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« new story by

FLETCHER FLORA

Mprs. Dearly’s Special Day

Crime and Detection

Mrs. Dearly got a special joy out of
living—everything contributed to her
heightened sense of excitement and ex-
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hilaration and sheer sensuous delight . . .

FTER WHAT HAD BEEN DONE LAST
A night, it was mostly a day of
waiting for something to happen.
Waiting, however, can be a great
excitement. If one possesses the
quality of character to sustain com-
posure, the excitement all inside
and growing, waiting can be the
most exhilarating experience imagi-
nable.

The day began consciously for
Mrs. Dearly at exactly nine o’clock,
when she wakened. She had left
her windows open and the drapes
drawn back before going to bed,
and her room was now, at nine
o'clock in the morning, full of
warm and golden light. It was
clearly going to be one of those
andante days expiring through
minutes and hours to slumberous
summer sounds.

Mrs. Dearly loved that kind of
day, so softly sensuous and replete
with drowsy dreams, and she was
aware of this one instantly in her
flesh and bones. She yawned and
stretched, lifting golden arms into
the golden light. Looking down
the length of her body, its senses
astir in a sheer mist of blue nylon,

> she felt a kind of innocent narcissis-

tic delight. Holding herself in
child-like affection, quite uncor-
rupted by vanity, she ‘was truly
grateful for being what she was—
so perfectly made for love and
lovely things; but her gratitude was
unformed and undirected, and she
hadn’t the faintest notion t6 whom
it was owed, or how it might be
acknowledged.

She lay in bed for perhaps an-
other half hour, absorbing and
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transforming all the subtle mani-
festations of the day, and then she
stretched again and got up and
shed the blue mist on the way to
the bathroom. It lay on the floor
like something conjured out of her
dreams, a giant handful of the bub-
ble bath foam in which she soaked
until ten. Returning then to the
bedroom, she began to remove the
bright enamel from her fingernails,
and when this was accomplished
she began, with equally meticulous
attention, to put on another coat of
enamel.

Inasmuch as the new coat was
the same color and shade as the
old, the effect, when she was fn-
ished, was identical with the one it
replaced; but in the meanwhile she
had measured the heightening of
her anticipation and excitement by
the precise performance of a small
task that occupied her pleasantly
and brought her so much closer to
where the day was taking her.

It was almost noon when she was
finally dressed in a tan sleeveless
dress, tan stockings and shoes, and
a tiny hat of deeper shade. She in-
spected herself in her full-length
mirror with the same child-like in-
nocence and delight with which
she had looked at herself earlier
in the blue. mist, turning slowly
now for the effect from all sides;
and then, carrying her purse and a
pair of white gloves, she went
downstairs prepared to leave the
house, going out the back way to a
terrace where she expected her hus-
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band to be—and there he was, sure
enough, reclining in a blue and
yellow sling chair.

Mrs. Dearly crossed the terrace
and kissed him lightly over one
eye, patting his head at the same
ume with a display of that kind of
affection one generally bestows on
small boys and dogs.

“Good morning, dear,” she said.

“Morning? In case you don't
realize it, it’s noon.”

The words alone, unqualified by
inflection, had a carping connota-
tion; but his voice was, in fact,
amused and indulgent—as if it
were understood and agreed that
she should be immune to the im-
position and demands of time, and
that it would, really, be rather ab-
surd if she were otherwise.

“Oh, I've been up for hours,” she
said. “Honestly-T have.”

“You're dressed for the street,”
he said. “Where are you going?”

“I have some shopping to do
downtown. Do you mind?”

“Not in thé least. But don’t you
want some lunch before you go? 1
suppose it’s too late for breakfast.”

“I hardly ever eat breakfast, as
you know, and Tll have lunch
downtown. What will you do?”

“There’s plenty to do in the
flower beds, and I'm going to mow
the grass.”

“I knew it. I was looking out at
the lawn last evening, and I said to
myself that the grass was getting
high. Cal will mow the grass to-
morrow, [ said.”
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“You were right. That’s exactly
what Cal is going to do.”

“You shouldn’t .work so hard at
it, dear. Why don’t you hire a gar-
dener to do such things?”

“Because 1 wouldn’t get any
pleasure out of having a gardener
do it. I enjoy doing the yard work
—you know that perfectly well. All
week I look forward to the week-
end when I can get my green
thumb into the ground. Things
grow for me, and the grass some-
how looks better when I mow it
I'm a frustrated horticulturist, 1
guess.”

This was true. He had made sev-
eral millions in real estate specula-
tions, but he took more pride in
his grass, his roses, his flowering
and evergreen shrubs. He even had
the rough look of a man who lived
close to the earth. Now, on the
wide terrace behind his costly
house, he was wearing a coarse
blue shirt tucked into worn jeans,
and his shoes were the shoes of a
working man, not of a dilettante
gardener—thick-soled,  hard-toed
shoes laced up around his ankles.

Mrs. Dearly, although willing to
concede something to him more nu-
merous years—which were twenty
more than her own—still felt that
the addiction of a rich man to
rough pursuits, like digging in the
ground and mowing grass, should
adhere to more fashionable lines.
There was no reason, for example,
why Cal couldn’t work just as well
in a colorful sports shirt and in

SPECIAL DAY

presentable trousers and shoes as in
the crude outfit he was now wear-
ing. Moreover, to put it candidly,
he stank. When she had bent over
to kiss him and pat his head, the
odor of perspiration had been
strong. She could not see that it
was made less offensive by being
the result of earthly labor.

“Well, you must be carelul of the
heat,” she said. “You may have a
stroke or something if- you're not
careful.”

“I'll be careful, thank you. An
old fellow like me has to be, you
know.”

“Nonsense. You're a perennial
boy. Will you look after yourself
properly while I'm gone? Have a
good lunch, I mean, and don’t stay
too long in the sun without rest-
ing.”

“T'll be all right,” he said. “I'm
strong as a bull.”

Bending to kiss him again, she

‘thought that he not only was as

strong as one, he also smelled like
one.

“Goodbye, dear,” she said. “I may
be just a littde late.”

“Shall T back your car out for
you?”

“Don’t bother, thanks. I don’t in
the least mind doing it myself.”

As a matter of fact, she preferred
it. His handling of her beautiful
little Jaguar was, she felt, a kind of
physical violation only a little less
disturbing than that imposed infre-
quently on herself. Having now
evaded the former—as she did,
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whenever possible, the latter—she
drove the ten or twelve miles
downtown in a considerably short-
er time than obedience to the speed
limits would have permitted.

She loved driving fast, could not
resist the sense and excitement of
high speeds, and it was fortunate
that she also drove expertly, with a
casual mastery to which the Jaguar
submitted as if it were somehow an
extension of its driver. Sometimes
she really felt this, especially on the
highway, that she and the powerful
little car were organically joined,
and that it experienced in its tem-
pered-steel body the same thrill she
experienced in her soft and yield-
ing bedy. This was nonsense, of
course, a private fantasy, but it
amused her . ..

Downtown, she parked in the
Municipal Garage two levels un-
derground and walked through a
brightly lighted tunnel to an cle-
vator that carried her up into the
lobby of a hotel across the street.
She was hungry by then, so she had
lunch by herself in the hotel, and
after eating like a bird she went to
several department stores in the
area where she bought a great
many things, mostly personal and
wearable, all of which she left in
the stores for delivery. This took
quite a while, lunch and shopping
requiring about three hours; but
the time passed agreeably and al-
most before she knew it, it was
3:30—which was the time she was
supposed to meet Douglas.
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She returned to the hotel where
she had lunched, going this time to
the cocktail lounge instead of the
restaurant, and it was cool and se-
ductive there, in an artificial dusk
suspended mistily between light
and darkness. She paused just in-
side the door while her eyes adjust-
ed to the shadows, listening to the
soft serenade of recorded strings
and feeling her happiness and quiet
excitement stir and swell inside her
with an effect of almost painful
pleasure; and all the while she was
looking around for Douglas, and
there he was, as she had hoped and
expected, at a small table in a corner.

There was such a sudden sharp
intensification of her pleasurable
pain that she almost whimpered,
and she thought at the same time,
with incongruous detachment, that
it was odd that he should have the
capacity to make her feel that way,
for he was not an exceptional young
man at all. He was, in fact, rather
dull at times, and incited her at
once to exasperation and tender-
ness.

Seeing her approach, he started
to rise, but she slipped so quickly
into the chair across from him that
he was no more than half up when
she was entirely down. He resumed
his seat after remaining a moment
half risen, as if he were fighting an
impulse to leave at once, and she
took one of his hands and held it
lightly on the table.

“Darling,” she said, “have you
been waiting long?”
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“No. Just a few minutes.”

“Have you had a drink ?”

“Not yet. I was waiting for you.”

“That was nice of you. You are
always so nice. What shall we have?
Martinis?”

“I suppose so. We always do,
don’t we?”

He gave the order to a girl who
was waiting for it, and after the
Martinis had been - mixed and
brought, Mrs. Dearly looked at him
fondly—and wondered why she
was here looking at him at all. His
face in repose, boyishly handsome
beneath a falling lock of dark hair
that seemed contrived, was like a
cheap air-brush portrait by an in-
ferior artist in which all other fea-
tures were subordinated to a sulky
mouth., Douglas was, in fact, an
inferior artist himself, an instructor
in an art school, and she had met
him almost six months ago when
she had gone to the school to learn
to paint in water colors, [or which,
as she quickly learned, she had no
talent whatever. This knowledge—
and Douglas—were all she had ac-
quired from the effort.

Sipping her Martini and speaking
over the thin edge of glass, she said,
“What have you been doing with
yourself?”

“Nothing much. Nothing of con-
sequence.”

“Are you working on something
remarkable?”

“I'm not working on anything at
all. It's impossible.”

“Darling, are you still feeling
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guilty about Cal? If only you could
understand what a waste your
guilty conscience is. You have done
him no harm, and neither have I,
and we have done each other a
great deal of good.”

“I doubt that Cal would think
so.”

“Oh, nonsense. Cal doesn’t think
about it one way or another. While
you are sitting here making your-
sclf miserable, he is at home this in-
stant as happy as can be, digging in
the flower gardens and mowing the
grass.”

“You make everything sound so
simple and acceptable.”

“Because it is. You must learn to
accept things as they are and with-
out complicating them in your
mind.”

“Well, it’s not so easy to accept
your going on indefinitely as Cal’s
wife.”

“You must be patient, darling.
Something will work out for us
eventually—perhaps sooner than

> you think. In the meanwhile, let’s

have another Martini before 1 go.”

“Why must you go so soon?”

“Something to do at home—but
it's really too tiresome to talk
about.”

Her second Martini, which was
consumed slowly to the sound of
strings, proved a considerable chal-
lenge to her resolution to go home;
but she went, nevertheless, about
4:30. The traffic was heavy on the
streets, crippling the Jaguar, which
could not get free to run until
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the last few miles-—so that it was
five when she pulled into the drive-
way behind a car which sat there,
blocking the way to the garage.

Mrs. Dearly, mildly annoyed by
the trespasser, got out of the Jaguar
and walked around the house to the
rear; but there was no sign of Cal
or anyone else. She went into the
house through the kitchen, and
there in the hall which ran forward
from the kitchen to the front en-
trance was a short man in a dark
blue suit, a stranger with an odd
little potbelly like a melon held in
position by his belt; and this man
had obviously come out of the liv-
ing room to meet her, as if he had
become, by some strange trickery
in her absence, the master of the
house and she the stranger.

“Mrs. Dearly?” he said.

“Yes,” she said. “Who are you?”

“My name is Dickson. Police.”

“Police? What on carth are you
doing here? Where is my hus-
band?”

“You had better talk with Lieu-
tenant Hardy about that. He's wait-
ing for you in the living room.”

He half turned and gestured to-
ward a doorway, “still with that
curious implication of inviting her
to be his guest. She walked past him
into the living room, where another
man was standing in the middle of
the room with his back to a bank of
windows bright with the late after-
noon sun. He was even shorter than
the man who had called himself
Dickson—a thin, consumptive-look-
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ing man of indeterminate age in a
wilted seersucker suit.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Dearly,”
he said. His voice was as wilted as
his suit, and perfectly supplement-
ed by a languid, hesitant gesture of
his right hand, its middle and index
fingers stained by the smoke of
countless cigarettes. “I'm Lieuten-
ant Hardy. Sorry to intrude.”

The apology was hollow, a mere
concession to form. For a moment
Mrs. Dearly had a terrifying feeling
of helplessness, of being swept into
a play of forces she could not con-
trol, and at whatever cost she was
compelled to assert herself in a way
that would restore her position and
assurance.

“Your car is blocking the drive,”
she said. “Please be good enough to
move it.”

“Certainly.” His right hand
moved again, sceming to gather in
Dickson. “Go move the car, Dick-
son, and drive Mrs. Dearly’s back
to the garage.”

“The key is in the ignition,” Mrs.
Dearly said. “Have you ever driven
a Jaguar?” :

“T'll figure it out,” Dickson said.

He went out, and Mrs. Dearly
turned back to Hardy.

“Perhaps now, Lieutenant, you'll
explain why you are here. And I
would like to see my husband, if
you don’t mind.”

“I'm afraid that’s impossible. He
isn’t here.”

“Where is he? Has something
happened to him? Tell me at once.”
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“I had hoped to break it to you a
little more gently, -but I see that I
can’t. The fact is, your husband is
dead.”

“Dead? Did you say—dead?”

She moved to a chair and sat
down with an effect “of excessive

care, as if moving and sitting had”

become all of a sudden a precarious
business. She sat erect in the chair,
her back unsupported, her eyes
staring past Hardy through a bright
pane of glass behind him into the
side yard beyond the drive.

She was oddly sensitive in that
moment to the details of sight and
sound, and she noticed that the yard
had been partly mowed, the power
mower standing at rest on the clean
line dividing the clipped and shag-
gy grass. She heard the rich roar,
quickly reduced, of the Jaguar in
the drive.

“Are you all right?” Hardy said.

“Yes, thank you. I'm quite all
right.”

“Would you like me to tell you
about it?”

“I think you had better.”

“Well, there isn’t much to tell
when you come right down to it
Our only witness is your necighbor
on the west, Mr. Winslow, and he
didn’t rcally sec anything much. He
was upstairs in a room on the sec-
ond floor of his house this after-

noon about two or two thirty, he-

couldn’t be exact, and he locked
out the window and saw your hus-
band reclining in- one of those can-
vas sling chairs on your rear ter-

DEARLY'S SPECIAL DAY

race. He said your husband had
been mowing the grass, and Wins-
low assumed, naturally, that he had
merely taken a break to rest and
cool off, which was probably true.
It’s been a pretty hot day, as you
know.

“Anyhow, Winslow happened to
look out the window again about
twenty minutes later, and your hus-
band was no longer in the sling
chair. He was lying on his face on
the terrace. Apparently he had
stood up, taken a step or two, and
collapsed. Winslow was alarmed,
as you might expect, and he hur-
ried over. To put it bluntly, if you
will excuse me, your husband was
dead. Before dying, he had been
very ill. To his stomach, I mean.”

Hardy stopped, watching Mrs.
Dearly, and Mrs. Dearly continued
to stare through the bright glass
into the bright yard. Her face in
profile was beautiful and com-
posed. It was almost, Hardy
thought, serene. Being basically an
old-fashioned man, he found an
old-fashioned simile in his head:
she has a face like a cameo, he
thought.

“I've warned him and warned
him about it,” she said at last.

“About what, Mrs. Dearly ?”

“Working so hard in the hot sun.
He loved working in the yard, you
know, and he insisted on spending
practically every weckend at it
Sometimes, whenever he could,
week days also. He was getting too
old for such work, especially in the
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hot sun. He had a stroke, I guess.
A heat stroke or something. Does-
n’t someone with a heat stroke be-
come violently ill to his stomach?”
“I think so. I'm not sure about
“Where is my husband now? His
body, I mean. And why are the po-
lice involved? Is it normal for the
police to be involved in such a mat-
ter?”

“We were called by the doctor
who was summoned by Mr. Wins-
low.”

“Why should the doctor call the
police?”

“He thought it wise, considering
the circumstances of the death. He
was not prepared to certify the
cause without an autopsy.”

“An autopsy? Is that where Cal
is? Have you taken him away some-
where for an autopsy?”

“Yes. Sorry. We tried to locate
you, but we couldn’t.”

“Can you perform an autopsy on
my husband without my permis-
sion?”

“If you want to make an issue of
it, we can get an order. But it
would be much better if you would
simply agree. 1 don't see why you
shouldn’t.”

“Since you will obviously do it in
any event, I might just as well
agree. You are right, anyway.
There is no reason why I should-

L 1]

n't.

“Thank you. The body will be
returned to.you as soon as possible.”
He paused for a moment, appar-

it
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ently trying to put in order the
words to express properly what
needed to be said. “I must say that
I admire the way you are taking
this. I was afraid it might be an
ordeal.”

She turned her face toward him
then, lighted by the sun on one
side and softened by shadows on
the other. Her lips assumed the
shape of the merest smile.

“I'm not the hysterical type, Licu-
tenant. I suppose I'm a bit numb,
really. I can hardly believe that Cal
is dead. It’s often that way when
somecone dies suddenly, isn’t it? La-
ter it will strike me fully and all at
once.”

“Will you be all right here alone?
It's a large house, but apparently
there are no servants around.”

“We have a cook and a house-
keeper, but they were given the
week-end off. Cal and I were on our
own for two days.”

“Too bad. If someone had been
around, something might have been
done in time to save him.”

“Yes. Poor Cal. Dying alone like
that. I think, Licutenant, if you
don’t mind, that I would like to go
upstairs. Is there anything more
you want of me?”

“No. I'm finished here. 1 can't
tell you how sorry I am that we had
to intrude this way.”

“Not at all. Under the circum-
stances, as you said, there was noth-
ing else you could do.”

“You're gracious to say so. Good-
bye, Mrs. Dearly.”
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“Goodbye, Licutenant.
find your own way out.”

“Yes. Of course.”

He looked thin and worn, al-
most ravaged, in his wilted scer-
sucker. His right hand moved
again in that hesitant gesture as he
turned and went out of the room.

Standing quite still, listening,
Mrs. Dearly heard his steps reced-
ing in the hall, then the front door
closing behind him. She continued
to stand there, listening intently.
She had heard the movements of
the police car and the Jaguar in the
drive, and now, after several min-
utes, she heard the'police car in the
street, its engine starting and the
swiftly diminishing sound of it as
it sped away.

The silence of the house gath-
ered around her, and she turned in
silence and went through the
hall into the kitchen and down-
stairs from the kitchen into the
basement. She walked directly to
the wall to her left, the wall toward
the side yard where the power
mower stood at rest between the
clipped and shaggy grass; and she
was just reaching overhead for the
circular handle of a valve when
someone spoke behind her.

“I don't believe I'd do that if I
were you, Mrs. Dearly,” the voice
saidi=% -

How strange it was! she thought
afterward. Following the first mo-

Please

ment of terror, when her breath:

stopped and her heart withered,
she was immediately calm and lu-
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cid and without any fear whatever.
She thought clearly before turning
around that Douglas must surely
be kept a secret now, however dif-
ficult it might be, for he would be
considered a motive at the very
least, if not a conspirator—and the
funny thing about it was that Doug-
las was not a motive at all, but only
a kind of fringe benefit.

“I thought you had gone, Lieu-
tenant,” she said.

“Dickson went,” he said. “As for
me, I must confess to intruding
again. I came in through the base-
ment window there.”

He walked over and stood beside
her, looking up at the valve she had
intended to turn. To the right of
the valve, slanting down toward
the basement floor, were about six
feet of pipe that made a right turn,
by means of an clbow joint, and
passed through the concrete foun-
dation.

The Licutenant began again.
“While I was waiting for you to
come home this afternoon from
wherever you were, I got to won-
dering how your husband might
have been poisoned—if he was
poisoned, which was at least a pos-
sibility. In a container of some-
thing to drink, perhaps? In some-
thing he -ate, perhaps? But that
would have been dangerous, and
foolishly so. The container to be
analyzed. The remains of the food,
ditto. Then I walked along the side
of the hause, and I noticed that the
ground under the outside faucet
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was damp—and it came to me.
What does the kind of man whe
loves working in the yard, as your
husband did, almost invariably do
when he gets hot and thirsty? He
takes a drink from the outside
faucet. Usually from his cupped
hands. That’s what your husband
did, Mrs. Dearly, and that's what
you knew he would do.”

The Lieutenant paused, still star-
ing up at the valve with an expres-
sion of admiration, almost of won-
der. Perhaps he was waiting for
Mrs. Dearly to speak, but at the
moment Mrs. Dearly did not feel
like speaking.

“It was clever,” he went on.
“You’re a clever woman, Mrs.
Dearly. Between that inside valve
and the outside faucet there are six
feet of one-inch pipe. It was almost
perfect for your purpose, wasn’t it?
A perfect container. First, you
closed the inside valve and drained
the six feet of pipe. This you did
merely by opening the outside fau-
cet, letting the water in the pipe
flow out, then closing the faucet af-
terward. Then, with a wrench, you
disconnected the six feet of pipe
below the valve and put into the
pipe, your perfect container, what-
ever you used to kill your hus-
band. This done, you reconnected
the pipe to the valve, opening the
valve to let water run through and
fill the pipe. By closing the valve
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after the pipe was filled, you had a
deadly liquid ready to run from
the outside faucet whenever it was
opened.

“It wouldn't run long or as freely
as it would have run with the valve
epen, of course, for six feet of one-
inch pipe will hold by my arithme-
tic only about one quart of water.
But that was enough. It was sufhi-
cient to give your hushand a long,
fatal drink. And now you have
come down here to open the valve
again and to flush from the pipe
what may be left of the poison.
What kind of poison did you use,
Mrs. Dearly? Well, never mind. 1
don't expect you to tell me. Some-
thing nearly tasteless, of course, and
soluble in water. We'll find out.”

Mrs. Dearly sighed and dusted
her hands by brushing them softly
together. She was feeling positively
exhilarated.

“It is not I who is clever, Lieu-
tenant,” she said. “It's you, What
you have said is logical and rather
cenvincing, I'm sure, but it is only
a theory, and it will be quite excit-
ing to see if you can prove it or
not.”

But Mrs. Dearly’s exhilaration
was only that of excitement, no
more. The Lieutenant had no dif-
ficulty proving his theory—there
was enough poison left in the pipe,
and it wasn’t long before they
found Douglas . . .

‘0"



a new novelet by AVRAM DAVIDSON

This story has a curious history. It gave your Editors what might
be called “the daisy petals”"—did we like 1t, did we not . . .

Obviously, the last daisy petal said “yes” to us, but whatever the
last petal may indicate for you, this is an important story. It has
something important to say, something that should be said, some-
thing that we should all listen to . ..

BLOOD
by AVRAM
T WAS SHORTLY BEFORE FIVE
]Io’clock on the afternoon of

August 10th (the hottest August
10th in 86 years, the newspapers
pointed out helpfully) that Charley
Rosco saw, and at once recognized,
Ben Lomax.

For three days in a row the heat
had been killing; the plant wasn’t
air<onditioned (what laundry ever
was?), and each day fewer and
fewer employees had turned up for
work. Some had taken their cars
and headed for cooler climate, oth-
ers sought refuge in deliciously
chill bars or movie houses; others
simply stayed at home and drank
cold bottles from the refrigerator
and turned the fans up.

As a result, Charley had little to
deliver that day. He had a private
hospital and two nursing homes on
his route, and by pleading “Emer-
gency”-to Max White, the foreman,
had managed to get most of their
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linen finished. After delivering
that, only a few bundles remained
in his truck. Most of these, he
found, belonged to customers who
had evidently also fled the sweat-
ing little city.

So he had nothing to do, really;
by one o’clock he could have gone
home. If his car had been in good
repair—but it wasn't. Marie, his
wife, didn’t take the heat too well—
it made her cross, and when Marie
was cross with anything, Marie was
cross with everything.

So Charley did something he al-
most never did: he goldbricked. He
thought of it in exactly that term,
and thought, too, that it had been a
long time since he'd heard anybody
use the word.

Anyway, he parked the laundry
truck in an alley, gathered up the
few bundles, and went around the
corner to a bar. He made two bottles
of beer last over three hours as he
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watched TV and joined in the con-
versation. It was all very pleasant,
and he hated to leave.

Charley saw the man bent over
the motor of the car, hood up,
when he was driving back to the
laundry. Sympathetic, remember-
ing his own out-of-commission au-
tomobile, he slowed down as he
came abreast of it, with some
thought of stopping and offering
help. The man lifted his head, and
Charley, incredulous, recognized
him instantly.

The man’s hair was matted with
sweat—not neatly combed back, as
in the pictures—and his hairline
mustache was almost obliterated in
stubble: but it was him. There was
no doubt about it. It was Ben Lo-
max.

The man wiped his wet face
with a grease-smeared arm, bent
over the engine again immediately.
Obviously he hadn’t realized he’d
been spotted. Charley Rosco, his
heart thumping queerly, drove on,
wondering what to do. And as he
drove he saw another laundry truck
ahead of him. This had to belong to
Lew Livingston, whose route ad-
joined his own.

Charley blew his horn, waved
Lew over to the curb, jumped out
of his truck, and ran up to him.

Lew was a stocky sort of fellow,
with a secamed face. If Charley ever
got sorry for himself thinking over
his own domestic troubles, he
thought about Lew’s problems, and
his own went away.

“Listen,” he said, panting a little
bit. g

“Whaddaya holding me wup for,
Charley? I gotta get back to the

plantl”
“Listen, Lew—back there on
Hargraves, near Poplar—therc’s

a guy trying to fix a car. I'm sure
he’s Ben Lomax. Y’ know—?"

For a moment Lew continued to
scowl irritably. Then he made a long
face, pushing out his mouth. “Ben-
ny the Barber? The—the bank rob-
ber?” Charley nodded quickly.
“You sure?”

“Lew, I'm sure. What should 1
do, Lew? Huh? What's your idea?”

Livingston didn’t hesitate. “My
idea? Call the cops! Let zhem han-
dle it. He killed a guy, that last
bank he robbed, didn’t he? So let
the cops take the risk. They get
paid for it!”

A sudden idea seemed to strike
Lew. He pulled his head back into
the truck, turned the truck ponder-

“ ously around, stuck his head out

again.

“Stay here, Charley,” he said.
“I'm gonna take a little ride—see if
he’s still there, see if it's really him
. .. Wait here.”

What with the beer, the heat, and
the excitement, Charley Rosco did-
n't feel like moving, much, any-
way. He stood in the shade of his
truck and fanned himself with a
bundle of laundry tickets. He had
never taken any part in having any-
one arrested, and he felt somewhat
uncertain about the whole thing,



18

BLOOD

Charley Rosco had some vague
idea that it would go like this: Lew
Livingston returning, followed by
several squad cars. You positive it's
Benny the Barber? the cops ask.
Absolutely, says Charley. The cops
exchange glances. Benny's a hard
man, one of them says. And a dan-
gerous one, the other says. They re-
flect. Tell ya what we're gonna do,
one says at last. You—addressing
Charley—you park your truck
across the road at Linden. The cop
turns to Lew Livingston. You do
the same at Poplar. That'll cut that
block on Hargraves completely off,
s0 he won't be able to make a geta-
way in his car. You're not scared,
are you? the cop asks, Lew snorts.
I'm not afraid a nothing, he says,
tough. Charley’s reply has more
dignity. I know my duty as a cit—

Charley looked up, his train of
thought abruptly cut. Lew was
back. Alone. He scemed annoyed.

“The cops picked him up,” he
said.

“Then it was him?”

“How do I know? Think 1
tagged along? You crazy? I
watched from two blocks away,
through my rear mirror. They
picked him up and they left his
junk-heap sitting there in the
street.” Lew hesitated, seemed
about to say something else. He
shook his head instead. Then he
muttered, “Gotta get back to the
damn plant,” and was off.

After a  moment’s confused
thought, Charley followed him.
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After he got home and took a
shower, he was about to tell his
wife. But Marie put an envelope in
front of him, then busied herself
setting supper—cold cuts, pickles,
delicatessen potato salad, iced tea—
from commercially bottled concen-
trate—and supermarket cake. It
had been too hot for cooking. Char-
ley picked up the envelope, ad-
dressed in his daughter’s not-yet-
firm script, and took the letter out.

Dear Mommy and Dady,

We went swiming and baoting
today it was lovely Johnny was
bad

your loveing daugter
Jeanette

Underneath, in a string of wild
print, up hill and down dale: Lier i
was not Dear Momm and Dad ples
send me dolar love Joh

A wormlike squiggle at the mar-
gin evidently did duty for the miss-
ing terminal. Charley said, “What
the heck, they're supposed to go
swimming and boating every day,
aren’t they?”

“They do,” Marie said, “but she
loves it so much she just has to
mention it.”

Her husband nodded. By severe
saving and self-denial, and by bor-
rowing on their insurance policies,
they had managed to send both
children to summer camp for the
first time. Thinking of this made
Charley think of something else.

“Uncle Eddie Aurelius in town
today?” he asked. She nodded. It
was her uncle who, by agreeing to
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take a second mortgage, had en-
abled them to buy the house: Un-
cle Eddie Aurelius, so-called to dis-
tinguish him from Uncle Eddie
Jackson, who didn’t have a button
to his name. “What did he say?”

“He said not to worry about it.”

The little knot in Charley’s stom-
ach went away. He reached for a
slice of head-cheese, dropped it,
smacked his forehead.

“It’s those screens,” Marie said
hopelessly. “The mosquitoes—"

“No, no! Listen, Marie, what do
you think happened today?” And
he told her.

When he was finished she said
very quictly, “Are you crazy? Are
you out of your mind?”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“Why did you have to tell Lew
anything? Why did you need Lew?
You could have told the police
yourself.”

“I don’t get you, Marie. What
difference—"

“Charley. Are you the only per-
son in town who doesn’t know that
there’s a $10,000 reward out for
Benny Lomax?”

Charley gaped: After a moment
he said, “I forgot. Would you be-
lieve it? I forgot all about it. Yeah,
I did know, but [—"

“Well, you can be sure Lew Liv-
ingston didn’t forget. You notice
how quick he went to the police
without coming back for you?”

Reflecting, Charley did notice.
The more he thought, the more he
thought- he-saw.
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“The devil with it!” he said
abruptly. “If that’s what he wanted
—the reward—he can have it. You
think I'd touch it?”

“Listen herel” Marie’s voice went
shrill. “Don’t be so generous! ‘He
can have it’? Ok, no—"

Charley slammed his hand on the
table. “Shut up!” His own voice
went shrill. “You realize they could
send this guy to the electric chair?
How do you suppose I'm going to
feel if that happens? If I'd stopped
to think about it this afternoon,
maybe I never would have done
it. I never had anybody’s blood on
my hands before! What do 1 need
it for now?”

Very quietly she said, “He killed
a man. If he wasn’t captured, may-
be he would've killed a lot more.”

Her husband nodded. His fingers
played with a piecce of bread.
“Okay,” he said after a moment.
“Granted. I should have turned
him in. It was my duty as a citizen.
Okay. I had to do it. But I don’t
have to take blood money. Oh,” he
went on, speaking more quickly, “I
know what you're going to say.
There are so many things we could
do with the money. There always
is. The house. The kids. Sure. Sup-
pose I take it. I pay off what we
owe. I buy a piano: I buy bikes.
And then one of the other kids
says, ‘You bought this piano with
blood money. They clectrocuted a
man so your dad could get the
moncy for that bike’! Huh? Sure
they would. You know that.”
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Marie looked down. Charley con-
tinued, “What am I breaking my
back for, carrying bundles of laun-
dry up and down stairs—just to
keep a roof over their heads, just to
send them to camp? Marie! 1 am
trying,” he said doggedly, hitting
each word hard, “I am trying to
raise them up, and so are you, to be
honest people. To know that you
just don't do something just to get
money. That if a person can’t get
money in a good and honest way,
then they do without the money,
and what it can buy. I—"

His voice choked. Very gently
Marie said, “Eat your supper.” And
he knew he had won.

It was after he finished the iced
tea that he reflected, aloud, that he
still didn’t know, after all, if the
man was Ben Lomax. Call the po-
lice, Marie said. And so he did.

“Headquarters, Sergeant Callan
speaking.”

“Say . .. This fellow you picked
up on Hargraves Street a little after
five—is he Ben Lomax, or isn’t he?”

There was a pause. Then Ser-
geant Callan said, “Who is this?
Who are—who wants to know,
huh?”

Confused, annoyed, and with the
average man’s almost instinctive re-
luctance to give his name to the po-
lice, Charley asked, “What differ-
ence does it make, who? All 1
want—" 2

The voice of Sergeant Callan,
which had kept caution for its main

note, now became openly hostile,
“Yeah? Well, don’t worry about
it!” the Sergeant snapped, and
hung up. :

“They must of thought I was one
of his gangster pals,” he told Ma-
rie. Later it occurred to him that
perhaps the man had turned out
not to be Lomax after all, and that
the police were too embarrased to
discuss it. He was wrong, of course,
on both counts.

As he found out the next after-
noon.

Lew Livingston, face inflamed
with sun and rage, came over to
him, half on the run, waving a
newspaper, shouting as he came.

“You see this? Charley! You see
the paper? Those dirty, rotten—"
His voice went on and on.

Charley ook the local paper,
tried to concentrate. There it was.
The same picture of Lomax, neat
and slick, that the papers and tele-
vision and reward posters had fea-
tured; next to it the picture of the
man as he had been when Charley
saw him—dirty, stubble-faced.

And the headline read: CITY
POLICE TAKE BANK ROB-
BER.

Ben (“Benny the Barber”) Lo-
max, whose successful 350,000 hold-
up of the Second National Bank
last month resulted in the death of
bank guard Frank Foster, was cap-
tured here yesterday. Arrest was
made by Patrolmen Thomas V.
Colcott and Edgar Trapp. The
keen-cyed police officers . . .
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Afier that everything moved so
fast that Charley, afterward, was
not so clear about the details. Lew
was loud and outraged, Max White
the foreman came out to protest. It
was still hot, the plant was steamy,
Charley went to get a drink of wa-
ter, but even the water was almost
hot, it seemed. A picture came to
him of Benny the Barber being led
to execution, the grease from the
motor of his car still there on his
forchead where Charley had seen
him wipe it

He tried to obliterate the picture
with another—of Frank Foster, the
bank guard, struggling to rise from
the pool of his own blood. Foster
had been shot in the stomach, and
Charley remembered that long ago
he'd heard that this was the most
painful kind of gunshot wound. In
the Army they’d said that a man
with a gunshot wound there
should never be given anything to
drink—no, no matter how much
he begged for it, screamed for it

He was still thirsty. The water
had a coppery taste to it. He took
his lips away from the tiny bubble
of water . . . There was a report-
er. Max had called him. Charley
told him the story, then Lew—
calmer now, though not by much—
told him his.

“You two better go with him,”
Max said. “What do you mean,
your deliveries?” he said fretfully
to Charley’s low-keyed protests.
“Those few bundles? The route
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man will take care of them, and
take care of Lew’s, too. Goon.”

First they went to the editor of
the paper. He called the Commis-
sioner, the Commissioner called the
Chief of Police. Then they were all
in the Commissioner’s ofice—Char-
ley, Lew, the reporter, the Com-
missioner, the Chief, and the two
cops, Colcott and Trapp.

Trapp brazened it out all the
way, but Colcott got confused. It
didn't take long before the Chief
got him to admit he’d been lying.
What was the idea? the Chicf de-
manded. How come they tried to
file a false report?

Sweating copiously, standing on
one foot, then the other, Colcott
said, “Yeah, but Chief, all right, I
agree—"

“You agree! Thanks a lot!”

“Yeah, but Chief, me and Syd, Pa-
trolman Trapp, I mean, uh, we
took the risks. Right? You know, a
guy like that, a hood like The Bar-
ber, it was just luck he wasn’t
armed, but we didn’t know that,
we took the risk he could of shot us
both, maybe, like Foster—”

“Will you for crysake get to the
point?”

Trapp, blank-faced, but with a
note of something close to con-
tempt in his voice, said, “The point
is the reward, Chief.”

Then:

Lew: “There! You heard him!
Did you hear—"

Reporter: “Now we're getting
some place!”

MONEY
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Chief: “W hat reward, you block-
head?”

And the Commissioner, lips com-
pressed to a thin line, moist hands
folded across his bulging, translu-
cent shirt, nodded his head.

“Now listen,” said the Commis-
sioner. “Everybody. Okay?” Every-
body listened. “All right. Too hot
to shout. Now. The policy of this
department, like the policy of most
other departments of public safety,
is that policc don’t collect rewards.
Right, Chief?”

The Chief nodded. Once.

“The reason is,” the Commis-
sioner went on patiently, “that they
cannot take outside moncy when
the City is paying them. Sec? You
took a risk? Correct. That’s your
job. If you hadn’t tried to make
monkeys out of the Chief and me,
maybe we would’ve seen 1o it you
got a department medal.” Trapp's
mouth went ugly. “In fact, if I'm
not mistaken, the courts have held
that a peace officer isn’t entitled to a
reward for an arrest made in his
own jurisdiction. You go to the
beach, you pick up somebody there
and turn him in to the local au-
thorities like any private citizen,
you collect the reward. If there is
one. But for any arrests you make
here, or any information you give
here, you don’t collect a reward.”

“Charley and me collect it,” Lew
said.

The Commissioner’s face showed
a degree of annoyance, very quick-
ly concealed. Lew, after all, was a
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citizen, residing locally, and might
possess a large family of actual or
future voters.

“I trust you may, Mr. Living-
ston,” he said. “I sincerely hope
that you and Mr. Rosco will col-
lect the reward. I'm sure you de-
serve it. But leUs not be prema-
turc.” The smile left Lew’s face.
“The reward money was put up,
as you probably know," the Com-
missioner continued, “partly by the
bank, partly by the County Bankers’
Association, partly by the newspa-
per and the Chamber of Commerce,
and the rest was contributed by
private citizens. Now,” he said
briskly, as Lew began to become
restless, “the reward was offered in
the usual terms—'for information
leading to the arrest and conviction
of Ben Lomax, alias Benny the Bar-
ber,” and so on. He'’s been arrested.
But he hasn’t even been indicted,
let alone brought to trial and con-
victed.”

Lew gaped, showing the backs of
his teeth. He secemed shocked. The
Commissioner got up, shook hands
with him and Charley and the re-
porter. “Public-spirited citizens and
an example to everyone,” he said.
Then he asked them to excuse him,
as he and the Chief had some offi-
cial business to conduct. His eyes
rested on the two policemen. Their
eyes did not rest on him. Colcott
looked at the floor; Trapp looked,
first at Lew Livingston, then at
Charley. Hot as the air in the of-
fice was, Charley felt the coldness
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of that look, and wondered at it, but
not for long.

The reporter’s questions made
him forget Patrolman Trapp.

“What are you planning to do
with your shares of the reward,” the
reporter asked.

" “That’s my business,” said Lew,
automatically truculent. He had
sense enough to amend his words
at once, “I mean, I dunno exactly
what my plans are, as yet. Let’s not
be premature,” he concluded, his
words a forlorn echo of the Com-
missioner’s.

The reporter then put the same
question to Charley. The answer
was almost whispered.

“Whatdid you say?”

Louder, but still low: “I wouldn’t
touch it.”

Nor would Charley elaborate.
Lew, for once, had nothing t. .ay.
He seemed in a reverie.

Charley’s refusal to explain was
not allowed to stand. And so, later,
he got the reporter off his back by
making ashort statement:

“My only reason for reporting
Lomax was my fear that he was
capable of killing more people”—so
ran the polished, published version
of Charley Rosco's faltering words.
“I did my duty as a citizen, and
not for a reward. Lomax’s fate is
up to the jury. He will probably be
sentenced to death, or at least to life
imprisonment. I couldn’t accept
any money for that.” He thought
that only his mind had repeated the
words, blood money; but there
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they were in the newspaper. It
would be blood money.

The account held a further sur-
prise for him. Lew:s Livingston,
who joined Rosco in reporting the
killer's whereabout to police, con-
curred in his coworker’s decision.
Somehow, Charley thought he
would not want to talk to Lew
about it.

Other people wanted to talk to
Charley about it, though.

Patrolman Colcott: “Well, I guess
you got the right idea. I thought
you was trying to beat us out of the
money, was all. To tell you the
truth, just in confidence, it wasn’t
my idea to put in that report. But
I got, like, carried away, you know?
It was somebody else’s idea. The
Commissioner, he really threw the
book at us. But I got to admire you
for sticking by your principles.”

Jeanette Rosco: “‘Oh I was so
exitted when I read the nespaper
clipings and shoewed them to ev-
erybody in Camp and Ant Sussan
our cownsiler said your father is
not only breave he is ethicle to and
I was so prowed.”

Uncle Eddie .Aurelius: “Well,
Marie, that’s quite a guy you mar-
ried. But me, I'd think twice before
turning that much money down.”

John Rosco: “ ‘Dadd he shut any
bulits at you Ples send me a suvenir
of the robbery alll the gys say you
are rite its blod money.’ ”

And so, finally, Lew,

“I don’t know what got inta me,
Charley. I just kept thinking of all
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the things I could do with the
money—I didn’t even think of it as
$5,000, just the whole amount. I
mean, to get so carried away that I
didn’t even think of sharing it!”

