O'Rourke of the traffic squad!”



“We got a réport of a man with a gun.”
“Check my wallet for my ID!”

One of the men dld and the other nodded. Yeah T've seen you
around. Are you the guy who got hit- by the car?”
“That's me. Now give me back my revolver

What are you doing here?”
" Michael remembered Steven Rxdgeway and. turned, scanning

the store for him. “Damn! He’s gone‘ Who called about me?”

“The dispatcher took it at headquarters We were right across the

_street when wegot it on our radio.”

Michael remembered Ridgeway’s phone call from the booth out in
front. Ridgeway had wantéd to give him the slip, and that could-only
mean one thing. “Come on!” he yelled, not waiting for his revolver.

He ran along the line of shops. Many of them were already closed
and-he had-no way of knowing in"which direction Ridgeway had gone,

He only knew it was now: He was certain it was now.

He was almost to the end of the shopping center when he saw the
lights of the bowling alley and remembered that was where Ridgeway
had parked his car with its dented fender, When O’Rourke came closer
and saw the license plates were carefully smeared with mud he knew
he was right. - - .

He’d been right all along.

He burst through the door of the bowling alley and saw the familiar
raincoated figure, saw the head turn toward him, saw the garishly knitted
ski mask that obscured the features. And then he saw the Luger
come up fast, spitting fire.

He felt the bullet Simash into his left shoulder spmnmg him back
through the doors.

“Then suddenly Sergeant Fenner was there with the two pohcemen
hrmg back.. It was over in seconds. . _.- . _

Michael pressed a handkerchief agarnst hlS shoulder and trled to
block the flow of blood. Sitting on the floor in the. doorway, he

" watched Fenner pull the ski mask from Steven Ridgeway’s dead face.

“This time his father’s money won't be any help,” Fenner said.
“How'd you get here so quick?” O'Rourke asked. o
Sergeant Fenner bent to help him with the wound. “I've been fol-

lowing you, kid. The damn case got to be an obsession with me too.”



Moving furniture around purged Jennie . . .

“Wlll you,” said Garth, spitfing the words out between his teeth,
“will you, Jennie, consider the possibility of once—_]ust once—leaving
" the furniture alone?”
- “Garth, darling, I'm so sorry you scraped your shln, 1=
“Scraped my shin! I practically decapitated my leg! And you did it
bn purpose.
“I didn’t do it on purpose, Garth. The traffic flow is better with the



coffee table shifted like that. It isn’t my fault you didn_’t bother to turn
the light on beforé you walked through the room.”

“This is’ an obstacle course youre running, maybe? In my own
home, without a lamp and a map, I'm an open risk for injury.”

“Garth, -1 said-1 was sorry. Let me see your leg. Look, the skin®
-isn’t even torn. Anyhow, there’s no such thmg as a decapltated leg. You
could amputate a leg, but—" :

“Jennie, shut up. :

She closed her mouth, endmg the ﬂow of words starting a flow of
tears. But she. didn’t dllow Garth to see them. She got unsteadily to
her feet and wént into the kitchen to warm up his late dinner. They
never conversed any more, although she tried, she tried hard.. She
couldn’t understand what had turned Garth against her, unless it was
‘the twins.

He hadn’t wanted a child to start with and he had regarded two at a
time as the height of unfairess. That they were both screaming
scrawny things with every conceivable kind of body rash Garth re-_
garded as the ultimate insylt.

Jennie had laughed when he accused her of burnmg the lasagne on '
purpose (she had taken one of the twins to the doctor for an earache
and forgotten the oven was on) or when he accused her of leaving a.
dirty diaper in the toilet on purpose (she personally thought one out of
three dozen a day for seventeen ‘months was an excellent record), but

“she drew the line when he told her she had had twins on purpose. But
when she started to remind him that it took two to tango, he had said,
“Jennie, shut up,” and that was when he began working late. Every
night. All week. So that when the twins finally went to bed and she
had a moment’s rest, she had no adult company to share the silence
with, : v

__ That was when she turned to furmture arranging. - ~

Jennie would have been hard pressed to define the satlsfactlon it gave
her to redarrange a room. One morning she would decide that the room -
would look much more welcoming if the couch faced the south-window
wall instead of the fireplace, and if she switched the two bookcases and
had them flanking the piano instead of standing opposite like sentinels,
and if she moved the ojl painting to the bedroom and hung the em-
broidery in its place. -

As for the exertion 1nvolved in moving the fumlture by applymg
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proper body-dynamics principles she was neither tired nor strained,

but rather strangely purged. When she vacuumed the newly exposed .
bits of carpet and dusted the-reoriented surfaces of furmture she felt

clean and soothed.

Garth hated it. It was the only relaxation she had—besuies her view
‘ (oh how she cherished her view)—the only mdulgence she allowed her-
self, and Garth fought it every step of the way. “You do it on purpose
to infuriate me!” he would shout. -

“But I don’t. Truly 1 don’t. The room looks better this way, Garth.
Come sit with me on the loveseat, darling.”

“Loveseats are for lovers. I suppose we don’t have any cold beer
either, do we?”

“Where have you been?” stormed Garth. “I got home at five-thirty,
the way youre always begging me to, and what do I find? The house
an incredible mess, furniture all over the place, front door wide open,
and. nobody home.” :

“I'm sorry, Garth,” said Jennie. She struggled with the twins. Garth
did not help her. ’ :
 “What happened to Kate?” he demanded.

“Oh, Garth, it was so awful.-I was moving furniture and you know
how T usually have the little bench up against the wall with the pillows
stacked on it, and you know how Kate and Alec like to hurl themselves
at the pillows, the way you hurl yourself on the reclmer—they love
copymg you, you know—and—"

“Will you get to the point? My daughter has stitches on her chin and
you’babble on about furniture arrangeménts!”

“That is the point, Garth,” she said. She was almost weeping, trying
to get the children in their highchairs, trying to think of something to
feed them quickly, before Kate began crying again. “It was all my
fault, Garth. I moved the bench and when Kate decided to play Daddy
and hurl herself at the pillows there was no wall there and she vaulted
right through the pillows and went chin first into the corner of the
stereo cabinet. It was awful!l”

Jennie gave up trying to think of anything involved and hot and nu-
tritious, and filled two:bowls with cornflakes. “There was blood ev-
_ erywhere; she was cut right down to the bone. It hurt her so much and
it was all my fault. And at the doctor’s they have this dreadful board



with canvas wrapping, and they strapped her down in it so she
wouldn’t wiggle, and they put in four stitches without even giving her
a painkiller first.” She poured milk on the cereal and found some
applesauce to dollop into two more bowls. Alec promptly overturned
his and it splattered on his father’s foot. :
Garth' jerked his shoe back too late and stared at the applesauoe
. .dripping off his black shoelaces. “I swear to God, Jennie, you do this
sort of thing on purpose.” - . ‘ ’
She was too drained to answer him. ' :
 He jerked open the refrigerator door. “There’s no cold beer, Jennie.
This is the second time this week.- Why do you think T work so hard
anywayP Just to support you in luxury? It’s really getting to me, Jen-
nie, it really is.” S
“But, Garth—".she began.
“You and your ‘But, Garths.” You do it on purpose to wreck my day
I'm going out for dinner.”

There were only four rooms in the apartment, but they were huge
and Jennie didn’t really want any more space to keep clean. The
kitchen was a narrow orange-and-white alley with room for two high -
chairs in the corner designed for a dinette. Off the kitchen was the
L-shaped living room, with the tip of the L an entry, the angle the
dining area, and the longer length a pleasant sunny rectangle that
. looked down over the city. . .
The building was at thé very edge of a precipitous hill, which wor-
ried her whenever she took the twins outdoors, but luckily they were
content for now to stay in the fenced playground. The view through
the floor-to-ceiling window was her heart’s delight and when the twins
napped she fixed herself a formal tea tray, using the tiny, squared,
china-tea -service that her mother bought. when the Queen_Mary’s ap-
pointments were sold. She would sit staring out the window at- the
- busy railroad tracks and the harbor full of pleasure boats, the smoke
_ billowing out of the power plant that somehow evaded pollution stan-
dards, the children playing on the blacktop of the elementary school

She loved it. She knew it intimately.

Now, with Garth gone and the twins in bed, she inspected the living
room and again felt the need to change -things. She dusted and trans-
ferred an ashtray. She exchanged. an arrangement of dried ﬂowers for a



I

stack of magazines. But it wasn’t enough. It didn’t satisfy her.

She stared out at the beautiful view. Garth wanted to move. He was
sick of cheaply built high rises, he said. There were garden-style con-
dominiums in Stamford he wanted to live in. Where she would have
sliding glass doors that looked out on a scrap of grass that faced their
neighbor’s scrap of grass and sliding glass doors. Jennie didn’t think she
could bear it. All right, said Garth, there were those condomlmums in
Greenwich. Where she could stare at an intersection-of the Post Road
- and listen to the Connecticut Thruway.

“You're ‘dragging your feet on purpose,” said Garth when she ob-

jected. “I swear to God, Jennie, you calculate everything to upset me.”

She drank her-tea. It had gotten cold. Below her a train exchanged
passengers. Seagulls swirled through the power-plant smoke and a
police car pulled up in front of an old tenement at the foot of her pre-
cipice. :
. She decided to switch shelf decorations. On the narrow shelf over
the sofa she put the big handsome old clock Garth had bought at auc-
tion last fall. The pewter plate and dish that had been there she wrap-
pedin tissue to store. When she got them ‘out again in a few months
they would seem delightfully fresh to her.

The balance’ of ‘the room seemed off balance, so she: moved the.
couch a few feet, backed the recliner up a little, and adjusted the cof-
fee table There. It was much better. ‘

It was inevitable that Garth should comé home late, in the dark, try
to ﬂmg himself in the recliner, and crash instead into the shelf.
“Jennie!” he bellowed. * =
. She stumbled out of bed, the crash resoundlng in her sleep drugged
- ears. }
“Oh, Garth,” she said tearfully, “the clock is ruined.’f (
'He turned on the lights. The clock lay in pieces on the floor. Glass
was everywhere. The thin bar of the pendulum had snapped off and
- one of the weights had chipped the edge of the coffee table. Garth lo-
cated the reclinér, hurled himself into it with his usual force, and yelled
with rage when it slammed against the wall. “Jennie, you put it too
close to the wall again. How many times do- I have to beg you to'leave
the furniture alone. The clock is broken and you did it on purpose!”
“Rirt Carth T didn’t tralv T didv’t! T'm <orrv!’”



For weeks she didn’t move any furniture. Alec and Kate entered a -
climbing stage, had a bout of diarrhea, and outgrew their shoes as soon
as she bought them. :

- They were too grubby for Garth to tolerate “Call me. up when
they're five or six,” he said,” “then I'll be willing to associate with
them.” He never came home before nine or ten at night and always
left before they were awake. Jennie's days merged into an endless
series of diapers and runny noses.
_ Her only solace was her bank of high, wide windows. She stared into
Norwalk Harbor, chérishing it, telling herself the twins would’ grow
into pleasant little people before she knew it, Garth would grow out of
his foul moods and everything would be fine once more. ‘

“I've put a binder on that condominium,” said Carth. “No more rent
checks. No more money down the drain.” ' '

]enme stared at him. “Which one?”

“The one in Creenw1ch I got a ground floor unit cheap. No one
wants the view.” He hurled hlmself into his recliner and sloshed some
beer around in his mouth.

“What's the view?” she said. . .

“Parking lot,” Garth said. He closed his eyes and grmned and slept
with the beer can still in his fist. ‘

When the sun came up-the next morning Jennie went to her win-
dows. Shafts of light glistened on' the deep black-blue waters of Long
Island Sound. An early commuter train was filling up. Tiny threads of

cloud decorated a pale-blue sky.
© Garth had already left. The twins were not up. : .

Absently she picked up his beer can and put it in the wastebasket A
-view of a parking lot.-Shefound-herself wanting to smash-something of

Garth’s, or even Garth himself, and was appalled at the violence of her
emotions. Her hands were trembling. She grasped a mug of coffee to
still them but it didn’t help. '

She found herself vacuuming then, shifting furniture, moving books,
changing wall hangings. The anger dissipated. She felt cleansed, as al-
ways, by the newness of the room. She got out the Windex and:
sprayed the fingerprints between her and her view of Norwalk Harbor.
She was done before the twins woke up.



Garth came home early for a change, shouting as soon as he came in
. the door, “T got the mortgage. We're ready to roll.. You can start pack-
ing tomorrow: Move all the furniture you want. For once I don’t care.”

She stood numbly in the kitchen, poised in front of the opened re-
frigerator, reaching for his cold beer. He had arranged a move and not
even ‘asked her. Her only pleasure was her view and he was takmg it
" away. Not even caring. Doing it on purpose. - . .

She leaned against the slick whiteness of the appliance and wept, In -
their highchairs' the twins banged their spoons and sent a shower of
‘peas across the linoleum.
- She started to carry the.beer in to Garth and was Just in time to see
him hurl-himself into the recliner. But she had put it too close to the
windows. The velocity of his heavy body sent the chair through the
glass and together Garth and hi¢ recliner hurtled down the precipice to
- the driveway of the tenement far below.

Jennie walked uncertainly over to the jagged opening of the window. -
“Already Norwalk Harbor was reacting. People had seen and were col-
. lecting. A train emptying six o’clock commuters seemed to pause
longer than usual. ~

We won’t move to the condominium after all, she thought How
clever of me. And I didn’t even do it on purpose.

She put the beer back in the refrigerator, cleaned some potato from
Kate’s ear, filled the kettle with water for her tea, and dialed. for an
ambulance.

The December issue of Alfred Hitchcock’s
Mystery Magazine will be on sale Nov. 16.
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You may find it hard to believe, but the life of a plainclothes. detective
isn’t all damsels in distress, hundred-mile-an-hour autoniobile chases,
and lollipops. Mostly it's a kind of low-class Cinderella story, with
someone like me, Mike Temple ploddmg from door to door to find out.
who the shoe—or, in my case, the handcuff—fits. :

Today, for instance, I'd spent most of my time trying to learn. who
had found it expedient, the day before yesterday, to strangle a woman



named Lizzie Kvasnic in her Dexter Avenue fourplex. The most likely
candidate, an itchy, red-faced gentleman friend named Gregory Mat-
lock, who could have made things easy by confessing, declined to do so
on the not unreasénable grounds that at the crucial time he had. been:
in a business meeting miles away. Even more irritating, he had wit-
nesses to back his alibi.

It appeared I was in for some lengthy sessions of “routine investiga-

. tion” in the days. ahead, and in the words of the P. G. Wodehouse
character, “if not actually disgruntled, I was far from being gruntled \
when I stopped at the Koz-E-Nite Motels cocktail lounge on the way
home to my bachelor pad.

The lounge hasn't a great deal to recommend it. Its decor is Relent-
less Nostalgia, with chandeliers resembling gaslights, a lot of stained-
glass windows and other Victorian gimcrackery hanging on the walls,
along with gold-framed photographs of John L. Sullivan in a belligerent
pose and a chorus girl from The Black Crook in a coy one, and replicas
of brass spittoons now servmg as pretzel and popcorn containers.

However, one of its more modern touches is a bartender named
Jerry, whom 1 used to know back in high school and who has the abil-
ity to sense when I feel like talking, whereupon we gab a good deal
about Ye Olden Days—and when I don’t feel like talking, whereupon
he switches "off the vocal cords and polishes glassware with a fierce
concentration.

Tonight he saw me coming and had my regular on the bar even be-
fore I pulled up a stool next to a smallish gent with a toothbrush mous-
tache: who was drinking somethmg pink, like a frappéed flamingo, as
was the man next to him. To each his own, I thought, as long as I can
drink my amber thing in peace. - ) _

And peace it was, up to a point: I was on my second amber thing
«and sufficiently unwound to banter with Jerry when somebody ‘at the
end of the bar knocked over a bottle and a glass with a crash. There
was a moment or two of frantic activity as people moved glassware and
pretzels and laps away from a flood tide of beer, then all settled down
once more as Jerry applied mopping-up operations.

“Carelessness!” murmured the smallish gent at my right, his tooth-
brush moustache quivering in disapproval. I examined him more care-
. fully. Spare-framed, mid-fifties, hair thinning on top, eyes of quite a -
startling blue peering from behind steel-rimmed specs, he looked like



the sort. who would have got: gold stars for penmanship exercises back
in grade school.

“There’s much too much carelessness these. days' he amphﬁed "
‘only people would be more. careful,” he added, driving the point

home, “there wouldn’t be.all this carelessness. And this is a particu-

larly careless town in my opinion!”
.Stung by this gross calumny directed at the town of my birth, T

asked him to explain, and this led to a brief exchange of personal data’.

that revealed him as one Eustace L. Comfort of Kansas City.

“I'm a public-opinion sampler for the TransAmerlca and Creater
Kansas .City Research Company,™ he said. “I'm here this week doing .
- some benchmark 1nterv1ews for a very highly regarded detergent manu-
‘facturer whose name,” he added sotto -woce with a glance over his
* shoulder, “you would recognize immediately were I at liberty to men-
tion it. But I'm not. At lxberty To mention it.”

" T understand,” I said. “But what does thls have to do with carcless~
ness?”
“Aht” Someone had evidently popped for another round, for Eustace

lifted another pink thing and sipped before replying. ‘ “Twice in the past -

two days I've come that close-to havmg a Very Serious Accident—very
“serious, indeed-—due to someone’s carelessness. A couple of days ago,
after finishing my afternoon’s interviews, I was strolling around your

downtown area and stopped to watch them working on’that construc- -

tion project—you know the one?” :

I nodded. There’s only one construction project going on downtown,
‘and at the moment it's mostly a big hole in the ground with power
shovels scooping out a foundation and six- by -six trucks rolling in and-
out with loads of dirt. ‘

“And,” Eustace continued, “just as one of those big trucks was com-

ing-up -the ramp, Lfound myself flat_on. the ground directly in_its __

path‘” o

“You slipped?” :

“I did not slip! Someone in the crowd Jostled me, and 1 trxpped over
part of the curbing. Some fool woman screamed and someone else had
* the presence of mind to grab my coat collar and haul me out of the
way or I would be ‘a mere statistic by now. A pretty flat statistic,” he
concluded with a shudder, taking another restorative swig. “The truck

driver was terribly upset._So was the foreman. They kept asking if T -

-



‘

was all right and shouldn’t I go to the hospital for. X-rays and all that,

and they wrote down names and addresses of witnesses, even though.1
told them I was uninjured and had no {ntention of making an issue of
the matter.” . :

“Well,” 1 said, “T'm sure that wasall pretty nerve-wracking, but it
doesn’t seem to suggest an epidemic of carelessness.” .

“Ah!” said Eustace again. “But then there was yesterday! I got back
early, around three o'clock, to start collating some of my data. Soon I
was completely engrossed, seatéd at the desk in my room, so I have no
idea how long I'd been at it, when all-at once there was the sound of
breaking glass and somethmg struck the wall a few feet over my head.
It was a stray bullet.” )

“A bullet? You're sure? L

“T wasn’t at the time;” Eustace admitted. “I called the desk at once
to complain and the manager came up and looked. Then he got all ex-
cited and called the police and they came and looked. They said it was
a bullet, and were rather upset with me because I had meanwhile slid
the window closed—it’s one of those floor-length sliding affairs—so
they couldn’t tell whether the bullet came from somewhere across the
courtyard or from one of, those high-rise apartments up the block.
Eventually they decided that someone must have been fooling around
with a rifle and it went off. Carelessness, you see!”

