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Once in a long, long time you come across a storv that is not
only memorable but almost unforgettable. Such a story is
this. It has been called by Frederick C. Davis, a fine writer
in his own name, “The best detective story I have ever read.”
We wish we could tell you more about the author. Unfortu-
nately, all we know is that he is one of two writing brothers
named Robbins who lived on the West Coast when we last
heard from them. If and when they reappear on the writing
scene, they will receive a warm welcome here. Meanwhile,
we are proud to share with you this very rare and haunting
story.

HEAR THAT
MOURNEUL WIND

by DANE GREGORY

When she is murdered, let no one
mourn.

This was destined when she was born:

But save your tears for the slayer who

Weeps on the very blade that slew.

Red-inked entry in Claybaugh’s
Giant Scrap Book.

w ELL, I DON'T know. They held enough so there was a very good
the services the second day attendance.

after all this took place up on the Miss Eubanks had been a pleasant
Hill; but while that’s crowding woman, given to a few whims in I+
things a little for these parts, I sup- later years—as who is not, I alw. .
pose it was thought best on account say—but highly thought of by ail.
of the unseasonable weather. Any- After the main service there was
how, the news had traveled far a long procession out to the cemetery
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HEAR THAT MOURNFUL WIND

and then a brief graveside service
where they tell me the widowed Mrs.
Crownover—she’d been Miss Eu-
banks’ dearest friend—created a little
excitement by offering to throw her-
self in the open vault.

I wasn’t there for that part of it,
however. It being a Saturday morn-
ing, I had to get back to the barber
shop.

Most of the time the shop kept me
pretty busy on a Saturday, and that
had been especially true since Cope-
land Powers put away his apron to
take a houseman’s job over at the
Club. Not that I minded, you under-
stand. T've always been one to like
lots of company and baseball talk
around me: and. anyvhow, it was just
as Tookie used to say.

That was the wife: her folks had
named her Tucker after some relation
on her mother’s side, but everybody
called her Tookie.

“Chigger,” she used to tell me in
her laughing way, “a chink in the till
is worth two in the plaster.”

But T don't know. It may have
been the strange weather or it may
have been that a big funeral proces-
sion always seems to drag the quiet
of death through a town. Whatever
it was, I never passed a longer, slower
Saturday morning.

It was not seeing Charlie at the
shine-chair that got to me the worst.
I put a good stiff edge on the razors
and then T moved the Lucky Tiger
calendar over to the south wall, but
it seemed like the rest of the time
there was nothing to do with my
hands. Under the circumstances, I
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guess it was only natural I should
think quite a bit about Charlie.

Let’s see, now, he’d been working
for me every Saturday—oh, it must
have been all of six vears—till the
day he got his big hands on that axe.
Charlie always did like sharp things,
but of course nobody thought much
about it then. It was six vears, all
right, because it comes back to me
now that it was that terrible hot
summer right after Tookie went to
Wichita, Kansas.

Well, T don’t know. As I was going
to say, this particular Saturday morn-
ing I felt about as sorry for him as
I had when he first came bawling into
town with the slats of his dad’s whip
across his forty-vear-old shoulders.

It’s not that I'm taking up for
murder most foul. as Colonel Murfree
likes to call it. Whether by Charlie
or by Adam’s off-ox, it's a crime
against nature and I guess we all see
eye to eve on that. But Charlie had
been a great out-door man, vou know;
and we don’t have Court Week here
until late September. It gave me a
shut-in feeling myself to think of
spending three months in jail.

l MADE UP a little package out of
some funnyvpaper books and then
I put on my hat and coat and hung
up the “Back Soon” sign. I went
upstreet toward the county jail, which
is four blocks south along Main in
what some call the old pecan grove.
That way the wind was in my face.

It seemed like the wind would
never let up. Six days steady now it
had been blowing in from the south;
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but not hard and not hurried and not
even hot enough that a man could
break out in a good clean sweat. It
had the smell of dying flowers on it,
and it was slow and smooth. You
could open your hand against it and
it would run like a woman’s hand
through your fingers; and in the night
when it slipped along the eaves it
was like a woman’s voice.

Even the sheriff seemed to feel it
a little, though Claybaugh is scarcely
what anvone would call an edgy sort.
He was working away at a crossword
puzzle. His coat and vest and shirt
were thrown across the back of his
chair.

“Chigger,” said Sheriff Claybaugh.
“Eight-letter word beginning with H
and ending with E and meaning
‘capital offense.’ Any ideas?”

T said no, then added: “I brought
Charlie some funny books, Clay. 4n:-
mal Antics. They're the only ones
that don’t make him cry.”

“That’s thoughtful. Strange about
Charlie going beserk on us, ain’t it?
Everybody knew he was a little
turned, but nobody thought he’'d ever
turn completely beserkwards.”

“Claybaugh, that ain’t funny!”

“I know it ain’t, Chig.” The sheriff
turned his blue eves up to me and
they were soft. “I'm fond of Charlie
my ownself, and T just can’t hardly
see him taking the wrong side of an
axe to a gentle old soul like Miss
Eubanks. Nope. I can’t hardly see
it happen.”

“Well,” T said, “he likes sharp
things, Clay. No getting around it,
Charlie always appreciated a good

cutting piece. And there’s weather.”

Claybaugh huffed out his cheeks.
“Tell a man there’s weather. She’s a
sirocco for fair.”

“Come twice?”

“You ought to do some word
puzzles your ownself. Sirocco is what
they call it in the tropical places
when a wind blows in from the south
this way. Makes people jumpy as
cats, somehow, and now and then
one of ’em goes on the hunt like
Charlie. It’s like the same chord of
music played over and over till it runs

‘through your bones like a scream.”

“Say, don’t it?”

Claybaugh said, “But it don’t come
often here. Last bad spell was six
years ago. I remember the time be-
cause that was the year somebody
boiled up crow meat and ate it to pay
off a mid-term election bet. And that
was the year—"

He unhooked the star from his up-
pers and began to pick away at a
little spot of egg-vellow that. had
hardened into the groove.

“Well, T can talk about it now,”
I said. “That was the year Tookie
packed up her duds and left me.”

Claybaugh shook his head. “Pretty
little thing. Cute as a cardinal with
all that red hair. But, Chig, she’d
been a flirting girl from the first.”
He put his key-ring on the desk.
“Guess I can trust you with these,
boy, but you watch Charlie real
close.”

“Tell a man I will.”

Claybaugh came clear out of his
chair and slapped the roll-top like
someone killing bugs. “Homicide!” he
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yelled. “Homicide! Damn it, Chigger,
all this time it’s been plain as the
nose on your face!”

I edged away from him a little and
ran one finger up to the nerve that
sometimes draws at my lip. “Come
twice?” I said.

Claybaugh dipped his pen in the
bottle of red ink. He sat down and
began to scratch letters across the
word puzzle. “Begins with H and
ends with E, don’t it? You watch
Charlie, boy. Never can tell what
may be in a man’s mind.”

E WENT IN there to Charlie’s cell,
and Charlie said through his balled
hands, “T just couldn’t seem to eat
‘er, sheriff. You can warm ’er up for
my supper, though, can’t you?”

I said, “It’s me.”

He took his knuckles out of his
eves and they were tender. “I said
all the time you might come and see
me, Mr. Deems. I told the sheriff so.”

“Well, and why not, Charlie? I
brought you a slight something, too.”

He brightened his eyes at the fun-
nypaper book. “Cub bear ones?”

Then he said. “Miss Eubanks
thought maybe T could learn to puzzle
out the short words. She said so,
Mr. Deems. But they wouldn’t let
me go to the service—oh, no, not
them! Wasn’t usual, the sheriff said.”

“Charhe,” T said, “itexeally ain’t.
Claybaugh tries to be fair.”

“But I didn’t chop her!” said Char-
lie. “Not one lick, I didn’t, Mr.
Deems. 1 need some new clothes
awful bad, but you just couldn’t have
hired me to chop Miss Eubanks.”

I sat down on the edge of Charlie’s
bunk and loosened my collar some so
I could breathe better. “Seems like
you were up there on the Hill,
though,” T said.

“On’y because Miss Eubanks likes
flowers.” :

“Come twice?”

Charlie said, “She was gonna put
in a big rock garden there, people
talked. She was gonna stump out
that old crabble orchard she taken
over from the bank. So I says Tl
go up there and offer to chop for
Miss Eubanks. I figured she’d leave
me chop, Mr. Deems, because every-
one knows how handy I am with—"

His face bleached now and I
thought for a minute he was going
to yell. “But not that way, Mr.
Deems,” he whispered.

“Maybe we better talk about the
cub bear books.”

“The wind was on the back of my
neck,” said Charlie. He was shaking
a little and hunting a place for his
hands. “It was like someone breathing
on me, Mr. Deems, and it was dretful
up there and I wanted to turn at the
gate. But that was when I hear the
scream. ‘Jim sang his'm purty! it
screamed. ‘Jim sang his'n purty!l’”

“Come twice?”

He said it again.

“Charlie,” T told him, “that’s wild.
Miss Eubanks never owned a talking
crow in her life.”

“Wasn’t no crow that screamed it,
Mr. Deems. It was pore Miss Eu-
banks her ownself.”

“Charlie,” I said, “that story would
be plain poison in court. Miss Eu-
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banks had taught school all her life,
and everyone knows she made a chore
of her grammar.”

He clenched his big face and went
on talking. “I wanted to go the other
way, but Miss Eubanks had been my
dear friend. I run and I run towards
the house, and direc’ly I got to the
door it was bad, Mr. Deems. She set
there with her head up against the
door, and I thought right away some-
thing might be out of whack because
the axe was in her. The axe was in—
the axe, Mr. Deems.”

“Charlie.”

“And I was crying a little, I guess,
and I says, ‘Miss Eubanks,” I says to
her, ‘how come anyone would want to
chop you?’ Charlie put his mouth
too close to my ear. “And then there
was the Sign,” he whispered.

“The Sign?” T asked.

“It was dretful,” whispered Charlie.
“Dead as she is, up jumps her arm
like this, Mr. Deems; and she points
Out There! She points Out There to
that old crabble orchard— and then
down goes her arm like this. It on’y
made a soft little spank on the step,
though.”

It was the way he told it, some-
how. I said, “Charlie!”

“And I took up the axe and I
mogged for the trees, but the wind
could mog faster than me. It was
dretful when I got to the orchard.
There was a shadow sixty-five miles
long that run through the grass like
a snake, but I could have stood that,
maybe.” He put his mouth to my ear

again, “On’y thing I couldn’t stand .

was the Women.”

“Women?”

Charlie whispered, “It don’t get in
the books, I guess, but maybe the
millionaires have got some reason for
keeping it from us. When that south
wind shook the leaves, T knew. It
blew the moon all silver and green
through the crabble trees; and the
trees kep’ saying: ‘Qo-h-h, Charlie!
Ah-h-h, Charlie! Tell the boys hel-
lo-0-0 Charlie, and don’t do a thing I
wouldn’t do’.”

He pecked at my knee with his
forefinger then, but I don’t suppose
I jumped more than two or three
feet at the outside. “You tell Colonel
Murfree and maybe he’ll put it in the
Democrat,” said Charlie. “Them
crabble trees up on the Hill, Mr.
Deems, they’re dead women lifting
their pore lean arms to fluff out their
hair and try to look purty again.”

“Charlie,” I said, “not another
word! A man can stand so much and
no more.”

“That’s what I know,” said Charlie.
“I couldn’t have gone on into them
trees if I'd been bare-naked and Pop
behind me with the gad. I yapped
like a pup and I made for the road,
and there I was swinging that dretful
axe and running off at the head when
the Allisons come uphill in their car.”
His mouth reached for his ear lobes
again. “How’s Mrs. Allison today?
Hate to think of her being down
sick.”

“Now, Charlie, you don’t want to
be a cry-baby all the time, do you?
Look, Charlie,” I told him, “you
haven’t even opened up your funny-
paper book.”
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He unrolled the funnypaper books
and out rolled that old Navy Colt
of mine—the one I got from Cope-
land Powers when he bet on the
wrong sheriff.

CHAPTER 2
“We've Got to Think of the Living”

CHARLIE cooLED off his fingers on
the leg of his cords. His mouth
opened wide, then closed very slowly.
He leaned close to me, whispered:
~Gane

“Gun,” I agreed.

“No,” whispered Charlie.

I rattled the key-ring at him and
said, “The Allison boys are taking
their mother up north awhile—they
think maybe she’ll get over her break-
down sooner there. Well, Charlie,
they’ve got a nice cool cyclone-cellar
where you could hole up for weeks.
Would be a nice cozy place.”

He turned his face to the window
and whuffed like a dog. “But maybe
you'd get in bad with—"

“T’ll have a yarn for Claybaugh—
don’t you fret about that. Charlie,
maybe you're guilty as sin, but other-
hand maybe you'’re not. One way or
the other, I wouldn’t keep a cannibal
shoat cooped up in weather like this.
Not when the south wind is blowing.”

Charlie moved his feet. “The sheriff
give me a big cavalry sword oncet.”

It was muggy as a swamp in that
little cell, and the nape of my neck
began to draw at the hairline. “Damn
it,” I said, “you don’t think I'm telling
you to shoot at him, do you? All

you've got to do is pour enough lead
around the place to keep him inter-
ested in his word-puzzle. And then
you mog, understand? Man comes in
here offering you a chance and you
stand around thinking up crazy things
instead of mogging.”

Charlie coaxed, “Don’t lay ’er on
my old sore back, Mr. Deems.” He
took the gun and he took the key-
ring and he opened up the door and
he went.

I lay down on the floor near the
cub bear books and looked up at the
long crack that ran across the ceiling.
The bunnybooks had the root-beer-
ish smell of Bigler’s Pharmacy.

I guess ordinarily the Colt would
have made a terrific boom, but in all
that soft heat the shots had a lazy,
rolling sound like a cowbell heard at
dusk. I'lay where I was and listened to
Claybaugh’s chair lean hard against
the wall and something heavy turn
over once to scratch at the floor like
a badger. Then things were quiet.

Claybaugh came in sweating a little
and dragging Charlie along by the
scruff of his shirt. “Damn it, Chig-
ger,” he scolded. “I told you to watch
him. Remember I warned you.”

Charlie had never been much to
look at, of course, but he was worse
than ever with his shirt front stained
red clear down to the old trunk strap
he used for a belt. T came up onto
my hands and knees and shook my
head a little to put things back where
they belonged.

“I was watching him like a hawk,”
I said, “but even a hawk can’t see
backwards. And who'd ever have
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thought he knew the rabbit punch?”