“You couldn’t share it with me,
Lew. Far as I'm concerned, you can
have the whole amount.”

“Ah, no. Ah, no. No blood mon-
cy for me. I put the whole thing
out of my mind. Hey—you know—
I was talking to one of my custom-
ers, name of Bergdol, I think he
must change his tablecloths after
every damn meal—half his wash is
tablecloths! Well, so he says, Lomax
got off with, what was it? $73,000?
Besides thosc other jobs he pulled.
So he can afford the best criminal
lawyer, Bergdol says, and maybe
he can get a hung jury or a, whad-
dayacallit, a mistrial. After all, it’s
been done. But that’s not a//: Berg-
dol says he could do it again, with
a big lawyer, even a second trial.
Fix the jury, maybe.

“Well—"

Lew, carried away by Mr. Berg-
dol’s fancies, swept on. “So if he
does it rwice, Charley, maybe gets a
reversal or one of them legal things,
and the government or the D.A.
figures, What ‘the Aell. How much
is this going to cost? So they wait
til everybody’s forgot about it and
they let him go. Happened before.
So—bloong!—there goes your re-
ward. Huh? So I put the whole
thing outa my mind.”

But Charley couldn’t put it out of
his.
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Whatever the sum of money was
that Ben Lomax—he had, for one
brief fortnight, fifteen years before,
been a student at a barber college,
which was enough for an imagi-
native reporter to tag him “Benny
the Barber”—had made off with,
none of it remained with him. Not
onc of Mr. Bergdol's high-flying
conceits was realized. Lomax was
defended by a court-appointed
lawyer, who used no histrionics, no
movie or television techniques, baf-
fled no witnesses, found no legal
loopholes, demanded no mistrial.

In his summing-up he reminded
the jury that although the defend-
ant had been convicted of bank
robbery twice before, he had never
been accused of viclence against
any of his victims, and this, the at-
torney said, lent credence to the
defendant’s claim that he had not
intended even to fire his gun dur-
ing the commission of the crime he
was now charged with; that it had
gone off by accident. Therefore,
even if the jury should find the de-
fendant guilty of first degree mur-
der, they would have ample
grounds to make a recommenda-
tion for mercy.

The jury was out two hours and
brought in a verdict of guilty of
murder in the first degree. There
was no recommendation of mercy.

Lomax said he hoped his case
would be a lesson to young people
cverywhere to “keep clean.” He did
not elaborate.

The judge confined his words to



BLOOD

the legal formula of the sentence i1t-
self.

“We will appeal,” said the con-
demned man’s lawyer. “Of course
we will appeal.”

He did not bother to point out
that one appeal was mandatory—
and free. After that, the con-
demned man might appeal, of
course, as many times as he could
pay for. As he could not pay for
any, there was no reason to believe
that he would not be_executed in
the briefest time that the ponderous
progress of the law allowed.

“Well, what do you think about
it?” everybody—it seemed like ev-
erybody—asked Charley. He said
that he didn’t want to think about
it. But that night he dreamed about
it. Once again he saw Ben Lomax,
grease-smeared, led to execution;
once again Frank Foster lay writh-
ing in his life’s blood.

But this time there was some-
thing else: he, the dreamer, was
compelled to look at his own hands.
Unwillingly, in fear and trembling,
he finally looked. His relief at find-
ing them clean of any trace of blood
was so great that he awoke.

The local newspaper carried an
editorial which briefly reviewed
Lomax’s crime, his trial, and its
own role in setting up the reward.
The editorial went on to say, “That
it is entirely proper for such re-
wards_to be offered, goes without
saying. Nevertheless, public opin-
ion has not always been kind to
those who have accepted them. It
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was the hope of a reward, not civic
consciousness, which brought about
the downfall of Jesse James, as cold-
blooded a killer and thief who ever
lived. It is ironic that the bandit
himself has been glorified by those
who should know better, while
Robert Ford, who shot him, has
gone down in popular history as
‘a dirty little coward.’

“No such stigma can be placed
on two local men whose prompt,
courageous actions resulted in the
career of a latter-day Jesse James
being brought to an end. Charles
Rosco and Lewis Livingston de-
serve the plaudits of their fellow-
citizens. They did what decent
men should do, and they staunchly
refuse any reward for having done
so. What a lesson their brave, self-
less conduct should be to those,
alas, too many, who are always
seeking handouts.”

And the editorial concluded with,
a denunciation of subsidized medi-
cal care for the aged.

Charley’s children (now back
from camp with summer’s end) re-
turned from school with shining
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.eyes and flushed cheeks to report

that their teachers had read the edi-
torial aloud in class, and that the
principal had made it the subject
of an address duringassembly.
“All right. This is what your
mother and I always try to teach
you,” Charley said. “You do the
right thing because it fs the right
thing. And if you know that it's
wrong to take money for some-
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thing, well, you don’t take it, even
though you might need it, for in-
stance,” he wound up—somewhat
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confused, not being used to moral- ,

izing. And the two children lis-
tened to him, soberly, intently,
without wriggling. ™

Strangers stopped him in the
street to shake his hand.

Lomax’s appeal for a new trial
was refused by the court. Another
date was set for the execution of
the death sentence. His lawyer, oc-
cupied with a trial for embezzle-
ment, said he could not discuss
plans for another appeal. - Profes-
sional etiquette prevented his ask-
ing, “Who's going to pay for it?”
Only action by the Governor could
prevent a certain electrician, name -
never mentioned—thus giving the
impression that it was not a man,
but some impersonal force—from
carning his fee of $250 for killing
Lomax. And there was no reason
to expect the Governor to act.

And then, one evening, Lew Liv-
ingston visited the Rosco home.
Marie set out coffee and crackers,
apologizing for there being no cake.
“How is Clara?” she asked.

Lew made a gesture which al-
most upset the coffee!

“It’s not Clara,” he said, answer-
ing, not Marie's question, but some
question unasked outside ‘of his
own mind. “It's her old lady.”

“Mrs. Barnett is sick ?” .

“Sick in the head!” said Lew in
a rush of words. He hesitated, then
let it all come out.
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“The old lady gets up at six in
the morning and turns on the tele-
vision. She sits and she looks at the
college professor—don't ask me
what the hell she understands—she
just sits and looks. She watches all
the programs for the little kids who
aren't even old enough to go to
school, she— Listen.” Lew’s mouth
worked, his hands moved, before
he could catch hold of his words.
“All day long, from six in the
morning until whenever the Late
Late Show goes off, the old lady sits
in the living room and watches the
television.

“She eats in front of the televi-
sion, Clara has to bring it to her.
She’s hard o' hearing, so she keeps
it up high. Her eyes aren’t too good,
so it's focused just right for Aer,
which means it's blurred for ev-
erybody else. You dasn’t turn it
down for even a minute, you dasn’t
focus out the blue even for a min-
ute, you dasn’t try and watch an-
other program even for a minute—
and, Charley, lemme tell you, may
heaven help you if you try to turn
that damn box off for even so much
as half a minute!”

Charley and Marie made sympa-
thetic noises. This was not news.

“I'm going outa my mind,” Lew

- said, holding his head as if only the

pressure of his hands could keep the
skull from falling into two separate
parts.

“But that’s not the worse,” he
went on. “Ohmigod, that’s bad
enough, because what can ya do?
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You try to fix the television any way
but the way she wants it and she
carries on. She screams, she yells,
she grabs my hands. What can ya
do? The kid gives me a hard time,
but can I hit an old lady? They'd
put me in jail. We have company in
the house, we hafta have'm in the
kitchen.

“But that’s not the werse of it
.. ." He paused, and the furrows
in his long face deepened in misery.
“The kid is fourteen years old now.
But she’s, uh, well, she could pass
for seventeen, ecighteen, casy. The
kids nowadays, they scem to grow
up like mushrooms, you know?
Overnight.

“She sleeps in the same bedroom
with the old lady. Tiny little room,
two beds, one dresser. Our bed-
room, Clara’s and mine, the same
size. But suppose she wants to
bring in a friend? Where’s she go-
ing to go? Entertain anybody in
the same room where that loud,-
blurry set is blasting away? She go-
ing to entertain her friends in the
kitchen?” Lew's eyes were blood-
shot.

“When she was little and she had
a girl friend, so they went and sat
on her bed together. But she ain’t
little any more . . . What's the re-
sult? The result is she’s hardly ever
at home any more. She says she’s
with this friend, with that friend, at
their house, and they do their
homework together. Maybe so. But
—all the time? Charley, she’s a
pretty girl, the boys all like her, she
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likes them. Not the ones her own
age, a boy fourteen years old doesn’t
have a car—"

Marie sighed deeply, nodding. .

Abruptly Lew said, “So I'm tak-
ing my share.”

After a second Charley asked,
“Your share of what?” And almost
instantly understood.

“With $5,000," Lew said, nod-
ding his head as he spoke, “I can
put another room on the house. The
kid can have a decent room of her
own to fix up. Move her bed out of
the old lady’s room and I can move
that damn television set and the
old lady in. She won’t care. Then
the kid can have her friends in,
with the living room to themselves,
and Clara and me cdn sit in the
kitchen—what the hell?—but keep
an eye on things, you know . . .”

His voice died away.

“It’s up to you,” Charley said.

“Maybe you don't know how
casy it is for a girl to get in with
the wrong crowd, your kids are
too young, but if you were in my
shoes you'd do just what I'm do-
ing—take the money, put on the
extra room, and have your kid stay
around the house instcad of going
off who knows where and doing
who knows what with a bunch of
wild kids older than her.”

“It’s up to you,” Charley repeat-
ed.”

“She looks like sixteen or seven-
teen, see, but she's only got the
sense of her own age, only four-
teen—"
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“Lew,” said Charley slowly and
stiffly, “for the last time—it’s up to
you.”

Lew relaxed. “Then you agree,
huh? It's all right, then. We take
the money.”

The stiffness left Charley in an
instant. “ ‘We'? There isn’t going
to be any we about it! You want
the ‘"damned money, you take it.
That’s your privilege. I wouldn't
touch it with a—"

Lew bounded to his feet, his face
convulsed. “So you're still on your
high horse, huh? You'’re gonna
leave me take the dirty looks and
the wisecracks all by myself! Yoz're
gonna be the good one, huh, and
I'm gonna be the bad one, huh?
What makes you so high-class?
When did you become a preacher,
Rosco? ‘Rosco’? That'’s a laugh, all
by itself. My old man knew your
grandfather when he couldn't
speak six words of English. His
name wasn’t no Roscol Rocco—
that’s what it was, Rocco!/ And
you—"

Charley got up and Marie quick-
ly ran between the two of them
and grabbed her husband’s arm.

“Get out of here,” he said. “Get
out, Lew—"

“Wait,” said Lew as he left, “You
wait!”

They heard him drive away.
Then Marie said bitterly, “That’s
a nice enemy you found for your
self.”

“[ found?” He stared at her. She
met his eyes dehantly. He yelled.
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“You know what that money is?
It’s the price of Frank Foster’s
blood!” He pounded on the table.
“Did anybody give Frank Foster's
widow $5,000°”

“That has nothing to do with it,”
she yelled back. And then they
shouted at each other, neither hear-
ing the other, till they suddenly fell
silent on‘seeing the children at the
door of their room—open-mouthed,
astonished, all set to whimper.

Charley turned on his heel and
walked out.

Next morning, Max White, the
foreman said, “Boss wants to sce
you, Charley?” And he repeated it,
assuring him it was no joke.

So Charley made a brief trip to
the washroom and then passed
through the outer office, where he
almost never went, into the outer
office, where he had absolutely never
gone before.

He could remember quite well
when old Mr. Damrosch had not
been old, had been in the full flow-
er of vigorous late middle-age. Mr.
Damrosch had not been seen too
often around the plant in those
days; he had let his brother-in-law,
Mr. Cooper, stay in the office while
he himself had spent long, long va-
cations in Saratoga Springs, Day-
tona Beach, Bermuda, and similar
places. But Mr. Cooper was dead,
the laundry business was not what
it was, and although he stll wore
spats and a flower in his button-
hole, Mr. Damrosch nowadays
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stayed on hand most of the year—
“Minding the stoor,” as he put it.

He looked very natty this morn-
ing. And very old.

“The fact of the matter is,
Charles,” he said, as if continuing
a discussion only recently inter-
rupted, “that this business is not
growing.” He waved his hand: he
had conceded a point, but it was
not, the gesture said, a very impor-
tant point. “But on the other hand,”
he stroked his neat white mus-
tache, “on the other hand, neither
is it shrinking. Not any more. Not
for the past few years. You’ve no-
ticed that. Everybody who wants a
washing machine has got one. Ev-
erybody who prefers a laundromat
goes to one. We have leveled off,
you see. We have a sound business
here, a very sound business.

“The hospitals and nursing
homes are not going to go out of
business, and neither are they go-
ing to make the tremendous in-
vestment of putting in their own
laundries, having to hire extra help,
and so on. Not worth it. No, sir.
Neither will our linen supply cus-
tomers go out of business. As long
as hair grows, people will need bar-
bers, barbers will need towels, jack-
ets, and so on. Hotels—"

He leaned forward as if some-
thing had just occurred to him.
“And I tell you what!” he said. “1
shouldn’t be surprised to see, oh,
any number of motels opening up
on the outskirts when this new
highway they’re talking about goes
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through! And why shouldn’t we
get some of those, eh?—some of
their business. No reason why old
Ben Steinberg should be allowed
to get it all, ¢h, Charles?” And as
he mentioned - the name of the
owner of his chief competitor, the
old man quirked one side of his
mouth. Charley recognized a Tra-
ditional Joke, and smiled.

“Well, T don’t mind saying, Mr.
Damrosch—" Mr. Damrosch nod-
ded his head rapidly and encour-
agingly, as if he very much wanted
to hear what Charley didn’t mind
saying. “—that if any of these new
motels should happen to be opened
on my route, well, it would cer-
tainly be very welcome.”

Almost before Charley had fin-
ished the old man began to talk.
“Oh, you can do better than that,
Charles,” he said, almost reproach-
fully. “You can-certainly do better
than zhar. Sure . . . We can do bet-
ter than that for you.”

“What do you mean, Mr. Dam-
rosch?”

Mr. Damrosch opened his humi-
dor, took out a cigar which certain-
ly had never. come from Havana,
and effered it to Charley, who de-
clined. The old man lit the cigar
with  deliberation, and puffed.
Then he said, “You know this has
always been a family-owned cor-
poration, Charles. Stock has never
been available to the general pub-
lic. Bur—" His voice took the last
word on a’rising note, and he

cocked his head and looked at the
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smoke. “The Cooper Estate is will-
ing, for the first time, to make some
of its shares of stock available.” The
Cooper Estate, as everyone knew,
consisted. of Mr. Damrosch’s niece,
her sen, and her third husband.
The old man himself, a widower,
was childless.

“There have been certain ex-
penses which have to be met rather
quickly.” He gestured again. De-
tails, details, the gesture said—un-
important details. “I have a eertain
say in the matter, and I say—" his
eyelids, coming down, emphasized
his words. “I say, Charles, I do not
want this stock to fall into the
hands of outsiders, new faces with
unfamiliar ways.” He paused. “I
want you to be the one to take it.
Don’t disappoint me, Charles.”

Charley swallowed. “I don’t have
any money, Mr. Damrosch. Just my
salary.”

The old man’s eyes, hand, mouth,
cigar, signified: An acceptable gam-
bit. One which need not, however,
detain us very long.

“For five thousand dollars,
Charles,” said Mr. Damrosch, “you
can secure a nice litle block of
stock in the firm for which you
have worked all these years. Which
has given you the possibility of
maintaining your family. You real-
ize, Charles, this would, in effect,
make you my partner. How ‘abeut
that?”

“I don’t have $5,000.”

The old man smiled. “Oh, I un-
derstand . . . Yow'd like a little
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cash, a nice roll of bills, to play
around with, ch? Only natural
Get the wife, the kiddies, some
presents. Go away to a decent place
on your vacation. I understand. I'm
with you. I can swing it. I'll tell
Lundquist—you know Harmon
Lundquist, he was poor old Joe
Cooper’s lawyer—I'll just tell him
that he will have to modify his de-
mands. Forty-five hundred, I'll say,
is the most you can offer. Or,” he
looked sharply up, as Charley still
said nothing, “four thousand. He’ll
have to sit still for it. That will give
you a thousand to play with, and
you’ll have four thousand dollars
worth of stock in the plant to sock
away till your kids are ready to go
to college. Plus the div-i-dends,
Charles. Plus the div-i-dends.”

Speaking rather more loudly
than he intended, Charley said, “I
just don’t Aave that kind of money,
Mr. Damrosch!”

“Oh,” said the old man softly,
“but you can get it. All you have to
do is pick up the telephone.-Eh?”

“Lew Livingston can do that if
he wants to. Not me.’

The old man asked him if he'd
prefer if 4e, Mr. Damrosch, did the
telephoning? He could take care of
everything. He could promise that
nothing would even appear in the
newspaper.

“No.”

Suddenly the old man became
pathetic. He slumped. They were
coming at him like lions, he said,
like wild lions. Money—that was
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all they wanted. His own flesh and
blood. They wanted to give the
business away to strangers. He'd
bought stock from them—and
bought again, when they wanted
more. But he couldn’t go on buy-
ing it, could he? He simply didn’t
have that much capital any
more. He looked up, pleading.

“No,” Charley said. He wondered
if Mr. Damrosch had approached
Lew and been turned down. Prob-
ably.

Mr. Damrosch shook his head.
He seemed crushed. Then, very
slowly, still shaking his head, he
straightened up. “I'm older, a lot
older than you, Charles,” he said,
“I've seen more of this rotten world
than you, and I'll tell you what,
Charles, I'll tell you this: money
never stinks.”

But still Charley shook his head.

Mr. Damrosch sighed. “Well,
you'd better get back to your
route,” he said. “If you see Freddy
Choynsky outside, send him in.
He's been hanging around, asking
for a route. There’s none open,
but—well, I don’t know, maybe we
can find one, somehow.”

Charley didn't need to have this
spelled out for him. Fear, anger,
despair . . . “Freddy Choynsky?”
he said. “Didn’t you say, when you
fired him that last time, that you
couldn’t stand to see his face
around?”

The old man’s hooded eyes held
him fast.

“Well . . .” the old man said de-
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liberately, “maybe I could learn to
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When he got home that evening
Charley found Uncle Eddie Aurel-
ius there.

“Look who's here,” said Marie
brightly, with a tight smile. “Uncle
Eddie came in especially to sce
you.” Her eyes and mouth sent him
an unmistakable message.

Uncle Eddie Aurelius was a keg-
shaped little man, with no neck and
no hair, snapping blue eyes, and a
cauliflower ear.

“You going to stop this non-
sense?” he demanded.

Charley felt very tred. “How
about . some coffee, Marie?” he
asked.

“You listen to what Uncle Eddie
has to say,” she said implacably.

What Uncle Eddie had to say was
to recount, omitting no detail, the
story of how he was asked to take
the second mortgage in order to
enable the Roscos to get their house;
of what Charley had said, of what
Marie had said, of what Aunt Lo-
raine (Mrs. Uncle Eddie) had said,
and, finally, what he, Eddie Au-
relius had said. He then reminded
them of each and every time a pay-
ment had been late and of what he
had said on each occasion, having
invariably been understanding and
magnanimous.

“I know, Uncle Eddie. 1 know.
You been very, very—"

“I've been very, very kind,” the
uncle snapped. “I know I have. I



BLOOD

32

haven’t pressed you. Am I a blood-
sucker? I'm no bloodsucker. You
are into me for plenty of money.
Do you think I'm a millionaire?
Well, I'm not, kiddo—get that idea
out of your soft head right now.
Long as I knew you didn’t have
the money,” he said, “long as I
knew you couldn’t gez the money, 1
was willing to wait. But why in the
hell should I wait now, when all
you got to do is just pick up the
phone and asg for the money?™

Charley said, “I can’c.”

“Oh, yes, you can,” snapped Un-
cle Eddie, quick and fierce. “Oh,
yes, you can. And you will, too.
You want to be a hero? Not on my
money, sonny, you're not going to
be any hero. Listen. I wouldn’t put
you out of the house. Couldn’t do
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it. But if I don’t get the money ow-
ing to me, the money that’s coming
to me, P'm going to drop the whole
thing. Sell out. Turn the mortgage
over to a mortgage company. You
think tiey will let you wait like I
done? Ho 4o. That dirty dog up
there in the State pen, you think
he’s going to be grateful to you for
not picking up the check?” He
snorted, sought Marie’s eyes.

She began to cry.

Charley threw back his head,
spread his arms. He struck the ta-
ble with his clenched fist. He
seemed to be striking it into a pool
of blood. Deeper and deeper his fist
went into the blood. He sobbed. He
sat and looked at his hands.

Then he walked over and picked
up the telephone.
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The Regent’s Court Murder
Detective Story

Hercule Poirot

A generation ago

The victim, an Italian count, was obviously
an orderly man; and just as obviously, the
murderer was a man of method . . . but, of
course, so was Hercule Poirot.

OIROT AND I HAD MANY FRIENDS
Pnnd acquaintances of a rather
informal nature. Among these was
Dr. Hawker, a near neighbor of
ours, and a member of the medical
profession. It was the genial doc-
tor’s habit to drop in sometimes of
an evening and have a chat with
Poirot, of whose genius he was an
ardent admirer.

On one particular evening in
early June he arrived about half-
past eight and settled down to a
comfortable discussion on the
cheery topic of the prevalence of ar-
senical poisoning in crimes. It must
have been about a quarter of an
hour later when the door of our sit-

ting room flew open, and a dis-
tracted female rushed in.

“Oh, Doctor, you're wanted!
Such a terrible voice. It gave me a
turn, it did indeed.”

I recognized in our new visitor
Dr. Hawker’s housckeeper, Miss
Rider. The doctor was a bachelor,
and lived in a gloomy old house a
few streets away. The usual placid
Miss Rider was now in a state bor-
dering on incoherence.

“What terrible voice? Who is it,
and what’s the trouble?”

“It was the telephone, Doctor. 1
answered it—and a voice spoke.
‘Help, it said. ‘Doctor—help.
They’ve killed me!” Then it sort of

Copyright 1925 by Dodd, Mead; renewed 1953 by Agatha Christie Mallowan; originally titled,
“The Case of the Italian Nobleman.”
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trailed away. “Who's speaking?’ I
said. ‘Who's speaking?’ Then I got
a reply, just a whisper, it seemed,
‘Foscatine’—something like that—
‘Regent’s Court.”"”

The doctor uttered an exclama-
tion.

“Count Foscatini. He has a flat in
Regent’s Court. I must go at once.
What can have happened?”

“A patient of yours?” asked Poi-
rot.

“I attended him for some slight
ailment a few weeks ago. An Ital-
ian, but he speaks English perfect-
ly. Well, T must wish you good
night, Monsieur Poirot, unless—"
He hesitated.

“I perceive the thought in your
mind,” said Poirot, smiling. “I shall
be delighted to accompany you.
Hastings, run down and get hold
of a taxi.”

Taxis always make themselves
sought for when one is particularly
pressed for time, but I captured one
at last, and we were soon bowling
along in the direction of Regent’s
Park. Regent’s Court was a new
block of flats, situated just off St.
John’s Wood Road. They had only
recently been built, and contained
the latest service devices.

There was no one in the hall.
The doctor pressed the elevator bell
impatiently, and when the elevator
arrived, he questioned the uni-
formed attendant sharply.

“Flat 11. Count Foscatini. There’s
been an' accident there, I under-
stand.”

The man stared at him.

“First I've heard of it. Mr. Graves
—that’'s Count Foscatini’s man—
went out about half an hour ago,
and he said nothing.”

“Is the Count alone in the flat?”

“No, sir, he's got two gentlemen
dinihg with him.”

“What are they like?” I asked ea-
gerly.

We were in the elevator now, as-
cending rapidly to the second floor,
on which Flat 11 was situated.

“I didn’t see them myself, sir, but
I understand they were foreign gen-
tlemen.”

He pulled back the iron door and
we stepped out on the landing.
Number 11 was opposite us. The
doctor rang the bell. There was no
reply, and we could hear no sound
from within. '

The doctor rang again and again;
we could hear the bell trilling in-
side, but no sign of life rewarded
us.

“This is getting serious,” mut-
tered the doctor. He turned to the
attendant.

“Is there a passkey to this door?”

“There is one in the porter’s of-
fice downstairs.”

“Get it, then, and, look here, I
think you’d better send for the po-
lice.”

Poirot approved with a nod of the
head.

The man retarned shortly; with
him came the manager.

“Will you tell me, gentlemen,
what is the meaning of all this?”
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“Certainly. I received a telephone
message from Count Foscatini stat-
ing that he had beeen attacked and
was dying. You can understand that
we must lose no time—if we are not
already too late.”

The manager produced the key
without more ado, and we all en-
tered the flat.

We passed first into a small square
lounge hall. A door on the right of
it was half open. The manager in-
dicated it with a nod.

“The dining room.”

Dr. Hawker led the way. We fol-
lowed close on his heels. As we en-
tered the room I gave a gasp. The
round table in the center bore the
remains of a meal; three chairs were
pushed back, as though their occu-
pants had just risen. In the corner,
to the right of the fireplace, was a
big writing table, and sitting at it
was a man—or what had been a
man.

His right hand still grasped the
base of the telephone, but he had
fallen forward, struck down from
behind by a terrific blow on the
head. The weapon was not far to
seeck. A marble statuette stood
where it had been hurriedly put
down, the base of it stained with
blood.

The doctor’s examination did not
take a minute. “Stone-dead. Must
have been almost instantaneous. I
wonder he even managed to tele-
phone. It will be better not to move
him until the police arrive.”

On the manager’s suggestion we

scarched the flat, but the result was
a foregone conclusion. It was not
likely that the murderers would be
there when all they had to do was
to walk out.

We came back to the dining
room. Poirot had not accompanied
us in our tour. I found him study-
ing the center table with close atten-
tion. It was a well-polished round
mahogany table. A bowl of roses
decorated the center, and white lace
mats reposed on the gleaming sur-
face. There was a dish of fruit, but
the three dessert plates were un-
touched. There were three coffee
cups with remains of coffee in them
—two black, one with milk. All
three men had taken port, and the
decanter, half full, stood before the
center plate. One of the men had
smoked a cigar, the other two ciga-
rettes. A tortoiseshell-and-silver box,
holding cigars and cigarettes, stood
open on the table.

I enumerated all these facts to
myself, but 1 was forced to admit
that they did not shed any brilliant
light on the situation. I wondered
what Poirot saw in them to make
him so intent. I asked him.

“Mon ami,” he replied, “you miss
the point. I am looking for some-
thing that Ido not see.”

“What is that?”

“A mistake—even a little mistake
—on the part of the murderer.”

He stepped swiftly to the small
adjoining kitchen, looked in, and
shook his head.

“Monsieur,” he said to the mana-
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ger, “explain to -me, please, your
system of serving meals here.”

The manager stepped to 2 small
hatch in the wall.

“This is the service lift,” he ex-
plained. “It runs to the kitchens at
the top of the building. You order
through this telephone, and the
dishes are sent down in the lift, one
course at a time. The dirty plates
and dishes are sent up in the same
manner. No domestic worries, you
understand, and at the same time
you avoid the wearying monotony
of always dining in a restaurant.”

Poirot nodded. “Then the plates
and dishes that were used tonight
are on high in the kitchen. You
permit that I mount there?”

“Oh, certainly, if you like. Rob-
erts, the lift man, will take you up
and introduce you; but I'm afraid
you won't find anything that’s of
any use. They’re handling hun-
dreds of plates and dishes, and
they'll be all lumped together.” -

Poirot remained firm, howecver,
and together we visited the kitchens
and questioned the man who had
taken the order from Flat 11.

“The order was given from the a
la carte menu—for three,” he ex-
plained. “Soup Julienne, filet de
sole Normande, tournedos of beef,
and a rice soufflé. What time? Just
about eight o'clock, I should say.
No, I'm afraid the plates and dishes
have been all washed up by now.
Unfortunate. You were thinking of
fingerprints, 1 suppose?”

“Not exactly,” said Poirot, with
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an enigmatical smile. “I am more
interested in Count Foscatini’s ap-
petite. Did he partake of every
dish?”

“Yes, but of course I can’t say
how much of each he ate. The
plates were all soiled, and the dishes
empty—that is to say, with the ex-
ception of the rice souffié. There
was a fair amount of that left.”

“Ah!” said Poirot.

As we descended to the flat again
he remarked in a low tone, “We
have decidedly to do with a man of
method.”

“Do you mean the murderer, or
Count Foscatini?”

“The latter was undoubtedly an
orderly gendeman. After imploring
help and announcing his approach-
ing demise, he carefully hung up
the telephone receiver.

I stared at Poirot. His words now
and his recent inquiries gave me
the glimmering of an idea.

“You suspect poison?” I breathed.
“The blow on the head was a
blind.”

Poirot merely smiled.

We re-entered the flat to find that
the local Inspector of Police had ar-
rived with two constables. He was
inclined to resent our appearance,
but Poirot calmed him with the
mention of our Scotland Yard
friend, Inspector Japp, and we were
accorded a grudging permission to
remain. It was a lucky thing we
were, for we had not been back
five minutes before an agitated mid-
dle-aged man came rushing into the
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room with every appearance of
grief and agitation.

This was Graves, valet-butler to
the late Count Foscatini. The story
he had to tell was a sensational one.

On the previous morning two
gentlemen had called to see his
master. They were Italians, and the
clder of the two, a man of about
forty, gave his name as Signor As-
canio. The younger was a well-
dressed lad of about twenty-four.

Count Foscatini was evidently
prepared for their visit and immedi-
ately sent Graves out on some trivial
errand. Here the man paused and
hesitated in his story. In the end,
however, he admitted that, curious
as to the purport of the interview, he
had not obeyed immediately, but
had lingered about endeavoring to
hear something of what was going
on.

The conversation was carried on
in so low a tone that he was not as
successful as he had hoped; but he
gathered enough to make it clear
that some kind of monctary proposi-
tion was being discussed, and that
the basis of it was a threat. The dis-
cussion was anything but amicable.

In the end, Count Foscatini
raised his voice slightly, and the
listener heard these words clearly:
“I have no time to argue further
now, gentlemen. If you will dine
with me tomorrow night at eight
o'clock, we will resume the discus-
sion.”

Afraid of being discovered listen-
ing, Graves had then hurried out

37

to do his master’s errand. This eve-
ning the two men had arrived
punctually at eight. During dinner
they had talked of different matters
—politics, the weather, and the
theatrical world. When Graves had
placed the port on the table and
brought in the coffee his master told
him that he might have the evening
off.

“Was that a usual proceeding
when he had guests?” asked the
Inspector.

“No, sir, it wasn't. That’s what
made me think it must be business
of a very unusual kind.”

That finished Graves’ story. He
had gone out about 8:30, and, meet-
ing a {riend, had accompanied him
to the Metropolitan Music Hall in
Edgware Road.

Nobody had seen the two men
leave, but the time of the murder
was fixed clearly at 8:47. A small
clock on the writing table had been
swept off by Foscatini’s arm, and
had stopped at that hour, which
agreed with Miss Rider’s telephone
summons.

The police surgeon had made his
examination of the body, and it was
now lying on the couch. I saw the
face for the first time—olive com-
plexion, long nose, luxuriant black
mustache, and full red lips drawn
back from dazzlingly white teeth.
Not altogether a pleasant face.

“Well,” said the Inspector, closing
his notebook. “The case seems clear
enough. The only difficulty will be
to lay our hands on this Signor

COURT MURDER
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Ascanio. I suppose his address is not
in the dead man’s pocketbook by
any chance?”

As Poirot had said, the late Fos-
catini was an orderly man. Neatly
written in small, precise handwrit-
ing was the .inscription, Signor
Paolo Ascanio, Grosvenor Hotel.

The Inspector busied himself
with the telephone, then turned to
us with agrin.

“Just in time. Our fine gentle-
man was off to catch the boat train
to the Continent. Well, gentlemen,
that's abour all we can do here. It's
a bad business, but straightforward
enough. Onec of these Italian vendet-
ta things, as likely as not.”

Thus airily dismissed, we found
our way downstairs. Dr. Hawker
was full of excitement.

“Like the beginning of a novel,
eh? Real exciting stuff. Wouldn't
believe it if you read about it.”

Poirot did not speak. He was very
thoughtful. All evening he had
hardly opened his lips.

“What says the master detective,
eh?” asked Hawker, clapping him
on the back. “Nothing to work your
gray cells over this time.”

“You think not?”

“What could therebe?”

“Well, there is the window.”

“The window? But it was fas-
tened. Nobody could have got in or
out that way. I noticed it especially.”

“And why were you able to notice
i?”

The doctor looked puzzled. Poirot
hastened to explain.

“It is to the curtains I refer. They
were not drawn. A little odd, that.
And then there was the coffee. It
was very black coffee.”

“Well, what of it?”

“Very black,” repeated Poirot. “In
conjunction with that let us remem-
ber that very little of the rice soufflé
was eaten, and we get—what?”

“Moonshine,” laughed the doctor.
“You're pulling my leg.”

“Never do I pull the leg. Hastings
here knows that I am perfectly seri-
ous.”

“I don't know what you are get-
ting at, all the same,” I confessed.
“You don’t suspect the manservant,
do you? He might have been in
with the Italians and put some dope
in the coffee. I suppose they’ll test
his alibi?”

“Without doubt, my friend, but it

- is the alibi of Signor Ascanio that

interests me.”

“You think he has an alibi?”

“That is just what worries me. I
have no doubt that we shall soon be
enlightened on that point.”

The Daily News enabled us to
become conversant with succeeding
events.

Signor Ascanio was arrested and
charged with the murder of Count
Foscatini. When arrested, he denied
knowing the Count, and declared
he had never been near Regent’s
Court either on the evening of the
crime or on the previous morning.

The younger man had disappeared

entirely. Signor Ascanio had ar-
rived alone at the Grosvenor Hotel
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from the Continent two days before
the murder. All efforts to trace the
second man failed.

Ascanio, however, was not sent
for trial. No less a personage than
the Italian Ambassador himself
came forward and testified at the
police court proceedings that As-
canio had been with him at the
Embassy from ecight till nine that
evening. The prisoner was dis-
charged. Naturaﬁy, a lot of people
thought that the crime was a politi-
cal one, and was being deliberately
hushed up.

Poirot had taken a keen interest
in all these proceedings. Neverthe-
less, T was somewbhat surprised
when he suddenly informed me
one morning that he was expecting
a visitor at eleven o’clock, and that
that visitor was none other than
Ascanio himself.

“He wishes to consult you?”

“Du tout, Hastings. I wish to
consult him.”

“What about?”

“The Regent’s Court murder.”

“You are going to prove that he
did it?”

“A man cannot be tried twice
for murder, Hastings. Endeavor to

have the common sense. Ah, that is_

his ring.”

A few minutes later Signor As-
canio was ushered in—a small, thin
man with a secretive and furtive
glance in his eyes. He remained
standing, darting suspicious glances
from oneto theother of us.

“Monsieur Poirot?”

My little friend tapped himself
gently on the chest.

“Be seated, Signor Ascanio. You
received my note. I am determined
to get to the bottom of this mystery.
In some small measure you can aid
me. Let us commence. You—in
company with a friend—visited the
late Count Foscatini on the morn-
ing of Tuesday the 9th—"

The Italian gestured angrily.

“I did nothing of the sort. I have
sworn in court—"

“Précisement—and | have a little
idea that you have sworn falsely.”

“You threaten me? Bah! I have
nothing to fear from you. I have
been acquitted.”

“Exactly. And as 1 am not an
imbecile, it is not with the gallows
I threaten you—but with publicity.
Publicity! I see that you do not like
the word. I had an idea that you
would not. My little ideas, you
know, they are very valuable to me.
Come, Signor, your only chance is
to be frank with me. I do not ask to
know whose indiscretions brought
you to England. I know this much,
you came for the special purpose of
seeing Count Foscatini.”

“He was not a count,” growled
the Italian.

*“T have already noted the fact that
his name does not appear in the
Almanach de Gotha, Never mind,
the title of count is often useful in
the profession of blackmailing.”

“I suppose I might as well be
frank. You scem to know a good
deal.”
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“I have employed my gray cells to
some advantage. Come, Signor As-
canio, you visited the dead man on
the Tuesday morning—that is so, is
it not?”

“Yes, but I never went there on
the following evening. There was
no need. I will tell you all. Certain
information concerning a man of
great position in Italy had come into
this scoundrel’s possession. He de-
manded a big sum of money in re-
turn for the papers. I came over to
England to arrange the matter. I
called on him by appointment that
morning. One of the young secre-
taries of the Embassy was with me.
The Count was more reasonable
than I had hoped, although even
then the sum of money I paid him
was a huge one.”

“Pardon, how was it paid ?”

“In Italian notes of comparatively
small denomination. I paid over the
money then and there. He handed
me the incriminating papers. I nev-
ersaw him again.”

“Why did you not say all this
when you were arrested?”

“In my delicate position I was
forced to deny any association with
the man.”

“And how do you account for the
events of the evening, then?”

“I can only think that someone
must have deliberately impersonat-
ed me. I understand that no money
was found in the flat.” 5

Poirot looked at him and shook
his head.

“Strange,” he murmured. “We all

have the little gray cells. And so few
of us know how to use them. Good
morning, Signor Ascanio. I believe
your story. It is very much as I had
imagined. But I had to make sure.”

After bowing his guest out, Poirot
returned to his armchair and
smiled at me.

“Let us hear M. le Capitaine Hast-
ings onthe case?”

“Well, I suppose Ascanio is right
—somebody impersonated him.”

“Never, never will you use the
brains the good God has given you.
Recall to yourself some words I ut-
tered after leaving the flat that
night. I referred to the window cur-
tains not being drawn. We are in
the month of June. It is still light at
eight o’clock. The light is failing by
half-past. Ca vous dit quelque
chose? 1 perceive a struggling im-
pression that you will arrive some
day. Now let us continue. The cof-
fee was, as 1 said, very black. Count
Foscatini’s teeth were magnificent-
ly white. Coffee stains the teeth. We
reason from that that Count Fosca-
tini did not drink any coffee. Yet
there was coffee in all three cups.

_Why should anyone pretend Count

Foscatini had drunk coffee when he
had not done s0?”

I shook my head, utterly bewil-
dered.

“Come, I will help you. What evi-
dence have we that Ascanio and his
friend, or two men posing as them,
ever came to the flat that night?
Nobody saw them go in; nobody
saw them go out. We have the evi-



THE

dence of one man and of a host of
inanimate objects.”

“You mean?”

“I mean knives and forks and
plates and empty dishes. Ah, but it
was a clever idea. Graves is a thief
and a scoundrel, but what a man of
method! He overhears a portion of
the conversation in the morning,
enough to realize that Ascanio will
be in an awkward position to de-
fend himself. The following eve-
ning, about eight o'clock, he tells his
master he is wanted at the tele-
phone. Foscatini sits down, stretch-
es out his hand to the telephone,
and from behind Graves strikes him
down with the marble figure.

“Then quickly to the service tele-
phone—dinner for three! It comes,
he lays the table, dirties the plates,
knives, and forks. But he has to
get rid of the food too. Not only is
he a man of brain; he has a resolute
and capacious stomach; but after
eating three tournedos, the rice
soufflé is too much for him! He
even smokes a cigar and two ciga-
rettes to carry out the illusion. Ah,
but it was magnificently thorough!
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“Then, having moved the hands
of the clock ahead to 8:47, he smash-
es and stops it. The one thing hc
does not do is to draw the curtains.
But if there had been a real dinner
party the curtains would have been
drawn as soon as the light began to
fail.

“Finally he hurries out, mention-
ing the guests to the lift man in
passing. He hurries to a telephone
box, and as near as possible to 8:47
rings up the doctor with his mas-
ter’s dying cry. So successful is his
idea that no one ever inquires if a
call was put through from Flat 11
at that time.”

“Except Hercule Poirot, 1 sup-
pose?” I said sarcastically.

“Not even Hercule Poirot,” said
my friend, with a smile. “I am about
to inquire now. I had to prove my
point to you first. But you will see,
I shall be right; and then Japp, to
whom I have already given a hint,
will be able to arrest the respectable
Graves. I wonder how much of the
money he hasspent . ..”

Poirot was right. He always is,
confound him! ;
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T PRECISELY 7:30, A.M., THE FRONT

door of the little white house

with the green trim popped open
and Albert popped out.

He wore a brown business suit, a
round hat with a little green-and-
bronze feather in it, and he carried
a brief case. His round cheeks were
scrubbed to almost apple-bright-
ness.

He took a quick appraisal of his
surroundings. There were three
fleecy clouds—he counted them—in
the sky above, and there were
eight pine shrubs on the front
lawn, the same number of shrubs
that had been there for the past ten
years.

His short legs carried him along
the walk from the house and down
the cement steps—six of them~—to
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the level of the sidewalk where he
turned right. After traversing near-
ly a half block, he did a little skip-
pety-hop, then continued on his
way.