I was about to make some pertinent comment when the man next to
Eustace, who up to now had taken no part in the conversation but ap-
peared to be devoting himself conscientiously to the business of getting
smashed, suddenly uttered a loud moan, clutched at his stomach, and
toppled to the floor. : )

There was a moment of frozen silence followed by instant pan-

“demonium. People leaped in all directions. Most leaped backwards and

Jerry leaped over the bar. I leaped to the man’s aid, with pages from
the First-Aid Manual for Heart Attacks. flipping through my mind,
and pushed aside some well-intentioned soul who was evidently feeling

for a pulse, though how he expected to detect one with his gloves on I

couldn’t imagine. . -
“]eez!” muttered Jerry. “I didn’t think he had that much to drink!”
“He hasn’t.” I.couldn’t take the time to look up from what I was do-

“ing. “Better call an ambulance, Jerry, but I dont think it'll do any’

good. I think this guy’s dead!”



Eustace was back in  the Koz-E-Nite Lounge the following
evening—this time seated alone in a booth—when I dropped in. He
hailed me like a long-lost brother. ' -

“Good evening, Mr. Temple. Won't you Jom me?
“Hi, Eustace. I don’t mind if I do.” :

“The waitress took my order and another for Eustace. He gave me‘an ™ -

appralsmg look.

“You don’t look like a policeman,” he remarked. Most people say
this in an accusatory way, I've noticed, and I.credited Eustace with
two points for merely stating it as a fact. : ‘

“One of the impressions a plainclothesman tries to convey,” I.re-
plied, “is that he’s not a pohceman The more 1 resemble a piece of
scenery the better, in most cases.

“You don’t talk like a pohceman either.”

“I know,” T sighed. “My captain says the same thing. He clalms I
sound like a graduate student in English Lit and that I'm giving the
stereotype a bad name. I keep trying to talk out of the side of my
mouth through a cigar, but it’s a strain. How did your interviews go on-
Prentice Street today?”

He blinked. “How did you know I was on Prentice Street?”"

“You see? You didn’t notice me, did you? Elementary, my dear
Eustace. I was following up a lead on a murder case. 'm on—maybe
you saw something about it in the paper?”

Eustace shook his head. * ‘Tm afraid I rarely bother with local papers
when I'm awdy from home. There’s too much nonessentlal informa-
tion.” ' _

“Oh,” 1 said. “Well, I saw you coming out of one of the apartment

“buildings along there. Are you still surveying for that detergent?”
~ The little man nodded. “I'll have another half day at most, then it’s
- back to Kansas.City.” = _. :

““No more of those ‘accidents’ today, I hope?"

He said not, and rapped on the tabletop for- luck—a futile gesture,
since it was made entirely of plastic disguised ‘as walnut. “Which re-
minds me. What happened. to that unfortunate gentleman who had the
heart attack here last night?” .

“D.0.A.,” I said. I toyed with a swizzle Sthk then. added “And it
wasn't a heart attack.” _ )

“It wasn't?” - . - .



. “The medical examiner says he was poisoned.” : _
Eustace’s eyes widened behind. his spectacles. “My word! Did he
take it himself, do you think?” )

“No telling. We're trying to check it out. Unfortunately, he was one -
of these loners it’s hard to get a line en. He wasn’t registered here at
the motel and apparently just wandered into the lounge by chance.”

There was a brief pause, then ‘Eustace s1ghed You must lead an
excntmg kind of life.”

“Damsels in distress, car chases and lolhpops said lightly. Then,
‘noting his puzzled look, I added in a more serious tone, “Actually, it’s
pretty much routine, much like any other job. I wouldn’t be surprised
if you had some “rather out-of-the-ordinary experiences in your own line
sometimes.’ ..

“Once in a while.” Eustace’s eyes twinkled. “You're always getting -
unexpected answers to interview questions, for one thing. Like the
man who told me he switched brands of coffee when they changed the
shape of the can for his old brand. It seems they no longer were as
good for soaking paint brushes. And one time I was doing a television
survey, I got to this one house and found the only viewer was a beagle
named Sidney. He was watching a Public Broadcasting film on tree farm-
ing. As it happenéd, I didn’t have any box to check for beagles, so the
call was a waste of time. :

“But I've never had anythmg that quite matched the interview a
friend of mine named Bert had once with a young lady who spent the
whole session in a yoga headstand without wearing a stitch” of clothing.
Bert retired shortly afterward,” Eustace said somewhat wistfully. “He
claimed he-had no further worlds to conquer.”

“Don’t people object to answering a lot of questions? They usually
do in my line.”

“No. In fact, lots of times my b1g problem is turmng them off. It's
really astonishing what people will tell you once they get started. And
how anxious they are to get started sometimes. The other day I rang a
doorbell -and found there was some kind of domestic quarre] going on,
but this woman answered the door. anyway and got through four or five
questions before her.husband yanked her away, literally, and slammed
the door.”

“You should’ve got him started too Maybe theyd both have forgot-
ten what they were fighting about.”



“I didn’t really see him at all,” Eustace said. “Just a hand reaching
around the door.’ And not-even a hand, come to think of it, because he -
was\wearmg some kind of glove.” : _ o

“What did you do then?®

He shrugged. “I tried the other three apartments but no one was at .
home' in any of them, so I went on to the next building and struck out
there too. By that time I figured the aftéerncon was pretty well shot, so -

I just rambled around your downtown for. a whlle That was when I
had that run-in with the truck.” : :

I found myself growing irterested in Eustace’s research techniques,
never having given much thought to how these surveys operated, so
.we ended up having dinner and regaling each other with tales of our
respective occupational hazards. .

After dinner we adjourned to his new room—the motel management
- had insisted ‘on moving him out of the other while that broken window
was being replaced—and he showed how his interview schedules were

" made up, how the answers were correlated, why the questions were
_framed the way ‘they were; with significant questions tucked away
among some of no importance, how they were “weighted” to help can-
-cel out possible bias, and so on. (I even learped the. name of his
:detergent-manufacturer client, but wild horses will never drag it out of
me.)

Then I took him for a tour of Headquarters, and although it doesn’t’

- quite rank with Scotland Yard’s famous Black Museum he seemed to
find it impressive. We parted around midnight amid a couple of night-
“caps and many- protestations of mutual esteem, and I.didn’t think about
Eustace again until almost three o’clock in the morning, - ’

That was when there was a soft click at the motel-room door and a.
tall shadowy figure came tiptoeing into the room, carrying a knife

— -about_a yard_long, which hé proceeded to insert several times with
great vigor and determination into the recumbent figure in the bed.

He ‘was still flailing away when I emerged from the bathroom,
flicked on the lights, and. said, “That’s enough, Mr. Matlock. You're
under arrest for the murder of Lizzie Kvasnic, and 1f you, 1l kindly drop
the knife I'll read this statement of your rights.” :

Mr. Cregory Matlock fainted dead away. :

" He was, of course, the gentleman friend of Lizzie, whose alibi had
been so agreeably upheld by his business associates. I suspected that

-



- once I could prove he’d been placed at the murder scene by another
-witness, they’d discover they were mistaken about the exact time. And
in any case, Mr. Matlock was so unnerved when he came to that he

would have confessed to having engingered the dlsappearance of the

Marie Celeste, let alone a couple of murders.
“How—?" he gargled, as we rode down to the station.

“I guess maybe you tried too hard, Mr. Matlock,” I said. “One near -

miss to Eustace Comfort might have been brushed off, two made an
odd coincidence; but a third—striking down a man sitting right next to
him’ at a bar and who happened to be drinking the same corcoction—
well, that was a little too much to swallow, if youll pardon the expres-
sion.

“It started me thinking how easily one . could create a diversion by »

knocking over a bottle and glass, and how naturally he might then
order a make-up round for everyone. And slip a little something into

the one he thought was Mr. .Comfort’s. I couldn’t help wondering if .

someone weren't trying to get rid of Eustace, only I couldn’t think
why, seeing that he was a stranger in town and due to leave shortly. So
I decided to tail him the next day and, lo and behold, there you were,
taJlmg him too!

“But it wasn’t until Eustace dropped the information about the quar-
reling couple and the man wearing ‘some kind of glove’ that I under-
-stood why. Because you told me at our first interview that you always
wore gloves to hide and protect a severe case of psoriasis. And you
wanted Eustace shut up before he remembered the odd circumstance
of someone wearmg gloves while presumably at home indulging in a
fight with his ‘wife’.”

Matlock nodded. “I couldn’t understand why he wasn’t already l

knocking at your door as soon as he read the papers.”
“You couldn’t know that Eustace never bothers with the local papers
when he’s traveling, so he knew nothing at all about the murder. Liz-

zie Kvasnic was just another name in his report, which I was: delighted

to see when I got him to show it to me this evening. Then I knew why
he was a marked man. And just in case you might try once more be-

fore he left town, I'd suggested earlier to the motel manager that he |

find another room for Eustace on some pretext so I could wait in his. I
thought it prudent to leave a few pillows in the bed.”
“So I noticed,” said Gregory Matlock sourlv.



What with my hyperactive early morning and the need to catch up
on some sleep, it-was early afternoon when I stopped at the Koz-E-
Nite’s coffee shop for a sandwich and cup of coffee, and that was where
Eustace found me and chirped a genial hello. )

“I see you made the papers!” he said, sitting down opposite. “I told
you' I never look at local papers as a rule, but when I see a friend’s
photograph on the front page I can’t help making an exceptlon You've
apparently solved that murder case you were working on. )
- “Two murder cases, as a matter of fact,” I corrected:him. “A man

knocked off his- girl friend, then accxdentally killed a perfect stranger
while trying to silence a key witness.’ _

Eustace gave me a quizzical look. “My, my‘ And you told me what -
.an uneventful sort of career you led as a plamclothes detective, Well,”
he continued, signaling for a cup of coffee, “I've just about finished
here. A-few more interviews this afternoon and I'll be off on- the 4:35 -
plane. And-all I can say is I'm glad my job doesn’t get me 1nvolved in
murders and things.” '

: / .
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My job was to sell postcard reproductions of the gallery’s masterpieces
to the visitors. Andrew’s job was to take their coats and umbrellas and
store them in the checkroom. From where I did- my job, I could see
him doing his job.

I was brand new, a.student employed for the summer, and it took a
few weeks for me to identify the rip-off that Andrew was working. The
first time I saw it, I thought he was being an honest man. A gaggle of



customers had just left my .counter and I was free to notice the action
across the annex where his operations were located. Andrew had raised -
his hinged shelf and was darting into the foyer: - .
“Sir! Wait! This must have dropped out of your pocket.” He hahded
a leather key case to the-astonished patron.
“Good Lord, all my keys! I'd have been in trouble w1thout them.”
“I'm glad I caught you then.” :
The visitor reached into the pocket of his cashmere jacket and took
out a bill. “Here.” : : )
Andrew made a brief pass at the sign that said NO"TIPPING. “We
aren 't really allowed—" he began.
“Nonsense. Honesty must be rewarded the man said, and Andrew
humbly accepted the bill, which looked to me like a five.

Our shifts did not always coincide, but three days later I saw a simi-
lar episode. This time it was a well-dressed lady who claimed an over-
loaded wicker satchel from the checkroom. As she moved to the door- -
» way, Andrew rushed from his lair carrying a ghttermg c1garette lighter.

Madam this must have fallen from your basket!”

Oh my, thank you ever so much.”

“Not at all. I'm glad I saw it in time.’

“My husband gave me this. I couldn’t go home without it.’

I'hen I'm doubly pleased I was able to render such a valuable ser-
vice.” Andrew actually bowed: and- rubbed his hands together, and
‘suddenly I realized he was milking it. Sure enough, she took the hint
at last and found him some money in her purse.

1 saw two ,mt)re/tsuch incidents before I decided this was Andrew’s
event and that he was making it happen. Of course, it was no business
-" of-mine. But ‘one-evening after- closing,-I was. sitting-in the bar next
.door, a place called Mona’s Leisure, when Andrew came in, saw me,
and crossed the room.

“Mind if I sit down?”

“Help yourself.” I sensed he had come looking for me, and I was
right After one drink and some baseball talk, he spoke.

“I guess you've noticed my llttle franchlse

“Franchise ?” . )

“The lost and found. Come on, you've never turned.your head away



. e
fast enough. It’s an invention of mine; I lose something from a pros-
perous coat or bag and then find it just as the visitor walks away. Well,
what do they expect us to do, the miserable wages they pay us? And
no tips allowed.”

Us? I didn’t appreciate the way he seemed to be mcludmg me in his
dishonesty. 1 was lwmg on my pay alone, small as it was, while trying
to accumulate next year’s college fees. Then it was as if he had read my
mind because he said, ‘ :

“I suppose you want your cut.”
“What cut?” -~ |
“For keepmg quiet and not telling the directors.”
“Forget it,” T said. The idea that I would accept a payoff for con-
ceahng his tawdry scheme was repugnant to me.
“Does that mean you Il be telling? :
“Don’t worry,” I said. “I'm not a thief but Im not a squealer either.”

By the end of my summer employment, with the autumn'term only
a week away, I had witnessed quite a few occasions upon which An-
drew’s well-organized honesty had received a reward. Undoubtedly there
had been many others I had not seen. He had returned wallets,
cameras, a valuable book, many sets of car keys, and always he was
given folding money. I-estimated his annual ill-gottens to be in the
neighborhood of a thousand, tax free, which is a very nice nelghbor-
hood.

Anyway, my final afternoon as a paid employee was a Saturday and
the postcard display was fairly busy. But I had time to observe a plain
woman in a cloth ‘coat and flat shoes who came in and spoke to An:
drew. I heard her ask, “Did you get to the bank? He nodded and
fished an envelope from his inside pocket and gave it to her.

Customers wanted to be served so I looked away and the next thing
I knew, there was Andrew’s woman facing me with a couple of cards

. she wanted to purchase. I handled the transaction, gathering from her
a vague-eyed air of befuddlement. This was confirmed when, after her
departure, I found the envelope on the counter. No doubt of it, it was
the one Andrew had given her.

I turned my back and tucked it out of sight. The ﬂap was unsealed )
It was a sheaf of tens looking like well over two hundred dollars. It.
disappeared into my pocket like a rabbit into a poacher’s coat.



“She came to see Andrew a few minutes later, her face grey as ash.
Their discussion. was hoarse and brief. Then the two .of them ap-
proached me where I had busied myself at the cash register.

“This is my wife,” Andrew said. She thinks she left an envelope on
the counter about ten-minutes ago.”

I remember her,” I said. And then, w1th my eyes wide open, I put
myself into. Andrew’s- leagueﬂ But she .didn’t Ieave Aanythmg. If she
had, I'd have noticed it..

- Andrew gave me .about five. secorids. w1th both eyes but I~ managed to

" hold on—it- was my last afternoon and then I'd.be, gone forever.. As for
the loser ‘he:was married to, I avoided looking at her. Whatever was
going ‘on behind that face, I didn’t want to know, éspecially since the
cards she had bought were Holbeins and he is my favorite too.

So I went out of the gallery that evening with enough money to pay.
for half of next year's education. And as a benus, I had even been’
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Cardula settles an old account . ..

<

‘{‘;rmf»’?j
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“It's that beast Van ]elsing again,” Nadia said.
I raised an eyebrow By this tlme that man must certainly be in his -
hundreds.”
She shook her head. “The original Van Jelsing is dead. This is his
-grandson, Professor Van ]elsmg the Third. But he, too, shares the fam-
1ly obsession.”
“Is he after anyone in partlcular this time?”



- “I don’t think so. Ostensibly he is here in America on a lecture tour,
peddling his favorite subject. But no doubt he will also be smfﬁng
around. Just havmg him in the neighborhood sends shivers up’and
down my spine.

Nadia’s eyes appraised my ofﬁce the furniture of which c0n51sted of
a desk, two chairs, a-filing cabinet, and one typewriter. She was not
very 1mpressed ‘My friends told me that you were now a private de-
tective.’

I nodded. “One must live. Everythmg I brought over from the old
country eventually had to be pawned.”

Nadia’s smile was rather self-satisfied. “I invested everything I had
- in Xerox, at the very beginning. Now I live in Wurthington Hills.”
Nadia had raven-black hair, an eye-catching pale complexion, and

wore obviously expensive clothes. “Do you remember Yvette of

Strasbourg?
“Certainly. In the old days she was frequently a weekend guest at
the castle. She is a most talented pipe organist. What a magmﬁcent left

- hand she has.”

Nadia made a correction. “Had. Yvette will never play again.”.

“Van Jelsing?” :

“Yes. And have you ever met little N icco?”

“Of course, the world’s leading authority on archaic. Latln It was his
natal tongue, you know. Not little Nicco too?”

Van Jelsing got to him in a wine-storage cavern _]ust outside of Flor-
ence.” Her thin strong fingers moved convulsively. “I would like to
snap Van Jelsing’s neck. Crack! Just like that.” ’

And, given the opportunity, she could do it too. I myself have the
strength of twenty. And she, perhaps that of thirteen or fourteen. ,
“Something has got to be done about.that man,” Nadia said. “But

none of us  can get near h1m He always wears that damn collar around

his neck.”
Ah, yes. The Van Jelsing leather collar with its numerous cruciform
inlays. It is worn under the shirt, and as long as a Van Jelsing, or any-
one else for that matter, wears it, he is impregnable—as far as we are
concerned. :
“Somehow he’s got to be caught when he’s not. wearing that collar,”

Nadia said. “And that is why I amhere. I ask you to take this mission

and I am willing to pay you handsomely.”
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I pondered “Where is Van Jelsing now?” _

“He’s staying at Mamie Bellingham’s place while he does a series of
lectures at the university. Mamie has invited me over to meet him, of -
course, but I wouldn’t dream of getting within a mile of that man.”

“Mamie Bellingham?”

“Yes, she .is my dearest friend We are practically like sisters. I am
Jealous only of her ability to tan.’

“Nadia,” I said, “do you suppose you cou]d wrangle me an invitation
to her home?”

“As a matter of fact, she is having a bash over there thlS Saturday in
Van Jelsing’s honor. You won’t need an invitation because there will be
hundreds of people there and ‘Mamie cannot possibly know them all.
Just drop in. I am certain no one will try to evict you.”

When Nadia™was gone, I' resumed thinking.

Even when hidden from the eye, the Van Jelsing collar still seemed
to provide its wearer with a protective force field. I had, at one time
while in a confrontatlon with Van Jelsing grand-pere, considered at-
tacking him at some non-traditional point, even going so far as to try the
tip of a finger. However, I found that I could not approach within ten
feet of him without acute discomfort.

Ah, well, I would just have to wait patiently and seize any opportu-
nity should it present itself.

Early Saturday evening I dropped into a novelty store and purchased
a false moustache—a rather formidable Hussar type—on the assump-
tion that while Van Jelsing the Third had never seen me in the flesh,
he might still recognize me from old portraits.

I had received directions from Nadia on how to find Mamie Belling- °
‘ham’s estate, and, ‘as I approached the general area, I had no trouble
in being specific. The Bellingham house was quite thoroughly lit up.

Once down in the garden, I straightened my tie and proceeded to-
ward the house. When I entered the sizeable drawing room, I saw a
circle gathered about someone to the far side of the room. \

I heard a voice expounding.