Claybaugh threw Charlie onto the
bunk and wiped off his fingers with
the funny books. “You didn’t even
say you were toting a gun,” he com-
plained.

“Tell a man I was. Think I'd call
on Charlie without side-arms of some
kind?”

“Well,” said Claybaugh, “all T wish
is he hadn’t made me do it. What’d
the poor stiff want with a gun, any-
how? He threw every one of his shots
straight at the floor.”

Charlie’s feet looked only a little
bigger than gravestones with his toes
turned up.

I shut my eyes and said, “Well,
there’d have been a lot of loose talk
if Charlie had broke out of jail. I
hate having this happen, Clay, but
I guess you handled ’er the only way
you could.”

“The only merciful way, after all,”
said Claybaugh. He blew his nose
and heaved a great sigh. “Damn it,
though, I'm going to give Charlie
particular hell when he comes out of
this! That bottle of red ink I slapped
him with went all over my word-puz-
zle, Chigger.”

Well, T'll say this for the shots:
they warmed up trade a little. People
usually come to my shop for the fresh
news, and it made things even better
that I'd been right there in the thick
of the fray when Charlie put on his
jail-break. By first-coke time that
afternoon I had a better than fair
crowd.

“Oh, Charlie’s not really a bad
sort,” I told them. “Another sheriff

might have played ’er different, but
I'm kind of glad old Claybaugh is
the easy-going type. I wouldn’t want
anything to happen to Charlie. I'd
hate to think of Charlie stopping a
bullet from Clay’s gun.”

Cotton Maxey made the noise he
makes with his lips. That’s the blond
Maxey boy—the one that wears the
green suit and the old Settler’s Day
button reading: I Love My Wife,
but Oh You Kid.

“Charlie can’t help from liking
sharp things,” said Cotton Maxey.
“They tell me his mother once
jumped on his head because he forgot
to dig up a fresh batch of eating-
clay.”

“Well,” T said to the stuffed rac-
coon up on the set-back, “you can’t
hardly blame her for that. I under-
stand she’d been planning a big char-
ity supper for the Maxey family.”

There was a sort of embarrassed
silence after I said it. Neither the
’coon nor anybody else wanted to
break out a smile, because Cotton
packs around a barlow knife only a
little less wicked than the razor I
was holding. He decided to let it
ride. But the look he gave me wasn’t
friendly at all.

WE WERE most of us somewhat
on the peck, I guess. The
southerly wind had blown in all day,
shaking the dry catalpas along Main
so that they danced like fingers on
a piano. I'd closed up my shop tight
against the sound; and as Les Turn-
bridge came in, the air in that place
was scarcely a day deader than Adam.
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“She’s thinning out on top, Les,”
I told him.

“I'm paying you to cut it, not wear
it.” He looked up at the ’coon in the
setback as if he would like to shoot
it again. “So Charlie goes faunching
in there with a couple of big guns and
Claybaugh slaps him with a book.
Wears a gun his ownself, don’t he?”

“Oh, it wasn’t quite like that, Les.
Anyhow, Claybaugh hates to shoot at
people he knows.”

I oiled up the clippers a little;
they had a baby-chick sound that
wore on my nerves. “It’s not that
I'm saying anything against Miss
Eubanks,” T said. “There wasn’t a
better woman or a finer teacher in the
world. T’ll leave that to Cotton
Maxey, there—he must’ve got to
know her pretty well those five or six
vears he spent in the Fourth B. She
taught your little ones, most of you,
and I guess she’d have taught mine if
Tookie and I....Well, she was a fine
woman.”

“Set up with my wife once,” said
Les. His strawberry mark had a hot,
chafed look under the clippers.

“Set up with everybody’s wife.
Fed hungry bellies and clothed naked
Maxeys, whether they wanted to be
or not. Asked nothing more of life
than the right to raise a few little
flowers. But like I say, she’s gone
now—couldn’t even smell the beauti-
ful floral offerings at her own service
—while poor old Charlie sits up there
healthy enough to tear the neck off
a horse. And it’s the living we’ve got
to think of, boys. Remember that.”

Cotton Maxey bent over to stare

9

at the sleepy June bug that had
blown in from the street. There was
a sound of breathing in the room,
thick and slow like the wind. Crabby
old G. D. Harvison Murrow balled
his hand on Cotton’s new issue of
Ginger Snaps and peered at me out
of eyes that were only a little more
glassy than the stuffed raccoon’s.

“You'd have to take up for Charlie!
Sure, you hired him in the first place.
Well, it ain’t gonna do you a lick of
good, Chigger! He’ll get his next
Court Week, the axe-murdering—"

“That so, G.D.?”

“Ain’t it?”

I blew on the clippers. “Few
months from now,” I told them all,
we’ll look out there and see old Char-
lie swinging downstreet with a grin
on his face from here to the Hollow.
Yes, and his big old cavalry sword
clunking along at his side. Well,
that’s all right. Charlie ain’t a bad
man at heart, you know.”

Les Turnridge’s neck twitched un-
der the lather. “How do you mean,
Chigger?”

“Why, man alive,” I said, “there
ain’t a single one of those big-upstate-
millionaire-lawyers who won’t be
fighting for the chance to take Char-
lie’s case! Just for the fame of it, I
mean. And then what happens?
With the exception of Cotton Maxey,
there, every man-jack of you would
have to tell the truth on the stand.”

Cotton opened up his barlow knife
and began to strop it softly on the
sole of his shoe.

Les Turnidge said, “What truth?
Or maybe we ain’t got the right to
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know. We're only taxpayers! It’s
root-hog-or-die for the poor man, but
some big-fat-upstate-millionaire-law-
yer—Quch!” :

“You leaned on the blade your
ownself, Les. Why, Charlie’s a little
different, that’s all, and you’d have to
to say so, wouldn’t you? They’ll
send him away to a place for a while,
and in three-four months—oh, maybe
six—back comes Charlie to his grind-
stone and his tools. Well, hell, T like
Charlie. I’d hate to think of him be-
ing cooped up for the rest of his
days.”

The June bug tottered over to the
fallen Ginger Snaps and looked at a
row of letters reading: Babes in the
Woodshed, by Dodo Dare. Cotton’s
knife went whickety-whack in the
quiet. G. D. Harvison Murrow
bawled:

“Released as cured, you mean? You
meéan a bunch of big-fat-bloated-up-
state-millionaire-lawyers can come
down here and—"

“It’s how things are done, G. D.
Right or wrong, it’s legal, and we’ve
got to stand by the law. TI'll always
say the crowd done the wrong thing
in that beast-man case up north,
though it was sort of natural.”

“What beast-man case?” said Les.
“Ouch, damn it!”

“Criminy, don’t jump around so!
Well, some of the papers called it the
Frenzied Frankenstein case. Seems
this poor stiff had just been released
from a place—been there three-four
months. He thinks, ‘Well. Nothing
like having a license to kill, is there?’
So they were having a sort of Settler’s
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Day like the one we have in October,
and—oh, I hate to talk about it.”
THE June bug had turned west and
crawled along a crack in the floor.
He was trying to find air, T guess.
Tell it!” screamed G. D. Harvison
Murrow. “Tell it, Chigger!”

“Well, it was the little girl’s death
that got the town worked up so bad.
The other eight people were all adults,
and they should have had sense
enough not to get in the way of a
killer armed with a scythe. But the
little yellow-haired girl . . . . Any-
how, they called on Mr. Killer that
night and they took him out of the
jail. No fuss, no ceremony. They
just took him right out and hung
him higher than Haman’s headache
on the nearest tree.”

Les said, “But how did they—”

“Oh, the jailhouse was a small one
—not much bigger or stronger than
ours, I guess. And then it seems the
sheriff was an easy-going sort of man,
too. You know the kind of man that
wouldn’t shoot an egg-sucking dog or
a ditto Maxey.”

Cotton tested the edge of the knife
on a match he’d had clamped between
his teeth.

“You mean there was no trouble at
all?” said G. D. Harvison Murrow.

“Well, T guess a couple of rich
lawyers blew off a little, but the
county officials winked at each other
and let ’er ride. Some people thought
it would have been better if they’d
handled it that way when the gorilla-
man drew his first blood—but like I
was saying in the first place, I don’t
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hold with none of that. Men shouldn’t
take the law in their own hands, not
even when it’s a matter of protecting
their homes and dear ones.”

“I've got four little tykes of my
own,” yelled Lester Turnidge, “and,
Chigger, I'm just sort of curious to
know why! Yes, and one of ’em’s a
little yellow-haired girl, too! Little
Sunshine, we call her, and only the
other day she was saying, ‘Papa,’ she
was saying, ‘don’t call me Little Sun-
shine any more because sometime the
sunshine—sometimes the sunshine
goes—

“Well, Les?”

“‘—out,”” whispered Les. “Why,
Chigger? Why? Why?”

“Just ain’t right, that’s all. Shows
poor spirit . . . . There you are, Les.
Clean as the rim of a bowl. Next
pair of ears to be lowered!”

G. D. H. Murrow ground his foot-
prints into one of those sporty-look-
ing women they have in the magazine.
“Poor spirit, says Chigger! Poor
spirit! But it’s fine and dandy for a
whole slough of big-fat-bleated-pluto-
cratic-multimillionaire-corporation-
lawyers—yes, and upstate ones on top
of that!'—to come down here and lay
every horror in the handbook on us!
That’s all right, now ain’t it?”

“Easy does it, G. D. You don’t
want to go around talking like a sore-
head.”

G. D. shook his two fists at the
stuffed raccoon. “Just like Claybaugh,
that’s his trouble! Red-handed Frank-
ensteen monster goes screaming in
there with a gun in each hand and
that big old cavalry sword in the
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other—and Claybaugh he’s too timid
to do any more than spank him with
a word-puzzle! Afraid to buck the
System! Well, he’s a part of the Sys-
tem, that’s why—and I ain’t voted
for him any of these past sixteen
years without wondering when he’d
show his hand!”

He got in the barber-chair panting
a little. It was stuffy in there, you
know.

I said, “You hadn’t ought to talk
that way about Claybaugh, boys.
Clay’s all right. It’s just that he
don’t like to shoot at people he
knows. Why, if a crowd of you was to
go up there tonight and say, ‘Clay-
baugh, we can’t sleep a wink till we’ve
taken care of Charlie’—well, like I
say, what would happen? Why, Clay-
baugh he’d just only shake his head
sadly and tell you: ‘Guess it’s your
right, boys, but I hate to think of
what the millionaires will say.” She’s’
thin on top, G. D.”

“Why wouldn’t it be? I'm only a
poor man, not one of these big-fat-
baldheaded—"

“But of course,” I said, “we don’t
live in that kind of town. And Clay-
baugh probably wouldn’t be there,
anyhow—he comes in at ten o’clock
for his Sunday shave. Reminds me,
I understand he may see Cotton
Maxey’s pa tomorrow and make him
promise to use a lighter bullwhip
when his crippled old mother drags
the plow.”

I picked up the straight-edge again.
“And personally, boys,” I told them
all, “I'm glad to be living in the kind
of town where a sheriff can safely
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leave his jail. I’'m glad for Charlie’s
sake if nothing else. T wouldn’t want
anything to happen to poor old Char-
lie. . . . Something bothering you, Cot-
ton?”

Cotton crouched low and put the
point of his barlow knife slowly
through the June bug’s middle. Just
in time, too. Another second and the
bug would have found that crack in
the door.

CHAPTER 3
“Oh, Johnny, My Bonny, My Dear”

FLL, 1 poN’T know. This is a

kind of quiet little garden spot
where nothing much ever happens
after dark, though we do manage to
scare up a bit of excitement at the
fall street dances, and I guess there’s
little or no point in my keeping the
shop open so late on a Saturday. The
twilight was nice. At dusk the wind
had turned off to a whisper.

Cotton Maxey came upstreet put-
ting one yvellow shoe ahead of the
other with the particular care of a cat
on a clothesline. He was wearing an
old carnival streamer around his
green hat-—Out For a Good Time, was
what it said—and even with the wind
going north I could smell the green
choc smell that came south.

“Chigger,” said Cotton. “Don’t
mean to tell me you're missing the
party.”

I didn’t say aye-yes-or-damn.

“Chigger,” said Cotton. “I figured
of course you had your invite, him
being a special friend. I even brought
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Charlie a something my ownself.”

It was a fudget I guess he’d picked
up on the wheel o'fortune for not
more than ten or twelve dollars—a
little black ball-shaped tiepin with
the numeral eight on it.

“Wouldn’t want him to go tacky,”
said Cotton. “When a man wears a
tie only once in his life, seems like
he’d ought to wear something on it.”

“Cotton,” T told him, “T hope some
day you’ll drop around and open
vour barlow knife close enough to me
so I can make twins of my favorite
barroom poet, and bring your dog. If
there’s a fleatrap cur sick enough to
like your smell, I’ll provide a cur for
each poet.”

The light of his cigarette blew
across his eyes and thev were crazy.
“Oh, will you?” said Cotton. “Oh,
peachy!” He crooked his wrists like
an edgy girl and went on up towards
the grove.

That would have been about half
after nine, I'd judge. Yes, I remember
it well now; I looked at the clock
when I went back inside.

It was quiet and stuffy for a while
after that, and there was nothing
much to keep me interested but the
new supply catalogue.

It was 9:55, as I recall, when I
heard the first of the sounds. Smack! it
went—smackety-smack!—about like
that. It probably would have sounded
much louder up-wind, but coming all
four blocks downtown it merely had
a kind of soft, flat note.

That soon shaded off into nothing
at all; and it must have been anyhow
five minutes before I heard this
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heavier noise, which was more like
someone beating the top of a barrel.

A man yelled once above the noise,
but the wind had cracked his words
to pieces long before they reached the
corner of Main and Seminole. Or
maybe he didn’t say anything in
actual words; it sounded like G. D.
Harvison Murrow uncorking a little
rage. For the most part, however,
there was only this tunkety-tunk ef-
fect and the various small sounds in
the trees.

I sat where I was and didn’t say
aye-yes-or-hell, but of course it was
something a man couldn’t gloss over
altogether. Even the ’coon in the set-
back appeared to be edgy. The jail-
house was bound to give in before
long.

Take it all in all, I was pretty well
pleased when Claybaugh came in for
his shave. A man likes company
around him at such times, you know.
That was close on 10:10, I believe,
though Claybaugh insisted the clock
was four minutes slow by evening

alamo time.

H E HUNG UP his coat and his vest
and guns and he got in the chair.

“Not too heavy on the hot towels,

Chigger. Seems like it’s hectic enough

already with this bad harmattan go-

ing night and day.”

“Come twice?”

“Tramontane, mistral, levanter or
sirocco,” said Claybaugh. “The wind
that walks in the leaves, as the poet
says.”