A neighbor who had moved into
the area only a scant month before
had observed Albert’s little skip-
pety-hop for several mornings in
succession and had finally gone
down to the sidewalk to investigate
the cause of the apparent stumble.
After three investigations on as
many mornings, the neighbor had
finally come to the conclusion that
the stumbling block was definitely
not on the sidewalk, that it was lo-
cated somewhere in Albert’s head.

And, in a way, he was right, for
in addition to being very precise

and methodical in his habits, Al-
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bert was a “counter.” On his morn-
ing walk to"the bus stop he always
counted the number of steps in se-
ries of twenty-five, and at the end
of each twenty-fifth step he always
did a little skippety-hop before
picking up the rhythm for the next
series of twenty-five.

He didn’t count because he want-
ed to know how many there were
of everything; he counted merely
to keep certain perplexities of his
personal, pointless life from crowd-
ing into his brain. It was a habit he
had fallen into after the second
year of his marriage.

On this particular morning Al-
bert had nearly finished his third
series of twenty-five when a man
on a bicycle, approaching rapidly
from behind, breezed past him and
dropped something on the side-
walk just ahead of Albert.

“Hello!” ‘Albert called. “Hello
there! You dropped something!”

But the man sped on without
looking back.

Eleven and one-half paces far-
ther along, Albert stooped and
picked up the package. It was a
small one, securely tied. He looked
up again, but the cyclist had van-
ished around the next corner.

Albert hesitated a moment, then
placed the little package under his
arm and continued walking and
counting. There seemed little else
he could do at the moment.

The bus was precisely on time,
and Albert counted the number of
people-aboard as he made his way

to a rear seat. There he inspected
the package more closely. It was
wrapped in clean, brown paper
and tied with thin but strong cord.
There was no address on it, no
stamps, no markings of any kind.
He put it to his ear, listened, shook
it unobtrusively, and listened again.
Hearing. nothing inside, he finally
placed it in his brief case.

There was the usual morning
business at Albert’s insurance of-
fice—letters to be read and an-
swered, adjustments to be consid-
ered and rendered or revised, leads
to follow—and he got it all under
way or finished before lunch hour.

When he was first married, there
had been a time when he had been
out of the office constantly on the
trail of new business. He had had a
dream, then—of children, a happy
home . ..

But the dream had quickly fad-
ed. There were no children, his
home had been anything but a hap-
py one, and no matter how hard he
worked, he never scemed quite
able to please his wife. And so, aft-
er setting up his own office and
finding his life stll empty, he had
drifted into a personal limbo where
he bad surrounded himself with a
certain  nothingness—except, of
course, counting.

Immediately after a hasty lunch
Albert returned directly to his of-
fice, placed the package on: the
desk, and wondered what he
should do with it.

He considered placing an adver-
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tisement in the newspaper. The
owner could claim the package by
paying for the ad and describing
the contents . . .

He discarded the idea even be-
fore elaborating it. Maybe the con-
tents were worthless. In that case,
the owner wouldn’t bother about
it, and he, Albert, would be stuck
with the cost of the ad.

He drummed his fingertips on
the top of the desk while counting
up to twenty-five twice, and then
reached a decision. He would open
the package. If there were some-
thing of value inside, he would
simply wait for the owner to ad-
vertise.

He undid the string deftly and
removed the wrapper, bringing to
light a small cardboard box. Care-
fully he lifted the lid and pulled
out a protective layer of cotton. In-
side, cach separately wrapped, were
four small vials. He lifted one out
by its plastic cap of blue. It was
nearly full of a colorless liquid, and
pasted lengthwise on the tiny
square botde was a label bearing
the single word, Strychnine, fol-
lowed by the numeral, 2.

He removed the other three bot-
tles. Each bore the label, -Strych-
nine, and they were numbered 1, 3,
and 4. He stood them on his desk
in numerical order and counted
them automatically. One. Two.
Three. Four.

From somewhere in the wvast
storchouse of miscellaneous facts
whichi Albert had accumulated in
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his brain came the knowledge that
anyone buying such a poison had
to state the reason for the purchase
and, in some manner, register his
name. This should solve the prob-
lem of ownership: all he had to do
was to find the name of the phar-
macist.

He emptied the rest of the cotton
from the box and searched careful-
ly. There was no bill of sale, no
name of a pharmacist—nothing.

He sat back in his chair, folded
his hands over his brown vest, con-
templated the bottles, and counted
them again.

He was certain now that the poi-
son had been purchased in some
illegal manner—and for some il-
legal purpose. Otherwise, there
certainly would have been an iden-
tification of some kind—or at least
a poison warning.

“But what would anyone want
with that much poison?” he asked
himself. He had formed the habit
of talking to himself when alone—
except for business purposes, it was
about the only opportunity he had
for conversation. “There’s enough
here to kill at least a dozen people!”

He tried to remember what the
man on the bicycle had looked like:
Tan shirt? Delivery boy's cap? But
if the poison were bought illegally,
why would it be delivered? -

He shook his head. “Maybe it
wasn't being delivered,” he told
himself. “Maybe the fellow is a nut
of some kind who wants to kill all
the dogs in his area. With the aid
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of his bicycle and a quantity of
meat scraps he could do it in short
order. One-eighth grain of the poi-
son would take care of a dog easily.
Maybe he wore the delivery cap as

a disguise . . ."
Albert broke off his private con-
versation - abruptly. One-eighth

grain? Now where did he pick up
that information?

Then a thought that had been
knocking at the back of Albert’s
brain broke through. Dr. Berring-
ton! * :

A week or s0 ago, Albert’s wife
had had one of her rather frequent
heart palpitations and had told him
to summon her doctor. Dr. Ber-
rington arrived in record time and
quickly administered a bit -of
strychnine to her on a spoonful of
sugar. Within a few minutes she
had begun to revive.

“One-eighth grain of this poison
will kill a dog, and a full grain will
kill a man,” Dr. Berrington had
explained to Albert. “Yet, taken in
doses of one-sixteenth grain, it acts
as a stimulant to humans and is
quite beneficial in heart cases.”

Albert bhad nodded. It had
seemed the only thing to do at that
time.

“Strange thing about this drug,
however,” the doctor had contin-
ued, as if struggling to strike up a
conversation, “If given repeatedly,
the body builds up a tolerance, and
the dosage must be gradually in-
creased to maintain its effective-
ness.”

Albert had wanted to say some-
thing. But he couldn’t get his
thoughts collected—the art of con-
versation had long been dormant
in him, and it was hard to break
old habits.

The doctor had continued his
professional explanation. “If a per-
son increased the dosage daily for,
say, five or six weeks, the body
would accept a truly lethal dose
without detrimental effects . . ."

But failing in his attempt to
reach the taciturn Albert, Dr. Ber-
rington had finally folded his black
bag, as the Arabs do their tents,
and as silently taken his leave . . .

Albert leaned forward to drum
on the desk again with his finger-
tips.- Consciously, he counted up
to twenty-five, but subconsciously
the ghost of a plan was beginning
to materialize.

If a person could build up a suffi-
cient tolerance . .

The sound of his secretary enter-
ing the outer office at the end of her
lunch period interrupted him. He
reached forward quickly and
pressed a switch on the intercom:

“Yes, Mr. Harwick?”

“Miss Parsons, I'll be very busy
for at least an hour. See that I'm
not disturbed.”

He contemplated the row of bot-
tles again and counted them three
times.

They were small and made of
thick glass. They probably held
only a few grains each. “But there
should be enough.” He was talking
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to himself again, in tones less than
a whisper. “I could use an eye-
dropper. One drop would be ap-
proximately one grain. Mix that
with fifteen drops of water, then
one drop of that solution on a bit
of sugar would be a one-sixtcenth
grain dose!” He rubbed his hands
together and bounced up and down
in his chair. He counted the
bounces. :

“Now, let’s see . . .” He flicked
over several pages of the desk cal-
endar. “Hmm. Five or six weeks
. . . Oh, sure! Our wedding anni-
versary! And in just six weeks!” In
his exuberance he nearly spoke
aloud. -

Albert always took his wife out
to dine on their wedding anniver-
sary, then gave her a present of
some kind as a surprise. He didn’t
take her out because he wanted to,
of course.-It had merely become a
sort of annual tradition, and it was
easier to go along with it than to
try to break it and explain why.

He moved the first bottle a little
to the left of the others. “This one
should last for the frst three
weeks.” He moved the second over
next to it. “With the increase in
dosage, this should last two wecks.
The third one—" he slid it over “—
will do for one week. Six weeks in
all!” The fourth one he pushed
farther away from the others. “And
this one will be the big after-dinner
surprise.”

Albert felt an elation of spirit he
had not known for ten years. Per-

haps, after he got rid of her, life
would once again have some mean-
ing for him.

But the plan had to be flawless,
and before another half hour had
passed, Albert felt reasonably cer-
tain he had all the details worked
out satisfactorily.

At the anniversary dinner when
the opportunity presented itself, he
would simply pour a drop or two
from the fourth bottle onto her des-
sert and a drop onto his own.
Within a few minutes she would
go into a spasm while his body was
taking the dose in stride. And dur-
ing the confusion he would wipe
his prints from the bottle, take hold
of her hand, press her fingerprints
on the bottle, then slip the bottle
into her purse.

And the beauty of it was, there
would be no way whatsoever to
trace the poison to him. An inves-
tigation would undoubtedly be
made, the bottle would be found in
her purse, and the judgment ren-
dered would be attempted murder
and suicide on the part of the de-
ceased—motivated, no doubt, by
her chronic ill health.

“And they'll believe,” Albert
whispered to himself, “that she
probably stole the poison from Dr.
Berrington's black bag.”

While these plans were going
through Albert’s head, the good
doctor was making another house
call at the Albert Harwick resi-
dence. He was scated on the sofa



THE MAN WHO COUNTED HIS BLESSINGS

beside Mrs. Harwick. His arm was
about her shoulders, and her head
was nestled snugly against his
chest. 'Whatever heart trouble she
might be experiencing at the mo-
ment was certainly more amorous
than organic.

“You're certain then,” she said,
“that he picked up the package.” 1
heard him call out that I had
dropped something. Then, after I
had gone around the block on the
bicycle, 1 ‘saw him carrying’ the
package under his arm.”

“And he didn’t recognize you?”

“Of course not—not with the old
clothing and the cap I was wear-
ing.”

She raised her head slightly from
his shoulder to look up into his
square, masculine face. “And you-
‘re sure your plan will work? Sure
he’ll take the bait?”

“As certain as I am about any-
thing.” He removed his arm from
her shoulders and held up his in-
dex finger. “Item One: he has the
poison and knows it is impossible
for it to be traced to him. Item
Two: he has the information I gave
him two weeks ago concerning the
building of a tolerance by repeated
and increased dosages. Item Three:
he hates you fully as much as you
hate him, would undoubtedly like
to get rid of you even as you would-
like to free yourself of him, and
now he has the means of doing it.
Item Four: the first three bottles
contain a very weak solution—just
enough to make him feel stimu-
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lated—and the fourth one is full
strength. One drop from that
fourth bottle and . . " He spread
his hands.

“But what if he begins with
Bottle Four instead of Bottle One?”

“He won't,” Berrington prom-
ised. “He is extremely methodical
and precise in everything he does,
and he counts everything he sees.
It would be psychologically impos-
sible for him to start with any other
bottle than Number Onel”

He put his arm around her again,
and she snuggled her head against
him. “You think of everything!”
she said.

The ghost of a smile played for
an instant across his wide lips.
“Yés,” he said. “And—and you're
quite sure about the insurance?”

“Oh, yes. When we were first
married—that’'s when he was just
beginning as an insurance sales-
man and before he had an office of
his own—he took out a twenty-
five-thousand-dollar policy for each
of us. He hoped that fifty thousand
dollars worth of new business
would make him look good in the
cyes of the company.”

“And the house should be worth
at least twenty thousand,” he
mused. “You could sell it immedi-
ately after he poisons himself, and
then we could go to Mexico or Las
Vegas, get married right away,
and I could establish a practice in a
new town.”

“Just  six

breathed.

more weeks,” she
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“Yes. I'm certain he’ll make the
fatal mistake at your anniversary
dinner. Watch out for the dessert,
my dear.”

Suddenly he took his arm from
her and turned her to face him.
“You do have a mild heart condi-
tion, you know. Do you think
you'll be able to go through with it
that night, with the excitement and
all?”

A glint of hardness appeared in
her dark eyes. “T'll go through
with it, and I'll enjoy every minute
of it!” she said evenly.

At the door she clung to him for
another moment. “How will we
know if he has taken the bait, if he
has started to plan the way we hope
he will?”

“Easy,” he said, disengaging
himself from her arms. “If he be-
gins to act differently in the eve-
nings—as if something is stimulat-
ing him—you'll know!”

He left, flaunting his little black
bag so that any curious ncighbor
would consider his call as having
been purely professional.

At precisely 5:41 rar, Albert
turned into his own walk, counted
the six cement steps as he mounted
themn, noted with satisfaction that
there were eight shrubs on the front
lawn, decided there were too many
fleecy clouds in the sky to count,
and entered the front door of the
little white house with the green
teim.

His wife met him just inside the

door and kissed him on the fore-
head. He could have kissed her on
the lips had he stood on tiptoes, or
she could have accomplished the
same feat by stooping a little—but
ncither deemred the result as being
worthy of the effort.

He went directly to the bathroom
to wash the lipstick from his head
and wished to the high heavens she
would quit the stupid habit. “Any-
way,” he whispered to himself in
the mirror, “she won’t be doing it
much longer.”

They sat down to dinner in the
dinette off the kitchen at precisely
six as usual, and Mrs. Harwick
could scarcely wait to learn if Al-
bert had taken the bait.

“Did you have a good day at the
office?” she asked.

He looked up at her. She hadn't
asked him anything about the ofhice
for years. “So-so,” he said, shrug-

- ging. “Same as always.”

“Did—did
happen?”

He busied himself buttering a
piece of bread. “No, no. Nothing
unusual. Nothing at all.”

She smiled a little crooked smile.
The plan was working. He was
trying to keep the finding of the
poison a secret from her, and that
meant that he probably intended
to use it.

She left the table early and went
into the living room where she
opened a-magazine on the sofa. A
moment later she heard him go out
the back door. She returned to the

anything  unusual
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dinette immediately and looked at
the little sugar bowl. Yes, there was
definitely  some sugar  gone.
Through the window she saw him
in the back yard, happily counting
the blooms on a rosebush.

She was getting ready to put the
dishes into the washer when he hur-
ried through the kitchen and did
a little skippety-hop as he entered
the living room. A few minutes la-
ter the tight little smile at the cor-
ners of her mouth hardened as she
heard the lilting strains of a Strauss
waltz coming from the record play-
er. Generally he played Brahms or
Bach; now he was playing the gay
waltzes he hadn’t played for years.

As the days wore into weeks, Al-
bert’s evening gaiety increased. He
bought new albums for the record
player—albums of modern dance
forms and light-hearted lyrics. He
seemed scarcely able to sit still and
he took long walks before going to
bed.

And all the while, behind her
magazine, Mrs. Harwick’s smile
grew.

One evening near the end of the

fifth week, after an hour of mono--

chordal rock-'n'-roll, Albert sud-
denly turned off the record player.
“Why, Tuesday is our wedding an-
niversary!” he said, as if the
thought had just struck him. “Shall
we have our celebration dinner at
Sargi’s as usual?”

She lowered her magazine. “I
think it would be a wonderful
idea!” she said.

It was the first time she had
agreed with him about anything
since he had made the same sug-
gestion a year ago.

But after Albert had left for work
on Tuesday morning, Mrs. Har-
wick found herself having a bad
case of the jitters. Her hands were
trembling, and her heart fluttered a
few uncomfortable times. In desper-
ation she called Dr. Berrington, and
he arrived quickly, black bag in
hand.

“I—I don't think I can go
through with it!” she said, slump-
ing onto the sofa.

A deep frown creased his fore-
head. “You mean you want to—to
back out?” ‘

“Oh, no!” She shook her head.
“I’s not that! It’s just that I have
suddenly developed a case of
nerves. I'm afraid that when the
time comes tonight—the excitement
and everything—my heart might

He sat down beside her, put his
arm around her, and his frown van-
ished. “There, there,” he said sooth-
ingly. “You'll be all right—when
the moment arrives. Think of it this
way: after tonight it will all be
over. Tonight will be the end of
your unhappy marriage!”

“But I don't want anything to go
wrong—I wanttobe sure . . .”

He took his arm from her and
reached for his bag. “We'll make
certain that things go all right,” he
said. He took a label from the bag,
wrote on it, pasted it onto a small
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bottle, and poured some liquid into
the bottle from a larger one. “This
is a weak solution, of course—the
same as you have been taking. If
you should feel an attack coming
on, put a drop or two on a spoonful
of sugar. That will see you through
in fine shape.”

He got up from the sofa. “Now,
get all the rest you can today, and
I'll see you tomorrow, of course.”

The anniversary dinner was ex-
actly like all the preceding anni-
versary dinners they had had for
the past ten years—for all the din-
ners had been patterned after the
original wedding dinner of porter-
house steak, baked potatoes, green
peas, and tossed salad, with a little
surprise gift accompanying the tra-
ditional dessert of lemon sherbet.
In the beginning Albert had en-
joyed the dinners; but they had
grown more and more tasteless
through the years, and now he
pushed his steak and vegetables
aside scarcely more than half eaten.

“I will order the sherbet,” he said,
“whenever you are ready.”

She too pushed her food aside.
“You may order it any time,” she
said, getting up from the table.
“I'm going to the powder room to
freshen up a bit. I'll be back in a
minute or two.”

When she returned, she noted
with satisfaction that the sherbet
had already arrived. She had given
him ample time to carry out his
plan.

Albert took a spoonful of the
sherbet and let it dissolve slowly in
his mouth. “Delicious!” he an-
nounced. “The sherbet is truly de-
licious tonight. I'm sure you’ll like
ie!”

She toyed at the sherbet with her
spoon, scraped away some of the
outside layer, and took a bit from
ncar the center. “Yes,” she said. “It
s good!” She felt as steady as a
rock now. Albert’s own sherbet was
rapidly disappearing, and she had
no intention of eating her own.

“You've hardly eaten a thing,” he
said. “At least, my dear, finish your
dessert.”

She scooped out another tiny por-
tion from the center of the dip.

Presently Albert set his empty
dish aside and pushed himself back
comfortably from the table. “And,
now,” he said, “I have a little sur-
prise for you. I'll tell you about it
while you are finishing your sher-
bet.”

Suddenly Mrs. Harwick realized
that the crucial moment had not al-
ready come but gone. She felt
strangely elated. He couldn’t force
her into eating her sherbet now.
He had finished his own and was
as good as dead. A doctor couldn’t
possibly arrive in time to save him,
and he certainly couldn’t reach a
hospital .in time for help. She laid
her spoon aside.

“It may surprise you to learn,”
Albert said clearly, “that your Doc-
tor Berrington is nothing but a
fake! I conducted a quiet investiga-
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tion of him and learned that he is
not a doctor at all. In fact, he was
expelled from medical school dur-
ing his second year for engaging in
some—uh—unethical practices. But
that didn’t stop him, of course. He
had learned just enough about
medicine to get by, and so he set
himself up in practice. When he
was found out in onc town, he just
moved to another and started over.
He has been convicted on several
occasions for practicing without a
license, has spent a year in jail—"

“You're lying!” she snapped. “Dr.
Berrington is a good doctor! He is
the only one who has relieved my
heart condition!”

Then suddenly she felt some-
thing welling up within her, threat-
ening to explode outward. She be-
gan tingling with nervous excite-
ment. The convulsion would strike
him within a minute or two, now,
and she wanted him to know, of her
hate for him, wanted to gloat over
him.

“Fool!” she said, her lips twist-
ing. “And now I have a surprise for
you! You have just poisoned your-
self! In a moment or two you’'ll be
dead, and there is nothing you_can
do about it! Those first three bottles
contained a weak solution, not
enough to build up a telerance—"

She paused. The smile that had
been growing on Albert’s polished-
apple face had unnerved her, filled
her with vague apprehensions.

“I must admit,” he said, “that I
did entertain certain dreams of get-
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ting rid of you. But then I remem-
bered something I had read quite a
while ago concerning strychnine.
The human body simply cannot
build a tolerance to it no matter
how often a light dosage is taken.
A grain will sull kill within a
space of minutes. That is what first
caused me to suspect that your doc-
tor knew very litde concerning
drugs. And when iy investigation
also revealed that he had been see-
ing you quite often during my ab-
sence, and after Dr. Gregg, the
company’s examining physician,
analyzed the contents of the four

.bottles, I felt certain that you and

the doctor were planning to make
me dispose of myself.”

He smiled broadly. “And so you
see, my dear, I didn’t put any poi-
son in the sherbet at alll”

The blood had drained from her
face, and her hands had begun to
tremble again. She had admitted
her intention of trapping him into
killing himself, and now he wasn’t
going to die at all . .. Well, she’'d
put an end to it in the morning;
she’d file suit for a divorce.

“And your doctor obviously had
a little plan of his own,” Albert con-
tinued softly. “After you collected
my insurance, sold the house, and
married him, he would kill you
within a few months and then col-
lect your insurance in addition!”

She felt a tightness about her
heart. “You're trying to frighten
me!” she gasped, fumbling in her
purse for the precious vial.
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“I discovered that his last wife
died under rather mysterious cir-
cumstances just before he came to
practice here.” Albert beamed.

She poured two drops from the
vial onto a spoonful of sugar and
gulped it down with a glass of wa-
ter. “You tried to frighten me into a
heart attack!” she accused him.
“But your little plan failed! I came
prepared!”

“I see you did,” said Albert mild-
ly. He drummed on the table with
his fngers and counted up to
wwenty-five. “It might interest you
to know that strychnine is not real-
ly a heart medicine. It is merely a
strong stimulant that, taken often
enough by a heart patient, will de-
stroy that organ’s function entirely.
That is undoubtedly how he
planned to get rid of you—destroy
you slowly, make it look like death
from.natural causes.”

The action of the drug brought
the blood back to her face, stopped
the trembling, and gave her a feel-
ing of well-being. She gazed at him
with hate-filled eyes.

“It might further interest you to.

know,” Albert went on deliberate-
ly, “that the so-called Dr. Berring-
ton was taken into custody by the
police this afternoon. Of course,
they couldn’t charge him with any-
thing more than practicing without
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a license. He has been extremely
clever in covering up his greater
evils.

Albert drummed on the table and
counted silently, One thousand,
two thousand, three thousand . . .
When he reached twenty-five thou-
sand, he punctuated the series with
the single word, dollars, and leaned
forward. “It wouldn’t be quite right
for him to get off so casy, though—
after killing several people, inten-
tionally and otherwise—would it?”

She simply glared at him.

Albert’s smile became wistful.
“He’ll certainly be surprised in the
morning when he finds himself
charged with manslaughter . . .”

“Manslaughter!”

- Albert nodded. “You see, while
you were getting ready for our an-
niversary dinner tonight, I took the
liberty of examining the contents
of your purse. I found the little vial
with the label on it, and on the la-
bel—in the doctor’s own handwrit-
ing, mind you—were the words:
Take one or two drops when necd-
ed. It was but the work of a minute
to spill out the contents and refill
the vial from Bottle Number Four
—the lethal one. Your death will
be traced directly to Dr. Ber . . "

Albert was in the middle of the

doctor’s name when the convulsion

hither . ..

ooo



Murder in a French butcher shop... What could be more charming?

THE INQUISITIVE BUTCHER OF NICE
by JAMES HOLDING

NTIL THE MORNING HE DISCOV-
U ered the dead man in his re-
frigerated display case, nothing
very exciting had ever happened to
Jacques Beauregard.

Beaurcgard was a butcher. Not a
“purveyor of meats,” mind you.
Not yet a “provisioner” dealing in
quality viands. M. Beauregard was
much too unpretentious to allow
himself and his vocation to be de-
scribed in these agreeable modern
terms. He was a plain man who be-
lieved in calling a butcher a butch-
er. He had a small, cool, spotless
meat market in a side street off the
Avenue de la Victoire in Nice.
There, he sold cuts of top-grade
meat to any who sought them. He
was well-liked and well-patron-
ized. He, in turn, liked his custom-
ers. And he liked his work.

He lived above his shop, alone,
having never, alas, acquired a wife
—a fact he laughingly explained by
saying that since no woman in her
right mind would ever consent to
marry a butcher, he had never
bothered to ask one to. He did,
however, have an apprentice, a lad
of seventeen named Martin Roget.
Martin was learning the butcher’s
art by working for Jacques Beau-
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regard at starvation wages, but
with board and keep thrown in.
And since the “keep” provided
him with as much excellent beef,
pork, mutton, and fowl as he could
possibly desire, he felt himself to be
quite a fortunate fellow and had
nothing but the greatest respect
and affection for his mentor.

This gargon boucher, Martin,
was a bright, cheerful boy, and
shared with M. Beauregard a lively
interest in boule, the cinema, and
detective stories. He, too, lived
above the shop, in a small garret
room directly across the hall from
M. Beauregard’s own somewhat
more lavishly furnished quarters.

It was actually Martin who dis-
covered the cadaver.

One of his duties as Beaure-
gard’s apprentice was to rise at sev-
en o’clock each morning, descend
to the butcher shop below, and pre-
pare the store for the day’s busi-
ness. This meant scattering fresh
sawdust on the floor, raising the
steel shutter that protected the
store front at pight, unlocking the
commodious refrigeration room at
the rear of the store where the sup-
plies of meat were hygienically
stored, and refilling the white en-
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ameled trays of cold meats in the
refrigerated display case.

When these chores were attended
to, Martin normally climbed slowly
upstairs again, still half asleep, and
awakened M. Beauregard by
knocking on the butcher’s door.
M. Beauregard would then rise,
prepare himsclf a leisurely break-
fast, consume it, and by opening
ume at 8:30, be down in his butch-
er shop, swathed in a fresh white
apron, ready to serve whatever cus-
tomers the day might produce.

On the 28th of July, however,
this routine was rudely interrupt-
ed.

At 7:10 Martin came clattering
up the stairs from the butcher shop
three at a time. His knock on M.
Beauregard’s door had none of its
usual apologetic politeness. He
thundered on the panel with both
hands. At the same time, he called
in a loud voice through the door.
“M. Beauregard! Awake! Instant-
ly! Come quickly to the shop!
There is a dead man in our display
case, lying on the cold cuts!”

Thus violently shaken from

slumber, Jacques Beauregard lost.

no time in descending to his shop,
still clad in his pajamas which
Martin, even though half hysterical,
was charmed to see were of a
gaudy purple color. “You are
dreaming, Martin!” cried Beaure-
gard as he ran down the stairs. “A
dead man on the cold cuts! It is im-
possible. What wine did you drink
last night with your onion sand-

BUTCHER OF NICE

wich at bedtime? You are fou,
crazy!” He burst into the shop.
“Where is this dead man, imbe-
cile?”

“Right there, Monsieur,” said
Martin, pointing at the long re-
frigerated display case that divided
the shop. “When I went to fill the
trays of cold cuts . . .” He ceased
talking because his patron was no
longer listening.

Beauregard was looking aghast
at the figure reclining full length
in his display case. With a little
gasp, half sick, half indignant, he
noted that Martin had been accu-
rate in his description. The man
was, in truth, dead. His wide-open
staring eyes testified to that. His
hands were crossed on his chest.
And he was, indeed, lying on the
unsold cold cuts from yesterday,
looking for all the world like a
man laid out in a transparent
coffin.

M. Beauregard stooped to look
through the triple-glazed front of
the display case. In his shock and
horror he used his strongest oath.
“Sacred name of a stuck swan!” he
breathed. “Sacré nom d'un cygne
percé!” Martin made a mental note
to remember this manly expletive
for his own later use. “Martin!
Look who it is! It is M. Maurice!”

“Yes,” said Martin, studiously
avoiding the dead face with his
cyes. He felt a bit squeamish. After
all, it was still before breakfast. “It
is truly M. Maurice. One customer
who always paid cash, alas!”
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“Force yourself to be less mer-
cenary,” Beauregard snapped. “We
have here a dead man, a customer,
on our cold cuts. Whether he paid
cash or we extended him credit
does not signify at a time like this.
Call the police, Martin. At once.”

“Certainly, mon patron. Immedi-
ately.” Martin moved. toward the
wall telephone.

“Wait!” said M. Beauregard be-
fore his apprentice had taken two
steps. “I must think.”

Obligingly, Martin paused and
rested a hip on the chopping block.
Beauregard held his chin in one
muscular hand. His bare feet shuf-
fled contemplatively on the saw-
dusted floor. “It occurs to me,” he
said finally, “that M. Maurice may
have been murdered. There is
blood on that tray under his back.”

“But of course,” said Martin,
snickering feebly. “It is the blood
sausage tray.”

“No jokes, idiot!” said his em-
ployer. “Lét us make sure.” He
went around behind the display
case.

“The police will be angry if we
touch anything,” suggested Mar-
tin, “They will no doubt look for
fingerprints, clues, signs of a strug-
gle. Thus it is always done in El-
lery Queen’s Mystére Magazine
which I read each month.”

Beauregard squinted at the un-
smudged shiny surface of the slid-
ing panels that formed the back of
the display case. “There are no
fingerprints,” he said assuredly.

He looked around his neat, undis-
turbed butcher shop. “There are
no signs of a struggle. Any fool can
clearly see that. And there are no
clues except a corpse in our meat
case. Help me here, Martin.”

Together they slid back the pan-
els and shifted the body of M. Mau-
rice enough to see the slash in his
bloodstained clothing and, through
that, the lips of a deep and ugly
knife wound in the corpse’s back.

“Enough!” said M. Beauregard.
“I must think again.”

“M. Maurice was murdered, was
he not? Only so could such a
wound . . ."

“Quiet, boy. I think.”

“1, also,” said Martin valiantly. “I
shall help you think, mon patron.
Two heads . . "

“Alors, think! But for the love of
God, keep the mouth closed mean-
while, eh?”

Silence descended on the butcher
shop, broken only by the solemn
ticking of the round clock with a
rusted hand that hung on the wall.
The hour was now 7:45. They
must open the shop at 8:30.

At length Beauregard hitched
up his pajama pants. He said, “I
have decided. We will not sum-
mon the police, Martin. Not yet.”

Martin was amazed. “Not call
the police? But surely, if ever the
police were required . . .”

“Listen, my young ignoramus. If
we call the police, what are we do-
ing?”

“Behaving like good citizens of



56

France, mon patron.” Martin said
this stoutly.
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“Perhaps. But we shall also be.

doing just what the murderer ex-
pects us to do, shall we not?”
“Admittedly.”
“So we shall not do it. We will
confuse this killer.”

“Why?"
“Out  of confusion emerges
truth,” Beauregard said senten-

tiously, “I have read that some-
where.”

“In M. Queen’s Mystere Maga-
zine, without doubt,” said Martin
respectfully.

“I do not remember. But it is
only the least of our reasons for not
summoning the flics. There are
others, more powerful. First, pub-
licity. You are too young to appre-
ciate the effects on our business of
such a contretemps as this. To have
all of Nice know that a dead corpse,
formerly a good customer of ours,
has been found lying on our cold
cuts in our thrice-accursed display
case] It is unthinkable, Martin.
What customer of ours could stand
the thought? No one would want
to buy meat in a butcher shop
where such things occur, Aein?”

“That 1 can comprehend very
clearly, young as I am.”

“So. And still a third reason for-
bids me to call the police.”

“What is it?”

M. Beauregard ran his hands
over his tousled hair in a gesture of
near-despair. “They might think I
killed M. Maurice,” he said in a
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stricken voice. “Or you, Martin.”

Martin blinked ‘and sat up with
a jerk on the chopping block. “Why
should they think that?” he asked.
“We didn’t.”

“Of course we didn’t. But con-
sider. The corpse is found in our
shop. In our display case. Among
our cold cuts. He is a customer of
ours. The cause of death seems to
be a knife wound in the back.
What better source of a long, sharp
knife than M. Jacques Beauregard’s
butcher shop, where the murdered
man is found?”

“Ah,” said Martin, awe-struck by
this dazzling deduction. “You are
right, my dear pazron. Let us not
call the police. It would be suicidal.
But if not .. . his voice cracked a
little and trailed off weakly, “what
do we do?”

“We prepare to open for busi-
ness as usual,” said Beauregard
briskly. “Take his legs.”

They worked the cadaver out of
the display case. “But we are de-
stroying evidence,” protested Mar-
tin, pulling and hauling until his
face was red.

“Not so, thou great worrier,”
said Jacques. “I intend to keep M.
Maurice well refrigerated stll.”
They carried the body to the door
of the refrigeration room at the
rear of the shop. They carried it in-
side, their breath showing white in
the cold room. “Back here, Mar-
tin.”

In the most distant corner of the
cold room they leaned M. Maurice
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against the wall behind several
sides of beef that hung from sturdy
hooks. The cow carcasses partially
concealed the cadaver. “There,”
said Beauregard with a sigh of re-
lief, “no one will suspect he is here.
Now, that blood stained tray.”

Martin  quickly replaced that
with another in the display case.
Beauregard cast a professional eye
around the shop. “Good. Now,
Martin, dress yourself. Have your
breakfast. I shall do likewise. And
if you ever hope to become a mas-
ter butcher, permit no word of
this to escape your lips. Do you
promise?”

“But certainly.”

“Bien.

As they climbed the stairs to
their respective rooms, Beauregard
said without immodesty, “I have
already reduced this problem to its
basic elements, Martin—as one re-
duces the body of a pig to its basic
cuts of pork. And although my
conclusions have little to do with
an apprentice’s training, I shall re-
late them to you. You are young,
and a mystery story reader. There-
fore listen, and tell me if I have
reasoned well.

“Three questions immediately
present themselves in this bizarre
affair. One, who killed M. Mau-
rice? Two, why was he killed?
And three—our major concern—
why was the corpse left in our
shop, deliberately placed on top of
our cold cuts? Do you agree?”

Flattered that M. Beauregard
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should consult him in such a deli-
cate matter, Martin nodded ¢ager-
ly. “You have reason,” he said. “If
we knew the answers to those
three problems, we should know
where we stand.”

Mr. Beauregard said with satisfac-
tion, “Exactly.”

“But how shall we learn these
so-important  answers?”  asked
Martin reasonably enough.

“Silence, boy,” said the butcher
brusquely. “I must think.”

They separated on the landing
before their doors. At 8:30 on the
dot they opened the butcher shop
for business. And as the day wore
on, their customers detected noth-
ing unusual about the butcher and
his apprentice except a tendency on
both their parts to become a little
absent-minded in their tasks, and a
certain  thoughtful expression on
M. Beaurcgard’s ordinarily candid
and open countenance.

Between trimming an entrecére
for Madame Sevigny and grinding
up half a kidogramme of round
steak for Madame Cothelle, M.
Beauregard suddenly snapped his
fingers with the air of remember-
ing something important.

“What is it, mon patron?” Martin
asked as soon as Madame Cothelle
had left. “You have thought of
something?”

“I have, Martin. Cast your mind
back to yesterday,” said Beaure-
gard as though yesterday were a
hundred years ago. “Do you re-
member M. Maurice coming in for
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two loin lamb chops and four lamb
kidneys?”

“Of course. I stood right here be-
side you when you served him.”

“Well. As M. Maurice turned to
leave the shop with his meat, who
came in the door?” ;

“M. Bonfils, the avocat,” said
Martin promptly. “The one who
owes us a meat bill of nine hun-
dred and fifty francs.”

“You are an observant boy,” his
patron complimented him. “And
did you by any chance observe that
which followed this encounter of
M. Maurice and M. Bonfils?”

“No, Monsieur. I did not.”

“Ah. M. Maurice stopped as
though surprised when he saw M.
Bonfils. Then he laughed in a pe-
culiar way—a rather unpleasant
way, I thought—and said to the
avocat, ‘How do you do, M. Bon-
fils? I didn’t know you were afflu-
ent enough to patronize a quality
butcher shop like this? I am de-
lighted to know it.” And M. Bonfils
nodded coldly to him and said
nothing. Then M. Maurice, laugh-
ing again, said, ‘And how is Ma-
dame Bonfils today, mon ami?’ 1
remember it because I did not
know M. Bonfils was married. He
always buys the meat as though for
himself alone, and never enough,
surely, for two grown people.- Yet
‘Madame Bonfils’ is what M. Mau-
rice said.”

“And how did M. Bonfils reply
to that?”

“In a voice very low, scarcely to
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be heard, he said, ‘She is well,
thank you,’ and M. Maurice went
out of the store and M. Bonfils
came on to the counter to ask.for fur-
ther credit, as it turned out. But—
and this is the marrow of the bone,
Martin—for just one moment M.
Bonfils’ eyes-blazed with such a
savage hatred as to be almost in-
credible in a quiet, well-mannered
man of the law like M. Bonfils.”

“And . .. ?” said Martin, deeply
interested.

“That was the entire incident,”
said Beauregard somewhat weak-
ly. “It does not seem significant to
you?”

“No,” said Martin bluntly. “Two
customers meet in the shop and ex-
change civilities. What could be
significant about that?”

“M. Bonfils’ glare of batred. 1
only remembered how savage it
was just now as I ground up Ma-
dame Cothelle’s beef.”

When lunchtime came, Martin
shut the door of the shop as usual
and went to the rear door that
opened on a dirty alley behind the
block of buildings. Beauregard fol-
lowed him. “It is through this back
door,” the butcher said slowly,
“that the murderer of M. Maurice
must have brought the body to de-
posit among our viandes.” He
stooped to look at the primitive
lock on the door. “Bah,” he added
in disgust, “a child with a tooth-
pick could open this lock.” He
turned to Martin. “I am going out
to lunch, Martin. Tend things here



THE

till I return, understood? I cannot
forget that look on M. Bonfls’
face.”

“He is a lawyer,” warned Mar-
tin. “Do nothing rash, Monsieur, or
he will have us both in the bastille
for lawbreakers.”

“Be easy,” M. Beauregard said. “1
was not weaned yesterday.” He
clapped on his hat and left the
shop.

It was an hour before he re-
turned. And not until a mid-after-
noon lull occurred in the butcher
shop could Martin ask eagerly,
“You have found a clue, mon
patron?”’

Beauregard gave a short barking
laugh. “A clue!” he said, obviously
pleased with himself. “I have per-
sonally discovered, Martin, in less
than a single hour of investigation,
the solution to two-thirds of our
problem! I have answered the
‘who’ and the ‘why’ of M. Maurice’s
murder.”

Martin’s eyes rounded. He re-
garded his mentor with the air of a
boy who has ordered brisket of
beef and been served with tender-
loin at the same price. “Prodigi-
eux!” he said, startled. “Who is the
who and why is the why?”

“Allow me,” Beauregard said,
“to state a hypothetical case, my
young colleague. That is what the
famous detectives do without fail,
nlest-ce pas?” He ok a deep
breath and fixed his eyes on Mar-
tin’s. “Suppose you were a strug-
gling young avocat in Paris. Mar-
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ried to 2 woman who was not only
quite wealthy, but beautiful also.”

“It is a pleasure even to imag-
ine,” said Martin with enthusiasm.

“Wait. The wife is wealthy and
beautiful, yes. But she is also, alas,
a hell-cat. For in spite of her back-
ground and money, her appetites
are carnal and uncontrolled. Can
you imagine having such a wife?”

“It is stll a pleasure,” Martin
said. The butcher cast a quizzical
glance at the young man but con-
tinued. “Itis no pleasure for her
husband, whom you are supposing
yourself to be. Your wife becomes
the talk of Paris, you its laughing-
stock. You want a divorce, to
cleanse your dishonored name. She
will not agree, both because the
church forbids it and because, be-
ing your wife, she enjoys the pro-
tection of your ancient name in her
indiscretions. In addition, she has a
fantastic fortune, tz sais—enough
money to buy off or intimidate any
witnesses you might bring against
her. Eh, bien.” Beauregard spread
his hands and shrugged in a pecu-
liarly Gallic fashion. “You are in
despair. Your life is ruined. Your
legal practice evaporates. And after
some ume . . . you disappear.”

“Disappear?”

“You vanish, you drop out of
existence, as far as-anyone can find
out. Your wife hires detectives to
find you, but without success. You
are seen no more in Paris. You
have chosen flight rather than fur-
ther humiliation.”
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“Where have I flown to?” asked
Martin.

Beauregard flashed him a smile.
“To Nice. To our lovely city, big
enough to hide in, small enough to
take -the taste of Paris out of your
mouth.”

Martin snickered. “And now 1
am a butcher’s apprentice in Nice,
working for M. Jacques Beaure-
gard while I try to forget my sexy
wife and heal my broken heart.”

“Very humorous,” said the
butcher disapprovingly. “I urge
you to remember what we have in
the corner of our cold room at this
moment, Martin. To continue: you
establish yourself in Nice. As an
avocat, naturally—it is all you
know. You have changed your
name. You build up a new prac-
tice. You are beginning to find a
new, supportable life. Then—and
this is the heart of the matter, Mar-
tin—you suddenly fall in love!
Hopelessly and gloriously in love
with a simple girl in the flower
market, down by the Old Town.
She is everything your wife is not—
sweet, pure, understanding, gen-
erous. You resist temptation as long
as possible, naturally. But finally
you say to yourself, ‘Diable! T must
have her!” And you marry her.”