“They have, during the course of the centuries, deveIOped a certain
ecological restraint. They no longer completely drain their victims,
thereby encouraging overcrowding in their ranks and competition for
the available food- supply Instead they now merely stop for a sip here
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and a sip there until their need is fulfilled.”
One of his audience asked a question. “Why don’t their victims raise
the alarm?” : -
“Because the 'victims are subjected to a hypnotically induced am-
nesia. They remember nothing of what happened to:them. In the
* morning they wake, feeling perhaps a bit worn and wondering if possi-
bly they are coming down with the Russian flu.” ,
I gradually inched my way forward until I was in a position to get a
view of Professor Van Jelsing the Third. He appeared to be the very
image of his grandfather, even to the steel-rimmed glasses and the aura
of smug pédanticism. -

An anxious female voice mqu1red Then they can at this very mo-
ment be among us?”

” Van Jelsing said. He held up a hand to dlspel the murmuring.
‘However, 1 have a certain sixth sense about their presence and I as-
sure you that there are none of them in this room at the moment.”

If this was an example of his sixth sense, 1 wondered at the condition
of his other five. :

Van Jelsing smiled complacently: “There are means by which one
can distinguish them, and, contraryw15e there are means by which one
can-undistinguish them.”

Very properly, someone asked, “Undistinguish?”

Van Jelsing nodded and pomted a ﬁnger directly at me. “You, sir,
could not possibly be one of them.” ’

I was a bit taken aback. “And why not, sir?”

“Because you are wearing a moustache They do not - grow mous-
- taches. I don’t know why, but they do not.”

Another voice spoke up. “If they know that you're huntmg them
don’t they try to strike back?” -

B Ah yes,” Van Jelsing said happily.- “They try. But I am invulnera-
ble.” He wisked off his string tie in a practiced manner and began to
unbutton the top of his shirt..

I averted my eyes, pretendmg a consumlng interest in the condition
of my trouser crease.

There was a gasp from Van ]elsmg s audlence

“You see,” Van Jelsing said. “I wear this collar around my neck at all

times. Except. when I am taking a shower.”
I blinked. Shower? . o

72 B ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

~



He closed the door. “However, 1 never take a shower except during
the daylight hours. You will notice that on this.collar I have had my
protecting symbol artistically reproduced twenty-four times. I do not
believe in taking chances by leavmg a blind spot anywhere.” ‘

Finally allowing a furtlve look, T saw that Van Helsing had rebut-
toned his shirt. -

Professor Van Jelsing the Third now proceeded to introduce the man
at his side. “This is my nephew, Henrik Van Jelsing, my protégé. I
have chosen him to carry on my. work after I am gone. Unfortunately,
all of my own children were daughters and none of them chose to fol-
low in my footsteps.” :

Henrik Van Jelsing was a sturdy individual with straw-colored halr
He had a firm square chin, Holland-blue eyes, and he appeared to be
in his early twenties. He nodded modestly. “Originally I was with my
father in the gladiola- and tulip-farming business, but the professor
convinced my parents that my future lay in other fields. However, in
order that I would never forget my roots, on my departure, my mother
presented me with. a potted gladiola, which I carry always with me in
my travels.” -

- 1 withdrew from the crowd and found myself melancholily regardmg
the other guests.

One of them seemed a bit familiar.

He was a thin individual with a hairline moustache, rather handsome
in a middle-aged way, and there seemed to be the debonair air of the
civilized rogue about him.

And now I remembered. It had been Scotland. Lady McDonnely
had been celebrating the reappearance of the Loch Ness Monster after
a lapse of several years and it was just about time too. The tourist trade
had fallen and the locals were beginning to grumble. Yes it had been
quite a large party.

I frowned. But that wasn’t the only t1me I had seen that man. There
had also been the Le Mans Grand Prix and the Contessa Stella’s pre- .
race ball. .

I studied him. His attention seemed to. return perlodlcally to a
rather impressively buxlt woman with glaring red hair some- dozen feet
away. -

Yes, 1 thought, that must be Mamie Bellingham. Nadla ‘had- de-
scribed her to me. .

~



-

Scotland, Le Mans, and now Mamie Bellingham’s mansion?

I further refined the area of his attention. It was not Mamie Belling-
ham herself who drew his interest, it was the shimmering necklace
around her neck.

i That was it—the common denomlnator A casket of Lady McDonnely s

~ jewelry ‘had been stolen-on the night of the Loch Ness ball. It ap-
peared that she had gone to-bed drugged, for she slept until noon the
next day. When she awakened, she discovered- her jewelry missing. .
And the Contessa Stella. Her blue-white pendant, the Star of Bologna,
had also disappeared during the night and she also had apparently
been drugged.

I rubbed my chin and then gradually sidled my way toward the man
until I was next to him. I didn’t know his name, but 1 said, “Well,
well, Mr. Devlin, how nice to see you again.’

He regarded me pohtely “I'm afraid you have me confused with
someone else; sir.’ : )

I peered at him for a moment and then admitted ‘my error. “Of
course. I'm sorry, I could have sworn I saw you come into my shop
. with Mamle Bellmgham last week when she brought her necklace for
repair.’ : : -

He was faintly interested. Repalrp

Yes the clasp of her necklace was broken and she brought it to
me.”
“You are a jewelry repairmanp

I chuckled good-naturedly. “Good Jupiter, no. I merely see to these
little things to keep my customers happy. I am the junior member of
Espanger and Espanger. Perhaps you've heard of us? Last week we
sold the Wamberly Sapphire to the Sheik of Imafret. It.was one
hundred and twelve karats, a beautiful stone.”

His estimation of my social value rose. “I see you were able to repair’
~the ¢lasp on~Mrs. Bellingham’s necklace:” -~ - -

Unfortunately, no. It was beyond repair and the replacement was of
such a distmctive nature that I was forced to send out for it. It hasnt
arrived yet.” - - ~

He stared at Mrs. Bellmgham Whats holdmg up the necklaceP
String?”

I laughed lightly. “Oh, that necklace. - It's ]ust her | copy The original
is still waiting in the safe at our establishment.” :
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" He snatched a drink from the tray of a'passing waiter. “You mean to
say that she’s wearing paste? That isn’t the real necklace?”

“Goodness, no! Isn’t it amazing what can be done with- plastic com-
binations these days?”

He downed the drink.

1 smiled. “Yes, I do try to keep my customers happy by doing these
little shopkeeper favors and they learn to depend upon me. I suppose
that was why Mrs. Bellingham sent Van Jelsing to me this morning. .
One of the larger diamonds in his collar had fallen out and he wanted
it re-cemented.”

Devlin, or whoever he was, looked Van Jelsing’s way with growing
interest. “I thought all those sparkles were rhinestones. That’s the fan-
ciest dog collar I've. ever seen. )

“The whites are diamonds,” I said. “None less than two karats. The
blues are sapphires, and the reds, rubies. And, if I'm not mlstaken
there is a touch of lapis lazuli here and there.”
 Having planted the seed, I now left him with somethmg to thmk
about and made my way to the second floor.

I removed my moustache. It had begun to irritate me tremendously
and I gingerly touched my upper lip. Yes, it was swollen and very
likely red. Was 1 allergic to moustaches? :

I found a place of concealment and proceeded to wait. How long was
this party intended to last? I hoped not into the morning hours.

I was rather relieved when toward 1:00 a.M. I saw Van Jelsing and
his nephew ascending the thickly carpeted stairs. - :

Van Jelsing yawned and seemed to-be depending upon his nephew
for some support. “I don’t know when I've felt so sleepy. It could not
have been the drinks. I had only two all evening. Perhaps I have still
not adjusted to the jet lag.” )

His nephew guided him to a door, where Van Jelsing turned. “I'll be
all right, Henrik I just need a little sleep. You go back downstairs and
enjoy the party.’ ’

Van Jelsing disappeared behind: his door and his nephew went back
downstairs.

’

I waited. ;
It was a matter of perhaps half an hour before I saw Devlin moving
silently up the stairway. Evidently he did not know whlch bedroom



was Van Jelsing’s, because he tried several doors before he found the
right one. . - :

He shpped into the room and in less than a.minute he was -out
again, a smile on his face, patting his right_hand jacket pocket.

I waited until he disappeared down the stairs and then descended
from my perch. I flexed my fingers. Wlthm the mlnute they ‘would be
around Van Jelsing’s neck. :

I opened his door and entered the room. I saw two beds Ev1dently
Van Jelsing and.his protégé. shared the huge bedroom.

And there lay Professor Van Jelsing, gently snoring. The first two
buttons of his pajama top had been: undone and hlS neck was now be-
reft of the Van Jelsing collar.

My eyes were diverted to ‘the nightstand beside his nephew’s bed It
supported a pot containing the sword-shaped leaves and the crimson -
blossoms of a singlé gladiola.

1 studied it for a full thirty seconds and then I moved 1t to the chair
next to Van Jelsing’s bed. .

It was some eleven months later when Professor Van Jelsing came to
my office again, his face familiarly haggard “I am a nervous wreck. 1
just got out of Lishon by the skin of my_teeth. My plane was taxiing
down to-the runway when I looked out of a window and there was that
idiot nephew of mine with his satchel, watching my plane and rubbing
his jaw. '

He sat down. “That man is absolutely relentless. You would- think
that since he is a blood relative, he would spare me. Or at least pursue
someone else. But no. I am. hounded—Dublin, Oslo, Constantinople,
Ulan Bator. Nowhere am I safe. I am’ haunted by visions of Henrik

- . pursuing. me, a hammer in one hand and that damn wooden—"

. 1 commiserated. “He does seem to be quite persistent.”

" Vian Jelsing nodded. “I'still don’t really know how it all happened.”
All I remember is that I woke in the middle of the night knowing that
I had to get the hell out of Mrs. Bellingham’s house before daylight
and realizing that.it was imperative that I find some of my own native
soil. Luckily Henrik’s stupid gladiola plant was on a chair next to my
bed. I filled my tobacco pouch with some of the soil and departed.
Even then I think I would have perished if you hadn’t ac01dently
bumped into me on the street and taken me in for the day.”
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He studied me for a moment, as though trying to remember some-
thing. “Did you ever wear a moustache?” Then he shrugged. “No. We
" don’t grow moustaches. 1 don’t know why, but we don’t.” He sighed.

“Thank Lucifer, I don’t have to transport a bulky box every time I have

to move, as it was in the old days. A tobacco pouch under my pillow
seems to be sufficient.”
I agreed. “Essentially it’s the thought that counts.”

- He wiped his forehead. “I had thought of going down to New Or-
leans, but I think the high humidity might be bad for my arthritis. I
believe I'll try Las Vegas instead.” '

I approved. “I spent a pleasant six months there several years ago. 1~
had a suite at the Desert Cacti Hotel
“How are the rates?” .-
“Quite reasonable.”
~ He looked a bit embarrassed. “What with all this travehng, I seem
to have run 4 little short. You don’t suppose that—" . ‘
“But of course.” I went. to my office safe and removed three
thousand dollars- from the contingency fund Nadia and a-few of her
wealthy relatives had raised and handed it to Van Jelsing,
He pocketed the money. “T'll pay this back someday.”
“I'm certain you will. Do keep in touch.”

- Two days later I received ‘a phone call from Professor Van Jelsing’s
nephew. He was in Paris.

“I seem to have lost him again,” Henrik said plaintively. “I traced
him all the way to the Lisbon airport, but then I wasn't sure whether
he was on the night plane to Paris or back in America. ﬂlpped a coin
and now I am in Paris, but I do not think he is here.”

“He’s back in America.”

“How can you be certain of that?”

“The Cardula Detective Agency has many contacts. I received a hot
tip just this morning that your uncle is now in Las Vegas You might
try the Desert Cacti Hotel.”

Henrik was plainly unhappy. “I wish he would hold still. All T am
trying to do is put his soul to rest, but he doesn’t seem to appreciate
it. Frankly, I hate.all of this traveling. And it is so expensive.”

" “Are you perhaps getting low on funds?”

“Well, it is getting to that point again.”



“I'll wire you a few thousand.” : '
“That is very kind of you.” There was a pause. “Once I have put
Uncle to rest, I am gwmg up this whole business and returnmg to my -
: gladlolas and tulips.” _
“But in the meantime, Henrik, hang in there.” I smiled. “And good
hunting:” o ' - : '

'
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‘He was deeply committed to saving the lake . . .

| have always thought the lake dwarfs the .mountains around it. It is
such a noble water it should have a more noble framé, more*Alpine—a
Matterhorn on one side, an Eiger on the other, as accent points. But
God listens when you qulbble over Tahoe’s beauty .

It does not invite man’s rapacious participation. Its waters are frlgld
. all year round, its beach is of hard-edged stone. An empty beer can
within a mile of it is a special abomination, and there must be ten mil-



lion of them by now. It’s 1,600 feet deep, but it’s already filling with
the detritus of man’s passing parade, his offal, his stink. Twelve million
years in the making, we’ll have it beat dead in another century. It can-
not take us. Tahoe. , ‘ B
They lived in a 7 ,000-square-foot house—the two of them, plus a
maid. You probably live in 1,400 square feet, you and the wife and
four kids. And: cat and dog. She had something made of white fur on
her lap, but she didn't tell me what it was and I didnt ask. It
breathed; but it neither purred nor barked. She was seated on a couch
a quarter mile long in front of the windows overlooking the. lake. Mrs.
Wilson.. The maid had put me down in a chair that gave me a view of
her against the spread of the lake and its low embracing hills. I'd just
spent four- hours getting there .from San Francisco and.I was in one of
those moods where the customer is a]ways wrong; but mine generally
are, -anyway. .
" A lawyer named Marcus had hired me yesterday morning, Thursday,
.to come up“and help Mts.- Wilson find her missing husband, Bill. The
lawyer had asked me to meet him in a dimly:lit bar around the corner
from my place on Van Ness Avenue and he’d handed me a thousand
dollars in a plain unmarked envelope. Two five-hundred-dollar bills.
~ When he told me I'd have to come_up to Lake Tahoe to do the job, I
almost handed it back. I'd caught Mackinaw trout and Kokanee salmon
in Tahoe up until fifteen years ago, but'l hadn’t been back since be-
cause there’s no way to get there any more without driving through
miles of what looks like the condemned side of downtown Reno, -and
that makes ‘me sick. Tahoe should.have been fenced off at the turn of
the century. ‘
“Marcus told me Mr. Wilson’s been missing since Monday mght
said after the rote prehmlnarles Marcus hadn’t told me much of any-
thing ‘else except that he was Wllson s Tawyer and had "been for thirty
years.
“Yes,” she sald ‘He left here around seven that evening and hasn’t
been back since.” She was-a contralto. In half-silhouette against the
window, she looked to be about my age, 45. Maybe in pure_sun she'd -
" look older, but she didn’t sound it. ' :
“How old is Mr. Wilson?” I said. oo
Her brows lifted. “Is that germane?”
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“Please, Mrs. Wilson.” I flipped a hand.; “T'll ask a lot of stuff and
maybe only ten percent’ll be germane—a word I'm not fond of.” . -

“That seems like a low-average, Mr.-Train. Bill is sixty-seven. Would
you prefer ‘pertinent’®” . S

“Where'd he go when he left here?” i

“To South Tahoe. He took his: boat. Or perhaps lmpertment

“His boat?”

“Yes; Mr. Train, his boat, his fifty-thousand-dollar cruiser. We re
-rich, Mr. Train, which I can see offends you. We have two boats and
four cars, and apartments in San Francisco and at Cap d’Ail on.the
Cote d’Azur in France, and these spacey . little shoes I have on cost
ninety-five dollars.” ' :

I stared at her. The rich amaze mé—they’re so damned uncomforta:’
ble, even with each other. We don’t.have the tradition in this country
yet; it takes generations to be at ease w1th ill-gotten gains. “Ts that
germane, Mrs. Wilson?” ,

Something twitched across her lips’. She put the fur. thing
on the couch beside her and stood up. “Would you like a drink,' Mr.
Train?” she said, and began walkmg toward a bar agamst the left wall
of the big room.
~ “Yes, scotch,” I said. It was only two in the aftemoon but I'm less a
clock-watcher than I used to be. She was tall and slender and she
moved swiftly and well, and who says I don'’t like the rich? I just don’t
like how they get it or what they do with it. '

It was better after that. Her husband was a léader of the environ-
mentalists around Tahoe, she told me, the anti-growth people, and
they'd been at war with the developers for years now, an increasingly
bloody war. She appreciated the irony of his position, she said early

" on, since his fortune was based on development around the lake, but
as you approach the grave, she added in an interesting touch, different
lights illuminate your path. ‘

The already complex issues in the dispute were further tangled by
the fact that Tahoe is divided almost equally between Nevada and
California, as well as split up between five different counties in the two
states. There was no clear way out of the mess, she said, but Monday
night leaders of the various factions had gathered togethér in South
_Tahoe to search for one. The meeting had failed, as they all had, and
broken up around '11:30. A cabbie had taken Wilson back to the marina .
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where he’d moored the boat, and he hadn t been seen since.
“What do the cops think?” T said. )
“They suspect foul play, Mr. Train.” .
“And you don’t?” o
“I-don’t want to.”

“When did you call the cops?”

“Wednesday morning.”

“Why so late?

“I wanted to give him time.”

“He’s done this before_—disappeared?”

“Not for so long.”

“When was the last time, and where d he go?”

“Three or four months ago. He went down to San F rancisco.’
“The apartment?”

“Yes.”

“Have you checked there?” A
“Yes, of course. Daily: But there’s been no answer. He s-not there
“Do you lové him, Mrs. Wilson?”

“Is that. germane?” '
“You bet.” : : ) :
“If you suspect me of some sort of hugger-mugger in this thing, Mr
. Train, don’t waste your time. I love him. I love him very much
rang true. -
“How'long have you been married?”’
“Twenty years.”

“Kids?”
“No.”.
“Do you inherit?”
“Yes, of course.”
_ “A bundle?”
“A bundle, Mr. Train.”
“That was an mterestmg line, Mrs. Wllson about as you approach
the grave’. :
_ She shrugged.
“Is he approachlng the grave—assuming, he’s not there a.lreadyp
“We all are.
“Is.he il, doddermgP -

“He could take you, I think. He’s got ten, ﬁfteen good years left
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“At which time you'll be what? Fifty-five?”

“T'll be ten or fifteen years older than I am now.”

I smiled. She was a good contestant. “Have they found the boat?” I -
said. ‘ ' .

“No.” ‘

“Have they lookedP

“Of coutse they have, and so have I—all day Wednesday and Thurs-
day I mentioned we have two boats. I toured the whole lake.”

“And—?"- -

“Nothing, of course, or I would have sald so.” ‘

“Have you looked anywhere else?” o

“Like where, for instance? When we find the boat Mr. Tram we'll
know where to look for Bill.” She got up from the couch again and-took
my half-full glass from my hand. Hers was empty. Forty, I thought,
havmg gotten a better look at her face.

How do you feel about growth, or no growth?” I said to her back.

She turned. “I don’t want one more bad thing to happen to the
lake.” Her eyes narrowed. “I'm entirely on Bill’s side.”

“Who isn’t?” 1 said.

“Hundreds aren’t.”

“Name one.’
“Well; Marcus, for starters. The jolly fat man who hired you.”

“Why isn’t he?” I said.

“Ask him when you see him next.”

“What'll he tell me?” .

“He'll tell you that Bill's quixotic stand is costing him thousands. Bill
owns property that is blocking a lot of development. He's costing a lot
of people thousands. He’s breaking a lot of people.”