I laid on the towels and boiled him
only to a scolded baby blush. I took
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off the towels and said, “You slung
the bolts and came up through the
skylight, I gather. Well, personally,
I think you done the right thing. No
use a man’s going the roundabout
way for trouble.”

We couldn’t very well pretend to
ignore it, you know; that would just
have embarrassed the both of us.
Somewhere the boys had scared up
what sounded to me like a crowd-
sized ridgepole; and on that sleepy
breeze it made a firm whanging noise
only a little more noticeable than the
late draught. Dum-dum-dum—Ilike
that.

“Guess you're right, Chigger,”
sighed Claybaugh. “Anyhow, Charlie’ll
soon be out of it all.”

“That’s how I look at it, too.”

“And it seems to be a good orderly
crowd,” said the sheriff.

“Well,” I told him, “I could see ’er
coming this afternoon, Clay—there
was some talk against Charlie right
in here. But after all, what’s a man
to do?”

Claybaugh huffed out a scallop of
lather. He drummed his fingers on
the sides of the chair and said: “Not
much of nothing, I guess. And how
I look at it is this: if the jail can be
torn down, county needs a new jail
bad. Well, it’ll be a whole lot easier
to talk up a bond issue when Charlie’s
out of his misery at last and people
start feeling low-down about the
whole thing.”

“That’s a businesslike way to look
at ’er, all right.”

“Blade seems a little dull, Chig-
ger,” said Claybaugh. “I'd feel sort
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of easier in my mind if Charlie had
done more damage with his shooting-
piece today; but there’s this much
about it, Chig—a hang-rope jerks
practic’ly any murder case out of the
road. I don’t know—even the courts
usually assume that the dead man
was guilty as charged. Well, that’s
human.”

They were really drumming old
Charlie out of there for fair. A broken
window-pane tittered high on the
gust; but the only windows in the jail
were well above a tall man’s reach.
The thing that seemed to draw on
your nerves was the steady beat of
that big old ridgepole fighting at the
door.

It worked a little on Claybaugh,
too, though Claybaugh has never
been the edgy sort. He traded stares
with the stuffed raccoon and began
to drone through his nose while I
whipped a little new into the razor.
It was that tired old down-country
Johnny Allen turn that goes in one
ear and always has such a hard time
finding its way out the other.

Johnny, oh, Johnny, oh, poor Johnny Allen—
Why does he shudder and what does he fear?
Only a voice calling over and over,
Crying: Oh, Johnny, my bonny, my dear!
Crying forever to poor Johnny Allen:
Johnny, oh, bonny, oh, dear,
My dear,

My dear.

“Clay,” I told him, “that’s plain
morbid for a Saturday night.”

“Don’t blame you much,” said
Claybaugh. “Is kind of lonesome,
ain’t it? There was another song you
hated bad, as I remember. That was
the one Cotton Maxey used to coo

on the various pool-hall programs:
‘Looky, looky, looky! Here comes
Tookie! See you later, boys.’ . . ..
Wup! Nicked me a little.” ‘

“That’s a bad mole, Clay. It ought
to come off.”

“Didn’t it?” said Claybaugh. He
twiddled his thumbs. “Well, Tookie
was a pretty little thing, Chigger.
Never forget how she used to dance
her way downstreet with all that
bright hair burning around her throat
and just the right do on her mouth to
make it look like fireweed honey
tastes. . . . Oh, she was pretty! But,
Chig, there was more than once I
wanted to reverse the order and
spank her till she barked like a fox—
and I guess maybe it was even worse
for an edgy kind of man like you.”

I tapped a spot of lotion onto Clay-
baugh’s nick. “Tookie has her faults,”
I told him. “As who does not, I al-
ways say.”

“Still and all, Chigger, it couldn’t’ve
been a whole lot of fun for you when
Tookie came sneakfooting in with
choc on her breath and her nice roz-
berry lipstick worn down to the quick.
I felt for you, Chigger—I really did.”

I didn’t say aye-yes-or-what of it.
It was like that line in McGuffey’s
reader: The barber kept on shaving.

Claybaugh said: “Must’'ve been
particular hell, T should think, with
the south wind singing that old, old
song: I Wonder Who's Kissing Her
Now. You remember it, don’t you?
Tookie used to whistle it sometimes
when she played the piano....And
you remember the wind, don’t you,
Chigger? That strange wind six sum-
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mers ago—the slow dark wind that
poured over the world like sorghum
over a cake....Oh, by the way, Chig-
ger, where is Tookie?”

“Puff out your cheek a little, will
yvou? There. Oh, she went to Wichita,
Clay. Thought you knew. Understand
she’s going with some big-millionaire-
lawyer now.”

CHAPTER 4
“l Hate Those Old Sad Songs”

THE CROWD upstreet seemed bigger
and noisier now. While I wasn’t
there at the time, of course, T have
an idea the boys at the Club had
broken up their pan game in a great
big hurry when the news scattered
out on the wind.

Cope Powers has always been quite
an organizer, you know—he’s presi-
dent of the Hustle Up dinner group
here in town—and now you could
hear somebody with Cope’s voice
velling: “Way-y back, fellows! Way-y
back!” Then it would be whoom—rest
—whoom—over and over that way
till it seemed like the slam of old
Charlie’s heart against his ribs.

“Can’t be much longer now,” I said.

Claybaugh pulled in a cheek muscle
under the scrape of the blade. “And
T'll never forget the night Tookie left
you, Chigger. ‘Claybaugh,’ you told
me, bawling like a kid, ‘my Tookie’s
gone and done ’‘er at last’ Didn’t
surprise me a whole lot, of course.”

“Wish you wouldn’t talk so much
when I'm trying to make you present-
able for—for church.”
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“There was something kind of odd
about the house, though,” said Clay-
baugh. “Queer. T didn’t even notice
it at the time, Chig, but later on it
came back to me and plagued me
now and then for years. Sort of like
an old word puzzle you've had to put
away unworked. If Tookie was going
to leave him, 1 says, why would she
have bothered herself to drag that
big hooked rug out from wunder the
di-van and move it clean over to
yonder side the room?”

I gave the straight-edge a lick and
a promise. “Women are strange
things, ain’t they? Like Pa Deems
always used to say: Never marry a
woman.”

Claybaugh said: “A man’s mind
keeps on playing with problems even
after something dark spills over his
word puzzle. T think I solved that
one tonight at half-past eight by eve-
ning alamo time.”

“Did you, now, Claybaugh?”

“Yes. That was when I found my-
self all-a-sudden moving an old scat-
ter-rug over to hide that great big
red ink stain on my office floor. It
looked so much like blood.”

The wind ran in the brown catalpas
and clashed them together like rattle-
bones ticking off the beat of a song.
Bonny, oh, dear, my dear. 1 hate
those old sad songs. Give me some-
thing lively every time.

“Must have been a bad spot on
your parlor floor,” said Claybaugh.
“Oh, it must have been bad—and
especially so if lye and sandpaper and
a porcupine brush wouldn’t scour it
out of your thoughts. . . . Where is
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she, Chigger? Where’s Tookie cooling
off her little heels, Chigger Deems?”

I said: “Wish you wouldn’t talk
about her like that. She knew how to
laugh, Clay. She knew how to play
the piano. I don’t know—maybe she
knew how to live.”

“And it’s too damn bad she had to
die in order to prove it. I guess you
know you're under arrest, Chigger.”

“And I guess you know you're
under a razor,” I said.

It went whoomety-whoom—sort of
like that. Practically any barber
might have a bad accident with so
much noise going on upstreet. And
then, too, people around here know
I’'m the nervous type. Have been for
years. As Colonel Murfree sometimes
says, “He jests at scars who was
never shaved by Chigger.”

Claybaugh’s hands lay big and flat
and still on the arms of the chair. He
turned his blue eyes up to mine and
they were chiding. “Chig,” said Clay-
baugh, “alongside you the meanest
Maxey smells sweeter than baby’s
breath to me. You're a wicked little
man, Chigger Deems.”

“She’s been quite a sirocco, Clay-
baugh.”

“That’s like a man blaming his
weakness on the liquor he drinks to
get weak on. I could excuse you
Tookie, mavbe—she was the kind of
girl that whistles her way to a lone-
some grave. But there’s old Charlie,
a man that thought more of you than
of Bolivar Bear.”

Whoom went the maul.

“And there was Miss Eubanks up
on the Hill, a poor old thing trying to
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fill her life with jonquils because she
had a set of teeth that once scared
Harvison Murrow witless in a kissing
game. Never got over it, either—
listen to him howl!”

I opened a button on his shirt. “]
tried to reason with her, Claybaugh.”

“And I never saw a more convincec
corpse.”

“Wish vou wouldn’t talk like that
Clay. ‘Miss Eubanks,’ I says to he
kindly, ‘vou don’t want to stump ow
all those lovely crab-apple trees. Why
there’s good rich shade there,” T say:
to her. ‘Plant you some ginseng root:
between the trees and you can make
yourself a mint of money when the
Chinese market opens up again.””

“And then?” said Claybaugh.

“Oh, no, not Miss Eubanks! T
was posies or nothing for her. ‘Ginseng
isn’t pretty,” she kept insisting. “Gin-
seng wsn’t pretty!” she screamed and
I guess she was still screaming i
some even when I—"

“Take note you'd fetched up hes
axe from the chopping-block just ir
case. So Tookie’s under the crab-
trees, is she? Thought so.”

“Won't have people digging there
Claybaugh.”

His eyes were round and steady or
mine. “Seems like you'd have done 2
little digging your ownself when yot
lost that piece of land to the bank.”

“T’ll tell you, Clay. I hate all this
like billy hell, and maybe you’ll think
less unkindly of me if I—if I tell you
the whole thing before I—It"
Tookie’s voice. It lives on and on ir
the crab-tree, Clay, and I know it’s
there because Charlie heard it too.”
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“The wind that walks in the
leaves,” said Claybaugh. “When a
man’s fear is too big for his brain, it
always takes a voice outside him and
haunts him.”

“It wasn’t fear that sent me kiting
home with my spade. ‘Chigger,” says
Tookie. ‘No! No!” And, Claybaugh, I
knew what she meant. There was
something she didn’t want to spoil for
me, you see.”

B WAs watching me dry off the

blade, but his hands were quiet.
I kept an eye on them, and T’ll tell
a man I did. “That don’t sound a
whole lot like Tookie,” said Clay-
baugh.

“Sometimes she’s still in the house
with me,” I said. “And don’t you go
looking at me like I'm crazy! I know
it ain’t real. There’s one part memory
of how she was and five parts memory
of how she should’ve been. But, Clay-
baugh, it was my own tears that
finally washed the stain off the parlor
floor. It’s away to hell-and-gone bet-
ter than nothing.”

The shadow of my hand stopped
like a spider on his face. “And that
was what she didn’t want to spoil
for you, Chigger?”

“That was it. She was always so
proud of how she looked, you know.
She wouldn’t want anyone—and me
least of all—to see her with her long
hair tangled in the—No one can dig
around up on the Hill, Clay. Not
while I live above ground.”

His eyes were only a little softer
than smoke. “Damn it, Chigger, I'm
almost sorry for you!” The ridgepole
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went whoomety-whoomety -whoom.
He added, “Not quite, though.”

“Think I wanted to turn old bear-
loving Charlie into a millionaire-cor-
poration-lawyer? There’s a kind of a
thing called fear, Clay, though you
wouldn’t know what it’s like.”

He watched the blade turn slow in
the light. “You’re the best little
teacher in the world, Chigger Deems.”

“I've got to do ’er,” I said. “It ain’t
the way I'd have had it, Clay, but
we quit being old acquaintances when
you started working out the wrong
kind of puzzles.”

“Still don’t think you can do ’er,
boy. Not to me.”

The jailhouse let go at last. You
could hear the long, thin scream of
the hinges tearing down-wind like a
crosscut tearing through a knot in a
Judas tree. Screee-e-e/—like that.

“Get the cowardly axe-killer!”
yelled Cotton Maxey. And even
above the tunk of the door, his voice
had a bright wet edge like the thing
that leaned on my knuckles.

“The years roll on,” said Clay-
baugh. “Don’t they, Chigger?”

It burned red and white and red
on his neck, the ragged old scar he’d
picked up from somebody’s sunken
drag-line long before the dark winds
blew. That had been the afternoon
he scraped me off the sticky bottom
of Bear Crick, where I'd just settled
down for the second time and had
made up my mind to raise particular
hell with a tradition.

“Won’t do you a lick of good to
talk,” I told him. “She’s got to be
done.”
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I could sweat a little now, though
the wind was still heavy with unshed
heat. I swung the razor and put
plenty of arm behind it. I threw the
blade at the stuffed raccoon and put
out one of its eyes.

“Seems like a man as tight as you
would get himself a safety razor, any-
how,” T said. “Guess there are things
even a bad coward is worse afraid of
than his fear, Claybaugh. Old Man
Deems was quite a hellion his own-
self, but I guess he never raised that
sort of Cain.”

Claybaugh huffed his way out of
the chair and began to fiddle around
with his shirt buttons. “Hoped yvou’d
put it like that,” said Claybaugh.
“Wanted to get the straight of things
from your own lips, of course, but I
think maybe that was the big reason
why I came over for my regular close
shave.” He drew the back of his hand
across his forehead and added:
“Damn it, though, Chigger, couldn’t
you have said it a little sooner?”

Up in the old pecan grove there
was a kind of dull, dark boom, and
then we could hear a man’s scream
raise up and scatter out and die to
nothing on the wind. While I wasn’t
there at the time, naturally, I sort of
figured Les Turnidge had brought his
new shotgun along.

“Sounds like we're a little too late
to do anything for Charlie,” I said.

BARE PROTEST

Claybaugh said, “Sounds like Cot-
ton Maxey to me, I hope. Though
Copeland Powers would do ’most as
well—I been dreading his talk on good
fellowship at the club dinner. Monday
noon. I had a shotgun trap loaded
with rock salt and mustard seed in
Charlie’s cell.”

“Well,” I said. “Well. But—"

“Oh, I let him out hours ago—soon
after he shot three times right square
at the floor and didn’t even leave any
bullet-holes in that. He’s close by.. ..
Charlie!”

Charlie came in through the north
door dragging that big old cavalry
sword Claybaugh had given him; and
it seems he’d been standing there all’
this time with his elbow cocked for
the throw. He was always so handy
with sharp things, too. :

“I’'d have hated to do ’‘er, Mr.
Deems,” he bawled, “but I'd have
hated worse to see you do ’er to yore
own brother!”

“Well,” T said. “Well.”