“One moment,” said Martin
shrewdly. “I already have a wife in
Paris.”

“To be sure. But you have
changed your name. Nobody in
Nice knows who you really are.
What harm can come of it? You
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marry the flower girl. You have a
baby, a little girl named Zou-
Zou—"

“I refuse,” Martin protested.
“The child would be illegitimate.”

“You anticipate me,” said Beau-
regard with dignity. “Pray permit
me to finish this hypothetical case,
my good imbecile. All goes well
with you and your family for a
while. Then—poufl—the whole af-
fair blows up in your face. Someone
who has known you in Paris sud-
denly recognizes you in Nice. And
discovers you have another wife
here. And a baby. What happens to
you then?”

“It depends on the one who rec-
ognizes me,” said Martin. “If he is
a man of sympathetic humanity,
nothing happens. If he is, on the
other hand, a scoundrel, a maunvais
sujet—"

“He is a scoundrel.”

“Then—blackmaill” breathed
Martin dramatically, entering into
the spirit of the hypothesis. “I am
the perfect blackmail victim, am 1
not? I am a bigamist. I have a child
who will be branded, if my secret
comes out, an enfant naturel. 1 have
a wife whom I adore in Nice and
a wife whom I detest in Paris. To
return to my truc wife is unthink-
able.. I shall pay whatever the
blackmailer asks to guard my se-
cret and protect my second fam-
ily!” Martin’s eyes flashed.

“Bravo!” applauded Beauregard.
“Now. You pay blackmail to this
scoundrel until you are bled white.
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You cannot even settle your butch-
er’s bill. You cannot feed your wife
and child in adequate fashion.
Then, to cap it all, you meet this
blackmailer in a butcher shop one
day and he twits you, publicly,
about your poverty that he himself
has induced. He makes two-edged
inquiries about your wife before
witnesses. He fills you with re-
newed dread of exposure. You are
roused to the very peak of hate and
desperation. What do you do then?”

Martin hesitated not a single sec-
ond. “I kill the pig!” he cried.

“Exactly.” M. Beauregard honed
his largest knife against the whet-
stone on his chopping block. “I be-
lieve that is what happened.”

“M. Bonfils is the avocat?” asked
Martin, somewhat deflated at hav-
ing to substitute a real person, and
a customer at that, for his own im-
aginary role in the drama.

The butcher nodded solemnly.
“Not the smallest doubt of it.”

“And M. Maurice is—was—the
blackmailer?”

“It must be so.”

“How have you learned so many -

thinks, mon patron,” asked Martin
in humble hero worship, “in the
course of a single lunchtime?”

M. Beauregard preened himself.
“It was simple,” he replied. “I
called at M. Bonfils’ home. He was
not there, naturally, since the tele-
phone book clearly demonstrates
that he has an office on the Gam-
betta. I ask the concierge for Ma-
dame Bonfils, to discuss with her
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my unpaid bill. She, I am informed
by the concierge—who is our good
customer, Madame Constance, by
the way—has taken little Zou-Zou
and gone to visit her mother for the
day, who resides near the Casino
Municipal. I therefore chat with
Madame Constance about these
admirable but debtridden people,
the family Bonfils. Skillfully 1 ex-
tract from her all the gossip she
knows—their love affair, their mar-
riage, the birth of Zou-Zou, their
evident poverty, although M. Bon-
fils does a good business, she be-
lieves. She, too, it appears, must
wait for her rent money.”

“Madame Constance would rath-
er gossip than eat” Martin re-
marked.

“Yes. She would still be talking
if I had permitted. But I say I shall
wait for a few moments, on the
chance that Monsieur or Madame
Bonfils may return. Madame Con-
stance, because she is aware of my
honesty, permits me to wait in the
Bonfils' room abovestairs. 1 wait.
Neither Monsieur nor Madame re-
turns. Not even Zou-Zou. I grow
restless. I prowl the room. I in-
spect the potted plants on the win-
dow sill. I look at the books on a
shelf. And on the flyleaf of one of
these books I find a name that is
not Bonfls, as it should be. “This
book, says the flyleaf, ‘belongs to
Pierre St. Clair’ It is written in
round, back-slanting, stylish hand-
writing. And below it is written
‘Paris, 1959."

BUTCHER OF NICE
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“It could have been another’s
book,” protested Martin. “Surely M.
Bonfils could have borrowed it
from a friend named St. Clair?”

“Not so,” said Beauregard with
a superior smile. “The name ‘Bon-
fils’ written in the mailbox slot on
the Bonfils’ front door is written in
identically the same back-slanting
stylish handwriting. You see the
significance of that?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Very well. I have a name, a city,
a date. I ask Madame Constance
not to mention my abortive visit. I
go to the public library. There, in
the gossip columns of Le Soir,
among the files of Paris newspa-
pers, 1 find all T nced to know
about the Paris avocat, Pierre St
Clair, who disappeared when his
wife disgraced him.”

Martin, impressed, said, “You are
truly a genius.” He nodded. “You
could instruct Auguste Dupin!”

“I deny it. If I could, I could also
solve the third question we asked
ourselves this morning: why was
M. Maurice’s body left in our dis-
play case? This is the crux of the af-
fair, my boy. Why here?”

Martin  shrugged eloquently.
“Who knows? Perhaps he wants us
to be suspected of the murder, as
you suggested this morning.”

“I think not, now that I know
who he is. T have extended him
generous credit. I have always been
polite. I have sold him quality
meat. He has no reason to wish me
in trouble. Or you, either.”

INQUISITIVE BUTCHER OF NICE

“Perhaps,” said Martin, “we
should examine the clothing and
effects of M. Maurice in our cold
room?"”

“A capital idea,” said Beaure-
gard warmly. “It never occurred to
me.”

They could not, however, carry
out this ghoulish search until the
shop was closed for the day. Then,
with the front and rear doors
locked against interruption, they
repaired somewhat hesitantly to
the cold room.

“Hold him,” said the butcher to
his apprentice, “while 1 search
him.”

Martin propped up the icy body
of M. Maurice. His employer went
through the corpse’s  pockets.
“Nothing,” he announced at
length. “Nothing—not even a sou.
No document, no tailor's label.”

“You missed the watch pocket in
the trousers,” said Martin. Holding
the dead body erect gave him a de-
cidedly queer feeling in the pit of
his stomach.

Beauregard’s fingers dipped into
the small watch pocket of the
corpse. They withdrew slowly a
piece of paper, folded very small.
“Lean him back in the corner,” di-
rected the butcher. “We will read
this outside.”

Under the drop light over the
display case they pored over the
unfolded paper. Martin exhaled
sharply.

The paper showed a picture of a
bald-headed man, with circles of
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dissipation ringing his eyes. Under
the picture, in bold type, was the
caption: WANTED—DEAD OR
ALIVE! 5000 FRANCS RE-
W ARD! Under this caption a small
block of type read: “Grigoire (The
Pullet) Bussier. Authorities will
pay the above reward for informa-

tion about this man, dead or alive. "

He is wanted for murder, robbery,
embezzlement, and other crimes.
Height: about 13 meters. Age:
approximately 37. Eyes: blue. Bald.
Clean-shaven. If you know any-
thing of this man, call the Police at
once.”

Beaurcgard and Martin raised
their heads and stared at each other.

“Bald!” said Beauregard. “But M.
Maurice had thick black hair.” !

Martin said, “Blue eyes. But M.
Maurice’s were brown.”

-“Clean-shaven,” said Beaure-
gard. “M. Maurice wore a black
mustache.” He looked once more
at the picture on the handbill. “Yet
M. Maurice is perhaps one and
three-quarters meters tall and
could have been thirty-seven.”

“And the eyes with the big cir-
cles. They could be M. Maurice’s—
if they were only blue.”

M. Beauregard selected a short
sharp knife from his rack. “Come,”
he said, “we shall experiment.”

Once more in the cold room, be-
fore M. Maurice’s body, Beauregard
gently inserted the point of his
knife under the skin at M. Mau-
rice’s hairline. He pried tenderly
with the knife.
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“Mon Dieu!” said Martin, star-
ing. “You would scalp a corpse,
Monsieur?”

“Not scalp, idiot. This is a tou-
pee.”. Beauregard ripped the mat of
black hair from M. Maurice’s head,
disclosing an almost bald cranium.
“Now, the eyes.” His knife point
delicately detached brown contact
lenses from dead eyes that still
showed blue pigment. “And the
mustache.” He used the razor-
sharp knife to shave the corpse’s
upper lip. “Regardez!” he said,
stepping back proudly, like a ma-
gician calling attention to a rabbit
drawn from his hat. “M. Grigoire

-—The Pullet—Bussier!”

Martin went right to the heart of
the matter. “Five thousand francs
reward!” he said. “Dead or alive!”
His voice cracked with excitement.

Beauregard pondered aloud. “So
M. Maurice, too, was a fake. A
bardened criminal in disguise, liv-
ing an easy life on M. Bonfils’
blackmail money. How, Martin,
could he have known M. Bonfils, a
respectable avocat, in Paris? So that
he would recognize him in Nice?”

Martin said, “It springs to mind
that M. Bonfils, or rather, M. St.
Clair, as avocat acting for the state,
may once have prosecuted this man
and sent him to prison, perhaps? If
so, Grigoire Bussier would remem-
ber and hate him forever?”

“Clearly,” Beauregard said kind-
ly, “you have been reading detec-
tive fiction when you should have
been studying your butcher charts,
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little idiot. Nevertheless, I am pre-
pared to wager that you are right.”
He took his strong chin in his
hand. “Let me see. M. Bonfils must
have expected we would call the
police the instant we discovered
the body this morning. So the re-

ward notice was plainly meant for -

the police to find. Why?”

“In order that the police might
properly identify M. Maurice, just
as we did. And therefore, so that
you would get the reward, having
delivered this criminal to them.”

Beauregard lauthd aloud with
simple delight. “Exactly my own
analysis.”

The apprentice frowned. “One
wonders why M. Bonfils did not
himself collect the reward on M.
Maurice, since he knew who he
was.”

“No, no,” the butcher said. “Im-
possible. Possessing a false name, a
bigamous marriage, and an illegiti-
mate Zou-Zou, would you care to
become involved with the police on
any matter?”

“Well, then,” said Martin, return-
ing with commendable directness
to the immediate problem, “how
can we get this reward to which
we are now unquestionably en-
titled, and still prevent the police
from thinking we killed M. Mau-
rice?”

“Allow me to think once more,”
replied Beauregard.

Martin flapped his thin arms to
warm himself in the chilly air of
the refrigeration room while M
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Beauregard  thought  furiously.
“Ah!” the. butcher said at last.
‘Help me carry him out.” They
carted the body, now bald, blue-
eyed, and clean-shaven, from the
cold reom. “We shall allow him to
defrost,” said Beauregard. “Until
three o’clock in the morning. Then
I shall call the police. Place him by
the back door.” :

So when two officers of the law
arnived in answer 1o Beauregard’s
telephone call at three in the morn-
ing, they found a butcher in purple
pajamas and a butcher’s boy in his
undershirt and drawers, standing
above a recumbent body outside
the rear door of the butcher shop.

“Messicurs,” explained the butch-
er, stammering with excitement,
“my bedroom window is dircctly
above this door. I was awakened
just now by sounds of a scuffle at
this door, and by angry voices. 1
woke my apprentice here and we
descended to investigate, suspect-
ing burglars. And this is what we
found.”

He pointed dramatically to the
dead body of M. Maurice, warm
and limber now, with some fresh
steer’s blood artistically splashed on
his clothing and about the flesh of
the knife wound in his back. “Do
you supposc they could havé quar-
reled, as they jointly attempted to
break into my shop—this man and
a companion, perhaps? And the
companion, in a fit of temper,
killed him on this spot? The fel-

low died just before you arrived.”
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The ranking policeman took a
close look at M. Maurice in the
light of the flash his comrade held.
“Attendez!” he cried then, in
amazement. “This man, my
friends, is Le Poulet! For seven
years we seek him. I am glad to sec
him dead, M. Beauregard. No mat-
ter how he came by his end, it was
too good for him. His killer has
done society a favor. You have no
idea what a blackguard he was,
this one. Le Poulet! There is a re-
ward for him!”

“A reward?” asked Beauregard
innocently. Martin coughed into
his shirt tail.

“Most certainly a reward!” The
policeman paused, as though
struck by a sudden thought. “And
I shall see that you get it, M. Beau-
regard. For turning over this filth
to us.” He kicked the body of M.
Maurice idly. Then he said, “The
reward is three thousand francs, if
I am not mistaken. Is that not cor-
rect, Raoul? You have seen the
handbill at the station.” ,

“That is right, mon chef,” said
the second policeman, smiling.
“Three thousand francs exactly.”

When the police had departed,
moving the peripatetic body of M.
Maurice for the last time, it is to be
hoped, Beauregard sighed. “They
will give us three thousand francs
of the reward,” he said to Martin,
“The remaining two thousand will
indubitably go to their favorite
charity—themselves.”

Martin said nothing, sobered by
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this first aching knowledge of

man’s corruption.

Three days later M. Bonfils
walked into the butcher shop. He
was cheerful. He greeted M. Beau-
regard almost gaily. “I read in the
newspapers of your recent brush
with crime,” he said. “You are a
famous man, now, Aein?”

“Too famous for my taste,” Beau-
regard said pleasantly. He regard-
ed the avocar with narrowed gaze.
Surely this small inoffensive man
with two wives and a baby could
not have crept on that hardened
criminal  in some dark alley,
stabbed him in the back, stolen a
car perhaps to cart the body to M.
Beauregard’s shop, and then laid
the corpse on the cold cuts?

The butcher was all at once as-
sailed by doubt. He said tentative-
ly, “We received a reward, Mon-
sicur. A handsome one. And in
view of this unexpected windfall, I
am serving meat on the house, as it

. were. A kilo free for every custom-

er. Whatever you choose. For today
only, of course, and only to my
good customers. What is your pleas-
ure? "I can recommend the cold
cuts very highly.”

M. Bonfils fluttered his eyes to-
ward the display case. And surely,
as the avocat’s glance rested where
M. Maurice’s body had so recently
lain, the small man seemed to
change color slightly, and the sug-
gestion of a shiver seemed to shake
his narrow shoulders? Yes. M.
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Beauregard was certain of it. It
was cnough.

“No cold cuts, thank you,” said
Bonfils, perhaps a shade too quick-
ly. “Perhaps a kilo of veal chops?
But as it happens, I have come in
to pay you a small token on my ac-
count. A delinquent client has at
last settled with me today.”

“Ah,” said M. Beauregard, nod-
ding and cutting veal chops.
“About your bill. I am glad you re-
minded me. We have discovered a
regrettable error in your account.
You owe us absolutely nothing,
Monsicur. Nothing.” He turned to
Martin, who was listening avidly
to every word.. “Martin! Kindly
look up Monsieur’s account in the
book. Does he owe us anything?”

Martin rose to the occasion nobly.
He found .the account book and
riffled through it. “No, mon pa-
tron,” he said in a carefully bored
voice. “He owes us nothing—not a
sou.”

The little avocat’s smile was like
the sun coming out. He accepted
the kilo of veal chops, thanked the
butcher profusely, and left the shop
with a spring in his walk.

Beauregard turned to his ap-
prentice. “Just consider, Martin,
what brilliance, what sentiment,
what a delicate feeling for true
cconomy of action M. Bonfils has
displayed in this affair! To rid one-
self of a blackmailer and pay one’s
meat bill, both at a single stroke! It
is no less than magnificent!”
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IROBERT EDMOND ALTER
Come Home, Come Home
Crime Story

Southern United States

At the end of the Civil War

Ben Riker was only a boy when he'd gone
off to the War Between the States, and

four years later he came back a man—

a man who had vowed at Appomatiox that
he'd never kill anybody again . . .

TURTLE DOVE'S LIQUID SOUND
A came to him as wistful as a
sweet memory, but far off, and
right then his reception was at-
tuned to nature’s green side. He
only caught the tail‘end and drip-
pings of it.

Beyond the stile the woods
picked up, all bright and vivid
with spring, and the dogwoods
were out and the little nuts were on
the walnut trees. It was perfect
spring—cool in the shadow pools,
glassy warm in the clearings, the
round hills standing solid and sep-
arate from the woods.

Ben Riker went over the stile
and dropped into the shade. It had
been four years since he’d passed
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this way but he remembered the
trail well. The floor of the woods
was pumpkined with oak roots,
and his path meandered like a
snake. It shelved down to a spread
of loose gravel, and there was the
creek gurgling over the stones.

It was a fast cold stream, knee-
high if a man was careful—an em-
barrassing bit higher if he wasn'’t.
Ben paused and looked, letting
memory touch him like a caressing
hand. The turtle dove’s throbbing
call came again, and this time he
was consciously aware of it.

Turtle dove, he said. Then he
looked up. It meant the hearer was
supposed to take a trip, But he knew
it was a lie because the call came
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from the north and he’d already
been there—clear up to a litte place
called Gettysburg, the highwater
mark of his travels. After that the
road had led south to a courthouse
they called Appomattox.

No, he thought, I ain’t taking
any more trips. He ignored the
false prophet and found a line of

flat stones that stepped across the

creek.

His tree house was in an old
lichened oak. He had built it him-
self when he was
called it his “Stayaway Place.”
He’d been right proud of it as a
boy; now—viewing it with eyes six
years older—he decided it wasn’t
such-a-much. Not really a house at
all, just a shebang, a wickiup made
of brushwood.

Standing among great patina-
colored boulders, staring across the
hollow at the old oak and the she-
bang, he wondered why he had re-
turned to this place, what hg had
thought—wished—it might do for
him. He had tramped too many
dusty roads, too many fields and
meadows, climbed too many stone
walls and earth entrenchments,
seen too many men die, to be able
to retreat now into the vague vis-
tas of childhood.

So he decided he had been wast-
ing his time, that he had been act-
ing like a moony young girl with
play-party tunes in her head. He
had seen the Stayaway Place and
discovered that it was no longer a
part of him. So he would go back

thirteen and _
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to the here-and-now, go back and
pick up his life again—not where
he had left it, but where the war’s
end had fixed it. No longer a boy
but a nineteen-year-old man with
a mother to care for, and a hillside
farm, and a good-sized picce of in-
herited bottomland.

He was turning away when sud-
denly a soft clear voice began to
sing, and the hollow instantly spun
backwards through cosmic time
and became an enchanted glen,
where a thirteen-year-old boy could
escape the monotony of plowing,
milking, watertoting, woodchop-
ping, the perverse temper of an
older brother, the rigidness of a
hillborn father, the distractedly
scolding voice of an overworked
mother.

“My own dear love come home,

.come home,
My friends are rich and
many;
Or else, abroad with you T'll
roam,

A soldier stout as any.”

Ben stood at listening attention,
his ears strained like reaching fin-
gers, his mind hinging to every
mellow note, asking Who's that?

Then he shook himself out of it.
The singing was coming from the
tree house, from ‘his’ Stayaway
Place. And it was a girl’s voice. He
grunted and started across the hol-
low. He'd have to see about this.

The girl saw him just a moment
after he saw her. She was sitting in
the doorway of the tree house
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working her hair with a wooden
comb. She was drawing it down
and off the right shoulder, her head
tilted in that direction, her face up
and absently watching the forest
roof.

He noticed three things about
her right off—that she was as leggy
as a doe, that her hair would put
cornsilk to shame, and that she
was a year or two younger than he.
And then she switched hands on
the comb, and that's when she saw
him standing below her.

Ben smiled and brought his hand
up in the casual salute that Con-
federates affected, and said, “Hello,
miss.”

She studied him for a moment,
then lowered her eyes, chin, comb,
and hand all at once. “Hello,” she
murmured. And he marked her
down as honestly shy and he was
just as glad, because he'd seen his
fll of the brash ones—the painted
camp followers.

“What do you think of my old
shebang?” he asked.

Her eyes peeped and lingered
on him for a second before they
drifted to her comb again.
“Yours?” she wondered.

“That’s so,” he acknowledged. “I
built it when I was a boy. I reckon
it don’t seem like much now.”

It pleased him when she went to
the defense of his tree house.

“Why, I think it’s the grandest
place ever. It’s so far away and
high and sort-of lonely-nice and
.. ."” She had embarrassed herself
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with her sudden effusion, and her
voice went to a point and stopped;
but because that too was awkward,
she” added softly, “I often come
here—maybe two-three times a
week—whenever I can.”

Ben looked around at the tower-
ing shortleaf pines, at the tortuous
oaks, the clumps of sumac, and the
hollow vivid with sawblade grass.

“Yes,” he agreed. “It’s a place
apart. I always felt that.”

He looked up again, bringing
along his smile. “You mind if I
come up and sit with you a spell,
miss?” :

Well, she was a hill girl and
young, and most of the boys her
age had been off to war, and so it
wasn't that she was actually afraid
of him, but just that she didn’t have
a close grasp of the proprieties.

Ben could understand that and
he helped her over the rough spot.

“I guess it wouldn’t do any harm
—me sitting off in one corner and
you by the door, and it daylight
and all.”

She nodded slowly. “Well, it’s
your place after all,” she said. ~

“I'll tell you,” he said, after he’d
swung up to the platform, “I'd be
pleased if you'd take this old she-
bang off my hands. I don’t have a
use for it any more, and you've
been using it right along. No sense
in it just going to waste 'way out
here.”

She watched him make his way
into a far shadow-corner and sit,
just as he said he would, and then
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she murmured, “Oh, no—thank
you kindly. But I couldn’t do that.”

He didn’t urge. He'd made it
-plain that she could go on using the
tree any time she felt like it, and
that was enough for the moment.

They looked at each other and
then she looked at the comb in her
hands again. “You're Ben Riker,”
she said quietly.

“Yes, I am. |
week ago.”

He studied her, trying to vision
her as a thirteen-year-old four
years ago. “I'm sorry, miss, I'm
afraid I can’t place you. Are you
ncw hereabouts?”

She shook her head.
not.”

She didn’t seem to -want to take
it any further, so he left it alone.
He told her when he had built the
tree house, and how and why, and
then he said, “But I'm going to be
a busy man from now on. That
hillside picce my Ma and I have
ain’t worth much—all rocks and
sassafras. I'm going to come off the

only got home a

hill and work that bottomland 1
inherited.”

She secemed interested, so he
went on.

“It belonged to my Uncle Elvy.
He got bushwhacked in the feud,
so the land went to Pa” He
pauscd staring at the doorway but
secing the dark visage of his father
glowering at the world. “But when
Pa got killed at Antietam it became
mine.”

She nodded and then let nearly

“No, I'm,
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a minute go by before she said, “I
best be getting home. I got to help
my Ma get the dinner on.”

“I wonder, miss,” Ben said, “if
you'd tell me your name first?”

She didn’t say anything, just kept
her head down.

Ben started to frown but pushed
it away with a smile. It wasn’t be-
cause he’'d lived four years with
men that he thought she was so
pretty. No—a man would have to
be stumbling blind not to admit it.

“I was thinking if maybe you
didn’t object, I'd come to pay you
a call at your place.”

Still she didn’t speak, didn’t look
up.

“Miss?” he prompted.

Then she looked up and he saw
that there® was a rcason her eyes
were 5o beautiful. They were
haunted with a wxsp of sadness.

“I’'m awful sorry,” she said. “I'm
Cassiec—Cassiec Dugan.”

He stared at her, and after he'd
harassed his thoughts back into
alignment, he nodded. “All right,”
he said. “It’s all right, Miss Cassie.
I'm done with fAghting. 1 didn't
bring any feud home with me.”

But Cassie was shaking her
head. “Please,” she asked, “you
have to understand my Pa. He—I
heard.him tell my brother CJ that
he didn’t want to start the trouble
up again, but that you were the
only Riker left on the creek, and he
—that he had 'to stand by his kin-
folk.”

Ben

stood up. “l understand
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that, Miss Cassie. But you tell your
Pa I got to stand by my convictions
tco. I vowed at Appomattox I'd
never kill anybody again, and I
dim to keep that vow. Your Pa and
CJ can do what they think they
have to. But I ain’t feuding.”

He came to the doorway and
looked down at her. She was star-
ing up at him with mute appeal in
her eyes, but he pretended nothing
was amiss.

“Miss Cassie, can 1 offer you a
hand down?”

Exactly when and "why it had
started no one living on Spoon
Creck knew. Legend put it back
around the turn of the century, and
anyone who asked why might re-
ceive as many as ten different ver-
sions—anything from a disputed
boundary line to a stolen pig.

And who had triggered the feud
was another question that went
asking. Only a few things were cer-
tain: it had started between the
Prathers and the Rikers—the Du-
gans had been hauled in because
they were related by marriage to
the Prathers; and it had started far
down on the Big. Silty—the Du-
gans and the Rikers on Spoon
Creck had been drawn into it indi-
rectly and yet, as those things go,
inexorably.

It had never reached gigantic
proportions on Spoon Creek, main-
ly because of the distance between
the families concerned. The Du-
gans lived down at the mouth of
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the creck at the foot of Lark Hill,
while the Rikers had always been
“far-in folk,” clinging to their hill-
side shanties near the source of the
Spoon.

And another thing in Spoon
Creek’s favor—women and chil-
dren_had always been counted out.
Ben had just turned feuding-age
when he went off to war. What the
feud had tried to accomplish in
decades, the war did in four years.
Now Ben was the last male Riker
on the creek, and Cash and his son
CJ] were the last of the male Du-
gans.

Ben finished his sowbelly and
left the table to go to the limestone
fireplace to fetch his corncob from
the fircboard. Down underneath,
the black pot on the swivel hook
was perking and it was a friendly
sound and gave out a warm rich
odor. His mother was still at the ta-
ble drinking her coffce.

Ben got his cob going and re-
turned. His mother didn’t look up.

She might have been a handsome
woman if it hadn’t been for the life
the hills had led her. She wasn't
but thirty-seven or eight, Ben fig-
ured. Her disposition was stony,
but not from religion or poor
health—just from the tricks life
bad played on her. It was her de-
fense. It seemed to say, Lez it come
whatever it is, ['ve taken worse.
The war had cost her a husband
and a first son, and the feud had
cost her some too. But she wouldn’t
talk about it.
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He looked at her from the corner
of his eye. She’d been up until mid-
night boiling scrapple, and it told
on her face. And tonight, he sup-
posed, she’d be on hands and knees
scouring the pine floor with sand,
making it as white and soft as silk.
And where was the sense in that,
when he was going to build them
a new cabin in the bottomlands?

He finished his pipeful and left
the table again, and his mother
spoke for the first time. “Going out
again tonight?”

Ben paused by the door.
‘Reckon I'm still foot-itchy.”

“But you ain't taking a gun.” It
wasn’t a question.

“lI told you I'm through with
gun-fighting.”

She had a sip of coffee.
Duganps ain't.”

Ben closed his eyes. He knew he
had to try to explain it again.

“Ma, each man makes up his
own mind how he’s going to act.
The Dugans think they have to
feud. But I've had my fill of sceing
men killed and of me killing some
of ’em. It ain’t that I've got religion
over it exactly, but . . .” His envir-
onment hadn’t made him articu-
late. He understood stock and sea-
sons and how to soldier, but to ex-
press a feeling in words was still
beyond him.

“I ain’t saying that the war was
wrong. I don’t know. I just know
I was glad when it ended. Win or
lose, I was glad. I ain’t come home
to start another.”

“Yeah.

“But the
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She said nothing. She sipped at
her coffee and looked at the two
vacant chairs at the other end of
the table. Ben opened the door.

“I'll be back.”

She said yes, but he could see she
didn't believe it; he could see in
her eyes what she was thinking,
Maybe 1t won’t be this time, or
maybe not tomorrow, or even next
week, but some day he won’t come
back—because they'll be laying for
him and he won'’t lift a hand.

And there was another reason
now why he wouldn’t fight them,
but he couldn’t tell her about it, be-
cause then she’'d know for sure they
were going to kill him. He went
out the door thinking, Maybe it
don’t really matter; she's ribbed
herself up to my death anyway;
she’s got her mind set to 1t, and
now she’s trying to set her heart.

The moon drifted low and gold-
dollar proud, and a bat went wing-
clicking through it, leading Ben’s
way. He went on down to Tipple,
which wasn’t a town at all, only a
handful of shanties above the hol-
low from the meeting house.

The door of the storc was open
and leaking a smell of leather,
oiled tools, and crackers. And the
voices of the nightly porch-idlers
were subdued and comfortable and
followed a pattern: Evening there,
Volney. How you? And: Just fine,
thankee. Just fine tonight. You?
And they called the same to Ben
and he answered just like that, and
went on his way down the hollow,
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down the creck to Lark Hill

The weathered old Dugan shan-
ty crouched deep in an ancient
grove of pawpaws, looking like a

disjointed part of the stunted. hill-

that nudged it from the rear. Right
away the hounds knew about Ben
and they came out howling with
the peculiar echoing timbre of
theirs that sounds as if they were
at the bottom of a well.

Ben saw the door open with a
blazing flood of light, and the sil-
houette that stood there and called
off the hounds had Cassie's voice.

He came around the leaning
splitrail and entered the yard,
touching his cap. “Evening, Miss
Cassie. I come to call.”

Cassie left the porch in a hurry.
“Oh, Ben,” she whispered. “I told
you you shouldn’t. My Pa—"

Someone was: coming up the
trail from the springhouse. They
could hear whistling in the dark.
Cassie grabbed Ben’s arm and
looked around frantically.

“That's CJ,” she said. “You've
got to go right now, Ben.”

But he wouldn’t. He smiled at
her and said, “I didn’t come 'way
down here to visit CJ, Miss Cassie.
I came to see you.”

CJ] suddenly appeared in the
moonlit clearing and stepped on a
leaf. .

“Who’s that with you, Cass?” he
wanted to know. He had the long
bony look of his environment, and
had more devilment and orneriness
in him than a river even had water.
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Ben remembered him from when.

He stepped away from Cassie.
“Hello, CJ. It's me—Ben Riker.”

CJ’s reaction took three long sec-
onds, then he gave a start.

“Well, I be dogged!” he whis-
pered. Then—"If you've come look-
ing for trouble, you've come to the
right place, Ben Riker.”

“Maybe I'm not here for touble.”

“Maybe a skunk don’t stink.”

Cassic was at Ben’s arm again,
trying to draw him off. “Ben . . ."

“What are you doing there with
him, Cass? I think maybe you’re
going to need a tanning.”

“Now hold on,” Ben started to
say. But CJ shoved in between
them, grabbing for Cassie’s wrists.
Ben twisted to meet him, thrusting
Cassic aside. It was all CJ needed.

His fist banged Ben’s nose and a
smear of glistening lights blanked
out the farm, hill, everything. Ben
went back three steps quickly and
shook his head, trying to rattle the
lights from his brain. C]J came at
him fast, bony fists pumping.

Ben hunkered down and started
swinging blind. His left met some-
thing just right, going splat!—and
it jarred reality back to his brain
and eyes. He looked around, saw
Cassic standing aside with a hand
to her mouth, and CJ down on one
knee, gingerly nursing a dripping
nose.

“That’ll be enough of that!” The
voice was pistol-sharp and it came
from the porch. Ben looked up and
saw Cash Dugan standing there
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with a rifle. Something turned to a
point in his stomach and started to
spread.

“Mr. Dugan,” he began. “I'm
Ben—"

“I know you. You—CJ. Get up
now. Fetch some water to that
nose.”

CJ got up and started cursing
Ben—ugly, hissing words, wet with
blood. But the old man wasn’t in-
terested in hearing them.

“CJ,” he said flatly, “I think you
heard me.”

Ben watched CJ limp away.
Then he looked at Cassie.

“Please, Pa. Ben was just—"

“Miss, -you belong in the house
with your Ma,” Dugan said.

“You ain’t going to shoot him,
Pa.”

“That’s right, T ain’t. This time.
Do like I sayl!”

Ben nodded at her. “It’s all right,
Miss Cassic.” He turned back to
Dugan. “There’s no call to get up
on your ear, Mr. Dugan. I came
here on a sociable call. T ain’t feud-
ing.”

Cash Dugan stood nearly as tall
as the porch post, and he ‘would
have made it except that he was a
man with tired shoulders. His face
was mostly beard and it gave his
eyes and nose the look of an eagle.

“I've heard some about that,”
Dugan said. “But it don’t chop any
wood with me. You and me are
natural enemies. 1 ain’t shooting
you now because it’s not the kind
of thing I like to do around my
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women folk. But if I see you down
to this end of the creek again . ..”

Ben spread his hands in the
moonlight.

“Then you'll see me just as I am.
And you can take your time shoot-
ing back or front, because I won't
be armed.”

Dugan thought a bit, then said,
“Look here. I don't like shooting
you: I never held nothing against
you personal—except your name.
But the Rikers have done my kin-
folk harm and I can’t forget it.”

“Remembering things long after
they do you any harm is like taking
a stick to a dead horse that once
kicked you,” Ben said. “I've never
hurt you or any Dugan, and you
haven’t hurt me. So where’s the
fuss?”

But Dugan was a hill man and
he had his convictions.

“It won't wash that easy. You'’re
a Riker and I'm a Dugan, and I've

-got it in me to stand by my kin.

That’s all T know.”

Ben looked around for his cap
and went for it. Then he turned to
Cassie.

“T'll be seeing you again, Miss
Cassie.” He looked at the porch.
“And 1 won't be bringing any
gun.”

“Then you best bring a coffin,”
Dugan called after him. “Because
I won’t be building you onel”

The sun began like a great fire
burning just beyond the rim of the
world. When it began inching over
the horizon it was red and angry-
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looking and it sent golden feelers
out to prod the gray dawn shad-
ows toward the west. For a tense
moment it hovered on the castern
hills as if it .were a fiery ball about
to take a roll. Then it stepped
daintily off the edge and drifted
into the sky. Then it was Sunday.

Ben didn't go to the meeting
house with his mother.

“I reckon I lost the trick of it
when I was in the army,” he ex-
plained to her. “A soldier prays to
himself before a battle. When it’s
over he’s so blame glad to be alive
he forgets about praying until the
next one. Maybe that's how it’s
supposed to be, because maybe
that’s the only thing worthwhile.
Anyway, I'll do mine on my own.”

His mother was putting on her
bonnet, knotting it just so under
her chin.

“Think I'll just take a stroll in
the woods,” he added.

“To that hide-hole you built
when you were a boy?” she asked.

He looked up from his splint-
bottom chair. “How'd you know
about that?” he wondered.

“I know a lot of things.”

He grinned at her. “Bet you do
at that.”

She found her little handbag on
the fireboard and checked its con-
tents. “I know Cassie Dugan’s been
using it for a couple of years.”

Ben cleared his . throat and
looked at the rag rug on the plank
floor. His mother said nothing
more, but he could tell she knew.
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The sun was high as he walked,
sailing in a gaudy sky; underneath
lay the valley, sloping away from
the warm hills that stood rounded
against the green hem of the
woods. It was good to walk in
country like that—nice in the sun-
ny spots with the warmth heavy on
your shoulders, nicer in the shad-
ow-pools with the green shade all
around you. And it was good not
to have an army pack on your back
and a Sharps rifle in your hand,
and not have to keep one eye
peeled for farmboys in blue uni-
forms, who were just waiting to
whack a Minié ball into you.

Maybe if Cash Dugan and CJ
had been in the war they would
understand how he felt now about
killing. Maybe they would realize
that the tragedy of civil strife was-
n’t a question of a right and a
wrong tangling, but of two rights
clashing together. And the only
way to end something like that
was to put down your guns, shake
hands, and start off fresh.

He didn’t expect to find Cassie
in the tree house that morning. It
wasn't why he had gone there—
he'd just wanted to be alone for a
while, to think things out. But she
was there, sitting back in a corner
with her hands folded in her lap,
as though she had known he’d be
coming.

“Why, Cassie. I thought you'd be
at home today.”

She shook her head. “Not any

more. I ran away this morning.”
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He came over and squatted
down and took her hand. It was
soft and small and absently he no-
ticed that the nails wereclean.

“Did your Pa beat your” he
wondered. “Because of me?”

“I didn’ give him the chance. I
ran off first.”

But that didn’t make sense. She’d
said she ran away that morning,
and if Cash was going to whip her
he'd have done it the night before.
Besides, hill kids were brought up
on whippings. It was good for
them, and darn few cver left home
because of one.

“That ain’t why you ran away,”
he accused her.

She wasn't looking at him again;
and right about then he knew the
real reason. He raised her chin
gently, turning her face up to his.
The most beautiful eyes in all the
world—but he had to get that sad-
ness out of them.

“It was for me, wasn’t it? You
were afraid I'd be coming back to
see you again, and your Pa or CJ
would kill me.”

“Oh, Ben—" her voice was a
breath. “I knew you'd come back,
and—"

He pulled her tightly to him, and
a moment later thought, Why, it’s
the first time she'’s ever been kissed.
Then he realized that in a sense it
was his first too. And suddenly he
felt that there was a pattern to
things, an intangible plan. He had
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chosen this place, built this trec- —

house as a mere boy for areason that
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the universe considered inevitable,

“Ben, what are we going to do?
Pa and CJ will be coming after me.
They'll search the Spoon end-to-
end. They’ll find this place some-
time sure. Ben—oh, Ben, I can’t let
'em kill you.” :

He nodded, trying to think, his
mind slogging along like an old
plow horse with a loose shoe. Yeah,
they’d be-coming with their rifles—
and that would be the end of the
male Rikers on Spoon Creek.

He hunkered back on his heels
and looked at the girl’s eyes.

“All right, Cassie,” he said quiect-
ly. “You come with me.”

It was late twilight before Ben
could reach the Dugan place. He
cut through a stand of willows and
came up to the edge of a waste
piece. The creck was washing the
stones at his back. There was no
sense in getting himself killed
right off, so he stayed where he
was and hailed the shanty. “Cash!
Cash Dugan! I want to talk to
you!”

The door swung open and the
first thing to come through it was
the barrel of Dugan’s rifle. Dugan
had the look of a wounded bear.

“Well, I don’t want any parley
with you, Ben Riker,” he shouted.
“Just want to know do you know
where my girl Cassie’s at.”

“That’s what I come to see you
about. She’s with me. This morn

The light was bad and Dugan
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moved fast. The only warning Ben
had was the orange spurt of fire at
the business end of the rifle. It
missed him by a wink and hit the
handbank across the creck.

Ben ducked, shouting, “Heyl
Give me the chance to tell you—"

Right then CJ cut loose from the
shanty window, and the hounds
started kicking up a storm, and the
balls were going fut-fut-futl in the
sand behind Ben, and he decided,
To hell with this, and got out of
there fast.

They didn’t put the hounds on
him because they saw him take off
right up along the shallows of the
creek, and they figured, What’s the
sense in using a dog when a dog
can’t scent nothing in water except
that it’s wet? But after ten min-
utes of tailing him along the bank
on their own, they wished they
hadn’t been so hasty. He let them
seec him leave the creek, even gave
them a shot before he dodged into
a stand of laurels.

But he wasn't giving much—all
flying legs and leaping this way
and that through the stunted bays
and the night shadows closing in
fast. And they wondered, Never
knew that boy to be that careless—
don’t see how he could have lived
through four years of war.

Ben knew what he was doing—
trouble was it had all happened so
quickly he hadn’t had time to sort
out the finer details. But he figured
this way: That C], being young and
full of punk and vinegar, is going
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to be in thelead; if I get him out of
the way, then I'll stand a chance
with the old man.

The moon had little effect on the
floor of the forest. Here and there
it found an opening in the leafy
terraces and cast down a pale gray
moon-pool; but Ben was leading
them along an old deer-run and
the path meandered through the
heart of a sapling thicket, and the
darkness was the dark that follows
the shattering of a lamp in a closed
room.

He ran in a crouch, looking, feel-
ing when necessary, for tools at the
edge of the path. One thing he
wanted and found was a sturdy
fist-sized rock; another was a good-
ly length of wild grapevine. Then,
in a spot where the spindly sap-
lings crowded the path on either
side and the catclaw and elderberry
bushes were as thick as the brush
on a new broom, he selected a man-
high sapling, tested it for spring,
grunted  his  satisfaction, and
stepped off the path to go to work.

He found a small forked branch
with one tine shorter than the oth-
er; he cocked the sapling back to
the ground, lashed the rock to the
tip, then secured the sapling with
the fork, attached the grapevine to
the fork, brought it back onto and
across the path, and tied it to a
root. He stepped carefully over the
spring-trap and selected a barrel-
trunked oak tree to hide behind.
He felt like a guitar after a qua-
drille solo beat and trembly and
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ready to be set aside for a while.

The Dugans were coming down
the path in a hurry, CJ leading, his
narrow head far out on his scrawny
neck. His right foot triggered the
grapevine without warning. In-
stantly the fork jerked out and the
sapling sprang at the path with a
sss-wit and the rock whacked him
right behind the ear. CJ went
down—all of him and all at once—
and didn’t move.

Cash Dugan slammed to a start-
led halt and gaped at the dark
bundle at his feet. “CJ! Lord-a-
little jaybirds, boy! What hit you?”

“Nothing serious, Mr. Dugan,”
Ben said from his cover. “Just a
spring-trap with a rock to it.”