“Would Marcus make those thousands if Mr. Wilson were dead?” I

didn’t want a hundred suspects, I wanted one. ' ' N
" She started to answer, then thought about it for a moment. “I'm not
sure what the arrangements are between them,” she said, her voice
shaking a httle She turned back to the bar, her hands mofméntarily up
to her eyes.
. T heard the big front door open and shut and heard sharp steps clack
across the slate-floored entry hall before dying in the thick wool carpet-
ing of the living room. A man entered to my rlght and walked toward
Mrs. Wilson. '



“It's in,” he said, and then he saw me, half turned, and stared.

“What's 1nP Isaid. R :

“You are,” Mrs. Wilson answered her voice clear again. The man
had a folded newspaper in his hand and Mrs. Wilson .took it from him
and opened it. “Where?” she said to him. o :

“Second page, first column on the left.” ‘
~ She scanned a moment before reciting as follows: “Mrs. William
Wilson, wife of the missing Lake Tahoe civic.leader, announced late
Thursday that she’d hired the distinguished San Francisco. private in-
vestigator, Sam Train, to assist local authorities in the search for her
husband, missing since Monday night.” ”

* ‘Distinguished’?” I said. ~ _

“You'd prefer something else?”

“Almost anything. Look, Mrs. leson Marcus h1red me. How come
you take the credit®™

“Marcus’ secretary phoned yesterday and told Millie he’d hired you
and that you'd be up today.”

“Millie the maid?”

“Yes. Harley and'1"—she indicated the man—"were out on the lake
lookmg for Bill.” : . 2

“Did you call Marcus back? ’

“No. His secretary also said he’d just flown to Hawaii on vacation.’

“Did Marcus’ secretary suggest that you. take the credit—if that $ the
word?”

“No, but Harley and I thought it would look better coming from us.”

“Appearances mean that much to you, Mrs. Wllson’v’

“Not normally. But this isn’t a normal situation.”" '

I stood up and Mrs. Wilson went through the. formality of introduc-
tions. Harley Wilson was Bill's nephew. He had one of those
_ porcelain- perfect faces that are half teeth and outrageously handsome,
but almost nothxng else. - His handshake was a carefully calibrated
macho squeeze. He probably played a lot of tenms “A pleasure,” he
Sald lying. - | . _
“How come you waited for Marcus to hire a P.1.,” I said. to her, “if
" appearances are so-important to you in this case?”
“I didn’t intend to hire anyone,” she said. “I still believe Bill. will
come back when he’s ready.”™ - :
“On what evidence?”
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“Intuition. I have a feeling.” =~ . .«
“Yeah,” 1 said. “I've got one too.” -

"It was three o'clock. I took Route 28 to the. south end of the lake,
where Wilson had last been seen. Without too much trouble I found
the local Sheriff ’s Office and was steered to a plainclothesman named
Hanley. I introduced and identified myself and watched his eyes turn
cold.. A newspaper was open on his desk.

“We don’t need help on this thing, Train,” he said.

“You inean you've found him?” _

“Don’t get smart. I miean we will find him.” _

“Dead or alive?” : .

“Dead, probably. But we still don’t need help.”

“Do you mind if T express a thought Hanley?”

“As long as it’s distinguished.”

“So you read that, huh? A bad choice of words as I told the author
“What's your thought, Train?” '
“This: have you found a car that’s been lymg around here since

Monday night?” :

“We find two or-three a week.”

“This would be new, Hanley, and probably a rental. An Impala,
maybe And probably in the marina lot where Wilson moored his
boat.”

Hanley was silent a moment before he said, So—~"’

“You found one?”

“We found one this morning, An LTD. What made you think we
would?” -

“Look,” I said. “Wilson .got aboard his boat Monday - night and
neither he nor it have been seéen since. Do I have that right?”

“Yes.” .

“0.K., so what are the possibilities? He was either alone, or he
“wasn’t alone. If he was alone, he would have gotten home as expected,
_unless the boat blew up or somethmg

“Not hkely, Hanley said. “Somebody would have seen it or heard
it, or both.”

“0.K., so let’s assume he wasn't alone. Let's assume somebody was
on the boat when Wilson boarded, and if we assume that, we can as-
sume he probably drove to the marina beforehand, since nobody walks
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any more. And since the boat disappeared and he was on it, he
couldn t come back for his car. What about the LTD? - :

“A rental from Sacramento. It was in the marina lot. The contract in
the glove compartment said the renter’s name was Frank Smith.”

“Good ole Frank Smith,” I said softly.

“You think that’s an alias?”

“I think it's a nom de guerre, Hanley.”

“Are you being distinguished now?”

"“Half of them call themselves Frank Smith for some reason. Hes a
hired killer, Hanley. Or was, as the case may be.”

“You think they—whatp Kllled each other on the boat? And then
what? Sank it?”

‘I .didn’t answer. I spent a half minute sortmg through the pos-
sibilities, and there seemed to be a lot of them. “Wilson,” I said fi-
nally, “is head of the no-growth forces, right? Who's his opposite
number?” - — .

“There are lots of ‘'em.”
“Who's the meanest?”

“Well,, Phil Enderby maybe. He’s a blg construction man.’

“Has he been questioned about this?”

~“‘No. Why should he be?”

“Who have you questioned?” ‘
_ “Well, nobody yet We don’t have anything to go on yet

I stared at him. “Do you assume Wilson’s dead, Hanley?”

“Well, yes. Probably.”
“Do you assume he was murdered?
“Well, all right. Probably.”

“Do you assume he was murdered by a friend, or an enemy?”

“All right, Train, an enemy!” -

“Enderby sa fnend?

“No!”

“A friend of yours maybe—— ,
" You say something like that and then watch what happens. County
cops are almost always hooked up with the local power factions, one
- side or the other. It's not necessarily bad, it’s just a fact of life, but
Hanley was making it look bad. He got red around the eyes and white
around the lips. It took him thirty seconds to decide not to spit in my
eye, but I spoke first. I sald “Was Enderby at the meeting Monday
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night?” , ' -
“He was there.”
“And he’s all busted up over Wilson’s dlsappearance I suppose.”
-“He’s loving it.”
“You've talked to him about it?”
“Every day.” :

“You're on his side, rlght?

“And you're on Wilson’s.

“It's my Indian blood,” I said, giving myself antecedents I neither
have nor deserve. “Me no like the trashing of the Big-Jewel-in-the-Sky,
which is what my forefathers called this lake, Hanley. You guys want to
line it with neon-lit gunk and fill it with your sewage. You're damn
rlght I'm on Wilson’s sidel”

“Get out of the county, Train!”

“Spoken in the true western tradition, Sheriff. Il be a pleasure

“And stay out,” lie added, and I almost laughed.

“You bet,” 1 said. , ' N

It was six when I got back to Mrs. Wilson’s house on the lakeshore
road. The sun was just below the Sierra crest in the west, the sugar
pines along that serrated ridge haloed in its dying rays. The lake was
cobalt blue and serene in the quiet twilight air, and if you squinted
you could think long thoughts about the way it once was around there.

Harley opened the door after I'd rung the bell. “Well, Train" he
said genially. “Back so soon?” He was drunk, his eyes luminous with
booze. “Come in, sir, come in!” He swept the door wide.

1 stayed where I was. “Marcus,” I said. “Just how fat is he, Harley?”

“Slr? ) ' — :

“Mrs. Wllson said Marcus is a jolly fat man.”
“He is.” . -
“How fat?” : }

“Well, fat,” Harley said. “Fat.” The drink in his hand spilled a httle
on the slate floor as he illustrated.

“And how jolly, Harley?”

“Less jolly than fat, my dear sir, but he,laughs a lot often at noth-
mg Such odd questions. I thought you’d met the man.’

“It was dark. Whats the address of Wilson’s apartment in San Fran-
cisco?” :



"‘My, such odd questions.”

“You don’t know it?”

. “Of course 1 know it. It's in Blenhenm Towers-on Kearny Street.”

“Where’s Mrs. Wilson?”

“She’s on the patio preparing steaks to grill, while Millie prepares ~
the salad—a Caesar, naturellement. Perhaps you'd care to join us, mon
vieux.” His arm swept wide again and there was a touch'of mine host
in the pose I thought premature. He was hard to take on an empty .
stomach. _

“No thanks,” I said. “But bon appétit anyway.” : -

He gave me a dazzling smile as I turned and walked back up the
driveway to my aging Dart. -

Blenheim Towers adorns a rise of land near the Bay, an enclave of
inscrutable wealth, w/vu. Penile towers, tumescent in their rape of .
space. I live on Van Ness, which can be described -as nowhere, minus
one. My view is of bodies in the street. -

I must move, T keep telling myself, but I probably won't. There S no
running from it.

I brood a lot when I'm home While moving, I can mamtam the illu-
sion of progress, the hope of change. But squatting here in my Laz-
E-Boy, watching the eleven o clock body count, rage’rises in my gorge
like bad food. :

Poor Tahoe, I was thinking. I'd chjckened out on that one. Fifteen-
~ years ago, while fishing on its crystal-clear waters, I'd seen, forty feet
down, a beer can sharply enough to read the label and I'd rowed back
to shore for the last time. T should have stayed and fought somehow,
but I'd gone away and stayed away. Wilson, at least, was fighting
them—or had been.

-I got up and turned off the news. It was 11:15.

I took'a cab and was there in fifteen minutes. The top “of the build-~
mg was lost in the night-air, but the entrance, done in Renaissance
- style, was well lit and a pleasure to the eye. I told the cabbie to wait
and walked through the ornate bronze doors of Blenheim Towers as™
though it weren't for the first time.

A night porter looked. up from a book on-his desk, shoved h1s glasses
higher on the-bridge of his nose, and said, “Sir?” A gun in a holster
was three inches from his right hand and he closed that gap by half,



instinctively. Everybody’s armed in this town.- Behmd him was a wa.ll
of mailboxes. :
I veered over and stopped in front of his desk and said, “Marcus.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” he said, “but we don’t have a Marcus here.” He was

a big-man, about my age and size, and he looked competent in his

natty blue uniform. But he had subornable eyes—a natural-born door-

man. - o . .

“Of course,” I said, as though it had slipped my mind. “I meant to

say ‘Wilson™.” ,
“The Wilsons are at the1r place .on Lake Tahoe,” he said;‘ “In fact

they're seldom here, sir.”

His eyes looked like a minimum of ten dollars so I pulled twice that
much from my wallet and laid it on his desk. “For a pencil and paper

I said. - .

“Certainly, -sir,” he said, and‘produced them from a drawer,, the
twenty disappearing before my very eyes. '

I wrote: “Please call Sam Train as soon as possible,” and -put down
my number. I shoved the paper across to him and he folded it without
reading it. “Give it to whoever’s there,” I said, and he assured me with
a winning smile he would. In fact, I thought, he d probably run it up
right now. : . A

The call wakened me at seven the next morning, Saturday. I don’t
come out of sleep quick as a dog, but I cleaily heard this voice say,
“Train? This is Marcus. I got your note.”

Marcus, I said, clearmg my throat. “You're supposed to be on vaca-
tion.”

“How do you know Im not?”

“0.K.,” I said, “I don’t: I'll be over in an hour.”

““Have you had breakfast?”

“A civilized man wouldn’t ask that question.”

“Are there any? Look, Train, ham, eggs, juice, toast and coffee.
They'll be ready for you when you get here. 1 told the gunslinger
Jownstairs to pass you through.”

“0.K., Mr. Wllson I said. “But make. it an hour and a half. We've
zot.time now.’ :

~

He'd started out in life as a short-order cook in Denver, he told me



over breakfast and nobody, he said, could fry eggs the way he could. I
told him I'd never considered that one of the higher culinary arts, but
they were good, over easy with the yolks done just right.
“ The protocol was no business talk while eating and that was O.K.
with me. From my seat at the. table I had a nice viéw of the Ferry
Bulldmg and the Bay Bridge beyond, and I don’t often get to see the
world from this height. He didn’t argue when’ I called him-Wilson.

With coffee he lit a cigarette and asked me how I'd worked it out
“And don’t tell me it was simple,” he said.

“But it was,” I said. “Smith parked his car in the marina lot and
waited for you on the boat—that s pretty obv1ous

“Smith?” ,

“That's what he called himself—F rank Smith—but it's a popular
name amongst hit men. You mean you didn’t know his name?”

“No. After I killed him, I just took the money from his wallet be-
cause I"didn’t have ‘much with me and I knew I'd need it. I didn’t look
for an 1. D : -

“0.K.,” 1 said.. “So yesterday morning the cops found his car in the
marina lot, which meant he. hadn’t been able to get back to it. And the
boat had disappeared, which meant, probably, that somebody had sunk
it, and since there were only two of you.aboard and he was in no shape
to pick up his car, it must haye been you. Which meant you were alive
and well. :

“Also, ‘you're neither fat nor partlcularly jolly, Wthh is how "your
wife described Marcus.”

“Well, T knew.I couldn’t get away with it for Tong, Train. I just
wanted it to hold up long enough for you.to find out who set me up.”
His eyes darkened. “Who did? A guy named Enderby?”

“Later on that,” I said. “How'd you kill him?” ”

“With these.” He held up two meaty tough looklng hands

“Tell me how it went.”

“Well, I'd just moved out from the marina, maybe a hundred feet
into the lake, when I lookéd behind me for some reason—maybe 1
didn’t like the feel of the boat with the extra weight—ard there he was,
ten feet away in the bright moonhght with a gun in his hand

“And then?”

“T gave it hard left wheel just as he fired and it threw him off his

feet. His shot nicked me in the arm, but I didn’t even know it until
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later. I jumped him and grabbed his neck and banged his head against
the deck until he was damn well dead.” He pushed to his feet in the
anger of recall. “To bushwhack a man,” he said, as though ‘it were the
ultlmate sin. He'd led a sheltered life.

“Let me see the wound I said. He’d been favoring that left arm all-
morning,

“It’s nothing.” 4

“Let me see it,” I said, and he took off the robe he was wearing and
showed me a nasty—lookmg rip through the upper bicep of his left arm.
It was infected. “T1l geta doctor for that I sald

“No, he'll report it.”

“Not this one.” I got up and went over to the desk where the phone
was and made a call and-came back, “O.K., after you killed him, what?
~ The doctor will be over in twenty minutes. His name’s Quinlan and
he’s qualified. So what happened next?”

“Well, T took the boat out onto the lake and over to the east shore
where I own this big stretch of land and I know nobody lives. It's one
of the pieces they want me to open for development, but when I die
it's going to become a state park. It’s in my will. : -

“Anyway, I took ten five-hundred-dollar bills—can you 1mag1ne
that?>—from this rat’s wallet and opened. the sea cocks over this spot
about' a hundred fifty feet deep and let her go. It's about sixty yards to
- shore from there and I swam it. Then I walked back down the
lakeshore road to where there’s a phone booth and called this
limousine operator I know and offered him a five-hundred-dollar
bill—a little wet, maybe—to drive me down here and keep his mouth
shut about it.”

“That was Monday night?”

“Yes. And I was beat and sore, and mad and confused. I knew what
he was, of course, and that somebody’d hired him, but I couldn’t figure
out who. Anyway, Thursday I got hold of you, and you know the rest.
In fact, you know more than I do probably

“I think I do.” :

“In fact, you might even think you know who did it, right?”

“I think I do,” I said. “But I could be wrong.”

“Who is it? Enderby? Phil Enderby?”

“Well, who are the possibilities?” I asked You should know that bet-
ter than 1.7



i

Come on, Train, damn it!” :

“Wait, We may have a way to prove 1t Dld Smlth say anythmg to
you before he shot?” -

“No, why should he? Wait a mmute‘ He reconsidered, his brow
farrowed. Without knowing it, he began to rub his left elbow. Pain
from the infection would be accumulatlng there.

“What did he say?”

“Well, let me see—He said, Are you Mister Bill Wllson?’ Yeah he
said, ‘Are you Mister Bill Wilson?"’ .

“What kind of voice? High? Low?” . '

“Well kind of high, thin and high. lee this.” He tried it and then
tried it again, a little higher.

“How about ‘this?” [Tsaid, and tried it, and then tried it again and
again until he said I was close. “Are you Mister Blll Wllson? I said
ﬁnaﬂy, and he said, “That’s it! Right on the money.’

“Now let’s call this Enderby,” I sald

“Is he the one, Train?” -

“Somebody described him as bemg dehghted at your continued ab-
sence; Wilson. Have you got his numbeér?”

“Yes.” He got up and led me to the.desk where I'd phoned the doc-
tor and he showed me Enderby’s number.

I got him at his office in a couple of minutes and said, right off,

Enderby, I want more money _

“Who doesn’t?” he said. “Who is this?” He had a big dJrect voice.

“Wilson’s dead sald “and 1 want more money for the job. Five
_grand more.’ : ’ .

“What makes you think WllSOl’l s dead?” His voice had dropped an_
octave, a growl

“Come on,” 1 said. You hired me to do it and I did it. I want_
. another_five thou.”

There was a long silence on the line and T looked at WllSOﬂ “and~
shook my head. “Who is this?” Enderby saxd quletly and. I hung up.

“Not Enderby,” I said.

“All right, who?”

“You know, don’t you?”
“It's Marcus, isn't it, Tram'r’ It's just that I didn’t want to think so.
It's been building a long time.” :
~ “Does he win or lose with you dead?”
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“He wms——blg I'm blocking him from a lot of fat fees and 1t s hurt-
1ng him bad.”

“Where is he?” :

“In Hawaii. There’s some kind of a lawyers’ conference he’s attend-
ing there. That s why I used his name when I hired y0u I knew he'd
be out of town.”

“Who'd you hire to call your wife?”

“A public stenographer. I told her what to say

. “Why did you want her to know?”

I thought it mlght ease her worry, Train. I love her and she loves -
me.’

“She’s got company, you know.”

“You mean Harley?” he grinned. Dear Harley. Some company. If
my brother knew, he’d twirl i in his grave

I let it go. “What time is it,” I said, “in Hawaii?” ;

‘He glanced at his watch. “Three hours™ difference, I think. So wake
him up. And when youre through with him, let me have him. To
bushwhack a man, for Chrissakes!”

The phone rang and Wilson jumped nervously before answering. It
was the man downstairs announcing the arrival of Doc Quinlan. Wilson
said to send him up. A .

“Has that - phone rung before?” 1 asked. “I mean since Tuesday
mormng? '

“No. Why should it have? Nobody knows I'm here. Look, Train, I'm
just uptight, that’s all.”

I let Quinlan in at the door and made terse 1ntroduct10ns before they
both went off to the bedroom. I told Wilson I'd call Marcus while he
was gone, but I didn’t. Why waste the money? Even a fool's money.

I was glad for the time alone. I stood at the window and looked
down at the moming traffic in the Bay: It all looked proper and orderly .
and clean from this expensive height, but there are places in- that Bay
where if you dip your hand your nails’ll fall off. I-turned away. You
can’t just let your mind drift any more; itll snag on something ugly.

Quinlan looked flushed and happy as he followed Wilson back into
the room. He'd cleaned and dressed Wilson’s wound, he told me, and
had given him a shot and a bottle of pills to take. He was srmhng
broadly, well pleased with himself.

“How much did you give him?” I asked Wilson acidly. “One of



Smith’s bills?”

Wilson shrugged. “So?”

“Damn it! That’s too much.”

“Hell, Train, it's not mine.” »

“No? It was to begin with.” ) ,

I took Quinlan by the arm and led him to the door. “You owe me at
least two free ones,” 1 said savagely “Who the hell do you think you

are, DeBakey?”

His shifty, part—tlme -drunk’s eyes glanced around the big elegant
room at my back. “No, but he isn’t exactly a charity case either, Sam.”