I knew they were going to take me
away: but I felt easier in my mind
already, somehow. Maybe the south
wind had turned off a little, or—well,
it may have been such a relief to get
the thing out of my veins at last. It
had all been a terrible chore from the
first. But I don’t know, it seems like
once a man gets started he just can't
manage to stop. A A b

Prisoners in the Ambala, India, jail went on a “no clothes”
strike. They refused to put on any garments in protest against
prison conditions they disapproved of.
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LORRAINE

by CARROLL JOHN DALY

T BEGAN FAR back in the prison camp
¥ in Germany, I suppose, but there
wouldn’t be anything to tell except for
the end of it, the end of Captain Har-
ry Ramsone.

So I'll begin at the end in the little
summer house nestled among the
birch trees on the cliffs above Lake
George. TI'll begin when Lorraine’s
hand crept into mine and we gazed
down at the dead body of her hus-
band, Harry Ramsone. He had been
shot through the forehead.

Sheriff Brown was a tall rangy man
with a corrugated face and twinkling
blue eyes that didn’t always twinkle.
They didn’t then. He followed us out
into the birch-streaked dusk.

Lorraine, ethereal even in her con-
ventional white sweater and tailored
slacks, was quite calm as she faced the
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tragedy of the violent death of the
man she had been so happily married
to for five.years. There was no doubt
that they were happy. Every one of
the summer residents in the little col-
ony knew it. Sheriff Brown knew it
too.

Lorraine said, her voice steady:

“I left my husband at the house,
Sheriff, a few minutes after two. He
told me to go out on the lake with
Carleton Hadden here; that he had
work to do, or an engagement or some-
thing, down in the summer house.
Carleton and I were out on the lake
until a few minutes ago. Bessie, the
cook, called us from the dock.”

“Work to do, or an engagement,
Mrs. Ramsone?” Sheriff Brown was
holding a little note book in his hand.
“Try to think which. It might be very
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important. We can’t find the gun,
you know.”

“T have tried.” Her eyes closed
slightly and her brow furrowed. “I
don’t know. I think he must have
said he had work to do. He often
‘worked in the summer house. But
somehow the word engagement forces
its way into my mind.” Then, after
a moment’s hesitation, “I don’t know
Sheriff—I really don’t know.”

The sheriff said to me, “Take Mrs.
Ramsone up to the house, Hadden.
I'll want to talk to her later. You,
too.”

We didn’t speak wuntil we had
stepped through the French windows
and were in the large library. Then
I said:

“Lorraine. Why did you say you
were out on the lake with me—when
you weren’t?”

“Why—" She looked up at me, the
blue of her eyes as deep as the lake.
“Because of the questions the sher-
iff asked me about you and the way
he asked them. It’s all right, Carleton.
I was alone all afternoon down on
the rocks and saw no one. Harry was
jealous of you, you know that. That’s
true, isn’t 1t?”

“That’s true enough,” I had to
agree, “though I gave him no reason to
be.”

“Nor 1,” she said. “I was a good
wife to him, Carleton, always.”

“None could have been better,” I
said and meant it. T had never seen
a more devoted couple. “But to sus-
pect me—that would be silly.”

“Perhaps,” she said, and then she
nodded. “Yes, it would, of course. I
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know that. But Harry had his doubts
and his suspicions and his fears. I
know from some of the things he said
when you were coming up to visit that
he communicated that jealousy to oth-
ers. And once, Carleton, he asked me
if I'd marry you if anything happened
to him.”

“What did you say?” I couldn’t
help but ask.

“TI said yes, of course. I couldn’t
say anything else. That would be
what Leslie wanted.”

“Leslie, again.”

“That’s the first time I mentioned
Leslie’s name in the five years of my
marriage to Harry. So to avoid un-
pleasantness for you—for us later—I
told the sheriff we were together on
the lake.”

She walked to the hall door, stopped
and turned. Her arm was stretched
up and her long fingers gripped the
edge of the open door. Her head was
back and I could see her throat—the
whiteness of it, like milk or more like
cream, with a sort of richness to the
skin. She was like her picture then;
as if she didn’t belong to this world
but was only loaned to it for a little
while. Her eyes were so deep that I
seemed to see all the past and the fu-
ture—but oddly enough none of the
present. A woman who had given to
Harry Hamsone everything a wife
could give: beauty, wealth, love.

“You’ll stay and take care of—of
things, Carleton,” she said. “Then a
suitable time will have to elapse. And
I'd suggest we take a trip abroad after
our marriage before coming back to
the lake here.”
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“Marriage,” I echoed the word.
“You think—you really—?"

“Carleton,” she said slowly. “You
want to marry me, don’t you? That
is what Leslie wanted, isn’t it?”

Then she was gone. Moving across
the hall, mounting the stairs as if it
were an escalator: seemingly just put-
ting her fingers upon the banister and
gliding up.

Lorraine. So kind, so beautiful, so
hard to understand. The wife, the
widow of Captain Harry Ramsone.
And now he was dead, shot to death,
and she acted as if he had never ex-
isted. Yet Leslie wasn’t forgotten, and
Leslie was dead over six years. . . .

HERIFF BROWN came in and I told
him Lorraine had gone upstairs to
rest. He bobbed his head, asked me
to sit down, then addressed me.
“It’s an isolated spot,” he began. “A
tramp killing is out of the question,
and even if it wasn’t, I have another
reason for eliminating a total stranger.
The first suspect in such deaths is the
wife, but that’s impossible with Lor-
raine. You know, Hadden, she was
born here in this very house. I knew
her father and her mother. A fine
girl. It’s not just the money she’s
spent helping others since she came
into her inheritance but the time she
has given. If I told you of the nights
she sat up with—" He stopped, shook
his head. Then, “Of course there was
Leslie Stone. They were in love since
they were in the third grade. He died
in the war and his two buddies came
back and Lorraine married one of
them.”

“Not exactly his buddies,” I cor-
rected. “Leslie Stone and Harry Ram-
sone and I were just thrown together
in a German prison camp.”

“Like brothers you were,” the sher-
iff insisted. “Leastwise I heard it that
way. I heard. too, that it was Leslie’s
dyving wish that she marry Harry
Ramsone—and that was why she did
it.”?

“T would have thought,” I said,
“that they were very much in love.”

“Maybe they were,” he agreed. “If
vou think she’s taking it mighty calm
for a suddenly bereaved widow, re-
member that she ain’t like other wom-
en. Never shed so much as a tear
when her father died, nor when she got
word that Leslie passed on. But they
do say iy the village that she never
would have married Harry Ramsone,
or anyone else for that matter, if
Leslie Stone hadn’t wanted it that
way.”

“Well,” 1 said somewhat stiffly,
“that seems to me to be between Lor-
raine and Harry Ramsone and Leslie.”

“They say,” the old sheriff’s blue
eves were steel gray on me now.
“They say Leslie wanted it to be one
of you. If anything had happened to
Ramsone, it would have been—you.”

“Are you accusing me of killing
Ramsone?” I demanded.

“No, no.” He shook his head. “Lor-
raine was on the lake with you when
it happened. I'm simply telling you
the talk in the village five years ago.
You see, Lorraine isn’t any ordinary
woman. And Leslie, he was different
too. He worshipped that girl, and she
adored him.” He paused then. “Don’t
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you see, mister, what I’'m driving at?
Lorraine is the sort of woman a man
would kill to win. ... But you got no
cause to worry. She wouldn’t have no
truck with a murderer. She couldn’t
—not Lorraine!”

“That’s nice,” was the best I could
get off.

“There’s something else.” He stuck
his hand in his jacket pocket, pulled
it out with the fingers clenched tight-
ly over something hidden in his palm.
“Now, I know all about Lorraine and
her past, but I don’t know about Har-
ry Ramsone’s past. And this murder
lies hidden some place in his past. It’s
a murder of vengeance, of retribu-
tion.”

“What gives you that idea?”

“The murderer left something be-
hind him.”

“Ah,” I said, “a clue.
something, eh?”

“No, he left it on purpose. Laid it
across the dead throat of Harry Ram-
sone. It means nothing to me, but it
must have meant something to Harry
Ramsone, all right. I'd say he died
because of it. Yes, it had significance.
It was symbolic. I think the mur-
derer showed it to Ramsone before he
shot him—then placed it across his
throat. Why?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “A warning
to someone else?”

“A warning.” The sheriff looked to-
ward the ceiling. “Perhaps. I hadn’t
thought of it that way. I thought
maybe it was to let someone know
why Ramsone died. And since this is
a small place and we know all about
Ramsone’s life since he came, the mur-

Dropped
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derer and this object must have come
out of Ramsone’s past. Well, you're
the only one who knows his past,
so—"

“I know little of Harry Ramsone’s
past.”

“Maybe,” nodded the sheriff. “I tell
you what I want you to do. I want
yvou to look at this object. Then go
back over the past in your own mind.
Everything you know about Harry
Ramsone, everything he might have
ever told you or you heard about
him.”

“I met him for the first time in the
German prison camp, and I was with
him and Leslie Stone in our escape
afterward. We were sort of brought
together over—over—"

“Over a picture,” he helped me out.
“Sure, I know that. Ramsone drank
a bit too much at times and talked
a little. No harm in it. Silly, some
thought it. Romantic to others. Three
helpless, hopeless men drawn together
by a picture.. A picture of a woman.
Lorraine, Leslie’s girl.”

“That’s right,” I admitted some-
what sheepishly, but my head turned
involuntarily toward the hall and the
stairs that Lorraine had ascended.
“Silly, but true. It made us want to
live—to bring Leslie back to her.”

“That’s it.” The sheriff held out his
hand, the fingers still closed. “In that
prison camp you must have talked
about your past, about Ramsone’s
past.”

“No.” I shook my head.
talked about
nothing else.”

“Not helpful.” The sheriff shook his

“We
Leslie and Lorraine,
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head. “Take a look anyway, then
think back. Take your time. I'm in
no hurry.”

He opened his fingers slowly. The
object filled that large hand. I stared
at it, fascinated, for perhaps a full
minute—not understanding. Then not
wanting to understand. Finally, I did
understand, and the cold air ran up
and down my spine and my bloed
chilled and I licked my dry lips. I
knew—yes, I knew who had killed
Harry Ramsone. And what’s more, I
knew why.

“All right,” T heard the sheriff say.
“Take your time. There’s no hurry.

Think, man—think!”

WAS THINKING, all right. Back to
i that day in the prison camp when
Leslie Stone had first shown Captain
Harry Ramsone and me the picture of
Lorraine, the girl he loved.

Somehow he had hung onto it; a
postcard-size photo that he looked at
by the hour, and maybe we did too.
A girl whose hair Leslie said was
blonde but looked white in the pic-
ture. She was slim and small. She
had a dreamlike quality that Leslie
called ethereal. At first I thought her
chin was a little too determined for
that, but after a while I got to be-
lieving with Leslie that she was more
or less of another world.

Then Leslie got sick and thought he
was dying. That was when he willed
Lorraine to Captain Ramsone, writing
it all on the back of the picture.

He made me swear to take care of
Lorraine if neither he mor Captain
Harry Ramsone returned.

A bizarre sort of business, you think,
but it didn’t seem so then. Nor did it
afterwards when Leslie got better and
still talked of the will on the back of
the picture and our promise to look
after Lorraine. It did seem without
point too, for Lorraine lived in a
beautiful home up on Lake George
and had plenty of money, though her
father and mother were dead. But
men did strange things in those times,
made strange promises.

For some months we went on look-
ing at the girl and planning Leslie’s
wedding. He was even naming the
children after us.

Then came the day when the camp
was bombed—through accident I
suppose—and in the confusion ‘many
prisoners escaped. Some were shot by
the guards, or later in the woods or
along the side of the mountain—for
some got that far.

How many of the others escaped I
don’t know, but we three won through
to freedom—at least temporary free-
dom—by that night. Leslie was
wounded. It wasn’t anything that
couldn’t be fixed up with attention,
but he wasn’t able to keep up with
us. He begged to be left behind; and
maybe I was for it, because we could
see the; German soldiers searching
along the road and I felt he’d be
picked up and taken care of. But
Captain Ramsone was against it; he
said the Germans would butcher him
for escaping. So we carried Leslie with
us.

“No, Carleton,” Ramsone said to
me. “There’s our girl Lorraine to
think of.”
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- And to Leslie in a whisper, “I'm
going to take you back to her, Leslie.
She’s waiting for you. If you die, I'll
die with you.”

Captain Ramsone was a strong man,
and he carried Leslie most of the
way. I couldn’t help much; T was
weak from longer confinement, and I
had trouble just keeping up.

We had a real break about daylight,
when we stumbled upon a great steel
door in the side of a cliff, hidden by
brush and rock. There was a huge
lock in the door that must have had a
giant key, but I didn’t see the key
anywhere. Luckily for us, however,
the door was unlocked, and inside we
found a shelter that must have been
built with some difficulty. It was
designed, no doubt, to protect mate-
rial rather than men, for there were
no blankets, no food, no water and
certainly no vents for air. Indeed,
there was nothing but the bare stone
room, an oil lamp and a five-gallon
can of.kerosene about half full.

We didn’t mind. It was a place to
hide, and we knew from the steady
artillery fire and the planes in the air
that our boys were advancing rapid-
ly. A few hours perhaps, a few days
at the most. We had seen the hurried
preparations at the prison camp to
move us, and we knew the Allies
would sweep rapidly across that part
of the country.

With the door open about a foot,
the air was sufficient. We laid Leslie
down on the hard stone. Exhausted,
I sank down beside him. Every now
and then I'd open my eyes and blink
sleepily at the flickering shadows cast
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by the oil lamp along the damp walls
Harry Ramsone was sitting beside
Leslie, giving him words of encour-
agement.

I must have slept deeply, for sud-
denly I was awakened by Ramsone
shaking me. I opened my eyes, sat
up. It seemed difficult to breathe.

“Carleton!” Ramsone went on shak-
ing me. “Did you pull the door
closed? T dozed off. and when I woke
up, the door was shut.” And when I
looked stupidly at him, he said, im-
patiently, “We left it open for air—
remember?”

“Sure, sure,” I told him finally, “1
remember. No, I didn’t touch it. Ti
must have blown closed.”

“That much solid steel?” He shook
his head. “Nonsense. Go over anc
take a look.”

I went to the door and pushed my
weight against it, but it didn’t budge
It didn't worry me then. I thought it
was my lack of strength. I went back
to Harry Ramsone.

“You’ll have to give me a hand,” 1
told him. “I haven’t got the push for
it. How’s Leslie?”

“Bad,” he said. “He must have air.
Don’t you feel it?”

I did then. Ramsone put his own
torn jacket gently under Leslie’s head
and climbed to his feet. It was a
couple of minutes of exhausting work
before we realized that the door must
be bolted.