Dugan swung his rifle waist-
high crouching over it, panned it
slowly at the dense darkness, look-
ing for the man to go with the
voice.

“Ben Riker, if you've killed my
boy—" ;

“CJ’s just taking a nap. No pid-
dly little rock is going to bust that
hard head of his. I want to talk to
you.”

Dugan was squinting suspicious-
ly at the vaguely looming oak tree.
He covered it with the rifle. “I
think I’ve spotted you, Riker. Now
I'm going to come at you.” He
raised a foot to step over CJ.

“I wouldn’t take any rash steps if
I was you, Mr. Dugan. The Oke-
fenokee boy 1 knew in the army
taught me how to make some real
widowmakers. Like that rock
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trick, only his way was with a
knife tied to the tip of the sapling.
Then there’s the pointed-stake
deadfall . . "

But Dugan had already stalled.
He was side-slipping his eyes slow-
ly, peering at the dense thicket.
“Well—” he murmured. “Well, all
right. Say your piece. 1 ain’t
equipped to fight knifeslinging
trees and whatnot in the dark.”

“l don’t have much to say, Mr.
Dugan, except what I've already
said—I didn’t come home to feud.
What’s the sense to it? If I kill you,
CJ’ll kill me. Or if T get lucky and
kill both of you, then some Prather
down at Big Silty will hear about
it and come cutting the leaves after
me. So if I feud, I'm whipped be-
fore I start.

“But I also got another reason—a
bigger one. I can’t shoot a girl’s pa
or her brother and marry the girl.”

“Marry her?” Dugan cried.
“Marry Cassie?”

“That’s right. We got married
this afternoon.”

Cash Dugan couldn’t get his
words started, so Ben said, “You
don’t have to believe my mouth. I
got the paper to prove it and
Preacher Sims’ got my dollar.”
Suddenly he stepped out from be-
hind the tree and came into the
path, his hands hanging open at
his sides.

“So, Mr. Dugan, if you’re the
kind of man that shoots his own
kinfolk—well, blaze away. I ain’t

stopping you.”
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Dugan couldn’t believe what he
was hearing. “Kinfolk?”

“You blame fool!” Ben cried.
“Don’t you see what’s happened?
I'm CJ’s brother-in-law. I'm your
son-in-law!”

Dugan, rooted to the spot, low-
ered his rifle carefully, as if it
weighed half a ton and might slip
and mash his foot. He blinked and
then looked. up through the thicket
to see if the moon, or maybe the
sky, was still there. “My son-in-
law?” he whispered.

Ben rubbed at the back of his
neck and smiled. “You can move
any time you feel like it, Pa. I was
only fibbing about those widow-
makers.”

Ben walked alone with a wistful
smile. Maybe it hadn’t been the
fanciest wedding the creck. had
ever known, but therc hadn’t been

any tomfool shivareeing either, like -

most weddings. And he was just as
glad. A wedding was sacred—just
as well it was also kind of private.

And one thing that had meant a
lot—the look in his mother’s face,
that warm thaw that he had
thought was long gone. She’d given
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them her own nng. It had been
nice of her, but they hadn’t really
wanted to use it—they’d wanted
something of their own. But when
they saw how much it meant to her
they said, All right, and Thank
you, and then everything had been
fine. Then his mother had taken
Cassic in her arms and kissed her,
and they both did a litle crying.
He paused by the lichened boul-
ders and looked across the dark-
ened hollow at the Stayaway Place.
The towering pines stood as aro-
matic sentries over the glen, and
the quiet moonlight cut through
them on the slant and hid itself in
deep hollow places, like a silver
pool, or a sparkling bed of holly
leaves. '
The warm, flickering glow of
candlelight was showiny through
the ribbing of the tree house, and
he heard a soft, clear voice singing.
“My own dear love come home,
come home,

My friends are rich and
many;

Or clse, abroad with you I'll
roam,

A soldier stout as any.”
Ben hurried across the hollow.
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SAT THERE WITH MY TOPHAT OVER
I[ one eye, listening to him whis-
tle like a canary off-key while he
struggled with his white tie. His
engagement to Marcia had just
broken in all the papers, and her
people were throwing a party at
the Park-Ashley tor celebrate it.

“Give up,” I kidded as he fum-
bled his tie for the fifth time,
“you’ll never get those two ends to
meet.”

The telephone started in again.
“Another reporter?” he groaned.

But she didn’t sound like it when
I got over there. “Tommy darling,
is it really true? Let me be the first
to—"

I doused it against my shirt front
and wagged him over. “Somebody
wants Tommy darling. Just wait’ll
I tell Marcia this.”

I could joke about it because he
wasn’t that kind at all. We'd been
rooming together ever since the
days when we only had one dress
suit between the two of us, and
whoever happened to wear it, the
other guy had to stay home in bed.

I went in to get an extra hand-
kerchief. When I came back he'd al-
ready hung up.

“I'd have been just as pleased
without her good wishes,” he told
me, going down in the elevator.
“That was that Fortescue gal just
then.”

She’d developed rather a bad case
of it the year before, before he met
Marcia. The. minute he found out
about it, he started to dodge and
duck and go into reverse; her na-
ture was too explosive to have
around the house. She’d even tried
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to have him beaten up by gangsters,
probably so she could nurse him
back to health; only he’d fractured
the jaw of one and chaséd the other
to the corner of First Avenue and
Fifty-fourth Street, where he lost
him in the trafic. Tom couldn’
prove it was she, of course, but he’d
had his suspicions. After that she'd
given up the job as hopeless and
we hadn’t heard any more of her—
until tonight.

“Funny thing about it,” he went
on, while we were waiting at the
door for a taxi, “is the big change
in her all of a sudden, saying may-
be it was all for the best. Wonder
how much of it she really meant?”

In the cab he suddenly snapped
his fingers. “Forgot all about itl 1
should have sent Marcia some flow-
ers.”

We stopped at a florist and he
went in. I waited where I was.

“Where are they?” I asked when
he came back empty-handed. A

“He’s rushing them down there
by special messenger. Some of the
swellest red roses you ever saw,
kind they call American Beauties.
She must be tired of orchids by
now.”

It was a three-ringed circus when
we got there. The Park-Ashley was
scething with debs, subdebs, post-
debs, Princeton and Dartmouth
undergrads, dowagers, mecn-about-
town, the whole social zoo. The
party was supposed to be on the
second floor but it was spilling
over in every direction.
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Tom and I hired a room together
to rest up in later on, before break-
fast. We had a highball apiece to
sce us through the first cighty
dances, then we went downstairs
and reported for duty. We found
Marcia standing next to her mother
on the receiving line.

“Almost thought you were going
to rencge on your own party,” she
smiled.

“Did you get my flowers?” he
asked.

She looked blank for a minute,
then began to laugh. “You must
have forgotten to put a card in, in
your excitement! Whole carloads of
them have been coming all eve-
ning.”

“I bet I find ’em!” a crystalline
voice piped up. Marcia’s kid sister
was standing there, eyes alight
with excitement. “I know his taste.”

“Red roses,” 1 said behind the
back of my hand, to help her along.
She turned and ran outside.

Tom began to dance with Mar-
cia, and just as I was girding up my
armor to step into the fray, the kid
came darting back again. “I see you
found them all right,” I said. One
was pinned to her dress and she
was holding a bud in her hand.

“Here, this one’s for you.” She
reached for my lapel and drew the
long stem through the buttonhole,
then snapped it off short. “Ow!”
she complained, and put her thumb
to her lips for a sccond.

“See, that's what you get!” 1
grinned.
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We started to dance, but before we
were halfway around the room she
was leaning against me in a funny
sort of way, as if she were tired out.
I put my hand to her chin, tilted
her head back, and looked into her
face. Her eyes were just drooping
closed. “Tired,” she murmured.
“Dick, i—can hardly stand up any
more—"

Suddenly she crumpled and
would have toppled over if my arm
hadn’t been around her waist. 1
managed to half<carry and half-
lead her over to the door, and no
one noticed; it looked like one of
those crazy new dance steps. As
soon as I got her outside I picked
her up from the floor altogether
and made for the nearest elevator,
She weighed less than nothing, just
somebody’s kid sister.

“What do you feel?” I breathed,
“What hurts you? Old Man Dick’ I
take care of you.”

She opened her eyes just enough
to show two slivers of white, like
crescent moons. “Old Man Dick
n’ Little Girl Jean,” she sighed.
Then she sort of passed out alto-
gether. The elevator slide opened
and I snapped, “Hurry up, take me
up to wherever their suite is! And
get hold of a doctor!”

The Planters seemed to have tak-
en a whole floor for the occasion. 1
stumbled through three rooms with
her before I got to anything with a
bed in it. Flowers everywhere; they
were all going to be distributed
to hospitals in the morning. A pert-
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looking number with a lace hand-
kerchief cocked over one cye was
sxttmg reading Ballyhoo.

“C’'mon, get your thrills later,” I

.ordered. “Hclp me with Miss Plan-

ter.”

She' squeaked like a mechanical
mouse and got the expensive covers
at half mast.

A distinguished-looking man
with a silver goatee miraculously
found his way in to where we were
without a road map, shoving a
bridge hand into his breast pocket.
He swept aside his dinner-tails and
sat down beside her.

“Turn the other way,” he said to
me and began to undo the shoulder
straps of her dress. Something fell
across one of my patent-leathers as
he tossed it aside, a huge cabbagy
red rose; I kicked it out of the way.
“This child is dead,” he said, in the
same tone of voice he would have
said “Three spades.” The French
maid squeaked again, then covcrcd
her mouth.

1 picked up the pale-green tele-
phone and asked them to page
Tommy Nye in the ballroom. I act-
ed as hard as a callus on a mail-
man’s foot but I was crying inside
of me; too much Princeton won'’t
let you show what you feel.

There was a long wait and the
music from downstairs came over
the wire clear as a bell and out into
the room, almost like a radio tuned
very soft—that waltz of Coward’s,
Nevermore. Her first party and her
last, she’d never dance again.
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“Tom,” 1 said when he got on,
“better take Marcia and her mother
back to their house, give them any
excuse at all, only don’t let them
come up here—"

“What’s up?” he said worriedly.

“The kid just died up here.
Don’t let it get around, you can
break it to them when you get them
home. Get back as quick as you
can, will you?”

He hung up without a word; I
couldn’t tell how he was taking it
—but then how would anyone take
a thing like that? I told the maid to
take the Planters’ wraps down to
them, and then go home with

them; she was too frilly for a death- _

chamber.

The society doctor, meanwhile,
had got in my hair. He'd tele-
phoned in his notification to the au-
thorities all right, and exerted him-
self to the extent of tipping one of
the pale-green sheets over the poor
youngster’s mouth. But the next
thing I knew he was back at the
phone again, had some other suite
on the wire, and was bidding in
his hand in the game that was wait-
ing his return. I'd seen some cold-
blooded things in my time but that
topped them all; I suppose he
thought I wasn’t listening. “—in
that case my partner and I will dou-
ble,” he was saying. “You can be-
gin leading, T'll be right down.”

“Let me help you get there even.
quicker!” I blazed, and hurtled him
through the three adjacent rooms
with one hand at the back of his
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“neck and the other at the opposite

end of him. He stumbled when I
let go of him, and by the time he
had recovered and turned to puff
himself up like a pouter pigeon, I

_had slammed the door in his face.

I paced back and forth for half an
hour amid the chrysanthemums,
gardenias, and sweet peas while the
medical examiner was busy in the
inner room with her. A policeman

‘with hay fever was sneezing at the

outside door.. And down below
they were still dancing, 1 suppose,
and drinking all over the place.

Tom showed up very paled
around the gills. “God, what a
ghastly experience! They both went
all to pieces, had my hands full—"

The inner door opened and the
examiner came out and went by
without a word—or would have
but Tom got in front of him and
blocked his way. “What's the
score?” he asked in a husky voice.
Behind him the other two showed
up; I hadn’t identified them yet, all
this was new to me. But they
weren't leaving yet, far from it. 1
could tell by the way they strolled
out and took in everything; they
were there for the night—and may-
be then some.

The examiner tried to side-step
Tom, but Tom wouldn’t let him
and snagged him by the lapel. “I'm
engaged to her sister—I have a
right to know—the whole thing
was too sudden—what's it all
about?”

One of the two watching us
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spoke up, in a slow drawl dripping
with some sort of hidden mean-
ing. “Funny you should say that,
about it was too sudden. You seem
to be ahead of -us. How come you
know it wasn't all jake, when we
haven’t told you yet?” His eyes
never left Tom’s face.

“Anyone would say the same
thing—she was only seventeen—to
drop that suddenly—" Tom broke
off. “Who are you, by the way?”

“Homicide,” the drawl came
back. He snapped off a bud from a
sheaf of long-stemmed La Frances
and drew it through his button-
hole. We both of us sort of tensed
at that. That word, ominous-sound-
ing. He nodded to the examiner.
“Go ahead, tell him, if he wants
to know so bad. Then maybe after
that it'll be our turn and he’ll tell
us one or two little things.”

“Tell, hell,” snapped the exami-
ner, “I don’t get paid for overtime.”

“Poetic, aren’t you,” I mur-
mured. “You really should be
rhyming couplets for tombstones.”

“She was killed in a poetic way
too,” he tossed back just before he
closed the door after him, “like this
was medieval Italy. Killed by a rose.
A rose whose stem was sprayed
with somecthing deadly, a rose
whose thorns were impregnated
with it whatever it was. She
pricked herself on it—the ball of her
thumb tells the story. We're having
an autopsy—"

“That ain’t all we're having, ei-
ther,” observed the more truculent
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of the two detectives. He scanned
the cardboard lid of "a box he'd
brought out with him, then asked
for The Fernery, Incorporated, on
the wire. “Every floral piece in
these three rooms has a card stuck
in it—except the bunch that red
rose came from. We're having a
talk with the florist that delivered
)Cm_’,

I gaveTom a look, but he was
staring down at the floor, so I
couldn’t catch his eye. I hadn’t seen
him select them, but the kid had
claimed she’d found them, and
Marcia had said something about
his having forgotten to send a card
with them; it sounded an awful lot
like his. The horticulturist who'd
grown them must have made some
ghastly slip-up, sent them on to the
florist without realizing that death
lurked along their stems—

But then why didn’t Tom speak
up, I wondered, and save them the
trouble of checking with the florist?
It would only look worse if they
got the information that way. What
did he have to hide? He had had
nothing to do with it; an accident
like that could have happened to
anyone. But then maybe he didn’t
realize even yet that they were the
ones he’d sent,

I cleared my throat. “Sounds a lot
like the ones—" And then looked
at him, to let him finish it himself.

He wouldn’t meet my eyes, kept
staring down at his feet.

Meanwhile the detective had got
through to The Fernery and it was
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too late to do it the easy way.
“Evans, Homicide Squad,” he
snapped. “You the manager? You
deliver two dozen American Beau-
ty roses to Miss Marcia Planter at
the Park-Ashley Hotel this eve-
ning? That ain’t what I asked you,
I didn’t ask if you delivered 'em
personally or sent ’em by messen-
ger! What I wanna know is, did
they come from your shop? Well,
who ordered ’em . . . Didn’t write
any card, eh? Well, would you
know him if you saw him again?”
His eyes flicked over at Tom and
back again, as he put the question.

1 shrugged violently at Tom, ges-
tured with both hands, meaning
in pantomime, “Why don’t you tell
him? What are you standing there
mum like that for?” He just looked
at me and smiled a little, with the
left half of his mouth.

The dick, Evans, hung up. “Any
objections to accompanying us—
and the flowers—to the shop for a
couple of minutes, Mr. Nye?” But
it wasn’t exactly a question, it was
an order.

Tom saluted with one finger at
his brow, turned toward the door
without saying a word.

“Me, too,” I said.

“Who’s the echo?” the second de-
tective wanted to know. “Ain’t it
about time we were finding out?”

“If you'd taken the trouble to ask,
you'd have found out long ago,” 1
said. “The name is R. Walsh,
Princeton ’52.”

He didn’t pop any collar buttons’
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over it. “Well, meet B. Doyle, P.S.
62, he said, without offering his
hand.

I thought I'd kid him a little.
“Howju?” I said gravely, ducking
my chin. “I'm this chap’s flac-mate
and slated to be his best man. Any-
thing else you'd like to know?”

“Liking,” he said, “has nothing
to do with it. I'd like never even to
have seen you, much less heard of
you, but this is business. So pop
open your trick hat and tail us.”

“Tail you?” I said, “What am I,
acollie?”

“Oh,” he protested coyly, “now
don’t pin me down that closely!”
and went out after Tom and
Evans.

The four of us got in a taxi and
went to where Tom had bought the
flowers, which Evans had brought
along, box and all, under his arm.

The proprietor was a silly-look-
ing duck wearing a morning coat.
“Ah, yes,” he said, taking a peep
under the lid, “these are from my
shop. Is there something wrong?™
And he washed his hands without
soap or water.

“That,” said Evans bluntly, “is
none of your business. The main
idea is, who bought ’em?”

“Why, this gentleman did, of
course.” He turned to Tom, and
even asked for corroboration. “Did-
n’t you, sir?™

Tom said quietly, “I bought two
dozen roses from you and told you
to send them where these were
sent, yes. But I hardly think these
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are the same ones you brought out
of the case to show me—or clse
there’s something wrong with your
stock. You see, they say one of them
killed my fiancée’s young sister.”
And he looked down at the floor
again,

The florist went~ “Ip!” and
jumped back about a foot from the
box that Evans had been holding
under his nose.

Doyle said, “Yeah, let’s see the
rest of 'em he picked these out of.”

Evans gave Tom a hard look.
“Why don’t you let us do the talk-
ing? We'll tell him anything we
think he needs to know.”

Tom didn’t answer, so I chipped
in, “What's so secret about it? She
did die, didn’t she, or are we hav-
ing hallucinations?”

Doyle, who seemed to have it in
for me, -growled softly out of the
corner of his mouth, “One more
twenty-five-cent word like that outa
you, and I'll send you home with a
note to your mother.”

The florist pushed back a glass
slide and showed us triple tiers of
long-stemmed roses. They had a
blue light shining on them—why
blue I don’t know, either to make
them look pretty or they were ultra-
violet rays to take the place of sun-
light. “They came out of here,” he
said. nervously, “but I'm sure you
won’t find anything the mat—"

Doyle reached in and said,
“Mind if we take a few samples
for the research lab? Nothing like
making sure. And don’t sell any
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more of them dll we get the re-
sults—that’s a police order.”

The poor florist acted as if he
wanted to break down and cry.
“They’ll be a total loss—you’re
quarantining one of the most per-
ishable items I carry in stock!”

“Watch it,” Evans advised his pal,
who was pawing at them clumsily.
“Don’t get a puncture like she did.”

“In which case,” 1 murmured
softly, “the poor rose’ll probably be
the one to curl up and die.”

Doyle blew up, violently and
completely. I seemed to have that
sort of effect on him. “This jerk,”
he yelled at his partner, “is getting
in my hair! Do we have to have
him along, what’s he doing here
with us anyway?”

“Slumming,” I said nastily.

Evans didn’t seem interested in
this side-feud. “How 1is it,” he
drawled indifferently, “you didn’t
put a card with them when you
bought them, Mr. Nye?” But he
was looking straight at the florist
and not Tom as he asked it.

“T didn’t have one with me, and
I was in a hurry to get down there
—we were late as it was. It was my
cngagement party, after all.”

The jittery shop-owner, whom
Evans was watching, didn’t scem to
have any control over his eye-, eye-
brow-, or lip-muscles; they all
moved simultaneously. Evans did-
n’t wait for the signs to become au-
dible. “Meaning he did write out a
card—or what? You told me over
the phone he didn’t!”
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“N-no; he didn’t.” He stumbled
over it, and yet he seemed to mean
it. “Did you, sir?”

“You're talking to us, not himl"”
Doyle jumped down his throat.

Tom was standing over by some
kind of a potted plant, idly poking
his index finger into the soft mold
around the bottom. I could see him

getting sorer by the minute; a pulse -

in his jaw started bobbing up and
down. He looked hard at the florist,
then at them. “I didn’t,” he said ir-
ritably, coming back again to where
the rest of us were. “What’s all this
business about a card, anyway? I
bought two dozen roses in -this
shop—without even putting my
hands on them, just pointed at the
ones I wanted. I didn’t take them
down there with me, didn’t even
lay eyes on them again; until you
two men brought them back here.
Am 1 supposed to have doctored
them up or something? With what
object? To—to endanger the girl
that’s going to be my wife?”
Loyal-friend-like, I gave them a
dirty look, most of it for Doyle.
“They’ve got to make a mystery
out of it, that’s what detectives are
for,” I said scathingly. “You and I,
Tom, we're just laymen. It'd be ob-
vious to us, or to anybody clse for
that matter, what must have hap-
pened. Some sort of spray or insec-
ticide was used on them and wasn’t
properly removed afterward. That’s
all there is to it, just a fright-
ful accident. But of course that
isn't enough for our fine feathered
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friends here, they’ve got to go
around wanting to know why you
didn’t send a copy of your birth
certificate down there with them!”

Doyle threw down the flowers
and stepped up close. “I don’t like
your face,” he said, “and haven't all
evening! Here’s where I change it
around a little!” And he swung
back, in good old 18%0 style.

“Fine!” 1 said agreeably, “but
not in here where there’s so much
glass. There’s a perfectly good
sidewalk outside—"

“Not there or anyplace else,” said
Evans, getting in between the two
of us. “Grow up, Doyle.” And to
me he remarked less than affably,
“You're excused, Mr. Walsh., We
can get along without your com-
pany, if you don’t mind. We're just
a pair of ignorant dicks, I know,
and you could carry out our rou-
tine much better; that's why we’re
being paid and you’re not. The po-
lice lab will tell the story; shoot out
there with those roses, Doyle. Keep
the two bunches separate.”

Tom and the two dicks got back
in “the cab and left me behind.
Evans wanted to ask Tom a few
more questions at Headquarters—
again it was a request, not an or-
der.

“See you up at the place later,”
he said to me. “Leave the key un-
der the mat if you turn in before I
get home.”

It had been warm in the flower
shop and I'd taken off my gloves
and crammed them in my pocket
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while we were in there. When I
started to put them on again, I saw
that one had fallen out. I turned
around and went in again abruptly.

The - proprictor, who evidently
hadn’t got over the effects of our
visit yet, gave a jump when he saw
me show up again. I wouldn't have
thought anything of it, but he hap-
pened to be standing close to that
potted plant when he did so.

“I dropped a glove,” I said, but 1
let him look around for it. I looked,
instead, at the finger-holes Tom
had absent-mindedly punched into
the mold around the plant when
that card business had come up.

“Here it is, I've found it,” he
said. He meant the glove, but I
suited my action to his words and
pulled a hundred-dollar bill, rolled
into a cylinder, out of one of the
finger-holes. He promptly dropped
the glove a second time—and a lot
of complexion with it.

“What was he slipping you this
for?” I asked quietly.

“Why, I'm sure he didn’t mean
that for me! He must have dropped
that in there by m-mistake—"

“Oh, no,” I said. “He gave you a
hard look just then, I saw him. I
thought he was sore at the time,
but it must have been a signal. Not
to tell—what?”

He didn’t know, hadn’t any idea
—all that sort of stuff.

“You're not thinking hard
enough,” I chided. “I'm his friend.
Wouldn’t you prefer to tell me and
keep it sort of en famille! Or sup-
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pose I page those two missing links
and let- them start the whole thing
over again?”

I wouldn’t have dreamed of do-
ing it, because this didn’t look so
hot for Tom. They'd gone already,
anyway, but the florist didn’t know
that.

Since then, people have said to
me: Why didn’t you butt out? Why
be nosey? I mean, what business
was it of yours whether your friend
had left a century-note in a florist
shop or not? Well, that’s just the
whole point. If he’d been only an
acquaintance, I certainly wouldn’t
have snooped. He was like a broth-
er to me; either you get the idea or
you don’t.

He gave in rather than face the
detectives again. “I'm really not ab-
solutely certain what he meant by
it,” he stammered, and possibly he
was telling the truth, “but I judge,
I imagine, he didn’t want the sec-
ond two-dozen roses mentioned—
in front of them. So I didn’t.”

Tom evidently hadn’t, if there’d
been any such, because he'd neg-
lected even to mention them to
me. “I imagine so,” I agreed, ‘as
though I'd been in on it all along.

He wasn’t sure I had . been,
though, I could see that; the mere
fact I'd crossquestioned him about
the bride made him wonder.-“You
know about the other young lady of
course?” he said hopefully.

I did now. And it wasn’t in char-
acter at all. I nodded noncommit-
tally.
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He shrugged, trying to appear
sophisticated. “I know how those
things are, young fellows about
town like you. But if I'd told them,
right away it would have been in
the papers—one of those gossip
columns maybe—how he sent flow-
ers to his ex the same night he was
getting engaged. Get him in hot
water. That's why I caught on and
shut up about it.”

I'd been racking my brains. But
there wasn’t really much of a list to
check. “Fortescue?”

“Yes, on 54th, over by the river.”

“You don’t have to tell me,” 1
assured him. “Same messenger
take them to both places?”

“Yes, he stopped off there first,
then went on to the Park-Ashley.”

I locked my teeth. “Why, that
devil!” T thought. “Is it possible she
snagged them away from him—the
second bunch—long enough to do
something to them, hoping to harm
Marcia? She must have caught on
whom they were for, no trick to
that at all; pumped the kid.” I wal-
loped my gloves viciously against
the edge of the case. “I'm going
down there,” I said to myself, “now
—right now! Dirty little murder-
ess!”

I speared my finger toward him,
with the century curled around it
the way it must have been curled
around Tom’s when he stuck it
into the mold. “Well, this is yours,”
I said disapprovingly. “He seemed
to want you to have it—and it’s his
money, not mine.”
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He took it; I would have col-
lapsed if he hadn't. “D’you think
I'll get in trouble?” he wanted to
know. “They didn't ask me point-
blank, you know—"

I wasn't interested. “See you
around,” I said, and went out.

I got in a cab and went down
seven blocks to 54th and over five
to the river. I thought: Would that
torch-bearer be capable of doing a
thing like that? But how had she
known ahead of time he was going
to send her flowers? How had she
managed to have—whatever it was
—ready? Was she a modern Lu-
cretia Borgia or something? And
yet it didn’t seem possible she'd
kept the messenger boy waiting
there any length of time, Marcia’s
flowers had got down to the hotel
ahead of us, and we'd had just a
straight ride in a taxi.

I vowed, I'll knock all her front
teeth out with my own little fist, if
I find out—! And thar sap—I
thought he knew his way around!

But the sight of Third Avenue
through the cab window seemed to
bring out the good old-fashioned
qualities in me, the sense of fair-
play and even a vestige of chivalry
that T hadn’t known was left in
me.

She hasn't brains enough, I told
myself. Her speed would be to try
to have him beaten up, as she did
once before. Why jump at conclu-
sions? That's what comes of asso-
clating with detectives, even for

half an hour!
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Simply an accident—and what’s
more, if one bunch was tainted,
then the whole consignment was,
and she’s in danger of having the
same thing happen to her if she
fools around with them. So be-
tween wanting to sock her in the
teeth and wanting to save her life,
I was in a hurry to get over there.

“That pretty color up ahead,” he
said sarcastically, “is red. They put
it on just to make the street look
nice. It don’t mean a thing. This
your first time in a New York cab,
Maed? o«

“Did I ask you for a civil service
examination?” I flared. “You've
talked yourself out of a tip.”

“You were just looking for an
excuse to welsh,” he let me know.
“Just for that you can open the
door yourself. No tip, no service.”

I didn’t seem to get along with
anyone tonight. I got out, bent
down, and put sixty cents on the
curbstone just out of reach. “You
can get out and pick it up if you
want it!” T said.

A bedecked janissary inside the
Taj Mahal (the décor suggested
that, with just a dash of the Colos-
seum) wanted to know who was
calling on Miss Fortescue.

“Mr. Tom Nye,” I said unblush-
ingly.

It was all right, it scemed, for
Mr. Tom Nye to go up. Whether it
would have been just as all right
for Mr. Dick Walsh, I doubted.

I tipped my hat elaborately—up-
stairs. Well, at least zer roses had-
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n’t played a dirty trick on her. “Hi,
Fritzie,” I greeted her.

“What's the idea?” she said husk-
ily. “Don’t you know your own
name any more?”

“I know how it is,” I soothed
her, “a nickel’s worth of last-min-
ute perfume behind the ears shot to
hell. And all the sofa pillows
punched together for nothing.
Wouldn't I do for a stand-in, at
least?”

“Don’t get wise,” she said sul-
trily. “You're jealous ’cause you
never got to first base, that's all.”

She never poisoned anyone, 1
told myself; just a child of nature.
I walked past her as though I
owned the phcc “My, what mcc
flowers,” I sald “And so tastcful[y
arranged too.” I sat down, flattened
my hat with my elbow.

She took something out of the
folds of her negligee, stuck it un-.
der one of the pillows, sat back
against it. I caught a flash through
her fingers, though.

“Mmm,” I said, “so he was going
to get flowers—in a different way,
without being able to smell them.
I thought you liked him.”

“What's on your mind,” she said
wearily. “Do I have to sit here all
night and listen to you talk like
Noel Coward?”

She had one rose pinned to the
shoulder of her negligee. There
was another spray of them ar-
ranged in a flat blue bowl near me.
I pulled one out—with a wicked
thorn sticking up from its stem—
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started. to play around with it
Prodded it gently with my thumb,
watching her, but not hard enough
to break the skin, I assure you.

Judging by her look, she didn’t
seem to give a rap whether T lived
or died—not even if it happened
right there on her premises. So I
quit doing it, because I did give a
rap. I pitched the thing over my
shoulder.

“Why did you figure you'd need
a gun if he came here to see you to-
night?” Doyle couldn’t have done
it any better. “What made you
afraid of him?”

She looked hostile, rather than
frightened or guilty. “That’s a good
one! What've I ever done to make
me afraid of him? When haven’t I
been afraid of him?”

Which didn’t make sense to me.
“Well, when haven’t you?” I par-
roted.

“Not since after I first found out
—" Then she let it down easy. “A
few things about him.”

There was a tap at the door. One
of those prearranged taps, I got the
feeling. She went over and opened
it and the janissary was standing
there. He didn’t say anything, just
looked at her.

“No, it’s all right,” she said, “it
wasn’t Mr. Nye.” So she’d coached
him over the house phone before
she let me in. “Look in on me in
a minute or two—I might need
you.”

Meanwhile T switched the gun
to under my own pillow.
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She came back and said to me,
“You know, I ought to go to the po-
lice. I should have long ago.”

I knew how she meant it, but I
distorted the meaning. “You ought
to,” I agreed. “And maybe you will
yet before the night's over.”

“If he comes near me again I
will.”

“No, it’s not a case of his coming
near you. You know, a young girl
died down there tonight—"

She took it big. Closed her eyes
and let her head loll back and put
the back of one hand between her
eyes. “Oh my God!” she shud-
dered, “Oh, that poor girl—I
should have phoned—oh, if I'd
only had the courage to phone! 1
was afraid, oh T was so afraid—"
She got up and did a couple of hall-
turns, this way and that. “I've real-
ly killed her—I'm to blame—"

“Now Dickie,” I said softly to
myself, “we’re really getting some-
where. And Doyle thinks he’s so
hot! Why, there’s nothing to it!”

“I've got to have a drink!” she
shivered, and poured herself
enough to launch a battleship.

“Have one on me too,” I encour-
aged when she’d downed it with-
out stopping to breathe. “And then
I suppose it'll be up to me to call
the police or something. Although
I hate to be a snitcher. Maybe I'll
let them do their own dirty work.”

She looked at me and I looked
back at her.

“So you should have phoned!” I
mimicked. “That and a couple of
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other little things. I'll tell you what
you should have done! You should
have let those flowers alone—then
there wouldn't have been anything
to phone about. You'll probably get
away with it at that. ‘Beautiful love
slave mad with jealousy. I didn’t
know what I was doing, I didn’t
want her to have him.'”

The second drink fell out of her
hand and parted over her satin
slippers like a gold wave. “What are
you talking about?” she said in a
stifled voice. “Flowers—" She ges-
tured vaguely at the ones scattered
around. “—what've they got to do
with it?”

“You put something on them,
didn’t you, and then sent them on
to her from here.”

“I1” She screamed it. “I got them
from him!” She glanced in hor-
rified fascination down at the one
on her shoulder. “Is that how—

what happened to Marcia Planter

anyway?”

“Not Marcia, her younger sister.
But at least you admit whom you
intended it for—which is no news
to me. Why ask what happened?
Something deadly on their stems
got into her bloodstream—" 1
snapped my fingers. “Or didn’t you
intend to go quite that far—did
you just want to give her prickly
heat and spoil her beauty? Ama-
teurs shouldn’t experiment with
poisons—"

But she had no more time for
words. I think, woman-like, my
latter suggestion had frightened
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her even more than the thought of
death itsclf. She was afraid to take
the thing off her, the one pinned to
her negligee, or touch it with her
fingertips in any way; so she start-
ed pulling and tearing the whole
flimsy off her shoulders. And as she
did so, she kept giving little bleat-
ing wails and side-stepping around
in a macabre sort of rhumba.

It should have been excruciating-
ly funny; it wasn’t of course any-
thing of the kind. “Stand sull!” 1
ordered and caught at her. “You'll
make it happen twice as quickly
that way! T'll get it off for you—"

I pulled the pin out carefully, and
the thing dropped of its own weight
and I 'kicked it away with my foot.

“So you didn’t have a hand in
it,” I said, sitting down again. What
else was there to say—after what
I'd just seen? Tallulah Bankhead
would have been just as convinc-
ing, but not without a rehearsal or
two.

She was all in; she reached up
and pushed her hair out of the way.
“But why before?” she said. “Why
before—tonight was only the en-
gagement, wasn't it? I thought it
was after their marriage that—that
she had to worry about.”

She poured us each a drink this
time.

“There are two sides to the
story,” she said, when she was
down to the ice cube.in her glass.
“Mine—and the one you've heard
from him, or gathered from what
he’d let drop. I know about that,
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because he’s said to me, ‘Dick
thinks I'm off you. All the better,
let him think so.” I can just about
imagine what his side of it is—that
he cooled off, that I've been run-
ning after him ever since, that I
even sent some friends of miné to
beat him up. Now listen to my side
of it—and it’s not a pretty story.

“I did go for him, I was sold on
him. Then one night a year ago we
were sitting here eating apples. I'd
given him a fruit knife to pare
them with. All of a sudden with-
out any warning he had me pinned
down here in a corner of this same
sofa we're sitting on and was bend-
ing over me with that knife aimed
at my throat. No rational reason,
no jealousy, nothing like that—just
a sudden urge. One look at his
eyes, and I knew enough not to
struggle. I just lay there limp, talk-
ing to him quietly, saying, ‘You
don’t want to do that—wait’ll to-
morrow night—'" Oh, anything
that came into my head. Dick
Walsh, it was a solid hour before I
got him to put it down and take up
his things and leave. When I got the
door locked after him, I fell in the
most beautiful faint you've ever
seen—just behind it.

“It happened once again, about a
month later. Not quite as bad. 1
was laughing and had my head
back. ‘Gee what a soft little neck
you've got,” he said, and closed his
hands around it, sort of measuring
it. He didn’t put on any pressure,
and I distracted his attention by
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pointing to something behind him.,

“I bought this gun the next day,
and I've never received him with-
out it since. Walsh, I knew then
and I've known ever since—that
your friend has a streak of homici-
dal mania in him. He’s probably
fighting it, but it's growing strong-
er all the time, and it’s going to
come out some day—"

“I've known him since we were
both in school,” I said. “You're
talking nonsense!”

She said bitterly, “A man can go
through college with another man,
room with him for years, be slated
for best man at his wedding, but
when it comes to knowing that
other man, the hidden recesses of
the mind, the dark quirks revealed
in unguarded moments, it takes a
woman.”

“Why didn't
ther?”

"1 was afraid to. Afraid he'd
turn on me and get me for sure if
I antagonized him in any way. 1
couldn’t face it, the thought that he
might be lurking downstairs by
the door some night when I came
home, or get himself admitted up
here and wait for me hidden in a
closet. I told a couple of small-time
racketeer friends of mine about it,
and they went out to beat him up.
That was their own idea, not mine.
That scared me even worse. |
begged them to lay off, let me han-
dle it."

“Why didn’t you go to the police,
then?”

you drop him
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“Walsh,” she said drily, “a girl
like me has no social standing, she
has to take her chances. Besides, he
never actually threatened me—it
was just that I never knew from
one visit to the next when the thing
was going to pop through the ve-
neer of sanity that's hidden it so
well from you and everyone else.

“When he first started going
with Miss Planter, all I could think
of was that meant an out for me,
that I'd finally get rid of him. I
wanted to ring bells and blow
whistles. But it was still there, only
it had switched over to her. I'm a
nice comfortable sort of person;
other guys don’t hide much from
me, I guess I had the same cffect
on him. He started in by saying
that he still liked me better than
her, but that he’d have to marry
her because she had all kinds of
dough. Then pretty soon he was
saying that he’d come back to me
and show me what he really
thought of me, once he got his
hands on that dough. Leaving it
sort of indefinite what would hap-
pen to her. Then finally it became
less and less indefinite, until 1
couldn’t help knowing what he
meant. He didn't say it in so many
words, but you couldnt mistake
his meaning—he was going to get
rid of her some fine day—"

I got my own drink this time:
She was getting under my skin,
but every pore was fighting her.

“That’s bad enough,” she said,
“that set-up. But there’s something
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worse to it, something worse than
that. The real horror of it, is, he
doesn’t really want Marcia’s mon-
ey, he doesn’t really want me. He
just wants to kill someone. He’s
sick in the head. Oh, I looked into
his eyes for sixty minutes that
night, with a sharp knife at my
windpipe, and no one can tell me
different! If it isn’t her, it’ll be
someone else, sometime, some-
where—"

I hated her for doing this to me.
“Proof,” 1 said huskily. “Proof. I've
got to have proof. You've destroyed
my confidence in him forever,
damn you. But still I only have
your say-so, your suspicions to go
by. 'm with him day and night,
and I've never noticed anything.
I've fallen between two stools now.
You can’t leave me like this.”

“T'll give you proof,” she said.
She got up and looked frightened,
as if she were trying to get up her
courage. “I called him up once to-
night. You were there. You didn’t
hear what he said to me, though,
did you?” She went over and
dialed Butterfield 8-1200, our num-
ber. I read the slots over her shoul-
der. .

“Don’t ever tell him,” she
breathed. “For God’s sake, don’t
cver let him know about this—or
I'm finished.”

She sat down on the bench, and
I sat down on it the opposite way
with my head affectionately on her
shoulder. We weren’t thinking of
love, we were both listening to the
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same receiver. I was shaking a lit-
tle.

He got on and she said, “Hello,
Tommy dear. Did I get you out of
bed?”

“Who is this, Fritzie? No, I just
got in,” he told her. “I've been
down at Police Headquarters until
half an hour ago. Did you hear
what happened?”

She looked at me quickly-and I
shook my head; it mightn't be in
the papers yet. She said no, and he
told her. He told her that the re-
port from the chemical lab had
come in while he was there—some
kind of experimental stuff they'd
been trying out for a weed killer at
the hothouses had got on them by
accident; they'd gone down there
now to destroy all the rest of the
bushes, and werc sending out a
warning to all the florists around
town. “Walsh said that from the
beginning,” I heard him say “but
for a time they had me feeling
damned uncomfortable.”

She gave me a look, but I didn't
call that proof. “And will this de-
lay your wedding?” she led him
on.

“Not if I've got anything to say
about it,” he answered.

“So it looks like I've got to lose
you after all,” she crooned.

“I'll be back at your door in six
months, darling—a widower,” he
whispered.

An clectric current went through
me. Her eyes met mine; hers were
frightened, seemed to say “I told

DETECTIVE AGAIN 95

you so”; mine must have been hor-
rified, incredulous.

“You don't really mean—those
things you've been saying all
along,” she said, to spur him on.

But he was too cagey. “I don't
want to talk any more over the
phone. See you soon.”

The more we drank, the less
able we were to get drunk. “Proof
enough?” she shivered.

I drew my hand- across my
mouth, as though I had a bad taste.

“It’s in him,” she caid. “And if it
isn’t her, it'll be somebody else.”

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!”
I breathed it as though afraid of the
sound of my own voice. “D'you re-
member when that Andrea girl
was killed about a year and a half
ago—that. case that was never
cleared up—did you know him
then? He got all excited, dwelt on
it—it ‘was all he could talk about
for days—"

“Yes, yes!™ she agreed. “I no-
ticed that too. He came to see me
the night after it happened. He

-brought in three papers with him,

not one, and sat and read every
word in them aloud to me. His
face was all flushed, he secemed to
get a thrill—"

“You scratched him that night,
didn't you—no, it was the night be-
fore that he came home from here
all marked .up. I first saw it that
morning, and he laughed and told
me how ‘emotional’ you'd gotten

She put an ice<old hand on my
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wrist, so cold 1 jumped at the
touch of it. “He wasn’t with me
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the night before. By all that’s holy’

I swear it! I was out at a bar with
another man when the news of the
Andrea girl came over the radio. 1
didn't give him those marks. I no-
ticed them myself the second night
—he told me they came from a
new electric razor he'd just bought
—'burns’ he called them—"

I said it so low it’s a wonder she
heard me. “He’s never owned one.”