“Two free ones,” I said as I shoved him out the door.

1 was mad at Wilson. I was mad at Wilson for several reasons, but
mostly for not knowing how ‘to dispense money with a sense of its
value. “How much,” I said, “did you give the alligator downstairs last
Tuesday morning for not recognizing who you were? Another five C’s?”

“Thad only five-hundred-dollar bills. But, hell—"
- “Yeah, I know, you think they're not yours, but you're wrong, Wil-
son_A week ago they were.”

"~ “Do you know what you're saying, Train?”
“Yeah, I'm saying your wife hired the hit man.”
“No. Sheila couldn’t—" -
“She did.” ' :

“You can’t prove it.”

“In a court of law, maybe not, butT can prove it to you, Bill.”

He went over and slumped down in a big leather chair and looked
every one of his sixty-seven years. The front part of his mind didn’t
want the truth, but the back part did, or he wouldn’t have hired me.

“How can you prove it?” he said. He didn’t look up.
“You got here early Tuesday morning and you haven’t been out of
the place since, except to go hire me. Is that rlght‘l> - .
“Yes.” - T
“And the phone hasn’t rung since then.” b
“No,” he said, and looked up now. _ ‘
“That tells it to you, doesn't it, Bill?” -
“No! That doesn’t tell me a damn thing.” He was stlll ﬁghtlng it.
“She told me,” I said, “that you'd disappear now and agam for a day"
or two. Where would you come—-here?
“If we were up at the lake, yes.’

>
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“And she would phone to check?” '

“Yes, usually.” He straightened in his.chair and rubbed his face w1th
the palms of his hands, around the eyes mostly, where the ache had
probably begun. He saw it now; he’d probably seen it all along, but
those eyes were also staring across the widening gap between hlS years
and hers, between old age and youth.

“You've been here almost five days now,” I said, “and she hasn’t
called. She told me she had for the sake of form, Bill, but she hasn’t.

+ She hasn’t because she thinks youre at the bottom of the lake. She
hired somebody to put you there, so she hasn’t called anywhere for
- you. She figured one of your many enemies would get blamed.”
He was silent for a long time. - '
“Do you want me to phone -her,” 1 said, “and make like Frank
Smith?” '
“No.” :
“Do you want me to do anything?”
“No, you've earned your money.
“Nobody earns a thousand bucks in a day and a half, Wllson
He didn’t aniswer. He didn’t believe that; hé’d done it himself count-
less times probably. But he had a problem: he had a body in a boat to
account for, a technical homicide to explain. I thought he could use my
help and told him so, but he turned me down. He said he’d take care
of it; he said he’d take care of everything. He looked at me. “She gave
me twenty good years,” he said. '
Two weeks later I read in the Saturday morning issue of the Chroni-
cle that Wilson, his wife, and nephew had been killed in an automobile :
crash between Tahoe and Carson City. The road serpentines down a
~ few thousand feet of slope between the lake and the city below and it’s
a hazardous run. There are a lot of places in its twenty miles where a
car can go over the edge and drop a couple of hundred feet into rocks,
and that’s what the Wilson car had done. :
Wilson had been at the wheel, and they said it was accidental.
Maybe they’ll name that park after him, T thought. And I hoped so.
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Nothing works quite as if used to . . .

‘

So I show him the gun. This is the great leveler, the great persuader. .
“I must tell. you,” I say in my mellow voice, “that we have been dis-
satisfied with the collections for a very long time.” The. gun is a point
forty-five caliber precision job, not that this really matters. since it is
not the make of guns but their function that interests most Jaymen.
“You are five thousand dollars behind,” 1 add. “Not. even allowing for .
the matter of mterest -
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" He looks at me with calm sad eyes. His name is Brown. I believe -
that I've got that right, and there’s no need to look on the card to
check as I'm definitely in the right office. He says, “I told you, I need
more time. I'm doing the best I can. Furs 1s a seasonal business, an
erratic business, and this is not our season.’ Mt s February, I should
point out, although a very mild and springlike February, My forehead
in thlS small room is veritably jeweled with sweat. “Next month,_” ‘.he
says, “next month I will have: somethmg for you.”, .. - »

“Next month is not sufficient,” 1 say. . “My mstructxons are not to
“leave without a down payment now, * Two thousand dollars is
suggested ’

“I don’t have two thousand dollars he says He'looks. down\at the
floor, then up-at me with curlous brlghtness “Anyway,” he says, “I
don’t think you have the nerve.’ . .

“What?”

“I said I don’t think you have the nerve. The guts.” He puts his
palms flat on the desk, raises himself to military posture. “I don’t think
you have the guts to blow my head off at high noon on ‘the seventh
floor of this building with at least forty people on the same floor right
now. The walls are like paper here. Corners are cut in the construction
business something awful. The whole place may hear the shot, up to
the fortieth story. You wouldn’t think of it.

“Don’t toy with me, Brown,” I say. I focus my mouth into a snarl, *
don’t like bemg toyed with and I have a vile temper, to say nothmg of
a job to do.”

Brown shakes his head. “We all have a jOl) to do,” he says, but I
don’t think you have the nerve to do yours.” He stares at me from his
rigid posture. “Go on,” he says, “blow. my head off. I don’t have five
thousand dollars. I don’t have two thousand dollars. I have nothing to
give you so you're just going to have to carry through your threat.” His
eyes glint disturbingly. He is exactly right about the construction busi-
ness. Roadways, churches, automobiles—nothing is built the way that
it used to be. Corruption and the cutting of corners prevail. Even the
silencer on the pistol is flimsy; I don’t trust it. -

“Come on,” he challenges. The position he has taken seems to have
given him a sense of release. “Come on, do it. I have nothing to give
you.

He is qu1te rlght My orders dont provide for the contingency of de-\



fiance. Whether I have. the nerve is another issue, but I don’t have to
consider that now. Reluctantly I lower the pistol. “T'll be back,” I say.
“Soon. Maybe today. Certainly tomorrow. You can’t run. I know where
you live—your wife, your children.”

Brown’s face leers with sudden power.. “You won’t do it to them
either,” he says. “You won't do it to anyone. You've lost.the fire.
You've acquiréd scruple. You're like all the constructlon people now,
all the contractors. You just want an edge without risk.” :

-“I don’t have to take this kind of abuse,” I say.-I put away the pistol
and leave his office quickly. My footsteps clatter in the hallway; the
whisk of elevators is audible at fifty paces. ’ '

What is the raw materlal of these modem office buildings? Chewmg
gump * s

~

Considering the issue of scruple, I make my way crosstown and find -
in his accustomed place the bartender whose gambling losses are now
in excess of fifteen thousand. He is alone behind the counter at this
* difficult hour of a February afternoon, but his face does not light with
_pleasure when he sees me. Quite the opposite. “T told you yesterday,”

he says, “and I told you the day before that too. I don’t have'it. I need
time to get it together: At least a month.”

“They don’t want to wait a month.”

That s their problem,” he says He dries his hands noisily on a tow-

el. “T have to ask you to leave,” he says. “You hanging around here

creates the wrong kind of atmosphere Customers might be dlsturbed

I ll have a rye and soda.” . :

" he says, “I don’t want to serve you.” N

I reach my hand into my pocket in a menacmg gesture “Come on,”
. he says, “this business with guns no longer’ fascinates. I.tell you, I
_ dont have it. T have personal problems, medical bills. Maybe by ]une
I can work something out. Right now I can’t do a a ( thing.”™ "7 7 . -

“You're in no position-to make-that statement.” _

-He flings the towel down the ]ength of the bar. “Come on,” he says,

“eighty-six it. I've had enough of this.”

Striations and laughter float from the television® set—an afternoon
celebrity quiz or something. The level of television has deteriorated as
much as everything else, I think as I back away from the bar. Nothing
‘works quite as it used to. Nothing can quite be trusted. Quality levels
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go down. Strapped gamblers and bankrupt fur manufacturers take a

dictatorial position and there seems no way to deal with them. None of

this would have gone on five years ago. It is part of urban rot, I think.
“And stay out of here,” the bartender says as I go through the door.
Who do these people think they are?

I phone in to tell them that collections have not gone we]l " They
grumble if the message comes direct, but for the fourth day in a row it
is the answering service and the answering service, of-course, assumes
a neutral posture. Sometimes I wonder if the messages are even passed-
on. Sometimes I wonder if they are out of the office permanently.
Sometimes I wonder if I need this job, but then common sense pre-
vails; at my age and stage of life there are few new careers open to.me.

It is one of the hazards of an overly hberal education; I should have
ledarned a trade. . :

I take the train north and come in at the usual time. Lydlas face is
clamped with tension but at least the children are out for the
evening—having dinner with their friends, I am told. “Pour your own
drink,” Lydia says, “I'm not any servant. I've had a bad day myself.” T
" can see from her expression that’jt is going to be a difficult evening.
. We will be up until at least midnight and it will be necessary for me
onceé again to explain to her the meaningfulness of life in the suburbs.
Since I no longer believe in that, I w1ll find it tedlous and agonizing.

“If you want dinner you take me out,’ Lydla says, 1 didn't feel like
cookmg - -

“Restaurant food isn’t home cookmg .
“We can go to the Major.”

The Major is the local chain motel.: “Franchises are no gobd " 1 say.

“Franchising has destroyed the nation. Everythmg is the same and noth-
1ng is very good.” )

Her eyes, 1nﬁmte1y weary, look up at me. “I don’t want to hear that
“now,” she says. “Please don't start up on that with me now. 7 .
Who' does the woman think she is, anyway? What has happened to
the institution of marriage?

-
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- Quuite early, mornings, -she would be permitted to go bathing. Just a -
little dip in the ocean. I don’t believe she could swim. '

I would watch her. The screen door of the cottage next to ours
would close with a bang and seconds’ later, through a sneaky adjust-
ment of the venetian blinds, I would see her beginning her walk
through the deep dry sand down towards the water. -~ - -

Young as she was, she always seemed to be walking slowly, with
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dignity, her long straight legs just barely touching at the knees. Even
after her dip-—and it could be chilly on those Florida momings before
the sun was properly up—and even in her wet bathing suit, which was
barely covered by a flimsy beach jacket, she never ran up the gentle
. incline of the beach to get back to her house. Instead, she advanced -
slowly, modestly, as though she were being watched by thousands.

She was a big girl, tall and straight—not a beauty perhaps, but she .
had a fine long face and straight black hair that was blacker than black
when wet, especially against the whiteness- of her skin. She was pale,
without a trace of suntan, as though she had just that day arrived from
.the North, when in fact she had been living down here for years, we
had been told. People said she’d been practically a prisoner in that
"house. When 1 speak.of her as a girl, I should probably say woman,

- because for one thing she was-married—she was our neighbor’s wife.

It occurred to me one morning that he would surely be watching her
too, keeping an eye on her every move and sweeping the beach with his
binoculars to make sure that-no one in human form was apprdaching.
He himself never went near the water—doctor’s orders, as we learned -
after a while—but, unlike her, he sunned himself all day long,
stretched out on the sun deck facing the ocean, with his sunglasses on
and his panama hat on his bald head, always a fat bottle of suntan lo-
tion beside him, lying there all by himself, roasting himself like a little
porker, a roly-poly suckling pig with a perpetual cigar in his mouth in-

" stead of the customary apple.

At any rate, he was visible. He was our next-door neighbor in the
flesh, and ordinarily we would have become acquainted. But his pres-
ence served the opposite purpose. He was there in the capacity of a
watchdog. He managed to glower at us through his black sunglasses,
“and in the beginning when one of us ventured to say good morning to
him, .he tossed his cigar out onto the sand and angrily lighted another
by way of reply.

In addition to his behavior, he had signs up on ‘the waterfront side of
his property, the posts hammered deep into the sand:

NO TRESPASSING
NO LOITERING
PRIVATE!



And on the street 51de riveted onto the massive gate, a placard bore
- the message: :

KEEP ouT!

It was a]ways a pleasure to see her for those few short minutes every
morning, and there was a bit more to it than just peeping at a hand-
some young woman with wonderfully long white legs. There was also
the element of Forbidden Fruit, and the mystery -of her manner, most

“particularly her manner of walking obediently and modestly and -di-
rectly down the deserted beach and then returning just as directly,
looking neither to the right nor to the left. Altogether 1t was a most
agreeable subject for speculation.

" After a while, naturally, we learned some of the facts in the case.

. There are not many secrets or unsolved mysteries in that beach com-
munity. A couple of hundred cottages and bungalows out there on a
sandbar, with the lighthouse on one end, the bridge to the mainland at
the other, and a microphone under every mattress, as somebody_put it.
Everybody knew practically everything about everybody else, and you

" got the story with some variations, depending on where you happened
to be at the moment—in front” of the Branch Post- Office, on the
shuffleboard court, or at Emestine’s Bar & Grill.

What everyone agreed on about our- neighbor,. that angry little
porker with the young wife, was that he-had money. One nice old lady
from South Carolina said he was rich as cream. Some said he was in
the sausage business—the smoked liverwurst king of Towa—and in ad-
dition must be playing the Stock Market. He received The Wall Street
Journal every morning and a fairly big bill from the telephone com-
.pany every month with a large number of long-distance calls. That
much was absolutely certam since the chlef operator was somebody s
sister-indlaw. T 7 T - - -

And it was also an estabhshed certainty that he had come down by
himself and bought this waterfront cottage and ordered an extra wall
built around three sides of it—twelve feet high and solid cement
block—to keep out the Peeping Toms, he had said. And then he had
brought down' his young wife and locked her up in there. That was
something like three or four years ago. There was no commotion, no
quarrels, no trouble of any kind.that you could notice—everything was
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just as quiet as a mouse in there all this time, people said.

And what about her? People didn't seem to know what her first
name was. Some thought it was Lillian, but they weren’t sure. Some
thought it might be Lorraine. What they all agreed on was her nice
way of speaking, a small voice for such a big girl..

In the beginning, it seems, shie had been allowed to go to the beauty
parlor by herself. And once or twice when he was laid up, she had
gone to the llbrary over in the town across the bridge, ordering
Chisholm’s taxi to pick her up because she didn’t know how to handle
her husband’s ‘big German car and probably wasn’t allowed to touch it
anyway. Yes, they all said—those who had spoken to her—she had a
real nice way about her, modest and ladylike.

Then there was the big question as to how this romance had started.
There were a number of theories, and the one you heard most fre-
quently was that he had gone to the hospital after a slight heart attack
or for an operation. Of course he had the best suite there, baskets of
lovely flowers from the office, and a fat ‘wife in attendance, the same
age as himself. And then this private nurse had made her appearance,
this tall girl with the pale-grey eyes and the long placid face—the old,
old story, and I didn’t believe it for a minute because for one thing she
could hardly have been a full-fledged nurse at the time.

But then there was another popular theory to the effect that he was
on the road somewhere in the Middle West—Des Moines, Sioux
City—right in the heart of his territory, and he stopped at this new
hotel and there she was, behind the counter selling cigars. That one
- seemed to make more sense. It was easy enough to imagine her stand-
ing there, tall and cool and inscrutable, and to picture him, short in.
the leg, paunchy, full of misgivings, and shrewd enough to know at a
* glance that her price would be marriage.

At any rate, she married him, and before long she found herself
practically under lock and key. But, as‘I say, all seemed- peaceful in
that house next door. Never a ripple, to all appearances, and never a
change in routine.

Every other Friday without fail, they would drive across the bridge. -

into town to see his doctor. But first they would stop at the Main Post | -

Office where he would wait outside in his car, actually letting her out
of his sight for a few moments,- while she went inside and transacted
some business. The business consisted almost-always of a parcel, some-
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~ thing she had knitted in Ker abundance of spare time—a woolen muf-
fler, a pair of mittens, but most frequently a sweater.

That family of hers was a large and hungry family, it seemed, up
there in South Dakota. She would ship-them delicacies from the local
grove—bushels of Temple oranges in season, Duncan grapefruit (none
finer than those), and guava jelly in big tins. But sweaters had become
her great specialty. )

Their first year there, we were told, she had gone in for reading,
" joining the book clubs and subscribing to various magazines. But then
for some reason she had gone all out for knitting, knitting all day long
judging by the results. She had half a dozen grown brothers up in
South Dakota, and she was apparently determmed to do everything in
her power to keep them warm.

Every other Friday there would be something new for one of them.
And she ‘would always show it to the old lady at the Parcel Post win-
dow before wrapping it up. She would wait for a flattering comment on
her latest creation—that old lady was the one human being she was
allowed to speak to, it seemed—and in due course the ‘sweater would
be carefully wrapped up and the shlpment would be insured for fifty
- dollars. Then she would go back out to the big car where the husband -
would be waltmg .

All this wais one of the choice topics of conversation at Ernestine’s
Bar & Grill, which was out on the dunes overlobking miles of beach
and famous for its high degree of sophistication—Western Beef, North-
ern Beer, Local Shrimp As You Like It. And at Ernestine’s on a lazy
afternoon the regulars liked to talk it over in depth, the situation of
this angry little porker and his young wife, who was possibly the best-
looking female in town—possibly the best-looking female in the State
_. of Florida. Only nobody really knew for sure how she looked because
of the way she was disguised when she was allowed dut of the house,
hidden from view by oversized sunglasses and an enormous-floppy hat
of some kind of straw,

None of them apparently knew about the early-morning dxp Not
even Fred, the bartender, who generally knew everything. I didn’t
mention it. In other words, I listened. I would drink my beer, often
standing at the big window and looking out at the Atlantic Ocean and
the birds. That was how I happened to see her coming our way, down

104 - ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



the beach on that famous aftemoon :

- I recognized her from a distance by those wonderful long legs. 1
couldn’t believe my eyes for a moment, but there was no doubt about
it. She was coming our way and she was alone. This was headline
news, naturally, but I didn’t announce it. For one thing, I was busy
admiring that outfit of hers—the black shorts and the yellow beach jacket.
But no sunglasses. Not this time.

Her long legs just barely touched at the knees as she ploughed
through the soft dry sand. She seemed to be advancing straight and
true in our direction, and it was a known fact that never before had she
been in-or anywhere near Ernestine’s Bar & Grill. She was approach-
ing, but it was not yet,a certainty that she was coming in. She might
only be making for that staircase up from the beach, on her way to |
the beauty parlor down the street, or possibly to the miniature
drugstore. It was by no means a certainty, I informed myself as she
approached, walking slowly and full of purpose.

But she did come in, and she went straight to the bar. |

The regulars at their corner table forgot they were playing cards and
just stared. Fred himself, surely the veteran of many a surprise, was
"dumb in his tracks. He even forgot to put her out, to tell her that folks
in bathing suits would not be served in here} as he had told many
others many times. Rules of the house, he would say. But in this in-
stance he said no such thing, and I firmly believe he would have
served her if she had come in wringing wet.

As it was, he just stood behind the bar and looked at her, as we all
did. The slender young woman, who was even taller than expected.

Well, after a moment, when Fred had recovered sufficiently, he

"again became the smooth smiling bartender and awaited the lady’s
pleasure. And in a tiny voice, barely audible from my place down the
bar, she asked for a cocktail, please. Not any special kind, just a
cocktail, as though she knew the word only from hearsay or from her
reading.

Fred didn't seem in the- least surprised, nor did he ask any
‘questions. He proceeded to mix up something that looked reasonably
sweet and easy to take. I saw some grenadine go into it.

_ She took a little sip and seemed to think it over, then she took
another sip, and then brought forth from her straw handbag a king-
sized cigarette case that looked like heavy solid gold, and a lighter to
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mateh.