I tore the lantern from its hook in
the stone ceiling, held it close to the
lock of the steel door. It was locked,
all right. T stood up and shook my
head. The keyhole was enormous.
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The key must have been of gigantic
size. Ramsone and I searched every
place but found no key. .

“We’ll have to break the door
down,” I told Ramsone, then realized
what a stupid remark it was. We'd
have needed a battering ram.

“They came back,” Ramsone said.
“The Germans locked us in and car-
ried the key away with them.”

“Lucky for us they didn’t come in
and find us sleeping.”

“Lucky? Don’t you understand,
Carleton? Don’t you appreciate our
position? We are here to die. No food,
no water—now no air. And Leslie is
very weak.”

The lack of water was bad, but 1
knew by the next day that we would-
n’t die of thirst. We’d be suffocated
long before that.

Sometime the following night Leslie
Stone died. I heard him scream out
Lorraine’s name once; then suddenly
his voice was still. Ramsone said
softly:

“Poor fellow, he’s dead. Had to hold
his hands at the end, Carleton. He
was clawing at his throat.”

Captain Ramsone came over to me,
then. He said hoarsely:

“This is it, Carleton. Now we go—
too.”

My eyes closed. This was the end.
This was death. . . .

It wasn’t. The air was strong and
crisp, and I sucked it in. Then my
syes opened and I saw the light. Day-
ight. It was sometime before the
truth crept into my befuddled brain.
The door was open. There was a man
'ying on his face near it.

Five—ten—fifteen minutes later, I
reached the door and turned the man
over. It was Captain Ramsone. He
told me he had heard a noise at the
door, that some Germans must have
come back and unlocked it. He had
staggered to the door. They must
have seen him and fled. Desperate
Germans they must have been, in-
deed, for later we were to find out
that this part of the country was now
entirely in the hands of our own
troops. However, I found no key in
the lock; no key at all.

An hour later we were picked up.
Our own men found us as we stag-
gered along a country road.

'T WAS OVER a year later that I first
met Lorraine. It was just before
the wedding. I saw it the moment I
looked at her—the strange haunting
beauty that Leslie Stone had raved
about and that I had not fully appre-
ciated in the picture.

She met me at the little railroad
station and drove me down to the
lodge on Lake George.

“You are all I thought you’d be,
Carleton,” she said in that direct way
of hers that I learned to like later. “So
you are the other man on the back of
my picture!” Suddenly, she added,
“Isn’t it strange that Harry hasn’t
wanted me to meet you before?”

“No,” I said truthfully enough, and

" then with a grin, “I might have laid

claim to being the first on the list.”

“Perhaps Harry is jealous,” she
agreed. “I rather like that. But he
needn’t have been. If there had been
no Leslie, there might have been a
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Captain Harry Ramsone anyway.
He’s a fine man, Carleton.”

“I’'m glad to hear you say that.”

“T would have gone through with
the wedding anyway,” she told me.
“You see, there was something too
deep for people to understand be-
tween Leslie and me. It was—well,
I belonged to Leslie.”

“Yes,” T said. “Leslie felt—he
seemed to know that you would do
anything he wished.”

“Anything and everything,” she
said simply. She stretched out a hand
and placed it on my wrist. “Now,
tell me about it, the night he died.”

I thought that rather an odd, even
gruesome request so soon before her
wedding, and I guess she read my
thoughts. She said: :

“I won’t be thinking of Leslie after
the wedding. Tell me now.”

I told her, then. All of it. She made
me repeat it over and over. Every-
thing in detail. Then she said:

“That’s all.” She patted my wrist.
“Harry gave you as much a part of
Leslie’s last hours as he had. We
won’t mention it again—not ever
again. Leslie would want it that way.”

So would Harry Ramsone, I
thought. And, taking another look at
Lorraine, I knew I would, too, if
I were in Ramsone’s shoes.

She took me through the house. It
was old, stolid and very large.

“I’'m glad,” she smiled at me, “that
the lodge has a huge attic. Harry will
need that. Do you know, I don’t be-
lieve he’s ever thrown away a thing
in his life? There are even some of
his baby things.”
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“TI know,” I grinned. “He talked
about that. You’re lucky he doesn’t
catalog them and put them on dis-
play.”

“T wouldn’t mind,” she laughed as
a woman in love does over her man’s
minor foibles. “They are small things
mostly, but they sort of mark mile-
stones. You know, important things
in his life.”

“Maybe it’s a compulsion,” I said.
“Like avoiding cracks in the side-
walk. However, it’s better than drink
or gambling or—" But I didn’t add
women; not while I was looking at
Lorraine.

I think Harry Ramsone was glad
to see me. And I know he felt that it
was right and natural that I should
be there at the wedding, at least to
meet Lorraine.

I was best man. I saw them off on
their honeymoon, and I held Lor-
raine’s hands and promised, at her in-
sistence, that I would give them a
week every summer and come to the
Lake George Lodge.

They were very happy the following
year when I arrived at the lake. I
know Lorraine was glad to see me,
and I felt that Harry Ramsone was
too. We had a wonderful week and
I was glad that I had.come.

That was the first year. If any-
thing, they seemed to draw closer
together as the years went by.

Up to my present visit to the Lake
George Lodge. Up to the moment 1
stood with Lorraine beside the body of
Harry Ramsone—the violently dead
Harry Ramsone.

That was the flashback that ran



LORRAINE

through my mind as I looked down at
the object in Sheriff Brown’s out-
stretched hand. Sheriff Brown was
saying:

“There it is. The key to the whole
mystery, Haddon. Did you ever see
it before?”

“No.” I wet my lips but I could
answer truthfully. “No, I never saw
it before.”

Sheriff Brown was right. Lorraine
was the sort of a woman a man would
kill to win. Yes, and for the first time
I knew that a man had killed to win
her, and that Lorraine knew it too and
wanted me to know. There could be
no other reason for the object held

MISCHIEF ON THE MAKE

before me now in Sheriff Brown’s open
palm.
Harry Ramsone’s obsession for

keeping things that were important in

his life was the cause of his death.
For the great key that Sheriff Brown
held in his hand could have fitted but
one door—a steel door that had re-
mained closed and that had snuffed
out the life of Leslie Stone.

Lorraine, the unfathomable, the
ethereal, the soul-stirring Lorraine,
who now planned to become my wife
because—

I shuddered. Because a dead man,

a man long dead, wished it so. She
was still Leslie’s girl. A AA

An Elmira, N. Y., prisoner was given a one-day parole on his
30-day sentence in order that he could report for his unemploy-
ment check.

A lover of the strong stuff reached a hundredth anniversary in
Passaic, N. J. It was his centennial offense as a drunk. His pres-
ent: A 30-day jail term.

Concerning that thing known as a woman’s intuition: A
woman in Montclair, Fla., informed her husband that she felt
sure there was a man in the house. Her husband searched around,
found nothing. The wife told her husband she just couldn’t go
to sleep, feeling so sure there was an intruder. This time the
husband glanced under the bed. A man came scrambling from
the other side of the bed and went high tailing it out of the
house.

One family in Indianapolis is a little tired of a certain guest.
It’s a burglar—a man who has come to dinner three times, taking
nothing but the meal.

Everybody had a good time at a television party in Arling-
ton, Va. Especially the guest who walked off with the television
set.
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The idea for this story came to Hank Napheys when he
visited a Norwegian tanker during the war as the guest of
the personable young first engineer. Not until several years
after it was published did he learn its tragic sequel. Trans-
ferred from the Murmansk run to the South Pacific, the ship
was sunk by a Jap surface raider. The first engineer escaped
to a life boat, but before the rescue party reached them many
grueling days later, he died of exposure. In an indirect way,
then, this story stands as a tribute to a hero of the war: the
man who was the real-life counterpart of First Engineer Jack

I'LL DIE

Hardesty.

WHEN YOU DIE

RST ENGINEER JAcCK HARDESTY

climbed the spidery iron ladder ris-
ing from the steaming cavern of the
engine room. That troublesome star-
board screw was now turning with the
beauty of mechanical perfection, driv-
ing the Royal Navy tanker eastward
through the black of a North Atlantic
night.

Hardesty’s shirt, ducks, hands and
arms were covered with grease, but
his gold-braided officer’s cap was spot-
less. On reaching his cabin deck, he
latched the steel engine-room door
and let the quiet of the passageway
wash over him. Then he went to his
own cabin.

by HANK NAPHEYS

An electric fan whirred pleasantly.
His gray kitten looked up from the
cushions of the built-in lounge and
stretched luxuriously.

“Hello, Evil Eye,” said Hardesty.
“Want some milk?” The kitten
vawned and went back to sleep, and
Hardesty, restless after his trick be-
low, flicked off the light and stepped
into the passageway.

The door of the next cabin opened,
and a big, bush-haired Norwegian
joined Hardesty in the dimly lighted
passageway. Hardesty was the only
American on the tanker. The rest of
the crew were Norwegians. The big
fellow beamed on Hardesty as he said:

Copyright 1943 by Popular Publications, Inc.
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“That special record I am going to
play now, Jack. You like to hear it
too?”

A warm, friendly grin lifted ten
vears from Jack Hardesty’s face. The
first engineer on a loaded tanker in
convoy doesn’t get around to doing
much grinning. “I'd sure like to hear
your girl ging, Ulf, but—"

“The beautiful girl T am going to
marry,” put in Ulf Jorensen proudly.
“Like an angel she sings, that girl.”

All that day, the first out of Ho-
boken, Ulf Jorensen, first officer of
the Norman Prince, had talked and
bragged about the beautiful American
torch singer who had made a record of
a song especially for him.

Hardesty said: “I’d sure like to hear
her after I've had a breath of air. Just
put in four hours below.”

Ulf Jorensen bobbed his head un-
derstandingly. “When you come back,
Jack.”

“See you then, Ulf.”

Hardesty moved along the narrow
passageway. When he opened the
deck door, the passageway light auto-
matically blacked out. He stepped
out onto the night-shrouded deck
and gratefully filled his lungs with the
tangy sea air.

There was not a flicker of light any-
where in this world of inky blackness,
yet Hardesty knew that there were
men working, smoking and eating in
all the ships in the giant convoy. The
Norman Prince was riding low in the
water, its steel hull divided into mam-
moth oil tanks. He carefully picked
his way over the huge squares of con-
crete that formed a bomb cushion

over the steel decks. Grasping the
ladder, he climbed into the super-
structure toward the starboard ma-
chine-gun nest. The air up - there
would be fine.

Halfway up he heard muted music
coming from a ventilator. Then a
girl’s rich, young voice.

Hardesty backed down the ladder
and moved across the cement cakes to
be nearer the ventilator by the rail.
Something in that young, sweet voice
drew him with irresistible force. He
was nearing the rail with its cable to
repel magnetic mines when he heard:

s

“I want to sigh when you sigh . ..

So this was Ulf’s special record,
mused Hardesty. Tlf’s girl, whom he
was going to marry. But try as he
could, Jack Hardesty couldn’t visual-
ize that voice singing to Ulf Jorensen.
A mighty fine fellow was TUlf, but
still—

”»

“Cry when you cry . . .

Hardesty felt that those softly mur-
mured words were being crooned to
him alone. The thought filled him as
the gentle, plaintive tones filled his
ears.

“Die when you die,
Then I'll be hap-pee. . . .

»

A terrific explosion lifted the ce-
ment squares and steel deck of the
tanker, catapulted Hardesty over the
rail and slammed him into the black,
cold swells of the Atlantic.

As he hurtled through the thunder-
ing brilliance that enveloped the
world, his first thought was that &
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German U-boat had penetrated the
destroyer screen and torpedoed the
tanker. Then the icy water closed
over his head.

Sharp chills stabbing through him

drove the fog from his brain as he
broke the surface. The whole night
was now a vivid, bright orange. The
steel hull of the Norman Prince lay
open like a gaping wound. baring its
mortally pierced heart—the twisted,
flame-gutted void that was the engine
room.

Hardesty, now almost numb with
the icy water and explosion shock,
could see other ships in the convoy.
They were startled, orange-tinted
things desperately scurrving from the
fierv tanker. Then Hardesty saw a
destroyer slash in toward the Norman
Prince to pick up survivors.

Explosion after explosion rocked the
tanker. Waves of burning oil gushed
over the decks and spread on the
water. Hardesty saw the fierv foam
rushing toward him as the surf rushes
up a sandy beach.

His last thoughts, as he went un-
der, were of the furry little ball called
Evil Eye, and of the girl who wanted
to die when he died. . . .

ER NAME was Doreen Grey. Har-
desty’s trail to her started with
the destroyer that picked him up out
of a burning sea—the lone survivor of
the Norman Prince—then led to a
hospital in England; to routine an-
swers to naval officers; to a return
convoy: to the Paintbrush Club on
Long Island.
The Paintbrush Club was as cozy
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and intimate as a Long Island hostess’
cocktail party. The only commercial
touch was the “butler” presenting the
bill: otherwise you would have imag-
ined yourself in a friend’s living room

Hardesty relaxed in a deep. com-
fortable chair and drank scotch and
water. He remembered the close
scrutiny his gold braid had undergone
at the entrance door, and the ensuing
cordial welcome. And he recalled thal
First Officer Ulf Jorensen had come
here with Long Island friends. A
glance about the luxurious room a!
the other guests confirmed that the
Paintbrush’s clientele leaned towarc
the exclusive. : :

A piano tinkled across the room
and the chatter of the guests died inte
an expectant silence. A girl's rich.
sweet voice began the romantic
rhythm of “All I Do Is Dream of
You..

Hardesty leaned back in his chair
and closed his eyes. He was a prac-
tical, hard man, but that voice had
haunted him since he first heard it at
the tanker’s ventilator. He wanted to
hear it again when he wasn’t on a
ship in convoy, where any girl’s voice
would be the voice of an angel.

Yet now that same feeling persisted
—that she was singing directly to him,
coming closer and closer. He shook
his head to clear it of that clinging im-
pression, and opened his eyes.

He saw her then. Doreen Grey
finishing the last notes of her song
was standing not five feet from his
chair.

Jack Hardesty came out of his chail
with supple ease and stood looking
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down at the top of her honey-blonde
head. The girl gracefully acknowl-
edged the polite applause of the other
guests, then raised her eyes coolly to
Hardesty.

He said carefully: “I have a mes-
sage for you—about Ulf.” His dark
eyes flicked to a lounge. “Would you
care to sit down?”

Her eyes, searching his, were still
puzzled. With a little nod of her head,
she gathered her flowing skirt and
eased onto the lounge. Hardesty sat
down beside her, placed his empty
glass on the little table before them.