We were awfully quiet, awfully
scared. We were both thinking the
same thing. We didn’t want to
know for sure; I had to go back
and sleep under the same roof with
him, she had to receive him the
next time he took it into his head
to drop in on her. We didn’t want
to know for sure . .

I left at three that morning. I left
an entirely different girl from the
one I'd called on before midnight.
I'd called on a slinky, jealousy-
crazed dame, who had pursued the
life out of my room-mate and was-
n’t ready to give him up even yet,
not if she had to murder her rival.
I came away from a girl who was
no plaster saint, who wouldn’t have
thought of refusing a “present”
from an admirer when it was of-
fered in the right spirit, but who,
far from pursuing Tom, had been
living under the shadow of death’s
wing for the past year or more, had
never received him without having
a gun handy, ever since she’d
found out—

-
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I came away with that gun of
hers—she had urged me to take it
with me. “I'm going to get out of
here,” she said. “First thing in the
morning! He’ll find out sooner or
later 1 told you—"

“No, he won’t,” I said. “He won'’t
come- near you again, don’t worry.”

“What are you going to do?” she
asked.

“I don't know,” 1 said. “He’s—
my friend.” Lt

Her “What are you going to do?”
followed me away from the place.
I didn’t know what to do. He
hadn’t poisoned those flowers, he
hadn’t done anything. He was go-
tng to do things—some day. Fritzi
and I both knew that. An accident
that looked like murder had re-
vealed—a real murder, in the fu-
ture, not yet committed. “That and
a suspicion of murder already com-
mitted, in the past. -

I couldn’t go to the police; he
hadn’t done anything they could
hold him for. I couldn’t just sit by
cither, and watch Marcia Planter
or some other girl drift slowly to
her doom. 1 had my own life to
live, but I'm funny that way. I
couldn’t have gone through the
months and years with that hang-
ing over me, not knowing when—

It would have been better not to
know. But I knew now. And I
didn’t know what to do.

The key was under the mat
when I got back. That riled me for
some strange reason. 1 felt he
should have cowered behind a
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locked door, away from me and
what I'd found out. I made faces
while I unlocked, closed the door
again after me. Faces like a guy go-
ing into a place where there’s ver-
min. 2

I gave the foyer the lights, took.

off my topper, shied it into the
dark living room, not caring if I
ever saw it again. ] went in
through the open bedroom door
and gave that the lights. He was
sound asleep, a long cylinder un-
der the covers, on the bed nearest
the window.

I stood there looking at the place,
looking at him. A fistful of change
and crumpled bills on the dresser;
where my jack always went too at
nights. How many times we’d had
a friendly row the next morning,
trying to separate the two. “That
fin was mine, y’ highway robber!
You only had singles!” Each feel-
ing at the same time that the other
guy would have given him the
shirt off his back.

I'm not trying to be stagey, but
put yourself in my place. A thou-
sand pictures flashed through my
mind, like a shell-shocked news-
reel. The two of us in the Varsity
Show. At proms. Trying out for
football. Boning for exams. Get-
ting chased in a second-hand road-
ster by a motorcycle cop. Standing
together on the stag line at a hun-
dred deb-parties, both going for
the same wows and both dodging
the same clucks.

And now, here he was. Showing
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.a rotten spot, like an apple. Not
showing it, rather, but having it in
him. It didn’t make me want to
break down and cry; it had just the
opposite effect, made me sore as
blazes—because it was such a dirty
“trick on me, I guess.

“Get up,” I growled. “Get up,
you!” My wvoice rose as I went
along. “Get up and get out of here
before 1I—"

He was awake then, startled,
blinking at me. “What’s the matter
with you—one too many?”

“Get out of here—beat it!” My
mouth felt all lopsided. “You dirty
murderer!”

“You've gone crazy,” he said.
“What happened to those flowers
was an accident. I waited down

there till they had a full report on
it—-"

“Yes,” I said bitterly, “that’s the
joke of it. An accident came along,
and through a chain of circum-.
stances revealed a murder—in the
making! A murder that hasn’t
happened yet—that I'm going to
sec doesn’t happen!”

I slewed a chair around, sat
down heavily on it, took out Frit-
zie’s gun, and broke it open. I took
out a bullet and put it in my pock-
ct.

He made a move toward his
trousers. “No, wait!” T said. “You'll
go back to her, won’t you, that poor
little Fortescue hustler, and you'll
do her in—for telling me!”

I took out a second bullet. “Or
you'll go to Marcia Planter and
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you'll say, ‘Let’s get married right.

away, let’s give them all the slip
and leave town. And then some
fine day she’ll have an accident,
won't she—fall out of a window or
be swept overboard from a ship—"

I took out the third bullet and
put that away. “No, she won't! She
loves and trusts you, she deserves a
better break than that.”

“That lying little—" he said.

“You spoke into my ear over the
phone an hour ago.” I took out the
fourth bullet. “And it isn’t even
that—I'd steer clear of you maybe,
if it was just the money. But it’s
killing for the sake of killing ... 1
saw how you ate up the, papers
when the Andrea girl was throt-
tled. I don’t know if you did that
or not, and I don’t want to know.”

I took out the fifth bullet, and I
clicked the gun closed.

“Whether you did or 'not, one
thing’s sure. The insulation had
already started to wear thin by that
time. And now there’s not very
much left. It’s going to be someone
—real soon. Maybe someone you
haven't even met yet. The guy I
went through school with, that I've
roomed with all these years, would-
n’t want that to happen—even if
you do. Only Fritzie and I know.”

I stood up and looked at him,
and ‘he looked back at me. “And
she’s—nobody. And I'm—your
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friend. Still your friend. Think it
over.”

I pitched the gun away from me
onto his bed.

I turned and went to the door.
“Think it over,” I said, without
looking at him any more. I closed
it after me and went out.

It hit me awfully quick. I'd hard-
ly got halfway through the small-
sized foyer outside-when it hit me.
Seemed to hit me in the back and
lift my heels clear of the floor. A
boom that rattled the closed bed-
rcom door on its hinges.

I didn’t look around. I went over
to the phone and dialed Headquar-
ters. I asked for Doyle, why I don’t
know. I guess I wanted to talk to
somebody 1 knew, no matter how
slightly, rather than just some
stranger.

He was still there and they got
him for me.

I said dully, “This is Dick Walsh
—I don't know if you remember
me or not, from the Park-Ashley
and the florist shop tonight—"

Heliked me as much as ever.
“Sure I do,” he said sarcastically.
“The amateur detective!”

“My friend just had an accident,
better come - around.” Something
like a sob came into my throat
without my meaning it to. “You
can have your job. I'll never play
detective again.”

‘O



This is the 253rd “first story” to be published by Ellery Queen’s
Mystery Magazine . . . An interesting and provocative “first story”
—and what s its strange narrative grip?

The author was 29 when he submitted “Thank You, Mr. Thurston”
to BEOMM. Earlier in his career he had sold a nonfiction piece to
“1000 Jokes Magazine,” and this event had changed Mr. Dumonte’s
htfe—it had turned him irrevocably to writing; but,alas, until EQMM
purchased “Thank You, Mr. Thurston,” Mr. Dumonte's “unpub-
lished stuff accumulated in unsightly heaps in the back of a closet.”

The author has lived in Chicago, New York City, Muami, New
Orleans, San Francisco, and Milwaukee; and, “courtesy of the U.S.
Army,” in Korea, Japan, and Guam. He has worked in radio and in
the theater, and more recently was editor of what he described as a
“cow-college newspaper and magazine” . ..So Mr. Dumonte has “got
around,” and from his wanderings will come, we are sure, many

tales . . .

THANK YOU, MR. THURSTON

by ED DUMONTE

HEY ALL TOLD ME, “‘MR. THURS-
Tton can help you.” When I
took my pictures to dealers or col-
lectors or to other artists they all
said, “See Mr. Thurston—hc will
know what to do.”

But how could I? Alonc and
friendless in the city, I had no in-
fluence, no channel of"communica-
tion, to a man of Mr. Thurstan’s
stature and importance. I under-
stand this now. But I wasted many
weeks sitting in the anteroom of
Mr. Thurston's office. Each morn-
ing I rolled up several of my best
canvases and went to Mr. Thurs-
ton’s office to wait.

“Mr. Thurston sees no one with-
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out an appointment,” the girl
would tell me. Or “Mr. Thurston
will be in conference all day.”

All the mornings and all the
afternoons of all the days I waited
patiently, hopefully, and I never got
so much as a glimpse of Mr. Thurs-
ton. At last my money ran out and
I had to take my paintings into the
streets again—to display on fences
and trees.

But I didn’t stop trying to get
Mr. Thurston’s attention. Every-
body knows that an artist has no
chance of getting a showing or any
critical attention unless he can win
the patronage of some great man.
Perhaps, 1 reasoned, if I couldn't
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speak for my paintings, my- paint-
ings could speak for me.

Among my best works were
scenes of the city, done soon after
I arrived, while the city was still
fresh and beautiful to me. One of
my impressions was a skyline of
vertical lines and planes done in
shades of gray. Another, painted at
the waterfront, interpreted the
warchouses . as cubes of dingy
brown, the river as a parallelogram
of polluted blue, the whole sur-
mounted and spanned by arches of
rust. These were two of the pic-
tures I rolled into a tube and mailed
to Mr. Thurston.

After a week my paintings were
returned . . . unopened. Stuffed
into the wrapping was a note: “Mr.
Thurston does not examine un-
solicited artwork.”

[ was almost angered by the note.
But when I thought about it, I de-
cided it was reasonable. Mr. Thurs-
ton was a great and influential man,
his name on every tongue. He must
receive thousands of requests for
help every week, hundreds of paint-
ings from daubers and Sunday
artists. He could hardly be expected
to give his valuable time to every
unknown artist who called on him.

For a time I puzzled over ways
and means of getting to see Mr.
Thurston. My problem was solved,
I thought, by a prosperous-looking

gentleman  who  one  afternoon
stopped and examined my street
display.

He liked my pictures. Thcy
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showed depth and fecling, he said.
Excellent composition, striking col-
ors. When he asked why I didn’t
have a dealer to represent me or a
gallery to hang my pictures, I told
him, and he understood.

Although he had no influence
himself, he said, he had a friend
who would be most interested in
seeing my work. And he wrote me
a letter of introduction to Mr.
Thurston.

Was it to be that easy, then?

The next day I brushed my suit,
applied a bit of black paint to my
shoes, and with two paintings un-
der my arm I went back to Mr.
Thurston’s office. I interrupted one
of the familiar excuses to give the
secretary my letter. She disappeared
into the inner office, returned after
a few moments, and handed the let-
ter back to ‘me.

“Mr. Thurston has asked me to
tell you that he is acquainted with
the vriter of this letter, and that his
personal distaste for the man is ex-
ceeded only by his abhorrence for
his judgment of art. Under no cir-
cumstances would Mr. Thurston
consider sponsoring a piece of work
recommended by that man.”

As she spoke I flushed with an-
ger; but my anger changed, as I
realized what had happened, to em-
barrassment and shame. I had been
duped, tricked by one of Mr. Thurs-
ton’s enemies, cruelly used as a
pawn in some hideous joke. I fled
from .the office and ran blindly
back to my room.
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I lay for hours on my cot, moan-
ing with anguish as the conse-
quences of what I had done be-
came all too clear to me. Foolishly
I had let my name be associated
with a man whom Mr. Thurston
despised, and forever afterward,
though innocent of any offense, my
name and my work would be at-
tacked by Mr. Thurston as if I too
were his enemy.

All that was left to me was to
leave the city, leave my oils and
brushes, leave my paintings for the
janitor’s boilers, and try to endure
somehow the living-death of the
world of non-art. But I was not yet
free to go.

If I were ever to know peace I
must find some way to apologize to
Mr. Thurston. Not that he would
accept it, for he was a great and im-
portant man, and I had offended
him beyond endurance. And, too,
there was so little I could do. A
public apology from a nonentity has
no significance. I would gladly
have cut off my ear and sent it to
him, but he would probably return
the package unopened.

The answer came to me in a
flash of inspiration. I would do a
portrait of Mr. Thurston!—a por-
trait that would express more clear-
ly than words the respect and ad-
miration I felt for him. A portrait
of feeling and sincerity beyond any
doubt or question

I immediately started to work,
searching newspaper and magazine
files for pictures of Mr. Thurston,
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rereading his famous articles of
criticism and opinion. From these
fundamentals of likeness and char-
acter I made sketches—ten or fif-
teen sketches to capture the arch of
an eyebrow or the shading of a
checkbone. Forty or fifty sketches
to find the proper angle of the head
and express the character of the
chin. Hundreds of sketches to re-
create for all the world to see the
soul of this great and influential
man.

At last T was satished with the
sketches, and then slowly, painstak-
ingly, I began to commit to canvas
the image I had conceived. For
days, without food or rest, I fought
with mass and color to put a living
man into oil—the massive brow il-
luminated from withir by a bril-
liant intelligence, the eyes that saw
beneath the flat surface of canvas to
the heart and soul that gave a paint-
ing life, the thin lip that curved
into an almost cruel disdain for
shoddiness or incompetence, the
sweeping line of jaw and chin that
bespoke the sensitivity of a true
critic and connoisseur . . .

When the painting was finished,
I carried it to Mr. Thurston’s office
and left it propped against a chair.
Then, wrung dry by exhaustion
and the passion of my work, I re-
turned to my room and collapsed
into unconsciousness.

I don’t know how much later it
was or how it came about, but my
next memory is of Mr. Thurston
himself standing over me, shaking
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the portrait in my face and shout-
ing atme.

“I am accustomed to being
hounded by every inconsequential
dauber in the city,” he said. “If you
have been the most persistent, I
reasoned that it must be because
you were the least talented. When I
found this—this atrocityl—in my
anteroom I saw that T was right,

“I do not make a practice of of-
fering constructive criticism for
every smear of paint I see. But since
to do so in your case may save me
the further annoyance of being ex-
posed to your work, I shall make
this exception. My critical opinion
is: stop painting! If you must paint,
study under the proper teachers
and you may one day be capable of
designing wallpaper. You will cer-
tainly never rise above that level.

“Use your eyes and whatever
sense you may have and you will
see the truth of what I say. Com-
pare this—this portraitl—with its
subject, for example. Do the frontal
lobes of my brain really peep
through a gap in my forehead? Do
my eyes indeed dangle out of their
sockets? Have I somehow missed
seeing in my mirror what is appar-
ently a third eye? Are the bones of
my jaw as badly broken and dislo-
cated as this—this execrable—this
heinous—this shocking—"

Mr. Thurston went on. And on
and on. But I was no longer capa-
ble of understanding what he said.
The very core and fiber of my be-
ing had been torn apart and shred-
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ded, as by some mighty internal ex-
plosion. With excruciating pain and
blinding light the truth of all that
Mr. Thurston said burst upon me.

It was futile to try to express
thoughts and emotions with ab-
stract forms, as I had been doing.
My pictures had to look like the ob-
jects they represented. It was really
so simple . .-

It goes without saying that it was
Mr. Thurston’s wise and generous
criticism that made my paintings
the success they are today. A re-
porter was with the policemen who
broke open the door of my room
and his newspaper printed photo-
graphs of Mr. Thurston lying be-
side his portrait. Other reporters,
too, were kind in describing the
likeness as “uncanny,” “startling,”
“an incredible similarity.” Art deal-
ers and collectors have been clam-
oring for more of my work ever
since.

Unfortunately the light here is
bad and I am kept too busy shut-
tling between the courtroom and
the doctor’'s examinations to con-
tinue my painting. So the portrait
of Mr. Thurston will probably be
my last painting. That’s the opin-
ion of the lawyer assigned to me by
the judge; he believes T have only
another six weeks or two months
left, and I'm too exhausted to com-
plete a major work in that time.

But that’s all right. The portrait
is my masterpiece.

Thank you, Mr. Thurston.
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he could be wish words . . .

I turned away from Gainsbor-
pugh’s “Musidora Bathing Her
Feet,” talking loftily about legs,
that we were confronted by a tall
and dark young man.

“Sir,” hc addressed Tarlyon, “I
would be obliged if you would tell
me in which gallery hang the pic-
tures by Manet?”

“Ah,” said Tarlyon, “onc letter
can make so much difference! You
are sure you do not mean Monet?”

“Manet,” said the dark stranger,
and looked as though he meant it

“I am delighted to meet a man of
taste,” said Tarlyon heartily. “We,
too, were just about to view the
Manets. We are partial to Manet.
This way.”

We followed him like lambs.

T WAS AS GEORGE TARLYON AND I ~Tarlyon’s knowledge as to where

the Manets were took the form of
trying cvery gallery in which the
Manets were not.

The dark stranger walked silent-
ly and firmly. He was a tall young
man of slight but powerful build;
his nose, which was of the patrician
sort, would have been shapely had
it not once been broken in such a
way that forcver after it must no-
ticeably incline to one side. He car-
ried himself with an air of determi-
nation and assurance which would,
I thought, make any conversation
with him rather a business. His hat,
which was soft and had the ele-
ganee of the well worn, he wore
cavalierly. Shoes by Lobb.

At last a picture rose before our
eyes, a large picture, very blue.

Copyright 1923 and 1951 by Michael Arlen; originally tizled, “The Broken Nose.”
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Now who shall describe that pic-
ture which was so blue—blue even
to the grass under the soldiers’ feet,
the complexion. of the soldiers’
faces, and the rifles in the soldiers’
hands? Over against a blue tree
stood a solitary soldier, and miser-
ably blue was his face, while the
others stood very stiffly with their
backs to us, holding their rifles in a
position which gave one ne room
to doubt that they were about to
shoot the solitary soldier for some
misdemeanor.

“Manet,” said Tarlyon proudly.
~The dark young stranger was ab-
sorbed. He pulled his hat a lLtle
lower over his left eye, so that the
light should not obtrude on his
vision.

“These things happen,” he mur-
mured. “And they happen like
that” But it was as though he
spoke to himself.

“Come on,” I whispered to Tar-
lyon, for we seemed to be intrud-
ing—so that I was quite startled
when the stranger suddenly turned
from the picture to me.

“You see, sir,” he said gravely, “I
know all about killing. I have killed
many men.”

“Army Service Corps?” inquired
Tarlyon.

“No, sir,” snapped the stranger.
“I know nothing of your corps. 1
am a Zeytounli.”

“Are you, by Godl” cried Tar-
lyon. I envied him, but could not
imitate him.

“Please have patience with me,”
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I begged the stranger. “What is a
Zeyrounli?”

He regarded me with those smol-
dering dark eyes; and I realized
vividly that his nose had been brok-
en in some argument which had
cost the other man more than a
broken nose.

“Zeytoun,” he said softly, “is a
fortress in Armenia. For five hun-
dred years Zeytoun has not laid
down her arms, but now she is
burnt stones on the ground. ‘The
Zeytounlis, sir, are the hill-men of
Armenia. I am an Armenian.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry!” Tarlyon mur-
mured.

“Why?" snarled the Armenian.

“Well, you’ve been treated pretty
badly, haven’t you?” said Tarlyon.
“All these massacres and things—"
“'The stranger glared at him, an("
then he laughed at him. T shall re-
member that laugh. So will Tar-
lyon. Then the stranger raised a
finger and, very gently, he tapped
Tarlyon’s shoulder.

“Listen,” said he. “Your manner
of speaking bores me. Turks have
slain many Armenians. Whercfore
Armenians have slain many Turks.
You may take it from me that, by
sticking to it year in and year out
for five hundred years, Armenians
have in a tactful way slain more
Tucks than Turks have slain Ar-
menians. That is why I am proud
of being an Armenian. And you
would oblige me, gentlemen, by in-
forming your countrymen that we
have no use for their discarded
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trousers, but would be grateful for
some guns. And you would still
further oblige me by trying, in fu-
ture, not to talk nonsense about
Armenians. Adieu, gentlemen. You
will probably hear of me again.”

He left us.

“I didn’t know,” I murmured,
“that Armenians were like that. I
have been misled about Armenians.
And he speaks English very well.”

“Hum,” said Tarlyon thought-
fully. “But no one would say he
was Armenian if he wasn’t, would
he?”

“Also,” said I, “he is the most ag-
gressive young man I have ever
met. Manet, indeed!”

“So would you be aggressive,”
Tarlyon snorted, “if you had been
massacred and made an atrocity cf

ever since you were a slip of a boy",

and had spent your holidays being
chased round Lake Van by roaring
Turks and hairy Kurds with scimi-
tars dripping with the blood of Cir-
cassian children.”

“All the same,” 1 suggested, “it
must be pretty restless for the
Turks living in the same suburbs
with a crowd of young men like
that. I would go a long way round
on a dark night to avoid meeting
that young man, just in case he
might be in a bad temper.”

If anyone told me the tale of our
second meeting with the Zeytounli
that very night, and of its conse-
quencies, I might humor him, but
I would not believe him. But this
is what actually happened, toward
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midnight of that very day, within a
stone’s throw of Claridge's Hotel,
in Brook Street, Mayfair.

George Tarlyon and I had been
of the same company for dinner
and then bridge at a house in
Brook Strect. Toward midnight, a
gap in the bridge allowed us to
slip away, which we did, refusing a
last glass of barley-water with pas-
sionate restraint,

Tarlyon had parked his car out-
side Claridge’s, and thither we
walked. Brook Street, at that hour,
is undecided between a state of
coma and one of glittering aban-
don; which means that the deathly
silence is every now and then shat-
tered by rich automobiles hurling
themselves and lovely ladies all cov-
ered in pearls and chrysoprase into
the bosom of Grosvenor Square.

Claridge’s, of course, hath music,
so that youth may dance. But of
pedestrians  along  Brook  Street
there are less than a few, and of
young men in gents' evening wear
running furiously after limousines
there is a noticeable scarcity.

He simply tore past us, that
young man, in the middle of the
road, a few yards behind a swiftly
going car. The car stopped near
Grosvenor Square. We were more
than fifty yards away, and could
not determine whether it was a
man or a woman who emerged
from the car and entered the house,
but it looked like a fat little man.
Then the car slid away. The pur-
suing young man had disappeared.
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“He can’t have been doing it for
fun,”said Tarlyon.

“Perhaps he’s gone to have a
bath,” I suggested. For it was a
very warm night, and running
after motor cars must have been a
wet business.

“We'll see,” said Tarlyon. We re-
traced our steps up Brook Street,
and passed the house into which
the occupant of the car had disap-
peared. It was a house like another,
dark and silent; and as it stood al-
most at the corner, we went round
the corner into Grosvenor Square;
at least we were rounding the cor-
ner when a young man in a great
hurry collided with us.

“Ah!” said Tarlyon.

“Sorry,” said the stranger. I was
right about the running—it had
made his face very wet.

“Soit’s you!” said Tarlyon.

“Goad evening, gentlemen,” said
the Armenian, with a sort of furi-
ous courtesy. “If you will excuse
me, I am in a harry.” He made to
pass us.

“We noticed it,” said Tarlyon.
“In fact, we noticed nothing else.”

“Damnl” snapped the Armenian.
“So you saw me running!”

“So did he,” I murmured, look-
ing up Brook Street. A policeman
was sauntering toward us.

“If you dont want to be asked
any questions by the arm of the
law,” Tarlyon suggested, “you had
better take a turn round the square
with us.”

“I won’t move,” the stranger
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cried passionately. “I have found
him at last—I won’t move.”
“But neither will he,” T soothed

him. “He’s gone into the house.”

“Did you see him go in?”

We nodded.

“Ah, but his Excellency is clev-
er!” said the Armenian viciously.

We grabbed hold of him and
hauled him round the square. He
never even pretended that he liked
our company.

“I suppose,” said Tarlyon, “you've
got bombs all over jou.”

“Sir,” said the Armenian, “you
are a fool. Do I look the kind of
man to carry bombs? I favor the
revolver.”

“Oh, do you?” said I.

Sarcastic I was, you understand.

“And one shot is always enough.”

I gaveup.

“And where,” asked Tarlyon
reasonably, “does his Excellency
come inf”

“He won’t come in anywhere
after tonight. His Excellency is go-
ing to die.”

And with that the Armenian
suddenly stopped in his unwilling
stride and looked from one to the
other of us. His broken nose made
fantasy of his dark face, but T re-
member thinking it must once have
been a handsome enough face of
its kind, for not even a broken nose
made him ugly. He was as tall as
Tarlyon, but much slighter; his
was a dangerous thinness. ~

He addressed Tarlyon. “Sir,” he
said, “you have intruded your com-
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pany on me, but I have accepted
you. I have trusted you. I have treat-
ed you as gentlemen, being by na-
ture an optimist, and I take it for
granted that you will neither be-
tray me nor try to deter me. You
will understand the strength of my
intention when 1 say that a young
girl is concerned in this, that I have
sworn a vow, and that if you were
in my position you would do what
I am going to do. Good night, gen-
tlemen.”

“Hold on,” cried Tarlyon. “What
on earth were you chasing that car
for? And who the devil is his Ex-
cellency? We'd like to know, you
see, so as to be able to pick him out
from among the other murders in
tomorrow’s papers.”

“Achmed Jzzit Pasha, the Young
Turk,” said the Armenian softly.

“Ah!” said George Tarlyon. “1
see. Enver Pasha, Talaat Pasha,
and Achmed Jzzit Pasha of the
Committee of Union and Progress.
I see. Talaat Pasha has alrcady been
killed, hasn’t he?”

“Three of us,” said the Armenian
somberly, “set out from Armenia
last year, and each of us had a mis-
sion of revenge. One of us—you
will remember?—shot and killed
Talaat Pasha in a street in Berlin
some months ago. Enver Pasha has
fled to Bokhara. A murder has
been arranged, and will shortly
take place in Bokhara. And I, at
last, have found Achmed Jzzit, the
foulest murderer of all. There is not
an Armenian in the world who
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would not shoot Achmed Jzzit
Pasha on sight if he had the chance
—but Armenians who come to
Waestern countries at once acquire
the nasty Western habit of money-
grubbing and forget the glory there
is in killing. But I, a Zeytounlj,
have never forgotten it.”

“Were you,” I asked, “educated
at an English public school?”

“That is a matter of opinion. But
even an English public school
could not make me forget that I
am an Armenian, and that an Ar-
menian’s first business is to kill
Turks; failing Turks, he can, of
course, kill Kurds or rav1sh Circas-
stan maidens—"

“Oh, not Circassian!” I pleaded.

“Well, Albanian,” he allowed me.
“During the war I fought through
the siege and destruction of Zey-
toun, and then as an irregular un-
der Andranik; and since the war 1
have pursued Achmed Jzzit Pasha
—and tonight I have found him.
He has been here in London for
some months, but under an as-
sumed name, for he knows that he
is marked by the Dashnakists and
the Henchakists, and he is afraid. I
will cure him of his fear forever.”

And with a wrench his arms
were free of our gently restraining
hands and he was off down the
square. But Tarlyon was swift, very
swift; I panted up just as he was
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_again “intruding himself” on the
Armenian.
“You don’t seem to realize,”

breathed Tarlyon, “that you can’t
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enter a house in Brook Street, kill
a pasha, and get away—"

“I don’t care if I get away or not,”
the other broke in fiercely. “Be-
sides, my friend who killed Talaat
in Berlin was acquitted. So will
you please excuse me, sir?”

It was marvelous what venom
that broken-nosed young man
could put into a simple question!

“I've taken rather a fancy to you,”
murmured Tarlyon, “and I hate to
think of your going off murdering
pashas. Come and have a drink in-
stead, there’s a good fellow.”

“If 1 tell you,” snapped the Ar-
menian, “that there is a girl in that
house, and that I must rescue that
girl, then you will perhaps see your
way to minding your own busi-
ness.”

“Has the pasha got your girl?” 1
asked kindly.

“She is my sister, O fool,” he said
wearily. “And do you think I can
allow my little sister to stay in that
loathsome old creature’s house one
night more than I canhelp?”

“Collar him,” said Tarlyon to
me; and I grabbed that young
man’s other arm, though I didn’t in
the least want to, and we began
haulmg him round the square
again. As I walked close to him I
could feel a solid bulky thing in his
hip pockct

“Now,” said Tarlyon, very busi-
nesslike, “what’s all this about your
sister?”

The Armenian almost screamed
with impatience.
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“Have I not told you all along
that if you were in my position you
would do exactly what I am going
to do? Must I explain to you that
my little sister was carried away by
that old lecher before my eyes?
Must I tell you how Zeytoun on the
hill was at last shelled to dust by
the batteries of two army corps un-
der Achmed Jzzit Pasha, and how
the Turks entered the smoking
town and gave no quarter to man,
woman, or child? Must I, just to
satisfy your useless "and asinine
curiosity, ravage my heart with re-
telling how my father and mother
were bayoneted before my eyes, and
how I escaped only because they
thought me already dead?

“Must I tell you how my litde
sister was carried away to the har-
em of Achmed Jzzit Pasha, who,
on beholding her, straightway
swore a mighty oath that he would
not rest until he had ravished her?
Did she give way? The slaying
went on, day by day and night by
night, so that a count of the leaves
of the trees in your Green Park
would make but a fraction of the
number of the dead bodies that lay
rotting in the plain of Mush. An
expert killer was Achmed Jzzit
Pasha; and whether or not the
blood lust of the Osmanli was
heightened by his oath to ravish
my sister, I do not know, but I do
know that there has not been such
a tale of dead Christians since Ti-
mur passed through the land to
meet Bajazet.
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“And that is the man who holds
my sister in that house while you
detain me here with vain questions
and idiotic comments. I followed
him to Paris, but he escaped me. I
found him in Bournemouth, but
again I withheld my hand while 1

planned some way of rescuing

Anais—fool that I was! But the
idea in my head was that 1 must
first get the girl to some place of
safety—and then come back, kill
him, and pay whatever is the pen-
alty in your country for killing a
loathsome animal. But now I have
realized that there is no other way
of rescuing Anais but by Kkilling
him first. Always, wherever he
goes, he keeps her-locked in a room
next to his, and thus it must be in
this house. Bestial fancies seethe in
his brain, and he sleeps lightly. And
while the night is dwindling, here
I stand satisfying your idle curios-
ity. You really must excuse me
now, gentlemen.”

“But hold on!” cried Tarlyon.
“Why kill the wretched man at all?
Why not rescue your sister with the
charming name and let him go on
being a pasha unitl he dies a horri-
ble death by reason of those bestial
fancies which you mentioned? He
won’t dare come after her—and I
don’t see much point in getting your
sister back if you have got to swing
for it more or less at once. Eh,
Ralph?”

“Quite right,” said I. “Let’s drink
it over.”

“This is no time for drink,”
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snapped the Armenian. “The pight
is dwindling—and how can I de-
sist from killing him when, as I
have told you, I cannot get into her
room without awaking him? And
it stands to reason that as soon as I
sce him I shall also see red, and
kill—as I must, by reason of my
vow and by order of the Dashnak-
ists. As 1 have told you, I would
have preferred to have got Anais
out of the house first, but that
seems impossible.”

Tarlyon opened his mouth, and
he closed it. I knew what was pass-
ing in Tarlyon’s mind, and 1
thought I would let it pass, so that
he might think again.

But then he reopened his mouth,
and this is what he said, “My friend
and 1 might perhaps consider giv-
ing you a little assistance, if in re-
turn you gave us a promise—"

“I promise nothing.”

“Don’t be -silly,” said Tarlyon.
“What I wish to point out is that, if
my friend and I help you to get
your sister out of that house you
must drop this killing business. We
will contrive some way of keeping
his Excellency quiet while you
rescue your sister—but you must
give your word of honor, or some
cfhcient substitute, that you will not
come back and murder the wretch-
ed pasha. Now, I want no back-chat
about it—either you will or you
will not.”

“But I am bound to the Dash-
nakists!” cried the Armenian; rath-
er regretfully, I thought.

THE STREETS
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“Blast the Dashnakists,” said
Tarlyon. “Yes or no?”

“I promise,” said the Armenian
suddenly.

Reasonable noises! issued from
me.

“You scem to take it for granted
that we just walk into the house.
How do we getin?”

“This cuts windows like a knife,”
said the Armenian, showing us in
the palm of his hand a glittering
little thing like a toy dagger. “A
German invention.”

“The matter will be further fa-
cilitated,” said Tarlyon, “by our
first getting my car, which is oppo-
site Claridge’s, and driving in it to
the front door. No policeman
would dure suspect anything wrong
in a house while a Rolls-Royce is
standing outside it. Especially,
Ralph, when you are sitting in it.”

“I shall be in the house,” 1 said
firmly. Not that I wanted to be—
but one says those things, and one
always saysthem firmly.

“Perhaps that would be better,”
said the Armenian. “It will certain-
ly ke the two of you to keep
Achmed Jzzit quiet while T break
in the first locked door I sce and
get Anais. And a Rolls-Royce car is
even more impressive empty than
when someone is in it—people
make it seem possible.”

Thus and thus, we got the car
and drove bravely to the house. We
passed two policemen at the corner
of Davies Street, but they were not
interested in us. I must say bur-

THE STREETS

glary is easy when one has a large
and rich car to do it from.

Like all Mayfair houses, this had
a tradesmen’s entrance; through a
litde gate, on the right of the few
steps to the front door, down some
steps, and into a little area where
was the kitchen door and a win-
dow.

“Wait in the car,” said the dark
young man, and vanished down to
the arca. We heard a very faint
scratching, onc little wicked word,
a lile more scratching; and then
the lights blazed up through the
glass above the front door, and it
was opencd. The Armenian stood
in the lighted doorway as though
he owned the house. I admired
him.

Tarlyon's first words when we
were in the hall of the house were:
“Give me your gun.”

The Armenian surrendered his
revolver without a word, but he
sighed. Then he marshaled us.

“Very quiet,” he whispered.
“And very quick. We must try the
upstairs rooms to see which is his
bedroom. One touch on the door
will awaken him, so you must muf-
fle him at once, clse he will awaken
the servants. In the meanwhile 1
will find my sister; then I will take
her straight out of the house and
we will await you in your car—and
I will blow your horn twice, gen-
tly, to show that I am awaiting you.
It will be kind of you, then, to
drive us to Mr. Ritz’s hotel in Pic-
cadilly, where, perhaps, with your
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influence, we may get my sister a
lodging for the night. But, remem-
ber, keep a tight hold on Achmed
Jzzit until I blow the horn—muffle
him straightway and let him not
open his mouth, else he will bring
the neighbourhood down on us.”

We began with a bit of luck—or
so it seemed. Having tiptoed up to
the first landing, the very first door
we touched held the lightly sleep-
ing pasha. We knew he was there
by the howl that followed our
touching the door knob—indeed he
was a light sleeper, that man of
bestial fancies!

But we gave him no time to
make a real noise; we leaped into
the room; I switched on the light,
Tarlyon leaped on the bed and
him, I leaped after Tarlyon, and
in a second we held him making
smothered, howling noises under
the bedclothes.

We had not even had time to see
if he was young or old, but the
shape of him suggested a certain
age. He was, however, an active
and restless shape. We were very
gentle with him, almost too gentle,
for once a distinct howl issued
from somewhere under the sheets.

“Steady,” said George Tarlyon to
the restless shape. “You'll throttle
yourself,” he added.

To prevent that, we, with a sud-
den and well-concerted movement,
uncovered his head and muffled
him with a handkerchief. We
looked upon his face for the first
tme.
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“You're a nasty, cruel old man,”
said George Tarlyon.

Achmed Jzzit Pasha looked all
that the Armenian had said he was,
and more. A fierce old face it was
that looked at us. His eyes, under
white, bushy eyebrows, were fran-
tic and furious, and never for a
second did he cease to struggle. 1
thought of that fine old Turkish
warrior of the last century,.the man
of Plevna, Osman Pasha; this old
man was of the same breed, I
thought.

We had so far heard nothing of
the Armenian; but that Achmed
Jzzit Pasha recalized that we two
were only accessories was evident,
for not even his struggling with us
concealed the fact that he was lis-
tening, listening intently.

A slight noise, as of a drawer
hastily banged, came from the next
room. It was only a small noise, but
it had a mighty effect on the old
slayer of men. His eyes simply tore
at us, his fat litde body heaved
frantically, he bit my finger in try-
ing to howl—he went quite mad,
that violent old Turk. But neither
Tarlyon nor I am a small man, and
we managed to hold him.

“He’s an infernally long time
about it,” grumbled Tarlyon at last
—and at that very moment the horn
outside blew twice. We welcomed
it.

“Now,” said Tarlyon to the
heaving old man, “we are about to
release you. Your girl has flown, so
it's too late for you to make a
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noise. So don't.” And for form's
sake he showed the revolver,
though I never saw a man who
looked less likely to use it. “You
may not realize it,” he added se-
verely, “but we have saved your
life. After the first shock has worn
off, you will thank two disinterest-
ed men for having saved you from
the wrath of an Armenian.”

With another sudden and well-
concerted movement we let go. The
pasha did not make a noise. It was
evident he realized that it was too
late. But in the next few seconds he
revealed, for a Turk, an astonish-
ing knowledge of the English lan-
guage. Then he leaped out of bed,
a funny litde creature in pink pa-
jamas, and rushed out of the room.
Breathless, we found him in the
next room.

Now, I have very little acquaint-
ance with girls’ bedrooms, but a
glance was sufficient to show me
that no girl alive could have a bed-
room like that. There was no bed
in it, and very little else: just a
thing like a tall-boy, but made of
steel, or so it looked; and that had
certainly been ravaged.

Then the old man really began
to howl], and we hadn’t the heart to
stop him. He howled himself back
to the bedroom, and we followed
him, looking and feeling like all the
things he said we were.

“But aren’t you Achmed Jzzit
Pasha?” I pleaded. But the life had
suddenly gone out of him; he sat
on the edge of the bed.
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“My name is, Wagstafle,” he said
weakly, “and I"have the finest col-
lection of Roman coins in the coun-
try. Or rather I had. My son,
Michael Wagstaffe, has them now
—thanks to you two idiots!”

We had heard. of Michael Wag-
staffe—bankrupt twice, .a  well-
known war correspondent, and a
V. C. What can you do with a man
like that?

Tarlyon had an idea, which took
him to the window; I had the same
idea, and followed him. We looked
down wupon the face of Brook
Street, and behold!—it was empty.
Never was a Rolls-Royce car with
lamps alight so invisible.

" We went back to Mr. Wagstaffe
on the edge of the bed.

“We are sorry,” I muttered, but
he seemed not to hear us.

George Tarlyon is usually a fine,
upsianding fellow, and some peo-

. ple have thought him handsome,

but now he looked as though he
had been trodden on all over.

Mr. Wagstafle was whispering,
almost to himself: “Two years ago.
when I drove him out of the house,
he swore that one day he would
steal my coins. And now he has
stolen my coins. I always knew he
would keep his word, for he is a
devil. And he always knew that,
come what might, I would not
prosecute my son for a thief. My
Roman coins!” And Mr. Wagstaffe
wept.

We explained our position to
him. We gave him a brief outline of
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the facts. We begged him to under-
stand. We pointed out that if his
son really had been an Armenian
and if he had really been Achmed
Jzzit Pasha we had undoubtedly
saved his life. I couldn’t help think-
ing that he ought to be grateful to
us, but I didn’t say that.

He seemed to find a little solace
in our discomfiture.

“Ah, he’s a clever boy, Michael,”
sighed Mr. Wagstaffe. “He 'is al-
ways on the lookout for what he
calls the mugs. I gather that you
two gentlemen are mugs—the same,
perhaps, as what are known in
America as guys. But |, his father,
can assure you that he is not an Ar-
menian; nor has he ever been
nearer to Armenia than the Bank-
ruptcy Court, but he’s been there
twice.

“He calls himself the Cavalier of
the Streets, but when he is up to
any of his tricks he disguises him-
self as an Armenian—the disguise
consisting merely of his saying he
is an Armenian. It’s so simple, he
says, for the mugs believe him at
once, on the ground that no one
would say he was an Armenian if
he wasn’t.

“I have been back from America
only a week, and he must have
been searching all London for me.
He probably saw me at the theater
this evening, and was going to raid
my house alone when you two in-
telligent gentlemen got in his way.
But he is not a bad boy really—he’s
got ideas, that’s what it is, and also
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mugs seem to have an irresistible
fascination for him.

“Take your case, for instance. 1
have no doubt but that he will be
ready to return my coins in ex-
change for a check—though, of
course, that depends on the check.
And I can see, gentlemen, that you
are eager to show your regret for
breaking into my house and as-
saulting my person by offering to
pay the check yourselves. I thank
you; though, indeed, it is the least
you can do, and an infinitely more
convenient way of settling the mat-
ter than wearisome arguments in a
police court—provided, of course,
that housebreaking and assault are
matters for argument.”

I giggled. I simply couldn’t help
1t.
“That’s all very well,” said Tar-
lyon, “but what about my car?”

“What is the matter with your
car?” asked Mr. Wagstaffe gently.