Some sharpshooter down at the other ‘end of the bar wanted to get
into the act, naturally. He sprang-forward with a light, but he was too
late. And when he tried some of that friendly, frothy barroom conver-

~ sation, she half turned her back on him.

She plcked up her.drink again, and in that small ladyhke voice said
to Fred, “Very nice. I've enjoyed it.” And then, finishing the. drink,
she put some bills on the bar. ’
. Fred, obviously,- didn’t want her to go yet He sa1d to her, “How

about another little cocktail? On the house this time?”

But she said, “Thanks all the same, but one is really all I care for.”
Then she added, “I've been hearing about this place on the radio,

. you know. And I've been wantlng to come hére for such a long, long -

»

time. . .

That was what she said, and a moment later she walked out.

From the big window, we could see her going back up along the
beach, back to that house. But what we didn’t know was that her hus-
band was lying dead in there. It seems he had died in his sleep durmg
- his little nap after lunch.

But, as the doctor said, why was he lying out there in the blazmg
heat without his broad-brimmed hat? That midday sun beating down on
his bald head! Carelessness, the doctor said. Sunstroke. Nothmg but
carelessness.

That is what he said. : :

And if he had any other thoughts on the subject, he never uttered
them. Nor did anyone else.
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The pressures "at 'St. Andrews School could provoke
-murder . . . :

o

T T

Very likely there was an earthly good reason why someone should be
pounding on the door to Shaffer’s cottage .in Cloisters at six in the
morning. And even though Shaffer was still half drugged with sleep,
there was no mistaking it for a knock. Boys at St. Andrews University
School tended to pound on doors, never quite grasping the distinction
that a light rapping was customary and very sufficient for all but the
direst emergency. Nevertheless, pounding had been the prevailing
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form of entreatment ever since Shaffer came to St. Andrews eight years

before and it would in all probability become a tradition that would go

unbroken for centuries into the future. A dire emergency to a St. An-

drews boy included everything from a lost scarf or sock to a stolen .pair

of nailclippers to a little. fnendly Jostlmg in a campus hallway Ever it
would be.

' The pounding persisted as Shaffer hunted on the floor for a stray'
~slipper. He opened his door on Thomas Ames, a boarding boy in the

Senior School who was a standout on the track team. He was dressed

in his maroon warm-up suit and Nike track shoes. Rain, shine, or
holocaust, Ames ran an hour every morning. He was dubbed “The

Running-Fool” by his fellows, a nickname more of endearment than of

malice. He was well liked. His route each day took him down into

Chesterton Village and back and then five times around.the school’s

quarter-mile running track. It was a nine-mile jaunt.

““Ames, I warn you,” said Shaffer. “This is Saturday morning and we
are between terms and I rarely recognize Saturday mornings during
Spring.Break as part of the day So- suffice it to say this had better be
damned good.”

Ames looked visibly shaken. Hls eyes were dancmg in their sockets.

“Out the front gate, Mr. Shaffer! About maybe a couple hundred
yards 'down St. Andrews Road! It's a man’s body, sir—in the culvert
there! Half of him is in the culvert and half in the brush' '

“Is he dead, Ames?”

“I-don’t know, sir. I saw him and got scared and just came on back
up the hill to the campus. T didn’t check.”

“Did you recognize him?” -

“N-no, sir. His body was face down. I couldn’t see his face

“Well,. let’s get down there and.sée what we've got,” said Shaffer,
,turnlng back to his room to jam on a pair of jeans and some sneakers

“Do you need me, sir?” stammered Amés. -

“Ames, somebody’s got to show me the spot and you've got all the
quahﬁcatrons I'm not about to go hiking around that hillside in the
~ dark on a morning I don't recogmze as part of the day.”

He led Thomas Ames to the rear of Cloisters and the masters’ park-
- ing lot. It was nearly empty, just four other cars besides his own nine-
year-old Volvo. The school had-twenty-six men and four women on 'the
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full-time faculty, but only ten of the men lived at Cloisters and most of
them had gone home during Spring Break. Chalmers was still there
and s6 were Carl Hammerick and Gary Forrester. Shaffer had glimpsed
them moving about the campus grounds, or coming and 'going at
Cloisters, . or down in the village shopping or chugging beers. Benson
Hunt had driven down to Victoria for a couple of days but Shaffer
thought he’d come back for the weekend for some tutorial sessions with
a couple of the boarding boys whose grades were faltering.

 The road running behind Cloisters passed behind Greer Chapel the
~ two residence dorms, Science Hall, and President Thaddius’ home.
Shaffer saw no one about. If the man Thormas Ames had found was
dead, his killer wouldn’t likely be lurking on the campus grounds. If
one of the students was involved there were a hundred circuitous
routes back to the campus and from there back to the dorms.

From the front gate of St. Andrews, the narrow roadway set a
corkscrew course as it made its ever-widening circle down to Chester-
ton Village some 1,000 feet below. Shaffer never liked driving it.

Out of the darkness, Shaffer heard the boy say, “Better slow up, sir.
~ I’s just around this curve. On the right.” -

Shaffer applied the brakes of the old Volvo and saw the body, Just a
shadowy lump, half in and half out of the concrete culvert that had
_been built to control the runoff of rainwater during storms, which at
- times in this part of British Columbia could be fiérce. Shaffer came to a
_halt, leaving his lights on, and got out. Thomas Ames wasn't budging
an inch.

When Shaffer got to the crumpled form he saw there was no need
to roll the man over for identification. Shaffer knew that brown tweed
sportscoat and bulky grey turtleneck sweater from a mile away. Benson
Hunt seemed to wear them constantly. Shaffer stooped and felt the
side. of his neck for a sign of a pulse. There was none. He was dead.
The side of his skull had been caved in.

When Shaffer climbed back into the Volvo, Thomas Ames said,

“Who is it, sir?”

“Master Hunt.”

“Master Hunt, sir?” Ames’ voice was quivering.

“None other than.”

“Did he get hit by a car or somethmg?

“Or something,” said Shaffer.



-“What do we do now, sir?”
“We go down to the v1llage and wake up Constable McElroy at the
RCMP and tell him what we've found and where.”

The RCMP headquarters in. Chesterton' Village was a three-man
post, which consisted of McElroy and his two deputy constables.: Shaf- '
fer, when they arrived, told Thomas Ames to stay in the car. :

Constable McElroy-was making coffee. His day shift began at 6:00
A.M. He gave Shaffer a look of astonishment. “Hal? What are you doing

_up this edrly on a Saturday? And between terms, as-well. Are you

sleepwalkmgP :

“T was rudely awakened bv a student Mac, who is now off my
Christmas list.” _ -

“What's the problem?”

“We have a dead body,” Shaffer told him. “A fellow master, Benson
Hunt. His body is in a culvert about halfway up St. Andrews Road.”

“Did you discover him, Hal?”

“No, the student did. HlS name is Thomas Ames. He was out run-
nmg He’s out in- my car.’ - .

“Did either of you disturb the scene'«)

“I felt Hunt's neck to see if he was still ahve

“But nothing else?”

“Not so much as a tw1g

McElroy grunted, perhaps at the ungodhness of the hour or perhaps
at the awesome prospect of investigating his first kllhng “I suppose 1
better roust Webster and Ackerman out of their beds he said as he
reached for the telephone. :

Shaffer led Constable McElroy back through the dawmng village and

-up-St. Andrews_Road to the spot where Benson Hunt lay dead. McEl—

roy told Shaffer to take Thomas Ames back to the campus ‘As-soon as.it
was possible, he would take their statements.

Shortly after noon, he met Shaffer at Cloisters and Shaffer escorted
him to Todd Hall, a short walk ‘down the rear drive," where he left
Ames and Constable McElroy alone and returned to his cottage.

As he walked he gazed out between the buildings. A knot of boys
were playing a ‘skeleton-crew game of soccer and a few othiers could be
seen movmg back and forth across the campus in a varlety of dnrec—



tions. Shaffer wondered if one of them was a murderer. ,

St. Andrews University School had a total enrollment of 375 boys..
Roughly three-quarters of them were day boys, students who lived at
home and commuted to the academy daily. The remainder were board-
ing boys. How many of that one hundred had chosen not to go home
for Spring Break was hard to tell. When classes were out of session,
none of the masters met in sufficient numbers with them to get an ac-
curate head count: Shaffer tried to count up the faces he’d seen in the
past four days, coming or going on the campus and at meals. He gues-
sed there were around forty boys who had not gone home for the ten-
‘day vacation. Constable McElroy, he was sure, would want a complete.
list of the boarding boys who were still residing on the campus. )

Shaffer thought about who would want Benson Hunt dead. Hunt had
taught senior courses in French and Contemporary American Litera-
ture. Shaffer knew Hunt had acquired a kind of notoriety for the fact
that he allowed only French to be spoken in his foreign-language
course and only college-bound senior boys ranking in the top ten per-
‘centile were qualified to take -his literature course. Hunt had been
somewhat of a maniac for pop quizzes, sprung on his students without
any warning. The students said Hunt's courses were like quiz shows
without prizes. But surely that wasn’t a thing over which a master
might be murdered. '

And Hunt was certainly not hated. He was respected by his stu-
dents; not well liked, -but' not hated. Shaffer could think of fully a
dozen masters who might rank above Hunt on a students’ hate list.
Hunt had been strict and academically demanding, but he had also
been fair and had played by the academy’s rules to the letter.

Then Shaffer remembered the reason Benson Hunt had returned
early from Victoria. He had set up Spring Break tutorials with two of
his students. During those sessions had something taken place to cause
one or both of the boys to become angered with Hunt?"

“You cloistered dons are set up pretty cozily,” McElroy commented
as Shaffer showed him into his quarters. “Living room with a fire-
place, study room, bedroom. Do they give you a kitchen besides?”

“A kitchenette,” said Shaffer: “One can move about in it very nicely
if one doesn’t use a large frying pan or pot.” * | ,
UNice all the 'same. I was expecting more monkish austerlty—you



know: table, chair, naked light bulb hanging down from the ceiling, -
and a small cabinet for the bread and water.” )

Shaffer laughed. No water, he told McElroy, . but there was some
~ wine if he could stomach it a little Bordeaux from a lesser known

commune in the Medoc, but pleasantly drinkable.

" “I don’t’mind if I do,” said the constable. “I've never been one to

believe in total abstinence on duty. A little wine can keep the head
clear and active and can put a-witness or a suspect off his guard as
well,”

Shaffer ducked into the kitchenette and poured. out two glasses.
‘Constable McElroy took a sip, pronounced the wine more pleasant
than most he had drunk, and took out a small notebook. .

“Mr. Shaffer, how well did you know Benson Hunt?” he began.

“Very well,” ShaiTer told him. “As well as anyone here at the acade-
'my, 1 would say.’

“What sort of man was he? I mean, in terms of his personality?”

“He was a strict academician, but completely fair. He demanded ex-
cellence, but he knew the capabilities of his students individually and
didn’t push themi beyond their known potential.”

- McElroy took a sip of wine. “What we've seen tends to point to a
klller here at the school. Hunt wasn’t struck by a motorist. There were
‘no contusions on his body, only the bashed- skull. Was Hunt in the
hablt of walking to the village; or did he have a car?” '

“He had a green Vega. It's in the lot out back. But we all walked to
the village on occasion. Could he have been robbed?” :

“His wallet was found on his body, with eighty-three dollars in it,”
McElroy said. “And until the time of death is established, we're a bit
handcuffed. His-body’s been taken to the Coroner’s Unit in Victoria.
We should know more by five or six o'clock this evening. One puzzling
_aspect has cropped up though.” C

“What's that?” asked Shaffer. =~ T 7 T T =

“There was a residue of dust of some sort on his jacket and
trousers—chalk, lime perhaps. But we found nothing of it at the
“scene.” ' ) : .

“The athletic fields,” Shaffer said to McElroy.

“What?” :

“During Spring Break, the 'school's maintenance crew lines the
sports field for rugby and soccer. Our Provincial League play begins
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when the boys return for the Spring Terr_n. The crew was out lining-
the field yesterday and the day before.”

McElroy put aside his wine glass and stood up. “Take me out to the
field,” he said. -~ S
~ Baker Field was located behind the athletlc field house a new and
so far unnamed facility. Shaffer took Constable- McElroy south across
the wide grassy quadrangle that also doubled as the cricket field, then
between the Administration Building and Science Hall, bringing them
out onto a stone walk that led to the field house. N

“I never realized the campus was this big,” McElroy commented

“Twenty-three acres,” said Shaffer.

“Lots of room for a boy to become lost to suit his own purposes.”

“It’s a thought,” Shaffer admitted.

The athletic field was empty, but freshly lined. McElroy and Shaffer
searched for lines that had been obliterated, indicating Benson Hunt
might have been killed here and his body dragged across the lines, but
there were no obliterations.

“Don’t they use some sort of cart to draw these lines?” McElroy
asked. “You know, a wheeled cart, with a bin on top filled with lime
chalk?” : . : ’

“Yes,” said Shaffer. “They keep it in a shop in the basement of the

field house.” Shaffer turned and gestured back at the field house,
where the open garage door showed power mowers, piles of sprinkler
hose, and stacks of fertilizer and grass seed in bags. A man in white
coveralls moved back and forth inside. He was badly stoop-shouldered:
Horst Alm, the eldest of the school’s five workmen.

Alm had something very curious to tell Shaffer and Constable McEI-
roy about the liming cart he had used the previous day. “I forgot to
put it back in the shop when I finished liming the field yesterday.
When I came to work this morning, it was gone. As you know, Con-
stable, we had that light rain last night. I could see where the cart’s
wheels made their tracks out to the west there. I followed them into
that stand of pines out there about a hundred yards off, you seeP

“Take us out there,” said McElroy.

They followed Alm west over hilly ground that led into a thick belt
of pine trees. The grass was still slightly wet. Shaffer could clearly
make’out the double track made by the steel wheels of the lime cart, a



.

thing consisting of very little weight itself.. Shuddering, Shaffer won-

dered if it hadn’t indeed been used to transport a dead body. _

The cart tracks snaked through the trees until they cime to an
abrupt halt where a hillsidé ran down to the first serpentine curve of St.
Andrews Road.. The hill sloped at roughly a forty-degree angle, not so
steep that a human couldn’t descend it without- falling and tumbling
out of control the rest of the way down to the roadway.

“There are footprints here at the edge,” said McElroy, pomtmg to
the grassy ground where a section was matted and chewed.

“This is where I found the lime cart this morning,” said Horst Alrn
“Who would want to bring a lime cart to the edge of the hillside and -
then just leave it here? That’s not much of a schoolboy prank, not from
what I've seen here over the past twenty years. One year some boys
hiked all -of Master Van Dine’s cottage furniture up into the chapel
belltower on pulleys. And another time, Headmaster Batesford found
. his Peugeot in the gymnasium, completely dismantled and laid out on
the basketball court, labeled part for part.”

“Im afraid this is no prank,” said Constable. McElroy. “T think the
lime cart was used to transport Benson Hunt's body here to the edge
and then dumped down the ‘hill. And I think-if we- take a straight path
~ down we'll come out at the very spot where Hunt's body was found by

your track student this morning, Mr. Shafler. Let’s put the acid test to
" He told Horst Alm he could go back to his regular duties and then
he and Shaffer started down the hillside.

The footing was not at “all treacherous. The earth was hard packed -
and layered with pine needles from trees'that spiked the hillside in an
intermittent stand. Clumps of barberry bushes sprouted-on the hill as.
well, a few of whose leaves and branches looked recently damaged.
Perhaps Benson Hunt’s body had been stopped by them and his mur-
derer had to pull the body aside to set it to tumbling again.

‘Both Shaffer and Constable” McElroy used the trees ‘and bushes-to~
halt their downward momentum at intervals until they reached the bot-

. tom, a descent Shaffer judged to be fully two hundred yards.. They hit
a brief flat area, perhaps no wider than twenty yards. Neither man said
a word about the two slender trails marking the ground where the pine
needles had been pushed aside. The needles had made way for .the
heels of a pair of man’s shoes as his body was dragged by the arms.
They came to the short slope of bank, stopped at its edge, and looked
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down into the stretch of cement drainage culvert where Benson Hunt s
body had been found. :

“I hadn’t expected to be this lucky,” McElroy said. “It appears we
don’t have a hit-and-run and no one from the village is involved. Our.
best suspect seems to be someone dlrectly connected w1th the school -
or someone who paid it a visit yesterday.”

Shaffer asked about the lime cart. ‘

“The usé of thatcart inclines me to believe one of your students is
involved,” McElroy said. “The victim was a big man, over six feet and
around two hundred pounds. His killer couldn’t carry him and. so he -
had to look around for a means to transport him away from the cam-
pus. I'll need an accountmg of all .the students who have stayed here
durmg Spring Break.”

“That won't be difficult. Each dorm has a 51gn out register. 1 think
you should know Hunt came back a couple of days ago-to tutor two
senior boys who needed their marks hiked up for college.”

“Do you know which. boys?”

“No, but there should be some evidence of that in Hunt’s cottage.”

“Then you'll need his keys,” said McElroy.

“Hunt hever locked his rooms,” said Shaffer. “Hardly any of us do.
The honor system is difficult to perpetuate 1f students-encounter locked
doors all over the place.”

They climbed back up the hill in silence. On the walk back to Clois-
ters, McElroy said, “Hal, I've got that autopsy report to get and some
other matters to juggle. You'd be helping me out a great deal if you
could work up that list of students for me and nose around Hunt's
rooms for the names of the two boys he was tutormg

“You've got it.” - N

“T'll call you tonight. The coroner’s report will be in from Victoria®
and it should give us something more substantial to work with. Do you
know anything about Hunt’s next-o‘f-kin, a relative I can notify about
his death?” -

“Hunt was divorced about a year ago,” Shaffer told him. “I suppose
his ex-wife would be the best person to call. Ill look for a phone
number for her.” :

“Good luck. And keep in mind McElroy s Law.”

“What's that?” )

Constable McElroy issued a wry smile, “The Tight at the end of the
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tunnel nearly always turns out to ‘be the headhght of an on-rushing
train.”

_ After McElroy left, Shaffer walked over to the two dormitories, Todd
Hall and Usatalo Hall. From tables in the lobbies, he picked up both
leather-bound sign-out registers and took them back to his cottage,
where he crossed out the names on the registers from his master list of
boarding boys. When he was finished, his list- showed' twenty-two
boarding boys remaining on the campus during Spring Break.

Benson Hunt’s cottage was numbered A-13, two units removed from
the laundry room. Its door was unlocked. Shaffer.was not a stranger to
Hunt's rooms. He had been to meetings here on two or three occasions
and had spent a random evening- or two with Hunt chasing after
philosophical notions.

The rooms were still furnished in what Shaffer had come to call
Early Uncertain. There were canvas-backed director’s chairs, a thread-

:bare Moroccan rug, a tapestry-covered couch with eagle-claw legs
made of glass, a brutish dining-room table that looked Spanish in some
places and Queen Anne in others. Hunt had never been bashful about

. the hoarding of miscellaneous junk.

- Three of the director’s chairs were still arranged in a close triangle,
suggesting Hunt had tutored both senior boys simultaneously the day
‘before. Hunt's study guides and course texts were in a mound of disar-
ray on the rug next to one of the chairs. Shaffer looked for textbooks or
test papers that would tell him the names of the boys, but they had
been meticulous at picking up after themselves.
 There was a battered secretary across the room, one of the few items
of furniture Hunt had managed to salvage from his defunct marriage.
_Shaffer went over to it. It didn't take him long to find what he was
“looking for. The day-date desk calendar was still oper on”the day be- -
fore, Friday, the last day of Bensori Hunt’s life.