The butler-waiter appeared from
nowhere.

Hardesty’s eyes, mirroring the trag-
edy of hellfire seas, were not the eyes
of a man on the make. He spoke
quietly to the girl. “I did not intend
to embarrass you, Miss Grey. T only
wished to tell you about a friend of
yours—PFirst Officer Jorensen of the
Norman Prince.”

The waiter fumbled with Hardesty’s
glass, nearly knocking it over. He
mumbled an apology.

“Oh,” said Doreen Grey. “Ulf Jor-
ensen.” When she smiled, her whole
face seemed to sparkle. “How is he?”

Hardesty nodded toward his glass.
“Will you join me in a drink, Miss
Grey?”

She shook her blonde head.
T’ll take a cigarette.”

He opened his case, saying to the
waiter: “Another scotch and water.”
Then he lighted the cigarette for the
girl, fired one for himself. “Ulf Joren-
sen,” he said simply and directly, “is
dead.”

“But
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Shock flashed in Doreen’s eyes. She
was silent for long, strained moments.
Then: “It’s all so terrible. All these
nice young men—"

Hardesty was carefully studying
her. “Ulf,” he said quietly, “was un-
der the impression that you were go-
ing to marry him.”

Amazement widened the girl’s eyes.
She seemed at a loss for words. Final-
ly she managed: “It’s—it’s really the
first time I've heard of it.”

The butler-waiter returned with the
scotch and water.

Hardesty waited until the waiter
had moved off out of earshot before
he said: “Ulf died while he listened
to your record.”

“How did it happen?”

“We struck a mine—when you sang,
‘Then I'll be happy’.”

Color drained from Doreen’s face;
a shudder ran through her lovely
body.

Hardesty laid a weather-browned,
calloused hand over her slender fing-
ers. “I didn’t mean that the way it
sounded, Miss Grey. That song of
yours has meant a lot to me. T had
never intended telling you this. But
somehow—it’s hard to explain, but
your voice seemed to guide me
through that sea of burning oil—"

Her cool, slender fingers laced them-
selves with Hardesty’s, clung tightly.
She said nothing, just held on as if
she was glad of her part in helping a
fichting man through a horror of burn-
ing oil on a night sea.

Hardesty was thinking: Maybe Ulf
did misunderstand this girl’s friend-
liness. Maybe he was just boasting.
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“Here vou are. Doreen!” A young
man with slicked-down light hair
stopped in front of the lounge. “We
go on the air in thirty minutes. We
haven’t much time for rehearsal.”

Doreen started guiltily, loosened her
fingers from Hardesty’s. She said:
“May I present Jules Bachman, our
band leader, Mr. —?”

Hardesty got to his feet. “My name
is Hardesty,” he introduced himself.

Bachman smiled good-naturedly,
pumped his hand. Then he nervously
hunched the shoulders of his white
dress jacket, tugged at his maroon
tie. “In just thirty minutes, Doreen.”

Turning to the girl, Hardesty said:
“I must be leaving now, Miss Gray.
May I see you again?”

“Please do.” Doreen gave him her
hand briefly, then swirled off with the

band leader.
HARDESTY RECLAIMED his officer’s
cap from the hat-check girl and
stepped onto the wide porch of the
Paintbrush Club. A bright moon was
climbing into the heavens, showing
Long Island Sound and the wide ma-
cadam road which led to the bus stop.
There were only two cars in the park-
ing lot, testifying to the patriotism of
the Paintbrush’s guests.

Hardesty walked slowly along the
winding road. Thoughts of Doreen
filled his mind. Her vibrant smile, her
voice.

He was nearing the bus stop, walk-
ing slowly along the road bordered by
liigh hedges, when a man moved from
the shadows and leaped upon him.

Hardesty saw the glint of an up-

raised knife. His reaction was instinc-
tive. Living day and night on a tank-
er, expecting a torpedo or a mine every

" minute of the hour, had sharped his
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reactions.

He whirled, crouched like a coiled
spring. His fingers found the knife
wrist. His right hand, fingers extend-
ed, rigid as a rock, found his assail-
ant’s throat. He hugged the man to
him. forced the knife behind the man’s
back. Then he toppled the man aver
backward, falling heavily upon him.

It was a swift, deadly counterat-
tack. Not a word was spoken—not
even a startled oath. The assailant’s
knife was piercing his own heart. In
silent minutes the man was dead.

Hardesty got to his feet, stared qui-
etly down at the butler-waiter who
had brought him scotch and water in
the Paintbrush Club. Then Hardes-
ty dragged the body behind the high
hedge and returned to the road. No
one semed to have witnessed the si-
lent, violent struggle.

Hardesty took out a cigarette and
steadily lighted it. He was not shak-
en, nor did his hands fumble. Any
nervous qualms he had had about life
and death had gone down into the
deep with the gallant Norman Prince
and little Evil Eye.

Very carefully Hardesty dusted
himself off. Then he retraced his steps
to the Paintbrush Club.

He even selected the same chair.

“Your order please, sir?”

This new butler-waiter had come up
from behind him, so Hardesty had no
chance to see what his reaction might
have been.
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Hardesty said: “I'd like the same
waiter I had before.”

The waiter was dusting ashes from
the table-top. His head still bowed,
he answered, “Mike is off duty, sir.
Was there anything special, sir?”

“I’'m afraid,” said Hardesty, “that
I didn’t tip generously enough.” He
took two half dollars from his pocket,
held them up spread apart between
thumb and forefinger. “Put these in
Mike’s eyes.”

The waiter’s head jerked back.
“Beg pardon, sir?”

Hardesty dropped them carelessly
on the table. “Bring me a scotch—
MacTarvish—and water.”

When the scotch came, Hardesty
carefully smelled it. MacTarvish all
right. He tasted it, a drop on his
tongue. It had not been poisoned.
Having piled away that brand day
and night in convoy, he would have
known if even a stray grain of sand
had gotten in the glass. He sat back
with a fresh cigarette.

There was no expression on his face
as he watched the broadcast taking
place at the far side of the room.
Doreen’s voice, singing softly into the
mike, was not audible to him. Nor
was the personality-kid chatter of
the grinning, slick-haired band lead-
er.
After the broadcast Hardesty
walked over to the bar, stood beside
Doreen.

A quick warmth brightened the
blue of her eyes as she saw him. “Hel-
lo.”

The band leader leaned back on his
stool, flicked a hand in greeting.
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“Hi, sailor. Will you join us?”

“Thanks,” said Hardesty. He looked
steadily at the girl. “Do you know
what happened to the waiter, Mike?”

“Why, no, I don’t.” She turned to
the band leader. “Jules, where is
Mike?”

Jules Bachman spoke into his up-
raised glass. “Maybe he went off du-
ty.” He drank and put down the
glass, glanced over at Hardesty.
“Have you any complaint about
Mike?”

Hardesty shook his head. “Mike
did his best.”

The band leader finished his drink.
“Doreen, would you like to make a
recording for Hardesty?”

Blonde Doreen raised her eyes to
Hardesty’s. “If you have a favorite
song you’d like me to sing, Jules will
make a special recording for you.”

“That’s mighty nice of you both,”
said Hardesty.

The band leader slid off the stool.
“Think nothing of it, Hardesty. It’s
little enough to do as my bit in this
scrap.” He flicked his hand in fare-
well. “See you later, up in the stu-
dio.” He breezed off, nervously hunch-
ing his shoulders in his white coat.

Hardesty faced around toward the
bar and looked into the mirror, watch-
ing the girl’s profile as she gazed after
the band leader. Then she turned
around, her eyes meeting Hardesty’s
in the miror.

“Hello,” she said to his reflection.
“You came back to the Paintbrush
quickly.”

“Yes,” Hardesty told her reflection.
“Tomorrow—" he told his lie slowly
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—“I'm being confined to ship. That
means we may be pushing off tomor-
row night.” He smiled at the concern
that darkened her eyes. “You see now
why I came back for another look at
you.”

There was a silence between them.

It was Doreen who spoke first.
“Tell me about—UIf.”

“He said you were going to marry
him.”

Doreen shook her head. “He could-
n’t have meant it. Why, we barely
knew each other.”

“I believe I understand it, now,”
said Hardesty quietly. “Ulf mistook
your friendliness for affection. He
built up his thoughts till he actually
believed them himself.” Hardesty
smiled wryly. “Anyway, thoughts like
that would help a man in convoy
when he got the U-boat jitters.”

Doreen’s voice was very low: “I
can’t picture you having the U-boat
jitters—or any other kind of jitters.”

Hardesty chuckled. “There have
been times, Miss Grey, when I wished
mightily that I'd never set foot
aboard a ship, and I mean it.”

The girl finished her drink. “It’s
good to know that a song of mine
might help a little out there on the
water. What song would you like me
to sing for you now?”

Hardesty’s eyes imprisoned hers.

“The one I want is ‘“Then I'll Be Hap-

py-

A puzzled frown drew the girl’s
brows together. “But isn’t that the
song that Ulf Jorensen—?”

“Yes,” said Hardesty quietly. “I
never did hear it all the way through.”
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“Then you come right up to the
studio with me. There’s another re-
cording up there. If you like it, it’s
yours.”

“Swell!” said Hardesty.

THE sTUDIO Was on the second floor

of the Paintbrush Club. When
they entered, Doreen closed the door
and led the way across the room to
the record file. “And here's the re-
cording,” she announced, taking a
black disk from the rack. “Would you
rather hear it on the studio set or on
a portable?”

“Either way,” said Hardesty.

“Then we’d better use a portable.
That’s the way you’ll listen to it on
your ship.” She glanced about the
studio, then went over to a shelf hold-
ing paper-wrapped cases.

Hardesty took the portable from
her and stripped off the brown-pa-
per wrapping. Then he opened the
case and wound it with the handle,
saying: “This one looks exactly like
the portable Ulf brought on shipboard
with him.”

“It’s the same model,” agreed Dor-
een. “And this one will be yours.
Jules will present it to you with the
recording.” She placed the disk on
the turn-table and released the catch.
The record spun as she lowered the
needled sound-box.

The soft music swept Hardesty
back across time and space to the
Norman Prince. Again he was walk-
ing over the cement deck blocks to
the ventilator near the tanker’s rail.
Again that young, sweet vaice seeped
into his very veins:
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“I want to sigh when you sigh,
Cry when you cry . . .

And again it seemed that those
softly murmured words were being
crooned to hi_m alone. :

Die when you die,
Then I'ii—"

The studio door was flung open.
Band-leader Jules Bachman slammed
across the room and swept the needle
off the revolving disk. For a moment
he hung over the portable like a limp
rag. The butler-waiter moved into
the room and closed the door. He
pointed a long-snouted automatic at
Hardesty.

Jules Bachman regained some of
his composure. He glared at Doreen.
“You damned romantic fool! You al-
most blew us all to hell!”

Doreen’s face drained of color at
the vicious force of his words. “W-
what do you mean?”

Hardesty’s voice was taut, vibrant
with leashed ferocity. “I believe I
know what he means, Miss Grey.
That little portable case houses a high
explosive bomb. Not powerful enough
in itself to sink a tanker, perhaps.
But capable of smashing the tanks,
igniting the oil.”

Doreen’s lovely young face mir-
rored the horror that marched across
her mind with full understanding of
Hardesty’s words. “Then that record
and portable that Ulf—"

Bachman’s heels clicked audibly as
he bowed to the girl. “Your part was
magnificent—worthy of the Iron
Cross.”
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+The butler-waiter put in practi-
cally: “Just one mishap, Herr Haupt-
mann. There was one survivor.” He
took half dollars from his pocket anc
tossed them at Hardesty’s feet. I
shall take particular pleasure, Mr
First Engineer Hardesty, in placing
them—in your eyes.”

Doreen turned frantically pleading
eyes to Hardesty. “But I had no idea
—I never suspected—"

Hardesty’s head jerked toward the
portable. “You proved your inno-
cence when you played that record.”

Jules Bachman hunched his shoul-
ders in his white coat, rubbed his
hands briskly together. “Sorry I can’t
let you love birds coo into the night,
but there’s business ahead.” He
turned to the waiter. “Did you clear
the club?”

The waiter’s automatic never wa-
vered from Hardesty as he answered:
“I passed around the word that one
of our waiters had been murdered and
hinted at the searching police investi-
gation which would follow. The club
is cleared, Herr Hauptmann. Even
the help have gone.”

Backman nodded approvingly.

Hardesty, eyes narrowed to slits,
moved purposely forward. He was
seeing the Norman Prince split in
two, its shattered hull disgorging
waves of burning oil. And superim-
posed on that scene of fiery death was
the blond face of Jules Bachman.

The butler tilted his automatic.
“One step more and you'll all burn in
hell!”

Hardesty chuckled dryly. “After a
flaming tanker, hell ain’t so hot.”
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Bachman retreated before Hardes-
ty’s steady advance, suddenly cried
out: “Shoot the damned—"

“I want 0 sigh when you sigh,
Cry when you cry . ..”

Bachman and the waiter froze in
abject terror. When they were capa-
ble of physical motion. they turned
awe-struck faces toward the portable.

Hardesty struck Bachman, set him
sprawling. Then Hardesty tore the
gun from the waiter’s hand, matter-
of-factly breaking the man’s arm in
the process.

Doreen’s mouth was still mutely
holding the last note she had uttered.
When she saw Hardesty expertly
trussing the two Nazis with wire, she
sagged limply to the floor.

Hardesty lifted her to her feet,
gently shook her. “You should get
the Congressional Medal for that
singing yvou just fooled the Nazis
with.”

“I knew you wouldn’t stop—till
they killed yvou,” she mumbled
against Hardesty’s Royal Navy tunic.

QUIRKS OF CRIME

“I just couldn’t get to the portable.
My legs wouldn’t move. I—I made
myself sing—"

Bachman made his obscene com-
ments in German,

Hardesty guided the girl to the
studio door. “You get out of here as
fast as you can. Run along the road
toward the bus station. T'll catch up
with you.” He pushed her toward the
door.

Doreen had made about one hun-
dred vards along the road when Har-
desty, running hard, caught up with
her. Without a word he curved an
arm about her waist and swept her
along with him. At the bus station,
now deserted, he drew her down to
the ground in the protection of the
wall, said grimly, “I told Bachman
he was on the Norman Prince. In a
second he’ll believe it. . . . There it
goes!”

The earth and sky seemed to crash
in an ear-splitting thunder of noise.
Hardesty hugged the girl closer to
him—the girl he had dreamed about.
The girl who wanted to sigh when he
sighed. . . . A A A

In Sacramento, Calif., an automobile picked the pocket of a
pedestrian and escaped with $102. The victim had walked too
close to a moving car. His coat pocket—wallet and all—was
ripped off by the auto and carried away.