“There’s so damn little the mat-
ter with it,” snapped Tarlyon, “that
it's probably halfway down the
Dover Road by now.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Wagstaffe wea-
rily, “I see. Cars have an irresistible
fascination for Michael. I am sorry.
Was it a good car?” %

Tarlyon’s answer left no room
for doubt.

“Pity,” said Mr. Wagstaffe. “A
great pity. He may, of course, re-
turn it. He may. You cannot, of
course, compel him to, for it would
be difficult for you, in your position,
to put the police on him. But he
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may return it on his own. Michael
is not a bad boy really. He will, I
am sure, communicate with me as
to what I will offer for the return
of my coins. I will then give him
the ‘check which you have so kind-
ly promised to post to me tonight,
and perhaps he will soften also as
regards your car and return it to
you.

“Naturally, he will expect your
check to approximate—say, half the
value of your car. Michael is some-
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thing of an expert about the value
of cars. That's why I said it was a
pity, sir, a pity that your car was
not a cheap car. But I am sure you
will have no difficulty in finding a
taxicab home. They are so abun-
dant in Grosvenor Square that my
sleep is often disturbed by them.”

The rest of the story is not at all
-interesting. George Tarlyon’s car
was finally returned, and George
Tarlyon is sorry that Mr. Michael
Wagstafle’s nose is already broken.
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Old Master?’ and **New Master®’® .

“The Ransom of Red Chief” is a famous American short story—
the tale of the kidnaping of a ten-year-old boy (a “forty-pound chunk
of freckled wildcat”) as told by that “Old Master,” the one and only
O. Henry. And after yot've read this American classic (or reread it—
and it deserves rereading), we offer you another Ridnaping story . . .
but first renew and refresh yourself with the timeless humor, the en-
during sharpness of observation, the unfailing glitter of artistry, the
O’Henryesque irony that were as much the literary trademarks of
William Sydney Porter as his “snappers” and surprise endings .

THE RANSOM OF RED CHIEF
by 0. HENRY

T LOOKED LIKE A GOOD THING: BUT
I[ wait till I tell you. We were
down South, in Alabama—Bill
Driscoll and myself—when this
kidnaping idea struck us. It was, as
Bill afterward expressed it, “dur-
ing a moment of temporary mental
apparition”; but we didn’t find that
out till later.

There was a town down there, as
flat as a flannecl-cake, and called
Summit, of course. It contained in-
habitants of as undeleterious and
self-satisfied a class of peasantry as
ever clustered around a Maypole.

Bill and me had a joint capital of
about $600, and we neceded just
$2000 more to pull off a fraudulent
town-lot scheme in Western Illi-
nois with. We talked it over on the
front steps of the hotel. Philopro-

genitiveness, says we, is strong in
semi-rural communities; therefore,
and for other reasons, a kidnaping
project ought to do better there

:l.an in the radius of newspapers

that send reporters out in plain
clothes to stir up talk about such
things. We knew that Summit
couldn't get after us with anything
stronger than constables and, may-
be, some lackadaisical bloodhounds
and a diatribe or two in the Weekly
Farmers’ Budget._So, it looked
good.

We selected for our victim the
only child of a prominent citizen
named Ebenezer Dorset. The fa-
ther was respectable and tight, a
mortgage fancier and a stern, up-
right collection-plate passer and
forecloser. The kid was a boy of

From “Whirligigs,” by O. Henry; copyright 1907 by Doubleday & Company; renewed;
reprinted by permission.

115



116

THE RANSOM

ten, with bas-relief freckles, and
hair the color of the cover of the
magazine you buy at the newsstand
when you want to catch a train.
Bill and me figured that Ebenezer
would melt down for a ransom of
$2000 to a cent. But wait till I tell
you.

About two miles from Summit
was a little mountain, covered with
a dense cedar brake. On the rear
clevation of this mountain was a
cave. There we stored provisions.

One evening after sundown, we
drove in a buggy past old Dorset’s
house. The kid was in the street,
throwing rocks at a kitten on the
opposite fence. “Hey, litde boy!”
says Bill, “would you like to have a
bag of candy and a nice ride?”

The boy catches Bill neatly in
the eye with a piece of brick.

“That will cost the old man an
extra five hundred dollars,” says
Bill, climbing over the wheel.

That boy put up a fight like a
welterweight cinnamon bear; but,
at last, we got him in the bottom
of the buggy and drove away. We
took him up to the cave, and I
hitched the horse in the cedar
brake. After dark I drove the bug-
gy to the little village, three miles
away, where we'd hired it, and
walked back to the mountain.

Bill was pasting court plaster’

over the scratches and bruises on
his features. There was a fire burn-
ing behind the big rock at the en-
trance of the cave, and the boy was
watching a pot of boiling coffee,
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with two buzzard tail-feathers
stuck in his red hair. '

He points a stick at me when I
come up, and says, “Hal cursed
paleface, do you dare to enter the
camp of Red Chief, the terror of
the plains?”

“He’s all right now,” says Bill,
rolling up his trousers and examin-
ing somc bruises on his shins.
“We'’re playing Indian. We're mak-
ing Buffalo Bill's show look like
magic-lantern views of Palestine in
the Town Hall. I'm Old Hank, the
Trapper, Red Chief’s captive, and
I'm to be scalped at daybreak. By
Geronimo! that kid can kick
hard.”

Yes, sir, that boy seemed to be
having the time of his life. The fun
of camping out in a cave had made
him forget that he was a captive
himself. 'He immediately chris-
tened me Snake-eye, the Spy, and
announced that, when his braves
returned from the warpath, I was
to be broiled at the stake at the ris-
ing of the sun.

Then we had supper; and he
filled his mouth full of bacon and
bread and gravy, and began to talk.
He made a during-dinner speech
something like this:

“I like this fine. I never camped
out before; but I had a pet 'possum
once. I hate to go to school. Rats ate
up sixteen of Jimmy Talbot’s aunt’s
speckled hen’s eggs. Are there any
real Indians in these woods? I want
some more gravy. Does the trees
moving make the wind blow? We
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had five puppies. What makes your
nose so red, Hank? My father has
lots of money. Are the stars hot? 1
whipped Ed Walker twice, Satur-
day. I don’t like girls. You dassent
catch toads unless with a string. Do
oxen make any noise? Why are
oranges round? Have you got beds
to sleep on in this cave? Amos
Murray has got six toes. A parrot
can talk, but a monkey or a fish
can’t. How many does it take to
make twelve?”

Every few minutes he would re-
member that- he was a pesky red-
skin, and pick up his stick rifle and
liptoe to the mouth of the cave to
rubber for the scouts of the hated
paleface. Now and then he would
let out a war whoop that made Old
Hank the Trapper shiver. That
boy had Bill terrorized from the
start.

“Red Chief,” says 1 to the kid,
“would you like to go home?”

“Aw, what for?” says he. “I don’t
have any fun at home. I hate to go
to school. T like to camp out. You
won't take me back home again,
Snake-eye, will you?”

“Not right away,” says 1. “We'll
<tay here in the cave a while.”

“All right!” says he. “That’ll be
fine. I never had such fun in all my
life.”

We went ‘to bed about eleven
o'clock. We spread down some
wide blankets and quilts and put
Red Chief between us. We weren't
afraid he'd run away. He kept us
awake for three hours, jumping up
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and reaching for his rifle and
screeching, “Hist! pard,” in mine
and Bill’s ears, as the fancied crack-
le of a twig or the rustle of a leaf
revealed to his young imagination
the stealthy approach of the out-
law band. At last, I fell into a trou-
bled sleep, and drcamed that I had
been kidnaped and chained to a
tree by a ferocious pirate with red
hair.

Just at daybreak 1 was awakened
by a series of awful screams from
Bill. They weren't yells, or howls,
or shouts, or whoops, ‘or yawps,
such as you'd expect from a manly
set of vocal organs—they were sim-
ply indecent, terrifying, humiliat-
ing screams, such as women emit
when they see ghosts or caterpil-
lars. It’s an awful thing to hear a
strong, desperate, fat man scream
incontinently in a cave at day-
break.

I jumped up to see what the
matter was. Red Chief was sitting
on Bill's chest, with one hand
twined in Bill's hair. In the other
he had the sharp case-knife we
used for slicing bacon; and he was
industriously and realistically try-
ing to take Bill's scalp, according
to the sentence that had been pro-
nounced upon him the evening be-
fore.

I got the knife away from the kid
and made him lie down again. But,
from that moment, Bill's spirit was
broken. He laid down on his side
of the bed, but he never closed an
eye again in sleep as long as that
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boy was with us. I dozed off for a
while, but along toward sunup I
remembered that Red Chief had
said I was to be burned at the stake
at the rising of the sun. I wasn't
nervous or afraid; but I sat up and

lit my pipe and leaned against a

rock.

“What you getting up so soon
for, Sam?” asked Bill.

“Me?” says 1. “Oh, I got a kind
of pain in my shoulder. I thought
sitting up would rest it.”

“You're a liar!” says Bill. “You-
re afraid. You was to be burned at
sunrise, and you was afraid he’'d do
it. And he would, too, if he could
find a match."Ain’t it awful, Sam?
Do you think anybody will pay out
money to get a little imp like that
back home?”

“Sure,” said 1. “A rowdy kid like
that is just the kind that parents
dote on. Now, you and the Chief
get up and cook breakfast, while I
go up on the top of this mountain
and reconnoiter.”

I went up on the peak of the lit-
tle mountain and ran my eye over
the contiguous vicinity. Over to-
ward Summit I expected to see the
sturdy yeomanry of the village
armed with scythes and pitchforks
beating the countryside for the
dastardly kidnapers. But what 1
saw was a peaceful landscape dot-
ted with one man ploughing with
a dun mule. Nobody was dragging
the creek; no couriers dashed hith-
er and yon, bringing tidings of no
news to the distracted parents.
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There was 2 sylvan attitude of
somnolent. sleepiness pervading
that section of the external out-
ward surface of Alabama that lay
exposed to my view.

“Perhaps,” says I to muyself, “it
has not yet been discovered that the
wolves have borne away the tender
lambkin from the fold. Heaven
help the wolves!” says I, and I
went down the mountain to break-
fast. 2

When I got to the cave I found
Bill backed up against the side of
it, breathing hard, and the boy
threatening to smash him with a
rock half as big as a cocoanut.

“He put a red-hot boiled potato
down my back,” explained Bill,
“and then mashed it with his foot;
and T boxed his ears. Have you got
a gun about you, Sam?”

I took the rock away from the boy
and kind of patched up the argu-
ment. “I'll fix you,” says the kid to
Bill. “No man ever yet struck Red
Chief but he got paid for it. You
better bewarel!”

After breakfast the kid takes a
piece of leather with strings
wrapped around it out of his pock-
et and goes outside the cave un-
winding it.

“What's he up to now?” says Bill,
anxiously. “You don’t think he'll
run away, do you,Sam?” ~

“No fear of it,” says I. “He don't
secem to be much of a home body.
But we've got to fix up some plan
about the ransom. There don't
seem to be much excitement around
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Summit on account of his disap-
pearance; but maybe they haven't
realized yet that he's gone. His folks
may think he’s spending the night
with Aunt Jane or onc of the
neighbors. Anyhow, he’ll be miss-
ed today. Tonight we must get
a message to his father demand-
ing two thousand dollars for his
return.”

Just then we heard a kind of war
whoop, such as David might have
emitted when he knocked out the
champion Goliath. It was a sling
that Red Chief had pulled out of
his pocket, and he was whirling it
around his head.

I dodged, and heard a heavy thud
and a kind of a sigh from Bill, like
a horse gives out when you take
his saddle off. A rounded-off rock
the size of an egg had caught Bill
just bechind his left ear. He loos-
ened himself all over and fell in the
fire across the frying pan of lot
water for washing dishes. 1
dragged him out and  poured
cold water on his head.

By and by, Bill sits up and feels
behind his ear and says, “Sam, do
you know who my favorite Biblical
character is?”

“Take it easy,” says I. “You’ll
come to your senses presently.”

“King Herod,” says he. “You
won't go away and leave me here
alone, will you, Sam?”

I went out and caught that boy
and shock him until his freckles
rattled. “If you don’t behave,” says
I, “T'll take you straight home,
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Now, are you going to be good, or
not?”

“lI was only funning,” says he,
sullenly. “I didn’t mean to hurt
Old Hank. But what did he hit me
for? I'll bebave, Snakeeye, if you
won’t send me home, and if you’ll
let me play the Black Scout to-
day.”

“I don’t know the game,” says 1.
“That’s for you and Mr. Bill to de-
cide. He's your playmate for the
day. I'm going away for a while,
on business. Now, you come in and
make friends with him and say you
are sorry for hurting him, or home
you go, at once.”

I made him and Bill shake hands,
and then I took Bill aside and told
him I was going to Poplar Cove, a
litde village three miles from the
cave, and find out what I could
about how the kidnaping had been
regarded in  Summit. Also, 1
thought it best to send a peremp-
tory letter to old man Dorset that
day, demanding the ransom and
dictating how it should be paid.

“You know, Sam,” says Bill,
“I've stood by you without batting
an eye in earthquakes, fire and
flood—in poker games, dynamite
outrages, police raids, train robber-
ies, and cyclones. I never lost my
nerve yet till we kldnapcd that two-
legged skyrocket of a kid. He’s got
me going. You won’t leave me long
with him, will you, Sam?”

“I'll be back some time this after-
noon,” says I. “You must keep the
boy amused and quiet ull T return.
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And now we'll write the letter to
old Dorset.”

Bill and I got paper and pencil
and worked on the letter while Red
Chief, with a blanket wrapped
around him, strutted up and down,
guarding the mouth of the cave.
Bill begged me tearfully to make
the ransom $1500 instead of $2,000.
“I ain’t attempting,” says he, “to de-
cry the celebrated moral aspect of
parental affection, but we’re deal-
ing with humans, and it ain’t hu-
man for anybody to give up two
thousand dollars for that forty-
pound chunk of freckled wildcat.
I'm willing to take a chance at 6f-
teen hundred dollars. You can
charge the difference up to me.”

So, to relieve Bill, I acceded, and
we collaborated a letter that ran this
way:

EBenEzer Dorser, Esq.:

We have your boy concealed in a
place far from Summit. It is useless
for you or the most skillful detec-
tives to attempt to find him. Abso-
lutely, the only terms on which you
can have him restored to you are
these: We demand $1500 in large
bills for his return; the money to
be left at midnight tonight at the
same spot and in the same box as
your reply—as hereinafter describ-

If you agree to these terms, send
your answer in writing by a soli-
tary messenger tonight at half-past
cight o'clock. After crossing Owl
Creek on the road to Poplar Grove,
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there are three large trees about 100
yards apart, close to the fence of the
wheat ficld on the right-hand side.
At the bottom of the fence post,
opposite the third tree, will be
found a small pasteboard box.

The messenger will place the an-
swer in this box and return imme-
diately to Summit.

If you attempt any treachery, or
fail to comply with our demand as
stated, you will never see your boy
again.

If you pay the money as demand-
ed, he will be returned to you safe
and well within three hours. These
terms are final, and if you do not
accede to them no further commu-
nications will be attempted.

Two DEesperaTE MEN

I addressed this letter to Dorset,
and put it in my pocket. As I was
about to start, the kid comes up to
me and says, “Aw, Snake-eye, you
said I could play the Black Scout
while you was gone.”

“Play it, of course,” says I. “Mr.
Bill will play with you. What kind
of a game is it?”

“I'm the Black Scout,” says Red
Chief, “and I have to ride to the
stockade to. warn the settlers that
the Indians are coming. I'm tired of
playing Indian myself. I want to be
the Black Scout.”

“All right,” says I. “It sounds
harmless to me. I guess Mr. Bill will
help you foil the pesky-savages.”

“What am I to do?” asks Bill,
looking at the kid suspiciously.
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“You are the hoss,” says Black
Scout. “Get down on your hands
and knees. How can I ride to the
stockade without a hoss?”

“You'd better keep him inter-
ested,” said I, “till we getthe scheme
going. Loosen up.”

Bill gets down on all fours, and a
look comes in his eye like a rab-
bit’s when you catch it in a trap.

“How far is it to the stockade,
kid?” he asks, in a husky voice.

“Ninety miles,” says the Black
Scout. “And you have to hump
yourself to get there on time. Whoa,
now!”

The Black Scout jumps on Bill’s
back and digs his heels in his side.

“For heaven’s sake,” says Bill,
“hurry back, Sam, as soon as you
can. I wish we hadn’t made the ran-
som more than a thousand. Say, you
quit kicking me or I'll get up and
warm you good.”

I walked over to Poplar Cove and
sat around the post office and store,
ralking with the chaw-bacons that
came in to trade. One whiskerando
says that he hears Summit is all up-
set on account of Elder Ebenezer
Dorset’s boy having been lost or
stolen.

That was all I wanted to know. I
bought some smoking tobacco, re-
ferred casually to the price of black-
cyed peas, posted my letter sur-
reptitiously, and came away. The
postmaster said the mail carrier
would come by in an hour to take
the mail on to Summit.

When I got back to the cave Bill

and the boy were not to be found.
I explored the vicinity of the cave,
and risked a yodel or two, but there
was no response.

So I lighted my pipe and sat
down on a mossy bank to await de-
velopments.

In about half an hour I heard the
bushes rustle, and Bill wobbled out
into the litde glade in front of the
cave. Behind him was the kid, step-
ping softly like a scout, with a
broad grin on his face. Bill stopped,
took off his hat, and wiped his face
with a red handkerchief. The kid
stopped about ecight feet behind
him.

“Sam,” says Bill, “I suppose you'll
think I'm a renegade, but I could-
n't help it. 'm a grown person
with masculine proclivities and
habits of self-defense, but there is a
time when all systems of egotism
and predominance fail. The boy is
gone. I sent him home. All is off.
There was martyrs in old times,”
goes on Bill, “that suffered death
rather than give up the particular
graft they enjoyed. None of ’em
ever was subjugated to such super-
natural tortures as I have been. 1
tried to be faithful to our articles of
depredation; but there came a lim-
lt'l’

“What’s the trouble, Bill?” T asks
him.

“I was rode,” says Bill, “the nine-
ty miles to the stockade, not barring
an- inch. Then, when the settlers
was rescued, 1 was given oats. Sand
ain’t a palatable substitute. And
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then, for an hour, I had to try to
explain to him why there was
nothin’ in holes, how a road can
run both ways, and what makes the
grass green. I tell you, Sam, a hu-
man can only stand so much. I
takes him by the neck of his clothes
and drags him down the mountain.
On the way he kicks my legs black
and blue from the knees down; and
I've got to have two or three bites
on my thumb and hand cauterized.

“But he's gone”— continues Bill
— “gone home. I showed him the
road to Summit and kicked him
about eight feet nearer there at one
kick. I'm sorry we lose the ransom;
but it was either that or Bill Driscoll
to the madhouse.”

Bill is puffing and blowing, but
there is a look of ineffable peace
and growing content on his rose-
pink features.

“Bill,” says I, “there isn't any
heart disease in your family, is
there?”

“No,” says Bill, “nothing chronic
except malaria and accidents.
Why?”

“Then you might turn around,”
says I, “and have a look behind
you.”

Bill turns and sees the boy, and
loses his complexion and sits down
plump on the ground and begins to
pluck aimlessly at grass and little
sticks. For an hour 1 was afraid of
his mind. And then I told him that
my scheme was to put the whole
job through immediately and that
we would get the ransom and be
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off with it by midnight if old Dor-
set fell in with our proposition. So
Bill braced up enough to give the
kid a weak sort of a smile and a
promise to play the Russian in a
Japanese war with him as soon as
he felt a little better.

I had a scheme for collecting that
ransom without danger of being
caught by counterplots that ought
to commend itself to professional
kidnapers. The tree under which
the answer was to be left—and the
money later on—was close to the
road fence with big, bare fields on
all sides. If a gang of constables
should be watching for anyone to
come for the note they could see
him a long way off crossing the
fields or in the road. But no, sirreel
At half-past eight T was up in that
tree as well hidden as a tree toad,
waiting for the messenger to ar-
rive.

Exactly on time, a half-grown
boy rides up the road on a bicycle,
locates the pasteboard box at the
foot of the fence post, slips a folded
picce of paper into it, and pedals
away, off again back toward Sum-
mit. 5

I waited an hour and then con-
cluded the thing was square. 1 slid
down the tree, got the note, slipped
along the fence till I struck the
woods, and was back at the cave in
another half an hour. I opened the
note, got near the lantern, and read
it to Bill. It was written with a pen
in a crabbed hand, and the sum
and substance of it was this:
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Two DesperaTE MEN:

Gentlemen: 1 received your letter
today by post, in regard to the ran-
som you ask for the return of my
son. I think you are a little high in
your demands, and I hereby make
you a counter-proposition, which I
am inclined to believe you will ac-
cept. You bring Johnny home and
pay me $250 in cash, and I agree to
take him off your hands. You had
better come at night, for the neigh-
bors believe he is lost, and I could-
n't be responsible for what they
would do to anybody they saw
bringing him back. Very respect-
fully,

EreNEzErR DoORSET

“Great pirates of Penzance,” says
I; “of all the impudent—"

But T glanced at Bill, and hesi-
tated. He had the most appealing
look in his eyes I ever saw on the
face of a dumb or a talking brute.

“Sam,” says he, “what’s two hun-
dred and fifty dollars, after all?
We've got the money. One more
night of this kid will send me to a
bed in Bedlam. Besides being a
thorough gentleman, I think Mr.
Dorset is a spendthrift for making
us such a liberal offer. You ain’t go-
ing to let the chance go by, are
you?”

“Tell you the truth, Bill,” says 1,
“this little ewe lamb has somewhat
got on my nerves too. We'll take him
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home, pay the ransom, and make
our getaway.”

We took him home that night.
We got him to go by telling him
that his father had bought a silver-
mounted rifle and a pair of mocca-
sins for him, and we were to hunt
bears the next day.

It was just twelve o’clock when
we knocked at Ebenezer’s front
door. Just at the moment when I
should have been abstracting the
$1500 from the box under the tree,
according to the original proposi-
tion, Bill was counting -out $250
into Dorset’s hands.

When the kid found out we were
going to leave him at home he
started up a howl like a calliope
and fastened himself as tight as a
leech to Bill's leg. His father pecled
him away gradually, like a porous
plaster.

“How long can you hold him?”
asks Bill.

- “I'm not as strong as I used to
be,” says old Dorset, “but I think I
can promise you ten minutes.”

“Enough,” says Bill. “In ten min-
utes I shall cross the Central,
Southern, and Middle Western
States, and be legging it trippingly
for the Canadian border.”

And, as dark as it was, and as
fat as Bill was, and as good a run-
ner as I am, he was a good mile and
a half out of Summit before I could
catch up with him.

‘0°



« new novelet by VICTOR CANNING

And here is the other story—the tale of the kidnaping of a fifteen-year-
old English boy (another “monster,” with the “mental equipment and
temperament of a fallen angel” ) as told by one of the “New Masters”
of the crime-and-detective short story. The two tales—one old, one
new, and one American, the other British—have basically the same
plot idea . . . but what differences in style, in background, and most
important, in the development of incident and denouement!

THE RANSOM OF ANGELO

by VICTOR CANNING

ILKY WAYE, THE SECRETARY
M of the Minerva Club, once
figured out that if the combined
prison sentences served by the
members of the club were laid end
to end, backwards, you'd finish up
in the year 1066. As a “numbers
man,” Milky could do almost any-
thing with figures and usually get
away with it. His few failures, how-
cver, added scven years to the Min-
erva’s record for total sentences.

The club itself, in a turning off
Brook Street, had a highly respect-
able and discreet appearance, a uni-
formed porter at the desk (age
sixty-five, with ten years of prison
service), and a membership of
about three hundred. The condi-
tions of entry were that a member
must be able to contribute two years
or more to the trip back to the Bat-
tle of Hastings, and also be able to
pay—or beg, borrow, or steal— {50
a year as dues,

Outside, the club members were
free to carry on their adroit adapta-
tions to the strains of modern civil-
ization. Inside the club, there was
nothing but good manners and the
most honorable behavior. You
could leave your wallet in your
overcoat pocket in the cloakroom
and find it there hours later. The
place was an oasis of tranquillity
after the stresses and strains of the
work-a-day world. In the quict of
the smoking room, so conducive to
speculative thought, some of  the
finest and most involved schemes
for illegal profit had been worked
out. It was here, for instance, that
Flint Morrish had evolved the tac-
tical plans which had made him
the only ex-convict ever to own a
prison. He still owned it—but that
is another story, though it has
something to do with this one.

In the smoking room Solly Bad-
rubal had turned the loss of his

Copyright 1961 by Victor Canning.

124



THE RANSOM

wife’s black poodle into the acqui-
siton of a film company and the
birth of a new child star, Angelo
Downy. This story is about Angelo
Downy and Solly Badrubal, but not
about the poodle. There is a dog in
this tale of the Minerva Club—a
young Gordon setter puppy with a
tail like a whipping hawser and a
grin that flopped right down to
its gawky knees.

The whole affair began with
Milky Waye talking one day in the
smoking room to Solly and Jim
O’Leary who was just back from a
trip to Devonshire and five years of
brisk moorland air..Each” was sit-
ting behind a large whiskey. Milky
was a tall, distinguished-looking
man with white hair, a little waxed
mustache, and the kindly twinkle
of a family lawyer in his eye. Solly
was very short, very plump, very
bald, and with a sleck quick kind
of movement that made you think
of those little jobs that wriggle out
of the cracks behind baths—silver-
fish, I think they are called. But he
had a big heart of the brightest
alloy right on his sleeve and a smile
you couldn’t see for cigar smoke.

Jim O’Leary was tall, dark, hard,
and brooding, like a hell-threaten-
ing parson who liked his parson-
age to be full of drafts and damp.
He had no sense of humor at all.
He'd thrown it away long ago as a
hindrance.

Milky Waye said to Solly, “I see
your new film is having its pre-
miere next week.”
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“That is so,” said Solly. “You
should have two tckets. Five guin-
cas each. It is a great story. The
small boy torn between his di-
vorced mother and father. He
loves them both. It is full of heart.
This mother, you see, is a strip-
tease artiste, and we have a won-
derful scene where she is doing her
act and the father—he is a police
inspector and he does not know she
is doing this work to get more mon-
ey for them to put down the deposit
on a house—"

“Quite,” said Milky. “It is dis-
gusting how the police are under-
paid. They would be better tem-
pered, maybe, if they were decently
paid.”

“And this father,” said Solly,
“leads a raid on the place. And
then—"

“It will make a lot of money?”
asked Milky.

“It would make more,” said Sol-
ly, “if I did not have to pay that
curly-headed brat Angelo Downy
so much. And what it does make
will be milked by tax. I am a poor
man through giving the public
great pictures.”

Milky nodded, and then after a
pause said, “You know, despite the
Finance Act of 1960, there is still
a great body of legal opinion which
holds that a subject is still entitled
to arrange his financial affairs so
that they do not attract taxation.”

“As an accountant,” said Solly,
“you tell me a new angle. There
ain't none I know of.”
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Jim O'Leary stirred and reached
for his whiskey. “There’s always
some new graft with Milky.”

“Quite right,” said Milky. “It
would need three of us. Save you
thirty thousand pounds. You cut
me in for five, and Jim for five. I've
been giving it a lot of thought.”

Solly ordered three more whis-
kies and was silent until they came.

“Expound,” he said, “I am a rea-
sonable man, but I do not like be-
ing an overtaxed man.”

Milky Waye said, “You have this
Angelo Downy child who is a pub-
lic figure.”

“He is also a public menace.”

“Never mind. You have a big
picture about to be shown. So the
boy is kidnaped and held for ran-
som—say, forty thousand pounds.
Jimmy and I arrange that. You pay
over the money and the rest is
easy.”

“I am not quite following you,
Milky. So I pay over the money?”

Milky smiled. “We pay it back to
you, but nobody knows this. So you
are not out of pocket except for
the ten thousand which we keep
out of the forty. Now, you have had
to pay forty thousand pounds to get
Angelo Downy back. Safe and
sound. He is a valuable asset to
your company. The ransom money
is a tax deductible expense. Forty
thousand pounds on which you
would have had to pay surtax
means that you have saved your-
self about twenty-six thousand
pounds to begin with. And you
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also have thirty thousand back that
no one knows about. So you have
made yourself fifty-six thousand
pounds tax free.”

“It’s complicated,” said Jim.

“It’s not strictly accurate,” said
Solly. “But it sounds interesting.
Milky is dressing it up a little, but
I do not mind that. Out of forty
thousand pounds on which I would
normally pay tax, I avoid tax alto-
gether. I save, say, twenty-six thou-
sand pounds. I pay you ten. I am
left with a” net saving of -sixteen
thousand pounds.”

“It is another way of looking at
it,” said Milky equably.

“We will look at it that way,”
said Solly. “But sixteen thousand is
sixteen thousand, and I am all for
it. The only condition is that the
boy is not hurt. I would personally
like him hurt, but he is a busi-
ness asset. Don’t tell me nothing,
but go ahead. And it is better
done in the next few days for it
will be wonderful publicity for the
film. But he is an awkward brat,
and sharp as a pair of shears. Also
he is strictly dishonest and disre-
spectful as well as having a swollen
head.”

“I shall handle him,” said Jim.
“I am now against children since
it was a small girl wandering down
in the middle of the night for a
drink of water who got me sent to
the Moor this last time. She was
curly-headed and wore pink pa-
jamas with white rabbits on them

and—" he held out his right hand
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—"“this scar. is where she bit me
when I wanted her to stop shout-
ing. I am against children.”

So the kidnaping of Angelo
Downy was arranged. And for a
hundred pounds’ share in the proj-
ect Milky and Jim O’Leary brought
in Horace Head—more as a chap-
eron, or companion-and-nursemaid,
and also because they both trusted
Horace. He was so dull-witted that
half the time he did not under-
stand what was going on and so
could be a most confusing witness
if he ever got into the box.

In fact, Horace’s engaging smile,
loosely framed by cauliflower ears,
and his good-natured, oblique con-
versational style. had driven more
than one London magistrate to
near-apoplexy. But he was funda-
mentally a good egg, and was fa-
mous for the fact that in his early
days, when down on his luck as a
fighter, he had swiped the whole
of the fruit and vegetable exhibits
of a Royal Horticultural Society
Exhibition. But that too is another
story . . .

Angelo Downy was .fifteen,
looked about twelve, and had the
mental equipment and tempera-
ment of a fallen angel with no re-
grets for the past. He looked like a
miniature Italian tenor, dark, curly-
haired, plump, with sun-warm
cheeks, sloe-black eyes, a flashing
smile for the public and cameras,
and a” permanent scowl at other
times.

At the end of a day’s work or
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deviltry he liked to relax with a
large gin and bitter lemon and a
cigar. He was willful, wayward,
and unpredictable, and with all
the natural wit of a boy born just
off the Old Kent Road who had
been working with his father as a
dog stealer at the age of five. If he
had one passion in life, it was dogs.
He was capable of love only for
dogs.

At cight o'clock on the evening
of the premiere of his film, The
Model Mother, he was sitting alone
in his room at the Leroy Hotel,
dressed in a dinner jacket, enjoy-
ing his gin and bitter lemon and
cigar, and feeding crackers to a
loosely coordinated Gordon setter
puppy of some eight months. The
puppy which had a gold and dia-
mond-studded collar around its
neck “was called, according to a
gold medallion which hung from
the collar, Prince Narrowmeath of
Moortown. Angelo referred to him
as Bugs which the puppy seemed
to prefer. Already the two were in
love.

Half an hour before, Angelo had
stolen the dog from a room at the
far end of the corridor. The door
has been slightly ajar and Angelo
had seen Bugs sitting on a settee.
He had whistled gently and the
dog had come to him. As simple
as that—except that the whistle had
been one of the secrets of his fa-
ther’s trade.

There was a knock on the door
and Solly Badrubal entered. He
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gave Angelo a precise good eve-
ning, took his gin and tipped it into
a vase, and stubbed out the cigar.

He said, “One of the press boys
has to sce you this way and your
future is ruined. Mothers do not
like little boys to do these things.”

“My mother does not mind. And
T am not little. T don’t want to go to
this premiere. I want to stay here
with Bugs.”

“This animal? We should ring
[or it to be taken away. We do not
want any more dog trouble.”

“He followed me. Can 1 help it?
Besides he’s going to the premiere
with me and on the publicity tour.
Otherwise . . .” He shrugged his
plump shoulders.

Solly considered this for a mo-
ment. After the premicre Angelo
was being driven to the station to
get a sleeper north for the begin-
ning of a personal appearance tour.
His  bags had already been taken
down to the waiting Rolls Royce
which was to take him first to the
premiere, then o the railway sta-
tion. Since Milky Waye was the
chauffeur, and Jim O’Leary and
Horace Head were sitting in the
back right now, Angelo would
never reach the premiere.

Solly decided that they were cap-
able of coping with a dog as well
as Angelo, so he said, “It is' okay.
Small boy with a dog—it is a good
touch. But after the premiere he
goes back to his owner.”

“He stays with me.”

“You will be pinched for steal-
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ing. Even from here I can see that
collar he wears is worth a ton.”

Angelo nodded. “Easily. And
he's worth about two hundred. 1
know the Narrowmeath of Moor-
town strain. Two of them have
been Cruft’s Champions.”

“Go clean your teeth and rinse
your>mouth out. We do not want
you blowing gin and cigar at the
Duchess of Malmerton when you
are introduced. You forget that all
the takings on this show are for the
Children of Fallen Mothers?”

“What do I care?” said Angelo as
he went obediently to the bathroom
followed by Bugs.

“Or me,” murmured Solly. And
then he called through the open
bathroom door. “You will travel
alone in the Rolls. Make the big en-
trance. I will come behind. You can
give five autographs. No more.
And watch what you write. There
have been complaints which I have
had to pay the press boys to hush
up. Some of the things you write
are just not nice.”

Five minutes later Angelo, lead-
ing Bugs, went through the foyer
of the Leroy and out to the waiting
Rolls Royce. The pavement was
thick with fans and a tall, spinster-
ish-looking woman with wired-up
spectacles thrust an autograph
book into his hands. He gave her a
wan, world-worn smile, his eyes
misting with easily contlollcd tears,
and wrote,

I am really a dwarf, aged 40,
with a wife and three children.
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They 'keep me drugged and
won't let me see my family.
Ring my wife at Whitchall
03472 and tell her.

Angelo Downy

He got into the car, beaming.
Whitehall 03472 was Solly Badru-
bal’s number.

The smile went from his face as
he found himself flanked in the
back seat by Horace and Jim. As
the car drove off, Angelo said
scowling, “What the hell are you
doing here? I'm supposed to be
alone.” Through the half-glass par-
tition he shouted to the chauffeur,
“Stop and kick these men out.”

Milky turned and said to Jim
O’Leary, “Smack his head and tell
him to shutup.”

Jim nodded, cuffed Angelo, and
said, “A pleasure. Already I do not
like him.”

Horace giggled gently and pat-
ted Angelo’s shoulder saying,
“Don’t mind Jim. He ain’t got no
kids of his own. That’s a nice dog.
Joints want kind of screwing up a
bit, eh? Take up the play on the
bearings.”

“What is all this?” asked Angelo.

“Kidnaping,” said Horace hap-
pily. “Gonna make a lot of money
out of you. No rough stuff, though
—like cutting off ears. Youll like
it. You know summat? You look
kind of smaller than you do in your
films. T seen ’em all.”

“Belt up!” said Angelo.

“That’s right,” said Jim. “Belt
up, Horace.”
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Milky turned his head and said
pleasantly, “You sit tight, Angelo.
Any trouble from you and they’ll
push you under the seat and put a
blanket over you.”

Angelo said nothing as the car
turned over Waterloo Bridge. He
pulled out a cigar case and selected
one, trimming the end with a gold
clipper.

Horace watched him fascinated,
and said admiringly, “Your old
man would certainly be proud of
you. Regular little gent you've be-
come. Fancy—old Dog Downy’s
boy! Sad when he passed away.
Still, cigars is bad, you know. For
the wind. Got to keep fAt.” He
banged his broad torso and the
car echoed with a hollow sound.

“Muzzle him,” said Angelo. And
then to the back of Milky's head he
said, “How much are you asking
for me?” '

Milky chuckled. “Forty thou-
sand- pounds. Satisfied?”

Angelo chuckled, too. “Solly will
break a blood vessel. But it’s good
publicity. Where are Wwe going?”

“Wait and see,” said Jim, “and
since you're smoking,”what about
handing ’em round.”

Angelo hesitated for a moment
and then with a shrug pulled out
his case and’ selected two cigars
which he handed to them. He
watched them light up and settle
back as the car purred luxuriously
through the outer suburbs. Five
minutes later the two cigars ex-
ploded in their faces.
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Angelo leaned forward, resting
his hands on top of Bugs's head,
and laughed until the tears came.
Jim brushed his waistcoat free of
burning shreds and leaned over
and smacked Angelo’s head hard.

“Practical joker, eh? Maybe I
should cut your ears off.”

Angelo, sull laughing, said, “Bet-
ter not. You wouldn't get forty
thousand then.”

Horace held up the shattered stub
of his cigar, frowning, puzzled,
and said quietly, “Funny, ain't
never had onc do that before. Some-
thing must have got in the tobac-
co.”

“Belt up,” said Jim angrily. “If
this little bleeder—"

“Quiet back there,” called Milky.

Horace lay back beaming and
said, “Know something? First time
I been in a Rolls Royce. Nothing to
it, is there? I could take this for
days.”

After about half an hour, when
they were in the country, Angelo
said suddenly, “I've been thinking.
You could make it fifty thousand
and cut me in for ten. Solly need
never know. And for ten I'd coop-
erate.”

From the front of the car Milky,
without turning, said firmly, “For
nothing you will cooperate.”

Angelo just shrugged, and after
a while he hauled Bugs up onto his
lap and they both went to sleep.

Horace locked over them to Jim
and said happily, “Nice sight, ain't
it. Boy and his dog. All kids like

THE RANSOM OF ANGELO

dogs, you know. Kids got to have
pets.”

“If he should have a -pet,” said
Jim, “it ought to be a snake. Cut
him in for ten thousand! Where
does he get these ideas?”

Ignoring him Horace went on,
“Got to have a pet of some kind.
Remember Flint Morrish and me,
we had a couple of mice when we
was in Parkstone. Very healthy,
Parkstone, with all that sea air.
They had a family. Not a hair on
‘em. Pink as babies’ bottoms. Won-
der what happened to old Flint?”

“You'll sece him tonight,” said
Jim. “That's where we’re going.”

There is a small town in Hamp-
shire, a little port-of about five thou-
sand people called Brankfold. At
one time the town had a small jail
attached to the old stone house of
the Chief Constable. But after a
time the jail became so little used
that it was decided to closc it down
and to sell the building.

Flint Morrish, for reasons that
don't belong to this story, bought it,
and got stuck with it. But being a
resourceful man with a wry sense
of humor, he decided to convert it
into a private hotel and rtake in
carefully sclected guests. Most of
them were members of the Minerva
Club who wanted to get quietly
away into the country for a while,
and most of them appreciated the
irony of living in a comfortably con-
verted jail.

The outside of the building had



THE RANSOM OF ANGELO

been left as it was—iron-studded
doors, barred windows to all the
cells, and a surrounding wall with
a formidable chevaux de [rise. If
you don’t know what that is, it
doesn’t matter—but never try to
climb over one in the dark. In the
former exercise yard Flint had
made a nice little garden, with a
lily pool and goldfish, and had set-
tled down to living happily ever
after. He had a wooden leg—the
result of something going wrong
with the gelignite in an early safe
job—a  beaming  country-squire
kind of face, a passion for loud
tweeds, and the greenest fingers in
the county. He loved flowers and
they grew for him.

There were eight cells in the ex-
jail and these had been doubled up
to make four good-sized rooms.
There were four other rooms in the
house, and it was as private and se-
cluded a place to keep Angelo
Downy as Milky Waye could think
of. There wasnt a ghost of a
chance that he could break out so
long as the main door was kept
locked. And he wasn’t going to be
there long enough to finish a tun-
neling job.

Angelo was installed with Bugs
in one of the cells. It was a nice
room with a pale-blue carpet, chintz
at the barred windows, a fourposter
sed, and a washing place behind a
-urtain.

For the first day of his kidnap-
ng, Angelo was reasonably well-
yehaved. He spent most of the
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morning reading the newspapers
which carried headline stories of
his kidnaping and his career, then
took Bugs for a walk around the
small garden with Horace in at-
tendance, and then lunched in his
room.

Flint Morrish, having lunch with
Milky and Jim, said, “Strikes me
as a nice lad. Modest, no trouble.”

Jim O’Leary said, “You wait.”

That evening Angclo demanded
a gin and bitter lemon to go with
his cigar. Flint, old-fashioned
about the training of children, re-
fused him this. Ten minutes later
Horace, sitting on guard outside
Angelo's room, shouted, “Fire!”

They all rushed up to find that
Angelo had set fire to the hangings
of his bed and was sitting in a chair
by the window, calmly smoking
his cigar and watching his tempo-
rary home burn.

Flint was furious at the damage
to his best hangings, but Angelo
got his drink. He also, when his
dinner was brought up, refused to
eat it. Lamb chops and green peas
didn’t appeal to him. He wanted
an omelette of which he was espe-
cially fond—a cheese omelette laced
with potted shrimps and shredded
pimento.