The small page contained just the single notation: Tutorials. ]effery
Langlow Mark Spencer. 2-4 p.m. and 6-8 p.m. -

Both Langlois and Spencer lived in Usatalo Hall. Spencer’s room-
mate told Shaffer he hadn’t seen Spencer since lunch, but he expected -
him back before two o'clock because he had tutorials with Benson
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Hunt. Shaffer didn't mention Hunt's death. The news would spread
fast enough without his help.

Shaffer found Jeffery Langlois alone in his room, hunched over a
_copy of Joyce’s Ulysses at a study table set at a window which over-
looked the quadrangle. “Have you got a minute, Langlois?”

Sure Master Shaffer. Do you know anythmg about Joyce, sir?”

“A little.” ~ .

“Well, I'm taking Master Hunts Contemporary American Literature
II, so what is he doing making me read ]oyce'r’ Isn’t Joyce an Irish
wrlter'f’ .

“He is.”

“0.X. So why not Hemmgway or Faulkner or Sherwood Anderson
and some of those guys?”

“You take your college boards in a few weeks, don’t you, Langlms?’

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, what I believe Master ‘Hunt had in mmd was to give you a
sense of literary association. Didn’'t he suggest you make comparisons
with the characters in Homer’s Odyssey? Joyce’s Leopold Bloom with
Homer’s Ulysses? Joyce’s Mr. Deasy with Homer’s Nestor?”

“The library only had two copies of the Odyssey,” Langlois said. “So
how am 1 supposed to make comparisons when some other jerks are
‘hoarding them and won’t turn them back in?”

“Calm down, Langlois. I'll lend you my copy.”

“Master Hunt wants us to read The Dubliners t00.”

“I'll lend you both,” said Shaffer. “But I'm here to talk to you about
your tutorials with Master Hunt.” : o

“We've got one at two o’clock. Me and Spencer.”

“Well, I think you'd better forget about the tutorials for today,” Shaf-
fer said. “Master Hunt isn’t on campus

“Where is he, sir?”

“He’s in Victoria,” Shaffer said. “You took tutonals w1th Hunt yes-
terday, didn’t you? A session in the afternoon and a session in the eve-
mng?” '

“At two o’clock, yes, sir. Me and Mark Spencer.”

“And at six o’clock, after supper?”

“Ndg, sir. I mean, we went over to his cottage in Cloisters, but he
wasn’t there. We went into his rooms and sat around for about fifteen
minutes waiting for him to show up, but he didn’t. So we just came
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back to our rooms.”

“Then the last time you saw Master Hunt was at four P.M. when
your first tutorial ended?”

“Yes, sir.- We left Cloisters- a little after four o'clock and Spencer
went over to the gym and shot some baskets. Then we went to supper .
- and after supper ‘we came back to the dorms and flaked gut until. six

and then went over to Master Hunt's cottage.” :

“Did you see Master Hunt in the dining room at.supper?”

“No, sir. But he could have come in after we left,” said Langlois. -

Mark Spencer had, meanwhile, returned to his room. His account of
the-events of.the past twenty-four hours corroborated Jeffery Langlois’.
If either boy had been angered at Benson Hunt for some reason, it was -
being well concealed. But Shaffer knew the deceit of which young
schoolboys and all humans are capable. Had one or both of them killed
Hunt? They’d gone to shoot baskets in the gymnasium, and it was at
the rear of that building that Benson Hunt’s body had been dumped
into the liming cart, and wheeled into the pine grove to be pitched
down the hillside. '

But what would be their motive? Tutorials? They were dlspensed
constantly to students who were achieving far below their potential.
Shaffer saw the headlight of a train dnvmg dlrectly at him down the
tunnel

At 6:00 P.M. Constable McElroy turned up at Shaﬁers door at Clois-
- ters.

“I thought 'you were going to call me,’ Shai’fer said. - o

“A couple of things needed my personal attention. You wouldn’t still
have some of that excellent Bordeaux left, would you?”

Shaffer got them each a glassful. -

When they were settled, McElroy-said, “The coroner nailed down °
" the time of death at"between six and eight P.M:"last night.-Now-that -
body didn’t li¢ ‘in that culvert for ten hours. Exposed as it was, a
pedestrian or a motorist surely would have seen it along the roadway.”

“What does that tell us?”

“It tells us,” said McElroy, “that Hunt’s body rémained on the cam-
pus grounds for several hours, perhaps until after midnight-or_early
this morning. It was covered or hidden until his killer could decide
what to do with it. Panic after an act of murder usually leaves the
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murderer in a state of confusion. He’s created a dead body out of a
human and he’s faced with the problems of getting rid of it.”

“What else?” Shaffer said. .

“The blows delivered to Hunt’s skull,” said the constable. “The killer
_ seems to have used two murder weapons. The skull shows two dis-
tinctly different depressions. One type is rather wide, about four inches,
the other perhaps only a half inch or so. The latter were probably -
the blows that were fatal. It's almost as though Hunt's killer delivered
blows with a first weapon and when they didn’t seem to be doing the
job he seized upon a second weapon:” L .

“They'll all have to be questioned,” said McElroy when he’'d read -
Shaﬁer’s report.

“Tedious work,” commented Shaffer.

“But sometimes very productive. Stories dovetall or don’t, they point
to the consistent as well as the inconsistent.”

At McElroy’s request, Shaffer accompanied him back to the soccer
field behind the field house. With dusk, the grounds were peppered
with schoolboys returning to their rooms, their after-supper games of

" tennis, soccer, cricket, or. frisbee put up ﬁnally for an evening of
studies.

The soccer field was empty. Neither Horst Alm nor any of his
maintenance staff were about. The shop was locked up for the evening.

“I'm almost certain we're standing at the scene of the killing,” said
McElroy. “No schoolboy could have dragged a man the size of Benson
Hunt any great distance to this spot. And if we can placé trust in the
coroner’s estimation of the time of death, someone would have seen
something at that early-evening hour.”

“What are we looking for?” asked Shaffer.

. Constable McElroy’s eyes swept the area behind the field house and
came to a stop on a good-sized plle of tarpaulin stacked about ten feet
from the maintenance-shop door. “That, perhaps.”

“The tarps?”

“Yes. What are they used for do you know?”
They re used to cover the soccer field,” he said. “They come in ten-
- foot sections that are anchored with bricks or whatever is handy to
keep the winds from blowing the works into the next province.”
“Let’s have a look at them,” said McElroy. Shaffer followed him over



to the four-foot stack of canvas. “Just the top one or two sections
should tell us something, if there’s anything to tell.”

They had to look only as deep as the topmost tarpaulin. Three folds
down, splotches of rusty red stained the material, splotches still faintly -
damp to the touch. “Well,” said McElroy, “this isn’t a picnic blanket
and these stains aren’t strawberry jam. This is what wrapped Hunt's
corpse to keep it concealed here until his killer could sneak back in the
darkness and remove it from the scene.” _

Something Jeffery Langlois had told Shaffer now struck the master as
of possible irnportance “If you're going to interview those two boys,”
he said to McElroy, “I suggest you begin w1th Mark Spencer.”

“Why Spencer?”

“Well, the other boy, Jeffery Langlois, told me that Spencer went to
the field house after the tutorials were over to shoot baskets. I'm afraid
that places him near the scene of the crime around the time Benson
Hunt was murdered.” _ o B

“That doesn’t look good for him,” said McElroy. “Let’s go see what
he has to say for himself.” S

Both boys were in their rooms. Mark Spencer was sitting on his bed
trying to mend ‘a sock with. a light bulb jammed into it.

“Mark,” Constable McElroy said, “where did you go after your tuto-
rials with Master Hunt at Cloisters yesterday afternoon?”

‘ Spencer ceased his mending.

“T told Jeff I was going over to the gym to shoot some baskets. I
asked him if he wanted to come along, but Jeff saxd he wanted to go
back to the dorm and do some studying.” . _

Shafler excused himself, left Spencer’s room, and went across the
hall and knocked on Langlois’ door. Jeffery Langlois answered, dressed
in just his shorts. “I ﬁgured it must be a master. Nobody else in thls _
place ever knocks on a guy’s door. Come on in, sir.’
- Shaffer could se€ a pile of books and papers on Langlms study table .

Burnmg a little_ early-evening oil, Langlois?”

-“Well, you can really get a jump on the competltlon this way, Mr.
Shaffer. The other guys waste as much time as they can. I want to.
make the Headmaster’s Honor. List.”

“Are the books I loaned you of any help?”

“Are you klddmg me? If you get all the characters matched up, Ulys—
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ses is a breeze. Penelope is Mrs. Bloom, right? And we got Cerberus,
he’s Joyce’s Paddy Dlgnam And Tlresms is Leopold Bloom s old man.
It’s a piece of cake, sir. -

“I'm glad they helped,” said Shaffer. “There’s something I want to
talk to you about.” ' ‘ :

“What's that, sir?”

“After your tutorial yesterday afternoon, Spencer went off to shoot
some baskets and you came back to the dorms, is that right?”

-“Yes, sir. Spencer’s on the varsity B-team and he can shoot the eyes
out of a basket. I watched him play when we played Royster Academy,
so it doesn’t do any good when he tries to hustle me into playing
Horse with him. He always wants to play for money or snacks or des-
‘serts, but I've got his number.”

“Did you do your studying at the table here?” Shaffer asked.

“I always do. That way I'can look out the window every so often and
see what's happening down on the quadrangle.” ‘

“How-late did you study?” :

“A little after five o’clock, I guess. If you've got a room that looks out
over the quadrangle, you don’t have to keep lookmg at your watch to
see what time supper is. You just keep an eye on’the quad and when
everybody down there begms to head for the dmmg hall, you know it’s
chow time.’

“Think back, Langlms What can you remember seemg down on the
quad yesterday afternoon?”

- “Well, let’s see. Some guys were kicking a soccer ball around. And
Thom Greavy plcked a ﬁght with Burleigh Anderson, the tackle on the
football team.’

“What else?” :

“Not much more. Guys were lying around on the grass studymg, the
usual horseplay. Some kid from the Junior School threw his frisbee up
into a tree and couldn’t get anyone to hike him up onto a limb so he
could climb after it.L A few senior guys tried to get up a. cricket game,
but they didn’t have enough players.”

“Were you at the study table when they began to break up and head
for the dining hall?”

“Yes, sir. Friday is steak mght Man, you should have seen them
take off | If you find yourself at the rear of the line on Fridays, you get
something that looks like it fell off somebody’s shoe.”
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“And you saw nothlng else down on the quadrangleP Shaffer asked.

“No. Except for Master Hunt.”

“What?”

“Yeah. I guess he came out ‘from Cloisters to sort of monitor the ac-
tivities. He broke up the ﬁght between Greavy and. Anderson as a .
matter of fact.” .

“What did you observe of Master Hunt?” asked Shaﬂ"er

“Well, for one thing, he was talklng with Mouse Lew1s about some-
thmg or other.”

“You mean Cameron Lewis,” said- Shaffer. He didn’t think much of
disparaging nicknames and tried to squelch them whenever they came
up in the boys™ conversation. A St. Andrews boy had enough academic
and social pressure to deal with without the additional burden of an
‘ego-diminishing nickname.. Cameron Lewis had' tested in the genius

. category, but his slight stature and foolishly large eyeglasses made hlm )
the perfect butt for small-people jokes.

“Yes, sir, Cameron,” Langlois said. “They talked for about ten min-
utes. Maybe they were talking about Cameron getting into Amherst.
Master Hunt is on the College Admissions Recommendations Board.
‘Cameron’s dad is an Amherst graduate and Cameron says if he doesn’t
get into Amherst he mlght _]USt as well not go home. Ambherst is a fam-
ily tradition.”

Shaffer had forgotten that Hunt had been on the Recommendations
Board. It was a six-member panel of masters which, along with Head-
master Batesford, made the crucial decision whether a St. Andrews boy
would receive the school’s recommendation to the college of his choice.
A St. Andrews recommendation was tantamount to acceptance, the lack
of it a disaster. As far back as Shaffer could remember, no St. Andrews
boy with a recommendation had.ever been rejected by the college of

. his choice. It was a_rite of spring nearly every boy endured w1th hlgh
expectation and dread. N h

“So you watched Master Hunt and Cameron Lewis in dlscussmn for -

several minutes,” said Shaffer. “What happened then?”

“Well, sir, the quadrangle was vacant- then. I ﬁgured they d head off

for the dining hall like the rest.”

“You mean they didn’t?” ,

. "No, sir. They. started walking in the direction .of the field house.
* They were talking and gesturing and just strolling along. Mouse—I
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mean Cameron, sorry,’sir—was carrying a cricket bat.”
‘Shaffer’s stomach did a turn. “Was that as much as you saw?”
“Yes, sir. I closed up my books and went downstairs for supper.”
“You told me before that you didn’t see- Master Hunt in the dining
room:” ' :
“No, sir.” . )
“What about Cameron Lewis?” DR - ~
“I didn’t see him at supper either,” Langlois said.
“Does Cameron Lewis live here in Usatalo?”
“No, sir. He’s,in Todd.”

Shaffer found Cameron Lew15 alone in his room in the adjacent dor-
m1t0ry : -
“May I come in, Lewis?”’

The boy was lying on his back on his bed. When Shaffer entered the
room, Lewis sat up. His face seemed to drop:

“If you ve got a few minutes, Lewis, I'd hke you to take a httle walk
with me,” Shaffer said.

“A walk, sir? Where to?”

“Just around the campus.” ..

“Well, I really should be studying, Mr. Shaffer

“Put on your sneakers, Lewis. And you'd better grab a jacket. It’s get-
-ting a little chilly.”

It was only a little after seven o "clock. By now v the quadrangle, a roll-
ing green in daylight, was transforming itself into a black pit. Shaffer
and Cameron Lewis stood on its lip, next to a set of bleachers.

~ “Lewis, were you out here on the quadrangle ‘'yesterday afternoon
Just before supper'r" R .

“Yes, sir.

“I'm told you spoke with Master Hunt,” Shaffer said. .

“Yes, sir. Master Hunt is on the Recommendations Board. He

wanted to talk to me about my plus-factors. I'm shooting for Amherst,
sir, and they place heavy emphasis on a student’s plus-factors. Amherst
gets over 5,000 applicants and accepts only around 600.”

“What happened when Meal Bells rang?” asked Shaffer.

“The usual, sir. Everybody took off like a bullet for the dining hall.”

“Did you do the same?”

A gap came in Lewis’ response.



~

“I didn’t go rlght along to supper, no, sir.”

“Why not?”

“Master Hunt felt we should talk about my application a little more.
An admissions application is very tricky, like grant-writing. You have to
put your best foot forward and sort of hide the other from view.”

“Did you go back to Cloxsters?

“No, sir.

“The hbrary. then?”

“No, not there either.”

“Perhaps to Baker Field.”

. There it 'was, as clear as handwriting, another response lag.

“I'm waiting for an answer, Lewis,” said Shaffer.

“Y—yes sir. Baker Field. We walked over to Baker Field:”

“Fine. Let’s head in that direction.”

They took virtually the same route Shaffer had taken with' Constable
- McElroy. when it became all .too clear how Benson Hunt had died.
They moved between the Administration Building and Science Hall
and then onto the flagstone walk leading to the field house.

The darkness raised Shaffer’s already acute sense of isolation. HIS
mind fell on the possibility- that Cameron Lewis might be psychotic,
‘that the refined network St. Andrews used in its testing contained
holes through which a boy like Cameron Lewis could slip undetected.
He was a murderer, of that there was little doubt left in Shaffer’s
mind. But what was his capacity for killing a second time? Was he con-
cealing a knife or some other ‘small weapon? Shaffer was letting him
walk ahead, leading the way. He wasn’t going to show his back to
Lewis for a split second.

They reached the field house and skirted it to the.rear.

“We'll stop here, Lewis.” -

The boy turned In the d1m hght 1t was 1mp0551b]e to read hlS ex-

”pressmn - -

“Lewis, is this where it happenedP

“What, sir?”

“Lewis, you were tested at the Speech and Hearing Clinic in Vic-
toria along with every ‘other junior boy when you entered St. Andrews
I can’t believe you've suddenly gone deaf.”

A whlmpermg sound came up from Lewis’ throat “Please don’t :
make me, sir, Cameron Lewis said.
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“It’s going to come out sooner or later, Lewis. You can make it easy -
or difficult.”

Seconds passed, almost unbearably tense. “Yes, I did it, sir. I killed
him.” . ‘
“Why, ‘Lewis? Was it over your Amherst application?”

“Yes, sir. But it was worse than that.” . :

“Isn’t killing someone the worst thing one human can do to
another?” Shaffer asked. : _

“But it was worse, sir.” Cameron Lewis was shaking and sobbing. “It
was my plus-factors, sir. I don’t have them. I played on the Junior Bs
in soccer, but I didnt follow through with it. And this year I was
the first-one cut from the varsity cricket team.” He paused to gain con-
trol. “I'm not a class officer and I didn’t get on enough committees. I
placed too much emphasis on academics. Sure, I kept up an accumu-
lated A-minus, which got me onto the Headmaster’s Academlc List.
But the plus-factors, 1 entlrely ignored them.”

“I can’t sée what you're driving at, Lewis.”

“It was Master Hunt, sir. He told me that all those deﬁ01enc1es in
my plus-factors could be corrected. He said there were ways.” Shaffer
caught a darkness entering the boy’s tone. “No, not corrected, he said
they could be altered.

“We were standing just about where you and 1 are standing now, sir.
Master Hunt started to tell me stuff about his life. You know, about
what it was like for him as a kid growing up, things about his father
and why his marriage ended. Mostly about that, about the breakup of
his marriage. He began to explain to me why some men get divorced,
how some men wage war against their natural inclinations because of
somety s pressures to conform. But they finally reach a point when they
can’t hide their true feelings any longer. . .” ’

Shaffer felt a knot start to grow in his stomach. He had thought he
knew Benson Hunt so well. Qui addit scientiam, addit et laborem
He that increaseth knowledge increaseth sorrow.

“Then,” continued Cameron Lewis, his. voice coming thinner from
its dark corner, “Master Hunt said what he really wanted. He told me
we could go back to his cottage at Cloisters and no one would ever see.
or know anything. He said that was what I would have to do, that it
was the only way I could get my - plus-factors doctored on my apphca-
tion to Amherst. Then he put his hand on my cheek.” '
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Shaffer closed his eyes.

“I-1 guess I went sort of crazy then, sir. I couldn’t push him away,
he was so much blgger than me. I stepped back and he started coming
towards me again. That’s when I-hit him, And then I hit him again. I
was so scared, I didn’t count the number of times I hit him. I didn’t

“want him to touch me any more and I didn't want to do those things
he wanted me to do. Finally, he fell down..I knew he was dead. His
. whole head was caved in and the blood was everywhere.”

Shaffer said, “Lewis, the autopsy shows two types of wounds.
Wide wounds and thin wounds. You had your crlcket bat with you, didn’t
you?” '

“I had it with me when I'was out on the quadrangle, sir. It got
turned in my hand when I was hlttmg him, probably. Some blows with
the flat side, some with the edge.”

“Master Hunt was too heavy to carry off into the woods,” Shaffer
concluded. “So you covered his body with one, of those ﬁeld tarps piled
against the maintenance-shop wall.”