Hoosick Falls, N. Y., police are looking for superstitious
thieves in connection with a store burglary. The place was
completely cleaned of its cash—except for 13 pennies which they
left neatly arranged in a row on the cash register.



Few men ever get—or take—the chance to start their lives
over again from scratch. The war gave John D. MacDonald
his break. A successful engineer, he suddenly decided he
wanted to write, and he has been doing so ever since, to the
delight of editors and readers alike. His hero has a harder
time. An ex-troubleshooter for a syndicate, he heads west
to a bright new life—and the ironic discovery that his broth-
er’s death has left him a legacy of only more trouble . . . and

murder.

THE DESERT, Johnny Hoyt decided,
was a very special kind of monot-
ony. It was the drumbeat of tires on
the oven-lid road. It was heat making
a watery mirage in the distance. It
was salt grains crusted around his
hair line, hot dry wind cracking his
lips, sun turning the big gray con-
vertible into something that could
better be used for roasting chestnuts.
He drove fast, eager to be out of it,
pitying the truckers and envying the
cars with the cooling units projecting
over a closed window.

One thing, the heat and discomfort
took his mind off Al. This sort of grief
was odd and unexpected. You have
an older brother. You don’t think
much about him. Last you heard,
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just after the war, he was doing well
out at a city called Renada. You're
doing all right yourself. Maybe too
much all right. Maybe a little too
close to that vague line between hon-
est and the other thing. Never
crooked. But too close to the ones
who step over that line and dodge
quickly back.

You started out in a small way, in-
vesting in a string of vending ma-
chines. Akerson decided to absorb
that whole area. You made yourself
too tough to swallow without a fight.
So Akerson made you the offer. You
took it. Then you had a lot of ma-
chines to watch over. Vendors and
the pins and the bandits. Trucks and
schedules and a knot on the head for
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anybody who tried to set up compe-
tition. Short hours and long pay. It
was a good setup. ,

But Johnny Hoyt had been able to
see the image of trouble ahead, a glis-
tening image like the heat-pools on
the distant road. It had made him
restless. He wanted to get out, but
not enough to get out without any
other reason or any other place to go.

And then the letter had come. Spe-
cial delivery, registered, airmail, re-
turn receipt requested. Letterhead
paper. Walter F. Dimming, Attorney
at Law. “. .. tragic accident . . . your
brother, Albert C. Hoyt, my client . ..
sole heir . . . necessary decisions on
disposition of holdings . . . suggest
you come out here at your earliest
convenience, wiring probable date of
arrivali s oot

And then the unmexpected grief.
Things you’d thought were forgotten.
The big attic room in Youngstown,
Al's trophies on the shelf he built.
Playing catch until dusk made the
ball too hard to see. Al's big slow
sleepy smile and the way he’d scrub
your head with hard knuckles when
you got out of line. Summer evenings,
with the flap-slap of screen doors, in-
sect song, taste of vanilla ice cream.
Al sitting beside you on the porch
steps, his voice all funny because it
was just changing, telling you what he
was going to do with his life.

And Al had died at thirty-four. In
a week Johnny Hoyt would be thirty.
A good time to make a break, he had
decided. And the reason was in the
letter. He remembered the look of
Akerson’s thick white fingers as he
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had held Walter Dimming’s letter.

“I guess you got to go out there,
Johnny. Look, kid. Settle it up and
come back. What the hell kind of
business was your brother in out
there?”

“The last letter I got, right after
the war, he was building a big tourist
court outside this Renada on Route
50. He said he had a nice location
and he’d do a good business.”

Akerson smiled. “I was afraid you
might take it in your head to stay out
there, Johnny, and take over his busi-
ness. Now it doesn’t bother me. I
can’t figure you changing dirty sheets.
I always got a place for you, Johnny.”

“I don’t know, Paul.”

“I seen you get restless, Johnny.
Maybe you figure this isn’t a pretty
business. Sometimes it isn’t. I give
you that. But where else you going
to make this -class of dough? Start at
the beginning someplace? Compete
with the young punks? You and me,
Johnny, it’s too late for us to find a
new line.”

“T’ll think it over, Paul. While I'm
out there.”

“I need you. You haven’t got a
record. You’ve always been straight.”
Paul laughed hoarsely, “Just like a
comic, I got to have a straight man.”

“I told you, I'll thirk it over.”

Akerson had opened the locked
drawer of the steel desk, counted out’
new bills, pushed them across the desk
top. “A little bonus, Johnny. You’ve
earned it.”

“Thanks, Paul.”

“Just remember how good I treat
you, Johnny. Keep it in mind.”
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So Johnny had closed up the apart-
ment, put the stuff he wanted to keep
in storage, put some of the cash bal-
ance .into traveler’s checks, had the
car tuned, wired Dimming and took
off in the moist thickness of a late
September heat wave.

In a funny way it was like being
born again, he thought. He had driven
slowly through the East into the
Middle West, stopping in the early
evening, sleeping ten and eleven hours
at night. It was as though breaking
with Akerson had released a slow
spring which was now unwinding. He
hadn’t been, at any time, as conscious
of the tension of working with Aker-
non as now, when it was over.

There was an anonymity about
crossing the country, like a long cruise
on a boat. He had allowed himself
enough time so that he could take the
more indirect, less-traveled highways.
Sometimes he had the idea that he
was invisible, that no one could see
him. But then a waitress would smile,
or a gas station attendant would feel
like chatting.

He wondered how they classified
him. The car was big, the clothes
good. They would see a man, not tall,
with a good breadth of shoulder, a
deep tan, black hair clipped short
and heavy brows which almost met
over the bridge of his nose, pale blue
eyes, very slightly protruding, an air
of certainty, of coordination. A mouth
with calmness built into it—calmness
spiced with a trace of ruthlessness.

Two of his own attributes were a
puzzle to Johnny Hoyt. The first was
the way other men seemed willing,
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almost eager, to accept his leadership.
though he had no special urge to com-
mand. He wondered what would hap-
pen if he ever did acquire some great
ambition. Things had always come so
easily. It was almost is if he were
unused—as though the Fates had
kept him apart for some unknown
manifest destiny.

The second attribute was his effect
on women. He knew his looks were
average. They seemed to see some-
thing that he could not explain. He
never had to seek them out. They
were always there. And not one of
them had ever awakened anything ex-
cept a quick, sharp interest that faded
almost as quickly as it had come.

Now his past stretched behind him
and he thought of it as a series of X’s.
Ex-quarterback, All Conference; ex-
lieutenant, infantry; ex-troubleshoot-

er, Akerson.
DURING ArL of the morning and
into the middle of the afternoon,
the far blue mountains had seemed to
recede as he sped toward them. Now,
when the heat was at its worst, they
began to speed toward him, crowding
toward the sky.

The road marched upward and
soon, as it began to twist up along
the flanks of the hills, coolness came
into the wind. At wide places on the
shoulder the trucks off the desert
were stopped to allow the overheated
motors to cool. Cars sped down the
road toward the desert, to cross In
the relative coolness of evening.

Now that he was close to Renada,
he felt a flutter of excitement. He
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came over the pass where the little
sign said, Altitude 4930 feet. The sun
rested on the peak of a distant moun-
tain directly ahead, like a golden ball
on the nose of a gigantic seal. He
dipped down the slope and saw Rena-
da ahead, a pastel city in the palm of
the cupped hand of the plateau. Blue
shadows spread toward him as the
sun dropped behind the mountains.
Neon flicked awake, signaling night
that it was time to come.

Here the neon spoke in a boldness
denied it in other, more sedate cities.
CASINO it screamed. CASINO, CA-
SINO, CASINO. Get a hunch and
bet a bunch. Silver dollars clink in
the sweaty hand like the faraway
bells of a forbidden temple. The god-
dess has a smirk. She taps the one
who needs it least. I dub thee Sir
Seven and it is within your power to
make fourteen straight natural passes.

Money is a tight-skinned fruit on
a golden plate. Bite deeply and the
juices squirt like blood.

CASINO!!I!

Come right in, friends. It’s legal,
and to keep the place from having a
bad reputation, we’ll always fix it so
you can buy enough gas to get home
—provided you still have your car.

The air had the smell of cedar, and
the lodge-pole pine stood proud on
the high and distant slopes. The
street of entry was wide and clean,
and when he stopped for a light John-
ny heard a woman laugh, as though
she were in pain.

He found a sprawling hotel on the
north edge of the city. A one-story
U-shaped building enclosed a big
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stone patio where a fountain danced
where the wrought-iron tables hadé
plate-glass tops, where a girl strolled
with an accordion as the waiters
move deftly with the trays of drinks.

The clerk was a bald-headed Cupid
with pursed mouth and baby-fat rings
on his wrists. “Room or cabaiia, mis-
ter? Cabanas got panel heat, air con-
ditioning, maid service and stainless
steel kitchenettes.”

“Cabaiia, T guess,” Johnny said.

The cupid smile widened. “Special
cabafia rate if you're taking the cure,
Mr. Hoyt.”

“Cure?”

“Six weeks and you’re a bachelor.”

“Not this time, friend. T'll tell you
tomorrow if I want it for long.”

A boy with a dark Indian face ran
ahead of the car down the drive,
turned and waved wildly to steer
Johnny into the parking place beside
his cabafia. It was built of white
stone, of vertical redwood planks.
Johnny unlocked the back end, and
the boy struggled in. taking the three
bags in one load. He put the bags in
the bedroom. ran around opening win-
dows, turning on lights.

White teeth flashed. “In the morn-
ing, sir, you will see. All private. No
one looks in your windows. Very pri-
vate. Very nice, sir. I turned on the
ice. But if you want some now, I
shall get.” '

“Do you get drink orders, or is that
somebody else?”

“Oh, I ean get it!”

“Get me a personal shaker of sting-
ers. Tell the bartender to go light on
the mint and the ice.”
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Again the flash of teeth. By the
time he came back, Johnny was in his
robe. He tossed a laundry bag near
the door. “Take that on your way
out.”

“Yes, sir. I shall pour one for you,
sir?”

“You shall pour one.”

Johnny gave him two dollars,
signed the drink chit. The boy took
the laundry and went down the drive,
whistling in the darkness. Johnny
locked the screen, inhaled the aro-
matic night air, savoring how the
shower would feel. He sipped his
drink. Mint cooled the hard rasp of
the brandy.

The shower stall was big, with a
glass door. He washed clean, then
stood with his head back, his eyes
shut, water stinging his face, his chest,
trickling down his open throat. He
shaved his beard down to a hint of
blueness under the tan, put on white
boxer shorts, put his drinks near the
bed and lay down. After he finished
the second one, he reached for the
phone book, found the page, ran a
blunt thumbnail down the column.
Dib, dil, dim. Dimming, Walter F.
Attny. Off. Thomason Bldg.—2-2112.
Res. 9 Arroyo Blanco Rd. }-}11}4.

He gave the second number to the
office, heard them dial it, then heard
the distant intermittent buzz as it
rang in Dimming’s home.

“Yes?” A woman’s voice, as con-
trolled and cool as the wind that now
came down from the mountains.

“Mr. Dimming, please.”

“Who is calling?”

“Hoyt. John Hoyt.”
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“Oh! Yes, Mr. Hoyt. Just a mo-
ment, please.”

Johnny shrugged. The name had
meant something to her. Holding the
phone, he reached out to the shaker,
filled the glass for the third time.

“Mr. Hoyt? Dimming. Glad you're
in town. Been waiting for you.” A
staccato voice, full of nervous energy.
“Where are you? I’ll tell you how to
find my house. Plenty of room here.
Glad to have you.”

“Im all settled in at a cabafia at
the Patio House, Mr. Dimming.”

“Too bad. Needless expense. You
haven’t eaten vet, I hope? Tell you
what. You’re at the end of Barcelona
Road. Right out the main entrance
and four blocks south on the left is a
place called Gin And It. Don’t let
the name scare you. Meet you there
in an hour. Sit at the bar. Look any-
thing like AI?”

“No. I'm dark. Shorter.”

“Just tell Harry behind the bar
yvou're waiting for me. He’ll point me

out.” Dimming hung up.
J OHNNY SAT on the edge of the bed
and finished the drink. Work with
Akerson had taught him that life is
full of clues. The woman in the Dim-
ming household had known of him.
That either made it a big case, an
important case—or the woman also
acted as Dimming’s secretary. The

last didn’t seem likely. And Dimming

had made a remark about ‘needless
expense.” That might be an inadvert-
ant attempt to convey to Johnny an
idea of the smallness of Al’s estate.
One summer-weight wool suit was



DETECTIVE FICTION

not badly rumpled. Johnny put on a
white sports shirt. He dropped his
key off at the office and walked slow-
ly down Barcelona Road. It was a
quiet section of town. Couples sat on
the benches in a small park. A whoop-
ing quartet of boys on bicycles sped
by. The sidewalks were broad, and
disciplined flowers grew between the
walk and the curb.

He reached the Gin and It with
twenty minutes to spare. There was
no neon. Just a bulb behind a ground
glass screen, the name of the place
fastened to the glass, a silhouette in
old English script. Expensive cars,
diagonally parked, nuzzled the curb-
ing.

Johnny went in. The bar portion
was a replica of a village pub, even to
the scarred dart board. Beyond it he
could see into the dining room. There
the motif had been dropped. A girl
with a tiny heart-shaped face and
great sad eyes played a muted boogie-
woogie on a harpsichord, and a waiter
crossed the room carrying something
aflame on the end of a sword.

Johnny sat on a stool. People at
the bar glanced at him. The bartender
came over, aloofness on his broad face.
This would be a place which discour-
aged transient trade.

“Bir?”

“Are you Harry?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I'm waiting for Mr. Dimming. I
don’t know him by sight.”

Reserve melted. “Yes, sir. Of course.
I'll point him out to you when he
arrives. Your pleasure, sir?” :

“Stinger.” : e
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The bartender showed him a bottle.
“Is this satisfactory?”

Johnny studied him for a moment.
“Let’s say that it’s too good for such
a fate. That next bottle will be fine.”

The man smiled. Now the last of
the reserve was gone.

Johnny looked around him. Up al
the curve of the bar was seated a gir
with a bold petulant face. As he
glanced at her she looked away, ther
looked back again. She had a dark
complection and luminous gray eyes
startling against her skin. And he
saw that she was very drunk: rigidly
consciously, probably premeditatedl;
drunk.

HE WAs alone. Between her anc

his barstool were two hulkin;
blond men with porcine faces. The)
wore rayon cord suits in almost iden
tical patterns. They talked in lov
tones. A bottle of Scotch stood o1
the bar in front of them. They looke
like brothers.

There was no one at his left. John
ny turned a bit so he could look ove
at the few tables in the bar. O
young man sat alone at a table. John
ny wondered what his connection:
were—connections which made hin
welcome at the Gin and It. He wor:
a white linen jacket cut with the gar
ishness of show business, heavily
padded across the narrow shoulders
He looked at nothing, with the lidded
unblinking stare of a domesticatec
snake. And Johnny, familiar with the
type, suspected that he saw every
thing. He had a weak narrow face
the immobility of a psychopath.
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The stinger was good—tart and
crisp. Harry, no demands on him at
the moment, came over. “Stranger in
town, sir?”

“Yes. I was wondering about some-
thing, Harry. I've been wondering if
my brother ever used to come in here.
Al Hoyt.”

At the end of the bar the glass
slipped out of the drunken brunette’s
hand and smashed on the bar top.
The two porcine men stopped talking.
They both turned and looked at John-
ny with the same motion, and the
same expression of intense curiosity
and wariness.

Every last bit of the reserve had re-
turned to the broad face of the bar-
tender. His eyes were frosty. “Mr.
Hoyt came in quite often, sir,” he
said. “Pardon me.” He went to clean
up the spilled drink and broken glass
in front of the girl.

But the girl had slipped off the
stool. She stood up, the stain of the
spilled drink on the front of her yel-
low dress. She looked at Johnny and
her face crumpled. “Al's dead!” she
screamed. “He’s dead!” She acted as
though at last, and for the first time,
she had managed to fit her mind
around that fact. :

As the gray-suited manager and the
head waiter closed in on the girl,
Johnny glanced over at the boy in the
white jacket, met his ice-cold glance.

The young man smiled. It was a
thin and oddly wolfish smile. He
looked away.

Alarm bells rang stridently in the
back of Johnny’s mind. The girl in
the yellow dress had turned her face
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toward the wall. She wept into her
hands.

The bartender came back to John-
ny. He smiled. “They are getting a
taxi for her. She is upset.” -

“Who is she?”

“One of your brother’s friends, 1
believe. Her name is Miss Evering-
ham.”

Johnny grinned at the bartender.
“You know, ever since I mentioned
Al’'s name, these two puffy gentlemen
on my right have been giving me the
eye. Any special reason for that?”

The bartender went white around
the mouth. The two men were well
within earshot. “Please, sir,” the bar-
tender said helplessly.

“I'm sorry if we seem rude, Mr.
Hoyt,” the nearest blond man said.
“We were business associates of your
brother. Naturally we are interested
in you. I am Oscar Honeybell. My
brother, Otto Honeybell, Mr. Hoyt.”

“So bleased,” Otto said. His fat
lips curved in a smile. His eves looked
like two blueberries in muffin dough.

“Were you gentlemen and Al joint
owners of anything at the time of his
death?” Johnny asked. “I just want
to know if we're partners.”

“It so happened that we had no
business venture going at the time Al
died,” Oscar said.

Johnny, consciously rude, shrugged
and turned back to his drink. Miss
Everingham’s taxi was announced and
she went out, steady on her feet, with-
out glancing at Johnny.

She went through the door and a
man came in, glancing back at her.
He was tall. He carried himself poor-
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ly, shoulders thrust forward, chest
hollow, expensive clothes baggy on
his rail-thin body. His face was oval,
unlined, boyish, with warm spots of
color in the cheeks, vague-looking
eves, curly fair hair.

“That’s Mr. Dimming,” Harry said.

CHAPTER 2

The Other Side of the Coin

ouxNy sLip off his stool, smiled.

Dimming glanced casually at the
other three persons in the roora. came
smiling to Johnny. His hand ‘zas dry,
hot, thin in Johnny’s grasp.

“Nice to meet you, Hoyt. Evening,
Oscar, Otto. Quiet here tonight, Har-
ry. Wasn’t that Johanna Everingham
who just went out? She didn’t speak.”

“She’s a little upset tonight, Mr.
Dimming.”

“I guess that table in the corner is
best for right now. Harry, bring over
one for Mr. Hoyt of whatever he’s
drinking, and the wusual for me,
please.”

“Right away, sir.”

Dimming lacked any quality of
stillness. He scuffed his feet, plucked
at his sleeve, drummed on the table.
His smile came and went as though
it were a nervous tic.

“All right if I call you Johnny, like
Al did? Call me Dimmy. Everybody
does. Terrible thing, about Al. Know
how it happened yet?”

“All T know 1s what you wrote in
your letter.”

“It was a little over two weeks ago
tonight. On Friday the twentieth.
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Just fifteen days ago. He’d been at
my home. We had some work to do.
I needed his signature on some papers
I'd drawn up in conection with the
sale of—well, we'll touch on that later.

“Diana made coffee for us and he
left at midnight. Blame myself. 1
knew he was tired. Should have in-
sisted he stay over. Ilell of a bad
curve down the way from my place.
Steep drop on the side and not much
of a guard fence. T saw him off and
I was just heading for my room when
I heard that crash, a long way off.
Couldn’t think what it might be,
Shrugged it off. You know how those
things go. In the bathroom when I
heard the sirens. So I put a jacket on
and went down the road.

“He got thrown out on the way
down. The car burned. That’s how
come somebody reported it. Hell of
a thing. Talking to the man one min-
ute. Next minute—thup! Gone. Just
like that. Too much work and too
much worry. No pain, though. That’s
what the coroner said. Skull fractured
so bad he couldn’t have lived two sec-
onds. All rocks down in that canyon.

“So there it is. He talked about
yvou a lot, Johnny. Told me a lot
about you when I made out his will
eight, nine months ago.”

“Was it his idea to make out a
will?” Johnny asked.

Dimming’s vague eyes widened a
bit. “His? No. Mine. Service to all
my clients. Heckle ’em, bully ‘em.
Make a will, make a will.”

“Did he leave much, Dimming?”

“We'll go into the details tomor-
row. But not much, Johnny. If he’d
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died a year ago, there would have
been a nice bundle.”

“How much is nice?”

“Quarter million. Maybe more.
Now, after taxes, I'd say you come
out with thirty thousand. Around
there.”

“Where did it go?”

“I hate to have to tell you this,
Johnny.”

“Somebody has to.”

Dimming scrubbed at his forehead
with his knuckles. “There’s a disease
out here, Johnny. A fever. You know
what they do in the casinos? Hire
people to staff the place who have no
gambling yen at all. No urge. Mostly
girl dealers, that sort of thing. After
a couple years they have to unload
them. The smell of money gets ’em.
Maybe they start with a two dollar
bet on a horse. Nobody seems to be
immune. Finally you have to can
them or they start tapping the house
money.”

“Are you trying to tell me Al gam-
bled the money away?”

“Right.”

“Al was no gambler. Maybe he was
a lot of things I know nothing about.
But no gambler.”

Dimming smiled. “Once you've
seen it work around here as long as 1
have, you won’t be so dogmatic.”

“Al was no gambler.”

“I'll give you your chance to meet
the people who watched him lose it,
Johnny.”

There was no answer to that.
“Where’s his place? On Route 50.”

“Correction. It used to be his place.
Now it belongs to Mick Sulla.”
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“Sulla,” Johnny said softly, his head
tilted to one side, “Mick Sulla.” Sud-
denly he hit the table with the flat
of his hand. Akerson had used the
name once. In connection with a new
amusement machine firm in Illinois,
one that had absorbed a few of their
old suppliers using methods anything
but dainty.

Dimming stared curiously at him.
“You know Sulla?”

“I know of him.”

Dimming suggested, “Let’s go in
and get a table.”

As soon as they had ordered, Dim-
ming said, “Sulla is rough. He has a
restaurant and casino called the Pot
Luck. His games are honest. They
have to be. There’s too much at stake
in a city like this. Rumors could kill
us. That’s where your brother started
to play, ten, eleven months ago. He
used up his working capital and then
gave Sulla a forty thousand mortgage
on Rio Azul. That’s his place, you
know. A few months later Sulla got
into him for another fifty thousand,
then another thirty. That made the
total of the loan one hundred and
twenty thousand.

“Al lost it all and tried to get more
about a month ago. Sulla said no dice.
He offered Al fifty thousand for his
remaining equity and a deed to Rio
Azul. Al finally agreed and took
twenty-five of the fifty and lost that.
He stalled on signing the place over.
That was what we were working on
the night he was killed. He signed it
over. Sulla will pay you the remain-
ing twenty-five thousand. You’re the
beneficiary on two small insurance
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policies, and there’s something left in
the bank.”

“Who'’s his executor?”

“T am, Johnny.”

“You were his lawyer while all this
was going on between Sulla and Al?”

*“That's right.”

“You know what it sounds like to
me, Dimming? It sounds to me as
though you were working for Sulla
instead of Al. That’s what it sounds
like.”

All the vagueness went out of Dim-
ming’s eyes. Something very cold and
savage showed for a moment. “And
you can go to hell, my friend,” Dim-
ming said softly.

Johnny smiled mirthlessly, shoved
back his chair and got up. As he
walked toward the door Dimming
called after him, “Wait a minute,
Johnny.”

Johnny walked out into the night.
He knew how ridiculous he’d feel if
everything Dimming told him had
been the truth. But there was some-
thing that Dimming didn’t know.

Al’s and Johnny’s father had made
good money. He sold construction
equipment. But the home their moth-
er should have had, the clothes, the
leisure, all dropped down the same
hole along with Al’s college education.
Johnny’s football abilities had gotten
him through school. All the Hoyt’s
money had gone through the windows
at the race tracks, across the table in
hotel rooms, through the holes in
boards, into the hungry slots of ma-
chines. And when George Hoyt final-
ly realized what he had done to him-

self, his wife, his family, he killed him-

self. His wife had died less than a
year later, on Al’s twentieth birthday.
No, Dimming didn’t know that.
Johnny knew one thing. Al would
never have gambled. He refused even
to flip a coin to see who paid for the
lunch. Something was very sour.
He walked back toward the Patio
House. The little park was empty. He
whirled suddenly and saw a shape,
pale in the darkness, dodge into the
shadows. Johnny walked on more
slowly, thinking hard. When a cai
swept by, he plunged off into the
park. He ran silently, circling back.
He posted himself in heavy tree
shadows near the sidewalk. In a mo-
ment he heard hurrying footsteps.
The fellow in the white jacket ap-
peared, staring along the street te
where he had last seen Johnny.

Johnny stepped out behind him,
reached around the man’s shoulders,
grabbed the lapels of the white
jacket and stripped it down off the
narrow shoulders so that it pinned the
man’s arms. As the man turned, fight-
ing the jacket, Johnny slapped him,
forehand and backhand, slaps that
resounded in the silent street like a
long string of firecrackers.

As soon as he felt the fight go out
of the man, Johnny stopped. The man
stood, his arms still pinned, panting
heavily, bruised mouth open, lank
black hair hanging over his eyebrows.

“I don’t like people following me,”
Johnny said.

“I wasn’t following you, guy. I
don’t even know you.”

“Dimming had to spot you there.
He’s the only one who knew I was
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going to meet him there. You were
already there when I came in.”

“Who the hell is Dimming?” the
man said sullenly.

“Next time you get in my way we’ll
have a little chat about Dimming.”

“You’re real hard, eh?”

“Put your coat on and go comb
your hair. Tell Dimming I’m going to
my room and go to bed and he’ll hear
from my lawyer.”

The man shouldered into his jacket,
ran his fingers back through his hair,
touched his hand to his mouth and
looked at his fingers, turning so that
the street light illumined his hand.

He turned without a word and
walked back in the direction of the
Gin and It with jaunty, somehow pa-
thetic dignity. But Johnny did not
permit himself to be deceived by the
cheap victory. He had seen the man’s
eyes, the set of his mouth. It was the
face of a man who has killed—and
will kill again. . ..

10 AzuL was two miles outside

the city limits on Route 50. At
that point the Blue River meandered
close to the highway, then swung
away and looped back again, enclos-
ing an area a half a mile in extent
along the highway, a quarter of a
mile deep, shaped roughly like half
a pie. Every inch of it was land-
scaped. Johnny parked on the shoul-
der on the far side of the highway
and stared.

There was an office, four long courts
set at right angles to the highway, a
long building that contained stores—
grocery, drug, dry cleaners, laundry,
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a recreation hall, a pool, a restaurant,
a large gas station, a drive-in theater.
It was a small, self-contained city. Al
Hoyt had built it. It was in good
taste, and it hummed with activity.
Johnny was very impressed, and very
proud.

Trucks of materials were parked
near the recreation hall. Workmen
went in and out. A large sign in front
of the building said, Casino Royale
will open November Ist.

He drove into the gas station. He
was beginning to realize that a hun-
dred and seventy thousand couldn’t
be more than a down payment on
such an establishment. The location
couldn’t have been more perfect. And
nothing looked jerry-built.

“Fill it up and move it out of your
way,” Johnny said. “I’ll be back in a
few minutes.”

He walked over to the office. A
waist-high counter split the room in
half. A girl was marking a road map
for an elderly couple. Johnny found
her pleasant to look at. She wore a
white frilly Mexican blouse which left
her shoulders and midriff bare. Her
tan was almost the shade of toffee.
Brown-blonde hair was worn in a
thick coronet braid. He realized that
he hadn’t seen that hair style in a
long time. She was not beautiful. Her
eyes and her mouth both looked as
though they had been designed for a
larger woman. The eyes were aqua,
he decided, and the mouth was stub-
born. There was a quickness and a
warmth about her.

The elderly couple thanked her pro-
fusely and went out. Johnny lit the
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cigarette he had just tapped on his
thumb nail, and moved over to the
counter.

Her smile, for him, was properly
cooler than the smile for the couple.
“Yes, sir?”

“I’d like permission to walk around
and look at things,” Johnny said.
“Big place you have here.”

There was a shadow behind her
eyes. “Go right ahead. You're per-
fectly welcome. But you've been here
before, haven’t you?”

“Never.”

“Sorry, sir. I thought you looked
familiar somehow. Your eyves.”

Johnny weighed the pros and cons
for a moment, decided to go ahead.
“That’s the only way I look like my
brother, I guess. Al Hoyt was my
brother.”

She shut her eyes for a long second.
When she opened them again, there
was enough naked revulsion on her
face to startle him. She looked at him
as though he were something that
crawled.

N A HUsKY whisper she said, “I

hope the money makes you hap-
py, Mr. Hoyt. I hope you have a lot
of fun with it.”

“Hey, slow down

“Of course. Slow down. Keep re-
membering that there’s no good rea-
son why you should share your broth-
er’s dreams or loyalties. T hope you’ll
be proud of y<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>