Lewis nodded in the darkness. _ .

“You came back here later, last night sometime, got his body into
the lime cart, and wheeled it through the pme grove to the top of the
cliff, then dumped the body over the side.”

“It wouldn’t roll all the way down,” said Lewis. The trees would
stop it and L had to climb down and free it. When I got it to the bot-
tom I dragged it to the highway and pushed it over the last ridge into
the culvert.” , -

-“You should have removed Master Hunt's wallet from his pocket,”
said Shaffer. “It would have looked like a robbery done by-someone in
the village.” ‘ )

“I wasn’t thinking about anything like that, sir,” Lewis said. “I just

_wanted him as far_away from me as possible.”.— ... . .. . .. .

“I understand, Lewis,” Shaffer told him. When he placed a comfort-
ing hand on the small boy’s shoulder, Lewis didn’t pull away. “We'll go
back to the dorm mnow and you'll tell Constable McElroy exactly what
you ve told me.’

“Y—ves, 51r I just hope I don’t have to tell the story too many more
times, sir.”

Shaffer knew what the boy meant. There is a hmlt to the number of
times a nightmare can be recalled.

126 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



Classified

=
IVIARKET PLACE;

ﬂauu-nnu-mu-nn-nn-mana-nnum-mmn--ma
The rate per word for Classified Ads is $1.00 each insertion, minimum ad $15.00—payable

in advance. Capitalized words 40¢
3rd month preceding COVER date.

er word additional.
end order & remittance to R.

Space reservations close 1st of
S. Wayner, Classified

Ad Manager, DAVIS PUBLICATIONS, INC., 380 Lexington Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017.

ADDITIONAL INCOME

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

$50-8500 Weekly Mailing Circulars Spare
Time. Diamond, Box 684-10, Bessemer City,
NC 28016.

AUTHOR'’S SERVICE

PUBLISH YOUR BOOK! Join our success-
ful authors. Publicity, advertising, beautiful
books. All subjects invited. Send for fact-
filled booklet and ‘free wmanuscript report.
Carlton Press, Dept. SMK, 84 Fifth Avenue,
NY 10011.

BLUEPRINTS, ‘PATTERNS & PLANS

NEW CRAFT PRINT CATALOG-—Choose .

from over 100 great easy-to-build plans. Send
$1.50 (completely refunded with your first
order). BOAT BUILDER, (CP Div.)—380
Lexington Ave., New York, NY 10017.

BOOKS & PERIODICALS

LARGE Catalog TFree; Mystery-suspense
books: Save to 709,. Spencer Books, P.O.
‘Box 186, So. Laguna, CA 92677.

FREE CATALOGUES, hardbacks,
backs. Search Service,
Booksearch, Box 15460
32808.

FREE List! Used hardcover mystery detec-
tive fiction. Bill Dunn, 251 Baldwm Avenue,
Meriden, CT 06450

BACK ISSUE MAGAZINES. Free list. Send
stamped envelope. Everybody’s Bookshop,
Dept. EQ, 317 West 6th, Los Angeles,
Caljf. 90014.

MYSTERIES-Paperbacks from 40¢; Hard-
bound from 80¢. Tinsman, 431 Caloric, Topton,
PA 19562.

FREE! FREE! FREE! DISCOUNT BOOK
CATALOG! Up to 709, off! Write, Pier, 795
Amarilloo, Beaumont, TX 77701.

BIBLE SUSPENSE. The mysterious Book of
Revelation has confounded generations. New
illustrated study applies Sherlock Holmes type
logic to unravel a hitherto baffling message.
%4 96, Gllbert Casteel, Box 45173, Los Angeles,

paper-

. Orlando, Florida

HOW To Make Life Easier A Simple Method
$1.00. Gloria Paul, 22 Blue Jay Street, Spring
Valley, New York 10977.

Detective Mystery-

POB 22791 (TW), Tampa, FL 33622

GUARANTEED - WEEKLY Income of
$178.00 ($35.60 daily working one hour at
home). FEarnings guaranteed.” FAS, Box
13703, San Antonio, Texas 78213.

$350 weekly mailing letters. Free details.
Bronxville House, Box 311-D, Bronxville,
NY 10708.

STAY HOME! EARN BIG MONEY ad-
dressing envelopes. Genuine offer 10¢. Lindco,
3636-DA, Peterson, Chicago 60659.

“HOW _TO RECRUIT COMMISSION
SALESPEQPLE! Free Details! Success Pub-
lications, P.O. Box 35305, Edina, Minnesota
55435.

10009, PROFIT Bronzing Baby Shoes. Free
Literature. NBC, Box 1904-DG, Sebring, FL
33870.

$3,000.00  MONTHLY. Start immediately.
Stuff envelopes at home. Information, send
self-addressed stamped envelope. Village, Box
2285-DDG, Irwindale, CA 91793.
MAIL-ORDER BOOK DEALERS WANT-
ED! Free Details! Books, P.O. Box 395 B,
Excelsior, MN 55331.

DIRECT TO FARM SALES. New Patented

Product!

$100/Day. Free Details! Conserv-
tek, P.O. Box 35305, Edina,

MN 55435.

BUMPER Sticker Printing Device,

Cheap,
Simple, Portable, Free Details.

Bumper,

$480 WEEKLY! Proven Mailing Program,
Guaranteed Earnings: \ Rasmussen DP 118,
1747N. 450 E., Ogden, Utah 84404

108 NEW MILLIONAIRES YEARLY! Can-
ada’s Government. Lotteries. Free Details.
;A(Iignﬁll, Box 202, Etobicoke, Canada M9C

SELL MONEYMAKING BOOKS BY MAIL.
Excellent Profit Potential. BECOME YOUR
OWN BOSS! Nova Sales, Box 595 (AH-1),
Sta. Q, Toronto, Canada M4T 2N4.




- $100.00 daily!

~SAVE -MONEYH (5) -

Classified Continued

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES-—Cont'd

EDUCATION & INSTRUCTION—Cont'd

$350 WEEKLY MAILING LETTERS. FREE
DETAILS. Karmchell, 628fd Cherry, Albany,
GA 31701.

SELL_ business cards—six pastel colors. 509
commission. Specialty Co., Box 8905 Orlando,
F1L 32856 free catalogs.

COMPLETE Color Picture Tube rebunldmg
equipment with four place oven. Top condition.
Contact Mr. Scholz, Box 271, Christina Lake,
B.C., Canada VOH 1EO. .

NEW! 5 “proven’”’ Wholesaling opportunities.
‘‘Capital/experience unneces-
sary.’”’ Free brochure! Allrightco-B, Box 91309,
Cleveland, Ohio 44101.

$30.00 PER HUNDRED addressing envelopes.
Immediate Earnings, Beginners Kit $2.00 (re-
gl;l(l)ggble) Saenzd, Box 38589, Houston TX

$300 WEEKLY!! Spare time—Mailing Circu-
lars. YJCO(IOX), Box 8403, Erie, PA 16506.

DISTRIBUTORS. ' JOBBERS. . WHOLE-
SALERS. New Porducts. Earning potential
unlimited. Byrd House, Box 5090-F10, Flor
ence, SC 29502,

UNIVERSITY DEGREES BY MAIL! Bach-

elors, Masters, PhD.s . Free revealing
details. Counseling, Box 389 AH-11, Tustin,
CA 92680.

INSTANT MEMORY . . . NEW WAY TO

" REMEMBER. No memorization. Release your

PHOTOGRAPHIC memory. Stop forgetting!
Free information. Institute of Advanced Think-
ing, 859DP Vialapaz, Pacific Palisades, Cah—
fornia 90272.

FARMS, ACREAGE & REAL ESTATE -

AMAZING! Colorado and Texas land_ for
$5.00. -Full details $1.00. The Ant Hili, P.O.
Box 8953, Houston, Texas 77009. .

FISHING TACKLE, BAIT & LURES

WHOLESALE PRICE List $1.00. Free Sample
Hooks. Pageco Products, Box 3676, Granada

"Hills, Calif. 91344,

GIFTS THAT PLEASE

$30.00 HUNDRED stuffing our circulars into
stamped addressed envelopes. No limit. Be-
ginners Kit $2.00 (Refundable). Collossi—
Box 333-DC, Brooklyn, NY 11219. - B

117 SERVICES Anyone can sell by mail. 12
page report tells how. Free details. Emjay
Sales, Box 27611-H, Escondido, CA 92027.

$1,200.00 MONTHLY CORRECTING PU-
PIL’S LESSONS!!! Start Immediately. Free
Report. Send self-addressed stamped envelope.
Home, Box 9201-SBBG, San Diego, CA, 92109.

HOMEWORKERS=-$1,000 Weekly mailing

CASSETTE COPIES AS SOUVENIRS. Your
recording of family, school, church, social club
events professionally duplicated. Any number
of cassettes. SBI, S. Lee, MA 01260. - .

T-Shirts, 600 designs,
Shop, 287 Thayer St.,

Free Catalog. T- thrt
Providence, RI 02906.

BEAUTIFUL GLASS AIR "FRESHENER.
Three year guarantee. Fragrant perfume_oils
lovely flowers in 5 in. high jardinere. Great
Xmas gift. Choose red, white, pink, yellow,
blue, lavender. Send $3.95 plus 75¢ postage

circulars! Stamped envelope: KV Advertis- Diebold Co., 929 Heaton Pl., Rahway, NJ
ing, Box 13283, Ft. Carson, CO 80913. 07065 AHN78. .
BUY IT WHOLESALE HYPNOTISM
YOU -
corics, Sond Solf addvessed stamped savelops, [FREE Fascinating Hypnosis Information!

Tapec, Box 19, Santa Maria, CA 93456.

“Wholesalé
$4.00. Manufacturers Dir, $4.00.
pliers Dir. $4.00. All (7),
chester Enterprises, Inc,
Street, Phila., PA 19136.

CARTOONING, COMMERCIAL ART AND
SIGN PAINTING

LEARN cartooning. Fun or profit. Cartoomn ,
Box 7069D, Colorado Springs, Colorado 8093.%

EDUCATION & INSTRUCTION
COLLEGE degree by mail, via resume. Edu-

cation, 256D South Robertson, Beverly Hllls
CA 90211

M.Q. Sup-
for $10.00. Win-
2807SS Hargrave

Catalogs -

Startling!
92805, . e ez e =

MISCELLANEOUS

12 UNIQUE pastry recipes. Satistaction Guar-
anteed. Send $1.00 to Huntz, 3607 S. 22nd St.,

. Milwaukee, WI 53221.

LOTTERY—Five chances to Win $100,000.
Plus many subsidiary Prizes. Send
Kathco, Box 157, Dept. B, Station A, King-

_ ston, Ontario, Canada K7M 6R1.

POOL CUES two section, several designs and
colors. Money back Guarantee. Send five dol-
lars to J, Hill, 1611 Grandon Dr., Apt. 16-B-2,
Killeen, TX 76544.

DLMH, Box 487 Anahelm, CA

$2.00 -



ClaSsified

Continued

MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES

$250.00 profit/thousand  possible—stuffing
mailing envelopes. Offer: Rush stamped ad-
dressed envelope: Universal-ADVS X16180
Fort Lauderdale, FL 33318.

$180.00 "WEEKLY Mailing Circulars, Start
Immediately. Eveready,
Ave., Brooklyn, NY 11238.

EARN at home, writing short stories. Info.
$1.00. Sav Institute, Box 22864, Houston,
TX 77027.

422D  Clermont °

PENPALS

JOIN North America’s leading penpal club.
Details from Friends Worldwide CP-95/F
Anjou, Montreal, H1K 4G5.

- PERSONAL

FINANCING! $1,000-$50,000 available-
‘‘overnight.”” Entirely by mail. Any purpose.
Repay anytime. Incredibly low interest. No
collateral, cosigners, special conditions. Full
information, $1 (refundable). Spectrum, 79
Wall St.-16FR. NY 10005, -

_ WIN a $1,000,000. Americans Now Eligible.

Enter Canada’s National Lottery held every
-second month, 12x $1,000,000 plus 8x $100,000
given away every draw. 300,000 Prizes. Tickets
$12. Send check to Campbell, Box 35410, Van-
couver, Canada V6M 4H4.

FANTASTIC Profits:
Free Samples, Grahamco,
Tacoma, WA 98499.

WANT money? Easy ways to make $1,500
monthly. Result guaranteed. Details 25¢.
Ippersiel,'RR #1C, Noelville, Ont. POM 2NO.

$300.00 WEEKLY, Mailing Circulars, Write:
McGuire, Box 91054, Tacoma, WA 98491.

'$83,501.00 FREEBIES WAITING! GOV-,
ERNMENT DIRECTORY $3.00. PALMER,
B1244DG, Phenix City, AL 36867.

HOMEWORKERS NEEDED!! $500/1,000
Stuffing Envelopes. Free Supplies. Send
stamped self addressed envelope. Nationwide
Industries, 19602 Cherrywood Lane, Warrens-
ville Heights, OH 44128. -

MOTION PICTURE PRQJECTORS, FILMS,
. SLIDES & SUPPLIES

FREE discount catalog. Super 8, 16mm
movies, supplies. Coastal, 1428R San Marco,
Jacksonville, FL 32207.

Mailing  Circulars.
DPBX 99371,

- GET cash grants—from Government.

IDEA book for re-doing or adding to your
kitchen and bath improvements. Send $1.50
(includes postage) to KITCHEN & BATH
IMPROVEMENTS—380 Lexington Ave., New
York, NY 10017.

NEED a friend? Penpal? Send $1.00. Whisper-
ing Echoes, Box 47, Pontiac, Iilinois 61764.

(Never
repay.) Also, cash loans available. AIl ages
~eligible. Complete information, $2 (refund-
able). Surplus Funds-DG, 1001 Connecticut
NW, #1019, Washington, DC 20036.

DO YOU KNOW ““How to Write a Classified
Ad That Pulls’’? Booklet includes a certificate
worth $2.00 toward a classified ad in any of our
publications. Send $1.50 (includes postage)
to R. S. Wayner, Davis Publications, Inc., 380
Lexington Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017.

RUBBER STAMPS
RUBBER satmps made. Three lines $3.75,

Rubber Stamps, B-1337-Ell, Waldo, AR
71770. _




EQ’s falljwinter 78 ANTHOLOGY
is here! Youw'll not find a more delicious collec-

tion of crime comfections, mys&en'y mermgues,
and detective desserts.

In hardcover yow'd pay $8.95. But order ﬂns

edntnmm and you. ,
, save $6.50!

Check fhe cover below for a superb serving from the
- WHO’S WHO OF WHODUNITS'

/’_ ———————— <
] Enclosed is $1.95 '
plus 65¢ handling /shipping I ' :
(total of $2.60) for EQA #36 | i B3 “""h“m
. B I . HAHDCOVER
|
| een’s
4o GANTHOLOGY
IS l .+ FALL- vnnml 1978 51.95 VOLUME 36
I
-
|
| | 1sHoRTNOVEL - 12 SHORT STORIES
. | REX STOUT. ISAAC ASIMOV
‘ 4 . (and NERO WOLFE) MICHAEL GILBERT
o 25 God ] | anowmEs EDWARD D.HOCH
i2Es MICHAEL INNES | FOMUND CRISPIN =~ -
S HUGH PENTECOST | parricia McGERR
MAIL TO: | | BARRY PEROWNE | HENRY SLESAR
ELLERY QUEEN'S - JOHN PIERCE .~ | CHRISTIANNA BRAND
MYSTERY : -| ELLERY QUEEN -
ANTHOLOGY #36 | - ' and others
380 LEXINGTON AVE. .
NEW YORK, NY 10017 the WHO'S WHO of WHODUNITS

\ AHMM118 | _ o f
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Please enroll me as a member and send me at once my five triple-volumes shown here,
containing fifteen mysteries. | enclose no money now. | may examine my books for one
week, then will either accept all five volumes for the special new member price of only $1,
plus postage and handling, or return them and owe nothing.

As a member, | will receive free the club’s monthly Preview which describes my next
selections but | am not obligated to accept them. | will always have at least ten days to
reject any volume by returning the form provided. | may return any book at the club’s
expense for full credit. For each monthly triple-volume | keep, | wili send you only $4.39,
plus postage and handling. | understand | may cancel my membership at any time.

The Detective Book CIllb, Roslyn, N.Y. 11576

Name

8-XW
Street

47-62-88
City

State Zip

NOTE: Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be ’
serviced from Ontario, offer slightly different in Canada.
Postage already paid. (In Canada, affix first-class stamp.) -

DETACH PAGE — FOLD IN HALF HERE, STAPLE OR TAPE ENDS TOGETHER — THEN MAIL.

- First Class

Permit No.7
Roslyn, N.Y.

Business Reply Mail
No postage stamp necessary
if mailed in the United States

Postage will be paid by

The Detective Book Club

Roslyn, New York 11576

------——----------;-------q-----------------
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15 BRAND-NEW MYSTERIES JUSTS1.

S

. . o . ' :
Nine O'Clock Tide by Mignon Catch Me: Kill Me by Wm. H. TheCase of the Russian The Hour Before Midnight
G. Eberhart.(Publ. Ed. $6.95) Hallahan’:‘Best Mysteryof . Diplomatby E.V. Cunnmgham by Velda Johnstori. ™ -
Maigret and the Hotel the Vear' (Publ. Ed. $7.95) (Publ. Ed. $6.95) .. (Publ.Ed.$7. 95 ", o
" Majestic by Georges Pollce Chief-by John Bal/ Send for the Sarnt (2-in-1: The Blond Baboon by - -
Simenon. (Publ. Ed. $7.95) - '(Publ. Ed $6.95) . Mlda; Double & Pazn Janwillem van de Wetenng
Leéw Archer, Private Deathpof an Exnert Witness (pau'E; Igdb};éegsg)e ¢ artens (Publ-Ed. $7.95)
Investigator by Ross® . - y P.D. James. - . ’ One Fearful Yellow Eye "
MacDonald. (Publ Ed $10 00) (Publ Ed. $8.95) “, Elope to.Death by John - by John D. MacDonald.
) - Creasey as Gordon Ashe. (Publ. £d.$8.95) ..
L Aftershock by Lillian - .. (pybl. Ed. $6.95)

R 0'Donnell. (Publ Ed. $7.95)
The Tenth Life by R/chard

* The Killing in the Market ' N
* by John Beil ) Lockrldge {Publ. Ed~$8 .95) ) o

- (Publ. Ed. se 95) . o J

Savrngs up to $5 00 on every mystery you read

Ta ke these 15 best-selling thrlllers foronly . hard- cover triple volume foronly $4.39.

$1.00. These books cost $119.30 in the That’s up to $5 less than one mystery costs
-original publishers' editions — but to intro- in the publisher’s original-edition. )
duce you to The Detective Book Club, we'll The club’s editors'select the best from’
send you all of these superb mysterres in some 400 mystery books each year Selec-
five handsome hardbound triple volumes tions include new thrillers by the authors of

“(shown on.the reverse side) for only $1.00. your first' 15 books, plus Dick Francis, Len
As a member, there is no minimum num- - Deighton, Brian Garfield, and many more.

ber of books you must buy. You may reject Toget your 15 brand-new mysteries for $1,,
any volume before or after receiving it. And  see the reverse side of this page for an all-
you may ﬁancel your membership at any in-one coupon and postage-paid envelope.
time, without penalty or hurt feelings. N . T

When you accept a club selection, you get The Detective Book Club

three unabrideed detective novels in one Roslvn. New York 11576.