Flint, a home-loving man, was
also a good cook and—anxious to
preserve his property from further
damage—hinally allowed Angelo to
come down to the kitchen and
make the omelette. Angelo, whose
mother was Italian, was a good
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cook. Flint and the others stood by
while Angelo demonstrated his
skill. The omelette completed, An-
gelo dined at the kitchen table and
gave Flint some of the omelette to
taste.

Flint rolled his eyes. “Delicious,”
he said.

“You like it?” Angelo’s eyes
beamed at Flint’s appreciation. “If
you wish I'll make some more for
you all.”

He made four omelettes for
them, but at their first mouthfuls
Flint and Jim jumped to their feet,
roaring with fury, and grabbing
for glasses of water. They turned
on Angelo with murder in their
eyes. He had, surreptitiously, emp-
tied a full can of mustard powder
into the omelettes. Milky, who had
cautiously delayed touching his
omelette, got between Angelo and
the two men.

“No violence. Remember. He’s
good money unmarked. But mark
him and he’d be left on the shelf in
a clearance sale. You ought to have
known better than trust him.”

At which point Horace, still eat-
ing at table, looked up and said,
“What's all the fuss? Best-omelette
I ever had. Minds me of a curry my
old lady used to make. Put a thirst
on you for a week. Nothing wrong
with a thirst if you've got the mon-
ey to—"

“Belt up!” roared Jim.

“Take him~up to his room,” said
Flint quietly. “Take him up to his
room” The color had gone from
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his ruddy squire’s checks and he
was rapping the end of his wooden
leg against the floor in an angry
tattoo.. .. . .

The kidnaping arrangement was
that in four days' time Solly Badru-
bal would send one of his clerks
with the ransom moncy to South-
hampton where Flint would meet
the man in a café. At first, Solly
had only wanted to send the /10,
000 due to Milky and Jim—out of
which they would pay Horace
£100, and Flint /500 for the
use of his house.

But Milky had pointed out that
since Solly’s clerk would be an
honest man he would spot that
there was only £10,000. All the pa-
pers had blazoned the sum of £40,-
000, and the risk of the discrepancy
leaking out could be dangerous. Re-
luctantly, Solly had agreed to send
the full amount.

But before the four days had
passed, all the men—and especially
Flint—had had some very bad mo-
ments with the ingenious-minded
Angelo. The boy was allowed
the freedom of the garden, and to
pass the time he took to training
Bugs to fetch and carry things.
He'd walk the setter around teach-
ing it to carry a bag or newspaper,
make it fetch a ball, come back, sit,
and drop the ball at the command
of word or whistle. Naturally, both
boy and dog got bored at times with
lessons, and then they would get
the wind up their tails and go
romping all over the place.
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Flint's flowers suffered. Bugs
dug holes in the lawn and rockery,
and quite a few of the garden
dwarfs had their heads knocked .
off. The survivors had black mus-
taches penciled on them.

Apart from all this Angelo was
an incorrigible practical joker. In
one of the suitcases which had come
with him he had enough booby
traps and tricks to stock a “magic”
store. All four of the men suffered.
The -details of their suffering are
unimportant—they suffered. But
the refrain—from Angelo—which
went with it left them cold. He
would cooperate if they cut him
in on a share of the ransom.

They' were prepared to suffer al-
most anything rather than cut him
in. Even Horace, who took a long
time to notice things, began to feel
that there was something odd
about the house. Every time he put
his hand on the doorknob to go into
Angelo’s room he got an electric
shock. He complained to Flint
about faulty wiring and got a
short answer.

Before two days had passed Flint
was shattered by the state of his
house and beloved garden, and ap-
palled at the thought that.he was
only going to get £500. On the sec-
ond night, after some thought, he
tclephoncd a friend of his who was
a sca captain working a small cargo
ship out of Southampton. From
.hen on, Flint faced Angelo’s de-
nolition work with a certain
imount of resignation . . .
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Two days later, when Flint re-
turned from his rendezvous in
Southampton, he informed the oth-
ers that the messenger with the
moncy hadn’t turned up. Milky
Waye telephoned Solly Badrubal
and was indignantly told that Solly
had sent off the money, even seen
the man on the train. Solly, pan-
icking, wanted to know what was
going on down there. Milky Waye,
suffering from a cold from opening
a door and having a bucket of wa-
ter fall on him, sneezed violently
into the phone, and telling Solly to
keep his hair, on, added grimly that
he’d have to look into things.

Back in the kitchen he ques-
tioned Flint about the messenger.

“Flint, you aren’t pulling a fast
one, are you?”

“Not me,” said Flint. “But that
messenger is. I'll take a hundred to
one on it. He comes down with the
money and gets the first boat out
of Southampton. Never see him
again. It's what we'd all think of,
isn’tit?”

“It is,” said Jim. “But this guy
was from Solly’s office. A little
clerk chap. He wouldn't have that
kind of mind.”

“Maybe it developed on the train,
hugging all that loot,” said Flint
evenly. “He's on his way to South
America now. Never see him
again.”

Which was true, of course, for
Flint had arranged it with his cap-
tain friend at the price of a couple

of hundred quid. But the clerk did-
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n’t have the money. Flint had it
The clerk, unadventurous, had al-
ways wanted to travel, Now he was
traveling, shanghaied.

The ransom money was now in
Flint’s safe. It was a fair return, he
thought, for all the trouble and
damage caused by Angelo.

“What about Angelo?” asked
Horace, who was peeling potatoes
for the evening meal.

“Send him back to Solly,”
smppcd Jim. “This whole thing is
sour.’

“What about Solly?” eked MllLy
Waye. “He could make trouble.”

“He should pick more trust-
worthy servants,” said Flint. “W¢'ll
take the boy off in the car about
midnight and drop him some-
where on the road to London. After
that we'd all better take a holiday
for a while—till Solly cools down.”

“I was beginning to like it here,”
said Horace. “Minds me of old
times. Except there aren’t any trus-
ties around, and there’s something
wrong with the wiring of the place.
You know, Flint, you ought to get
an electrician in and—"

“Shut up,” said Jim. “Why don't
we cut the boy’s throat and bury
him in the rockery. Be a kindness
to the world.”

“The dog would dig him up and
carry ‘him home,” said Milky.
“Where’s the whiskey? We’ve got to
think.”

Flint produced a large decanter
of whiskey from the kitchen cup-
board and they started to think.

THE RANSOM OF ANGELO

When Angelo came down about

- an hour later to see what was hap-

pening about his-supper, he found
that they had done all their think-
ing and had passed out. The four
of them were slumped unconscious
around the kitchen table.

Angelo, whistling happily, made
himself an omelette, pushed Jim
O’Leary off his chair to the floor,
and sat down to eat a leisurely
meal. He was in no hurry. The
knockout drops, which he always
carried in his suitcase and which
he had dropped into the whiskey,
were made from a special recipe
of his father’s. They would fix an
elephant for an hour, a race horse
for three hours, and any two-
legged creature for a good six. An-
gelo had used one once on a boy
flm star from Hollywood who was
scheduled to do a turn with him in
a Royal Command performance.
The boy had been out for two days
and- Angelo had given the show of
his life.

When he had ‘finished his supper,
Angclo took Bugs into the garden
and knocked off-the heads of the
remaining dwarfs. Then he came
back and went through the pockets
of the four men. taking their
watches and wallets. In Flint’s
pocket he found a letter from the
captain of the cargo ship, which
had sailed that day from South-
ampton.

The letter interested Angelo very
much. He took Flint’s keys, went
up to, Flint’s bedroom, and found
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his safe behind a water color titled
A Distant View of Dartmoor. In-
side the safe was a brief case con-
taining £39800 in notes, and a
brief scrawl from Solly which read,
What a wonderful scheme. Hope
shrs will make all the boys happy.

Angelo took the brief case, went
back to the kitchen, and allowed
himself an extra cigar and another
gin and bitter lemon while he
thought things over. All he had
to do now—and he took his luck
quite calmly—was to let himself
out of the house” with Flint’s key
and get back to London. He would
hand the money over to his mother
to bank for him. Then he could turn
up at his hotel and say that three
men, unknown to him, had
dropped him on Waterloo Bridge.

There was nothing anyone
would ever be able to do about it.
The only thing he had to be care-
ful about was to get to his mother
without being recognized. He did-
n't want any copper picking him
up with the bricf case in his hand
and hogging the glory for finding
the kidnaped star and also poking
his nose into the case and finding
the money.

He decided to wait until mid-
night and then make for a main
road, find an all night café, and
smuggle himself in the back of a
London-bound truck. Trains were
out—conductors were as nosey and
glory-seeking as coppers.

Actually, it was a little after mid-
night when he left. At the last mo-
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ment his sense of humor got the
better of him. He spent a happy
half-hour fixing false mustaches on
the snoring four. And he painted
Jim’s nose red with garden paint.
He also tied everyone’s shoclaces
together and reached inside their
jackets and cut their suspenders or
belts. For a while he had contem-
plated pouring treacle over their
hair, but finally decided against it.
Jim O’Leary, for one, could easily
be pushed over the line into vio-
lence, and Angelo didn’t want his
future marred by some act of ber-
serk brutality in a dark alley.

So, just after midnight, Angclo,
with Bugs at his heels, was on his
way out of Brankfold and follow-
ing a road which had becn sign-
posted Southampton 20 miles. Once
he hit a main road it wouldn’t be
long before he found an all-night
café. He took his time. The night
was fine. He didn’t mind how long
it was before he reached London.
When he got tired of carrying the
brief case he handed it to Bugs
who trotted along by his side car-
rying it proudly like any young dog
which has learned a new trick.

The four men in the kitchen
came back to life within a few min-
utes of each other. There was a
great deal of groaning and
stretching and muzzy shaking of
heads.

Flint struggled to his feet, took a
step forward, and fell flat on his
face. Jim O’Leary followed him,
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repeated the act, and then, cursing,
stood up and had his trousers con-
certina around his ankles. He let
out a bellow of rage which brought
Horace to life.

Horace stared blearily at Jim and
then said, puzzled, “I didn’t know
you had a mustache, Jim. Been
hitting the bottle, too, nose like a
beacon—" He broke off as he
tripped over his tied laces and
crashed to the ground. .

“That boy!” A great wail of an-
ger came from Jim as he turned
and caught sight of himself in the
kitchen mirror on a cupboard door.

Then—

“My wallet!” cried Milky.

“My watch!” roared Jim.

“Something wrong with my

braces,” said Horace.
My flamin’ keys"—this from
Flint. <

Then, as they sorted themselves
out, a bellow of apprchension is-
sued from Flint. Holding up his
trousers, he stumped rapidly out
of the room. While he was gone,
Milky, the practical one, fished a
length of clothesline from a cup-
board and they fashioned belts for
their trousers.

After a time Flint éame back. He
stood in the doorway and sur-
veyed the company with a grim
look on his rubicund face, and the
sound of high-pressure secthing es-
caped from between his lips—like a
boiler about to blow.

“Gentlemen,” he announced,
“this is serious. The boy is gone.”
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“Thank God,” sighed Jim.

“He’s gone and he’s taken forty
thousand nicker of ransom money
with him,” said Flint. And then, as
they looked amazed at him, he
went on, “I know. Explanations are
due.”

“I'll say,” said Milky. “You had
the money all the time.”

“I did. I was going to do a fair.
split with you all when the boy
went back. That way Solly would
think he’d lost all his money and
we'd have racked up ten thousand
cach. It was practical common
sense.”

“Except,” said Jim threateningly,
“you'd never have told us if this
hadn’t happened. 1 ought to do
you.”

“But I thought the clerk chap
had got the money,” said Horace.
“What about him?”

“Shut up,” said Milky. “He’s on
his way to South Amerlca if 1
know Flint.”

“Africa actually,” said Flint.
“But that’s not the point. Angelo’s
flown with the money. We've got to
get him.”

Milky eased off his false mus-
tache gingerly and said, “Let me
think. He won’t go to the police—
not with all that money on him.
He'll want to get it salely tucked
away. His mother—that’s it. She
holds the moneybags for him. He'll
want to get to her first before any-
one picks him up. Which means?”

“What would you do?” asked
Flint.
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“What would we all do,” said
Jim. “It’s obvious. He’s on the road.
Going to stow away on a lorry.”

Horace said, “I still can’t under-
stand. I never passed out before.”

They ignored him.

Ten minutes later they were all
in Flint’s car heading away from
Brankfold on the only road which
Angelo could have taken from the
town. It was summer and already
the sky was_beginning to lighten.
In another hour it would be full
daylight,

Fortunately for them—or so it
seemed—Angelo’s  progress  had
not been rapid. After a few miles
he had developed a blister on his
heel and was reduced to a slow
hobble. Bugs now carried the brief
case permanently and was getting
tired of his duties.

They caught up with him after
about half an hour on a long open
stretch of road in open country. As
the car pulled up alongside of him
Angelo recognized them. He gave
a- whistle to Bugs to follow and
slipped through the hedge. Forget-
ting his blister now, he put on a
burst of speed which would have
made his dog-thief father proud.

Flint said to Horace at the wheel
of the car, “The road bends back at
right angles a couple of miles up.
You go on to the bend and wait for
us. We'll follow him.”

The three of them crashed
through the hedge and were after
Angelo in full cry. Horace, com-
pletely out of his depth, shook his
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head and drove on. Things were
going too fast for him altogether.

Meanwhile, Angelo and Bugs
were streaking across the fields
with the others in pursuit. It was a
lovely morning for a hunt. Jim
O'Leary - led, going like the wind
and with murder in his heart.

- Milky Waye followed him closely,

wondering if he wasn’t losing his
financial grip, since he hadn’t even
thought of the double-cross which
Flint had so nearly pulled off. And
behind came Flint, stumping away
on his wooden leg, and cursing.

Angelo kept up his speed for
about five minutes and then began
to slacken. Ahead of him he saw a
range of farm buildings rise over
the hedges. He found a field path
and a few seconds later was in the
farmyard. Knowing he could no
longer rely on speed to save him-
self, he darted for a long low build-
ing, hoping to hide there while his
pursuers went by.

With Bugs at his heels, Angelo
raced to one of the buildings,
jerked open the door, and leaped
in. Immediately there was an ex-
plosion of white feathers and three
hundred laying hens, disturbed at
their breakfast, hit the ceiling and
let out a cacophony of cackles
which could be heard a mile away.

Angelo realized that his pursuers
must have heard the noise, so he
dashed through the building to-
ward a door at the far end, know-
ing that .he must look for a new
hiding place. But the door was
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locked and bolted. Turning to go
back to the other door, he saw Jim
O’Leary come bursting' in.

Angelo, plowing his way
through hens that would be egg-
bound for a month from the shock,
headed for a window on the far
side of the house, pushed it open,
and was through like a shot. Bugs
followed him with a leap that was
considerably hampered by the brief
case he was still carrying. Angelo
turned and slammed the window
down on Jim's fingers as Jim
grabbed at the sill.

Jim recled back, letting out a
scream of anguish that sct the hens
off again, and collapsed into a
drinking trough. The next mo-
ment Milky Waye and Flint came
charging into the building which
now resembled a film set of a bliz-
zard in an ascent of Mt. Everest.

Jim leaped up, shouting, “Back
to the door! Don't let the little
bleeder get away!”

But as they turned to the door,
they found it blocked by a man in
breeches, tall and burly, angry-
faced, a littdle egg around his lips
from having becen disturbed at
breakfast, and holding a double-
barreled shotgun.

“A fine do, eh?” he roared. “The
last time you come at night and
pinch two dozen of my best hens.
Now it’s brazen-faced, daylight
robbery. Ernie!” He shouted over
his shoulder. “Get on the phone to
the police—I'll hold 'em here!”

And he could, and -he did. A
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twelve-bore shotgun was not to be
treated lightly. The three—Fling,
Jim, and Milky—stood panting,
watching him, and slowly the hen
house subsided to a quiet clucking
and a few of the more phlegmatic
hens made for their nest boxes to
get on with the business of laying
eggs that would, thanks to efficient
markctmg methods, be in the shops
in four weeks’ time marked New
Laid- =

Half a mile away Angelo saw a
line of telegraph poles which
marked a road. He headed for
them, climbed a fence, and found
himself in a large garden with a
gravel path leading up to the door-
way of a low red-tiled house.

As he approached, the door be-
gan to swing open. Knowing that
he mustn’t be recognized now that
he had shaken off his' pursuers,
and aware that even in these bu-
colic depths his face was familiar,
he jumped aside into a shrubbery
and began to make a detoured.

He didn’t notice for a moment
that Bugs was not following him.
Bugs, bemused by recent events
and tired out from carrying the
brief case, headed straight on, up
the path, and into the porch of the
doorway. Here he was confronted
by a portly, benign-faced gentle-
man with a clerical collar who
looked down at him and said,
“Well, bless my soul! A dog.”

At this moment a hundred yards
away Angelo discovered that Bugs
was no longer with him. And it
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was at this moment that Angelo
made his mistake. He gave a whis-
tle for Bugs, low and piercing. But
it was the wrong whistle out of the
wide repertoire taught him by his
father. It shrilled through the
morning, Drop everything and
come at once.

Bugs did just that. He dropped
the brief case at the old gentleman’s
feet, and with a bark of relief was
away and after Angelo.

Five minutes later Angelo hit
the main road only to find Horace
waiting for him in the car. But
Horace was a different cup of tea
from the others.

Angelo climbed into the seat
alongside him and said, “It’s all
right, Horace. Just drive me to
London.”

“London?”

“That’s right. It's been arranged
with the others.” Angelo leaned
back and opened the rear door for
Bugs to jump in.

“It don’t seem right,” said Hor-
ace.

“That’s what they said,” said
Angelo. “Just drive me to London.”

Horace shrugged. He'd never
been the mastermind in any job,
just a muscle man. He was used to
doing as he was told. So he started
to drive Angelo to London and
after a few miles Angelo discov-
ered that Bugs no longer had the
brief case. He was pretty upset
about this, but he kept it to him-
self, imagining that Bugs had
dropped it in the chicken house.
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Anyway, he consoled himself, he
had enough on Solly over this
phony kidnaping to blackmail him
into a handsome payment for keep-
ing his tiny mouth shut.

Somewhere in the suburbs of
London, nearing lunchtime, An-
gelo and Bugs began to get hun-
gry. Angelo made Horace stop the
car outside a café, and leaving
Bugs with Horace, Angelo went in
to buy some biscuits and sand-
wiches. As he came to the door to
return to the car, he saw that a mo-
torcycle policeman had drawn up
alongside Horace and Bugs. An
interesting conversation was going
on, if a little one-sided.

“Nice to see you, Horace,” said
the policeman. “Thought you was
still inside.”

“No, I ain’t.”

“Nice dog you got there. Nice
collar too—gold with diamonds
stuck in it. Up to your old tricks,
ch?”

“What do you mean?”

“As though you dont know.
This here is Prince Narrowmeath
of Moortown.”

“You're off your rocker,” said
Horace. “It’s a dog, not a prince.”

“Don’t get funny with me, Hor-
ace. I can see it's a dog. And it was
lifted from the Leroy Hotel. Bra-
zen, you are. Now then, just you
follow me down the road to the
station and we'll sort it out. Dog
snatching, eh? A bit out of your
line, isn’t it? Seill . . .”

At this point Angelo. withdrew
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into the café and-made for the back
door . . .

Well, there it is. Crime doesn’t
pay when a lot of rogues try to do
one another down. A kind of
rough justice operates. If you really
want to make it pay you must go
after law-abiding types who aren’t
used to jungle warfare. %

Solly Badrubal lost forty thou-
sand quid, plus another five he
had to pay to Angelo to keep his
mouth shut. He went out of flms
for four years and Angelo got a
bigger contract with another com-
pany. 5

Horace got four months, and the
other three, although their sen-
tences weren't long, had a bad time
in the Minerva Club when they
came out for being such mugs as to
be caught hen-lifting!

The only person who was really
happy was the vicar at whose feet
Bugs had dropped the brief case.
He took it back into the breakfast
room, opened it up, helped him-

THE RANSOM OF ANGELO

self to a cup of coffee, and then
with a great beam on his face
turned to his wife and said, “You
know, my dear, it is a wonderful
world. A world of miracles. Here I
have been for years and years try-
ing to raise money for my Church
Youth Camps and suddenly all I
want is dropped on my doorstep
by a dog.”

“A dog, my dear?”

“An exceptional dog, of course,
my love. Owned obviously by
someone of great wealth. It had a
gold collar with some kind of pre-
cious stones decorating it. The dog
dropped the money at my feet and
then, distantly, I heard its owner
whistle, and away it went. So ro-
mantic, so generous! And obviously
he wished to remain anonymous.
But with the money was a note
which made his intention clear.
Listen to it. What a wonderful
scheme. Hope this will make all
the boys happy. Oh, it will, it will.
Bless him!”

Ebrrors’ Note: We are hoping to persuade Victor Canning to
make “The Ransom of Angelo” the first in a series of stories
about the Minerva Club; in fact, we'd like nothing better than
having two new series from Mr. Canning—a continuation of
the Department of Paiterns series and more stories about the

shifty members of the Minecrva . . .

perhaps Mr. Canning will

tell us how Flint Morrish bought (of all things!) an old jail
and “got stuck with 1t"—it should be a fascinating yarn!

Postscrirr: Mr. Canning has done it! He has written the story
of Flint Morrish’s purchase of an old jail—and you will read
it next month, in the August 1963 issue, on sale July 1.°
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A Paper for Mr. Wurley
Crime and Detection

Santa Monica, California
The Present

A fascinating story: how George Bostwick,
high school senior, discovered the terrible
dangers that lurk in our everyday lives . .
If you were George’s English teacher, what
mark would you give him?

Y NAME IS GEORGE BOSTWICK

M and next June I'm going

to graduate from Santa Monica
High School. Maybe. The reason
I'm only maybe going to graduate
is Mr. Wurley. He teaches English
IV and he’s a—you know, perfec-
tionist?

He gave the class this practically
impossible assignment that has to
be handed in today. The assignment
is that we have to write a paper on
any subject that we're interested in,
and I sat up most of last night
thinking about subjects I was inter-
ested in, and they were and still are
football, cars, detective stories, and
girls, not necessarily in that order.

But I have a feeling that Mr.
Wourley would think that I should
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not be interested in these things to
the exclusion of, say, Percy Bysshe
Shelley or Lord Byron, and when 1
fell asleep I was still waiting for the
inspiration that had not yet come.

“Just write it in your own words,”
he said, “as though you were talk-
ing to a friend.”

Okay, friend:

So, on account of having stayed
up most of last night, T slept late
this morning and missed the school
bus. My Mom and Dad are back
east visiting, so I'm staying with my
cousin Freddie who has a .little
house up Malibu Canyon. But right
now Freddie is off on this fishing
trip and he didn’t wake me up. It
was nine o'clock when I got down
to the Pacific Coast Highway and
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started thunbing rides and worry-
ing about the paper that I_hadn’t
written and about what would hap-
pen to me when I didn’t hand it in.

Pretty soon this lady came along
in an Austin-Healey Sprite. She
stopped and I saw that she was a
nice-looking blonde lady but kind
of old. She wore a wedding ring
and must have been around thirty.

“You got a driver’s licenser”

“Sure,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, and started
climbing out. “Wc're headed the
same way, so you can drive me
home.” She got her knees jammed
up against the steering wheel and
had a hard time breaking free.
“Like trying to get out of a sitz
bath,” she said.

Well, a Sprite’s a sports car, and
a little one at that, and it’s not too
easy for people of a certain age to
get in and out of one, but that
wasn’t why she was finding it so
tough. When she finally made it
and walked around to climb into
the other seat I saw what her trou-
ble was. She was stoned. But
stoned!

They got a thing in California
called “Drunk in Auto.” You can
go to jail for it. Well, it was just last
weck that Freddie gave me the loan
of his car to take the driving tests.
My license being new and all, I
wasn’t sure I wanted to drive her
anywhere.

“Maybe you’d like me to go over
to the Mayfair Market and call a
cab,” I said.
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“Young man,” she said, “you
leave me sitting on the highway, I'll
have your Good Samaritan catd
picked up. You won’t even be a
Bad Samaritan. You'll be a Lousy
Philistine. 1 live just this side the
Sea Lion. Hop in the car and drive.”

So I did what she told me to. And
I'll say this for her—that was a real
sweet car she owned. A stick -job
with four forward shifts, a tachom-
eter, a windshield washer—the
works. She wasn’t any trouble, ei-
ther. By the time we passed Malibu
Pier she was asleep.

I looked in the side pocket and
found her registration. Her name
was Phyllis Bennett and she lived
near the Sea Lion Café, like she’d
said. A lot of picture people, actors
and what-all live around there. I
parked outside the gate in this thick
wall and woke her up.

“You're home, Mrs. Bennett,” 1

said. “Thanks for the lift.”
“ For a minute she looked as
though she was wondering who 1
was and how I'd come into her life.
Then she smiled. “Hello, kid. Give
me a hand.”

I helped her out and through the
gate and into a patio. Man, when I
got inside was I surprised! It was
real cool. Not fancy, you under-
stand, but nice. You could hear the
sound of waves down on the beach.
There was a garden with flowers in
it and a big white table with chairs
around it and a red-and-white um-
brella‘over it, and down at the other
end of the patio there was a little
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swimming pool shaped like a kid-
ney bean,

The house was nice, too. No
tricked-up gingerbread—just a com-
fortable place to live. The beach
stairs were on the right and there
were three steps just ahead that led
up to the door. Mrs. Bennett started
for the door but, passing the table,
she gave this sort of sigh and sud-
denly sat down.

“Got to rest a minute. Who are
you, anyway?” she asked.

Well, 'm not what you might
call gabby and I don’t much like
talking about myself, but I an-
swered her the best I could. I told
her my name and where I lived and
how T was first-string tackle on the
team at Samohi. She listened po-
litely but she couldn’t have been
paying much attention because,
while I was giving her a play-by-
play rundown on last Saturday’s
game, she got up in the middle of
the second quarter.

“Think I can make it now,” she
said.

I hclped her up the steps. The
door was open. She was starting to
sag again when we went into the
living room.

“Max! Hey, Max!” she called.
Then she said, “Oh, I forgot. He’s
in Las Vegas with his red-headed
so-called secretary. I'm talking
about my husband, Max.”

She went over to a sort of cabinet
near the picture window and looked
inside. “Well, what do you know!”
she said. “Max went off and left me

"
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high and dry. Do me a little favor,
George?”

“Well, I'd like to,” T said, “but
I'm alrcady a half hour late for
school. Would it take long?”

“Ten minutes, give or take a little,
and I'll make it worth your while.”
She. opened her handbag and
handed me a bill. “Run up to the
Mayfair for me and you can drive
my car to school. Bring it back this
afternoon.”

I saw myself pulling up at Sa-
mohi in my little old Austin-Healy
Sprite. “What should I get for you
at the Mayfair, Mrs. Bennett?” I
said.

“A ffth of scotch.”

“What kind? Hey—this is a hun-
dred-dollar bill!” I said.

“They can change it. Get any
kind—grab the first bottle you see
and make it fast,” she said.

She sat down on a couch and 1
went out to the Sprite. A girl was
sitting in it. She was pretty. In fact,
she was the most beautiful girl I'd
ever seen. I knew who she was, too.
What’s more, she acted like she
knew me.

“Hi, George. How’s about a lift
to Santa Monica? Would you be
kind enough ?” she said.

Would I be kind enough! When
Dorothy Dupree, star of screen and
TV, asks for a lift she’s the one
that’s being kind! “I'd be glad to,
Miss Dupree,” I said, “but I got to
drive up to the Mayfair first. How
come you know my name?”

“I've seen you playing football,
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George. I watch you every time I
get the chance, which is every time
my drama coach will let me. I think
you're wonderful. Call me Dor-
othy,” she said.

“Okay, Dorothy.” 1 vaulted hap-
pily into the driver’s seat. “Want to
run up to the Mayfair with me?”

“T can’t,” she said. “That’s where
my drama coach has gone. She’d see
me and I'd never get to Santa Mon-
ica today. I live next door”—she
pointed to another gate—“and when
I saw you bringing Phyllis Bennett
home I thought, this is my chance!”

“To do what?”

“To get off on my own a little
while,” she said. “To skip going to
the studio just for once. No lines to
study. No interviews. No dancing
lessons. Is that too much to ask?” .

I thought about it and decided
that it wasn’t. “Everybody ought to
have some time off once in a while,”
I said. “When is this party you
mentioned coming back ?"

“Any minute now."”

“And she’ll make you do these
things that you don't want to do?”

“That’s her job and-she’s’an ex-
pert at it,” Dorothy said. “My
mother’s in Reno, see, and while
she’s establishing residence my
drama coach is Head Disciplinarian
and Chairman of the Board com-
bined.”

I thought some more and came up
with an answer. “There’s a drain-
pipe a short ways up the beach,” I
said. “It’s a big pipe and this time
of year there isn't any water in it. If
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you're not afraid of maybe getting
your clothes a little dircy—"

“Sandals, shorts, and sweater?”
They're expendable,” she said.

Sure enough, that turned out to
be what she had on. It was funny
that I hadn’t noticed them before. I
must have been concentrating on
her face. Her face was—you know,
angelic? She had black hair, and
the way the sun hit it made it look
as though there was a halo perched
on top.

“So you go down to the beach,” I
said. “Crawl through the drainpipe
and wait for me on the other side.
That’s one place nobody will think
to look for you. Okay?”

“Like it's a deal,” she said.

That’s beat talk, that “like” jive.
You can'’t just say “okay.” You got
to say “like okay,” and if you’re real
beat it’s “like okay, man.” I never
went for it, being a—you know,
purist’>—and anyway it’s sort of
dated now. But coming from
Dorothy I got to admit it sounded
cute.

I watched her climb out and
walk towards her own gate. Then
I swung the Sprite in a U-turn and
drove up to the market. I left it in
the parking lot and went into the
liquor department of the Mayfair.
There were bottles of scotch lined
up on the shelves on my right. I
took one and carried it to the man
behind the counter. I gave him
Mrs. Bennett’s hundred-dollar bill.

“Got a bag to put the bottle in?”
I asked.
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He didn’t move, just stood there
studying the bill. At last he looked
at me. “I.D.” he said.

“Come again?”

“Let’s see your identification. 1
got to know how old you are.”

“Look.” 1 set the bottle on the
counter. “It’s not for me. I'm buy-
ing it for a lady, Mrs. Bennett.
She—"

He broke in. “Mrs. Phyllis Ben-
nete?”

“That’s
lives—"

“I know where she lives. Sorry,
but I can’t sell you liquor. If you'll
wait a minute I'll call Mrs. Bennett
and explain.”

He got a phone book and started
looking for the number. The bill
was lying in front of me where he’d
put it down. I put it in my pocket.
It was Mrs. Bennett’s money and I
had to see that it got back to her
intact. He dialed the number he
had found.

I got restless, waiting. Mr. Wur-
ley’s class was the first period after
the lunch hour. I might be able to
alibi not having any paper finished
enough to hand in, but at least I
had to make the class on time. And
there was Dorothy waiting for me
in the drainpipe—

“What's the matter?”
“Don’t she answer?”

“No,” he said. “You sure she’s at
home?”

“She was a few minutes ago, and
she didn’t look as if she was going
anywhere,” T said.

right” 1 said. “She

I asked.
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He shrugged and kept on listen-
ing to nothing on the phone. I said,
“Forget the whole deal, please,” and
started to leave. He said something
about holding on a minute because
there was a question or two he'd
like to ask, but I made out as if 1
didn’t hear.

I went out to the parking lot and
got into the Sprite. I put the stick
in what I thought was low-low, let
in the clutch, and backed into a
black-and-white job just behind me.

It turned out to be a Sheriff’s car.
Two deputies got out and walked
towards me, both wearing that sort
of sad, disillusioned look that dep-
uty sheriffs seemn to cultivate.

“Operator’s license, kid,” one of
them said.

I handed it to him. He read it
“This your car?” he asked.

“No, sir. It belongs to Mrs. Phyllis
Bennett. I was running an er-
rand—"

“Registration.”

I fished it out of the side pocket.
He looked it over, gave it back. He
looked at the front license tag and
called out the number to the other
deputy.

“Ring any sort of bell ?”

“Not on the list.”” The other dep-
uty stopped staring at me long
enough to shake his head.

The first deputy wrote me out a
ticket. “Next time you'll be more
carcful, won't you, boy?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Couldn’t you
just—?"

I was going to point out that,

MR. WURLEY
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after all,-I hadn’t hurt his car and
ask him to go casy on me, my
driver’s license being practically
virginal and all, but as he handed
me the ticket I saw a complication
headed in our direction and I
changed my mind. The complica-
tion was the man from the liquor
department. He was coming
straight towards us and I foresaw a
whole career ahead of me just an-
swering questions. I put the ticket
in my pocket and got out of the
parking lot. ) ;

I drove straight back to Mrs. Ben-
nett’s and left the Sprite where 1
had parked before. I went through
the gate, and the three steps, and
through the door. Mrs. Bennett was
lying on the couch. “So that’s why
she didn’t answer the phone,” I
thought. “She passed out.”

Then I saw the hole in her head
where the bullet had gone in and
knew that this particular pass-out
was going to be permanent. She
was dead.

My heart started banging and my
knees got rubbery, and there was a
time—] don’t know how long it
lasted—when I went here and there
and back and forward, expending a
lot of energy but not getting much
of anything constructive done. I
started for Mrs. Bennett. I thought
I'd better feel her pulse or maybe
hold a mirror over her face to see if
she was breathing, but it didn’t take
a mirror to tell me that she wasn’t
and to know she didn’t even have a
pulse.

MR. WURLEY

So I stumbled over to the tele-
phone. I picked it up, and then I
put it down because I didn’t know
whether to call the Emergency Hos-
pital or the Sheriff’s office first. So
I ran into the patio intending to find
one of the neighbors and pass the
buck to him, but thinking about the
neighbors reminded me that Doro-
thy was onc of them and that she
was waiting in the drainpipe. So I
stopped again, just inside the.gate.

While I was standing there, feel-
ing numb and not thinking clear
but sort of hazy, I heard this car
pull up. There was a hole in the
gate with a little cover to it that you
could push aside. Like a spy-hole? I
took a quick look through it and re-
acted automatically to what I saw.
Before those same two disillusioned
deputies had time even to start
knocking on the gate, I was down
on the beach and the drainpipe was
rapidly coming up. This pipe is
maybe a hundred yards long. It runs
underneath the highway and the
other end is inland from the beach.
I was out of breath when I got to the
other end.

It was pretty there. I came out in
a gully_that had trees on both sides
and even a little grass and such. I
couldn’t see any houses, which was
fine. But I couldn’t see Dorothy ei-
ther, and that wasn’t. I looked all
around and she wasn’t anywhere in
sight.

“Dorothy ?” I called.

The answer came from above me
on the south side of the gully.
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“Here.” I looked up but all I could
see was this eucalyptus tree.

“Where?”

“In the tree.”

That’s where she was, too. Ordi-
narily a eucalyptus is one of the
hardest trees there is to climb, biit
this one happened to have a branch
that was only about ten feet above
the ground. She was sitting on it. 1
climbed the side of the gully and
shinnied up the trec and sat beside
her.

“Jane climb tree good,” I said
when my breath finally came back.

“Jane learn climb tree in Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer jungle. Jane climb
up, sec when Tarzan come back in
Sprite.”

I looked where she was looking
and, sure enough, I could see the
Sprite parked outside Mrs. Bennett’s
gate across the highway. The Sher-
iff's car was right behind it. Just see-
ing that black-and-white job gave
me the shivers. It came to me all
of a sudden—everything I'd done
wrong. I hadn’t exactly been a mo-
ron. I’d been a stupid moron, which
is worse. Instead of explaining
things to that liquor department
man I'd turned his suspicions to
super-suspicions by walking out on
him. And of course he’d unloaded
on the cops.

A kid drives up in a cool sports
car, tries to buy liquor and to pay
for it with a C-note, and the lady
he says he’s doing it for doesn’t an-
swer the telephone—well, that'd
make anybody give the kid a second
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look. Brother! I could just see those
two deputies over in Mrs. Bennett’s
house. I knew what they were
thinking. One of them was prob-
ably making a phone call right this
minute.

“It was the Bostwick boy, all
right,” I could hear him saying. “He
murdered her and took off with a
hundred bucks. Send out~an all-
points bulletin. Advise caution
when approaching. This criminal is
desperate and probably he's armed.”

And right there on the phone that
he was holding, life-size and in liv-
ing color, I could see my finger-
prints! %

“I'm in a jam, Dorothy,” I said.

“So brief me.”

I filled her in on the details.

Naturally she was shocked. But
after a while she accepted the fact
that Mrs. Bennett had been mur-
dered and stopped talking about her
and started thinking about me.
“They can’t pin it on you, George.
You didn’t kill her,” she said.

“I know that, but the cops don’t.
You ever hear of circumstantial evi-
dence? It's the only really reliable
evidence there is.”

“Cops may rely on it. I don’t.”

“I'm afraid that's—you know, im-
material ?” I said.

“It won’t be when I tell them
what I know. Her husband did it
—Max,” she said. “I'd been sitting
in this tree, oh, maybe three, four
minutes, when I saw him coming
through the drainpipe. He buried
something just this side of it. Then

MR. WURLEY
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he sort of slunk over to the highway
and a woman came. along and
picked him up.” =

I said, “Max Bennett’s' in Las
Vegas. With his soalled secretary.
His wife—his late wife, that is—
told me.”

“I don’t believe that for a minute.
Maybe that’s what he told Phyllis,
butI know better. He’s not the kind
of man would take his secretary to
Vegas. And 1 tell you I just saw
him, George!”

“Was the woman who picked
him up a red-head?”

“I couldn’t tell. She was inside the
car. But Max was right down
there.” - She pointed. “I couldn’t
have made a mistake!”

“What’s he look like?”

“Well,” she said, “he’s tall and
real distinguished. He’s only thirty-

three but he’s got this hair like’

graying at the temples. Like, you
know, worldly?”

I said, “I just can't see it. Such a
distinguished type and all, why
would he want to murder his own
wife?”

“If you'd known Phyllis, really
known her, you wouldn’t have to
ask. She was a succubus,” Dorothy
said.

“A which?”

“Like in a dream there’s this evil
woman?”

“Well, it takes all kinds,” I said.
“What did Mr. Bennett bury?”

“Let’s go see,” she said.

We unclimbed the trec and slid
down into the gully. Sure enough,
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the ground was loose in a spot near
the drainpipe that Dorothy pointed
out. I could dig into it with my
hands. T scooped it out and, only a
few inches down, I felt something
cold and hard. It was an automatic,
a Smith & Wesson .38. I gave it the
standard procedure, sniffing the
muzzle, counting the cartridges in
the clip. One bullet had recently
been fired.

“You called it right, Dorothy.
This is what killed her,” 1 said.

“I've seen that gun before. It’s
Max’s. You realize what this means,
George? You're in the clear. Hot-
diggity!” she said.

“Hot what?”

“Like-it’s the most,” she said.

I didn’t say anything for'a while.
I was thinking. I guess I was think-
ing harder than I'd ever thought in
my whole life. “I wish you'd got
the license number of that car,” 1
said at last. “We’d have a pretty
good case if you'd remembered to
do that.”

“I did get it! Wait a minute—"
She concentrated. “It was a Califor-
nia license—SHM 578, Isn’t that
enough for you to take to the po-
lice?”

“Well, not quite,” I said. “They’d
have to check a lot of things, and
all the time they were doing it I'd
be in jail. 'm supposed to be in
Mr. Wurley’s class at one o’clock.”

“Who's Mr. Wurley?”

I told her, and about the paper 1
hadn’t even started writing yet.
“But if you'll help me,” T said, “1



A PAPER FOR

got an idea that ought to make the
cops and Mr. Wurley happy, both.”

“T’'ll be glad to help you, George.
Just tell me what to do,” she said.

So that’s how come we’re sitting
in this booth in The Top o’ the Sea
Café on Malibu Pier. We got here
the easy way—just walked along
the highway until we came to it.
Nobody stopped us. Lots of people
looked at us, but it was only Doro-
thy they saw.

Jack Levin runs this place. He's
a friend of Freddie’s, and he let us
have some coffee and gave me this
writing paper and loaned me his
fountain pen. I'd have offered to
pay for the coffee but the only
money I have is this hundred-dollar
bill, and I'm holding that as evi-
dence.

So, Mr. Wurley, here’s the paper
I was supposed to do plus my alibi
for not showing up today. I don’t
dare go anywhere until the cops
arrest the murderer. Dorothy has
promised to bring this to you, but
[ don’t think she'll read it. Who
reads the literary efforts of a high
school senior unless, like you do,
they get paid for it? I'm pretty sure
she’ll give it to you. It's what the
innocent juvenile non-delinquent
she’s playing today would do.

But don't forget that lovable
young innocence is only one of a
lot of parts she’s played in her time.
Remember her in Teen-Age Terror-
ist? She’s versatile. And old, Mr.
Wurley. She’s been a sub-ingenue
for lo, these many years, and she
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must be twenty-five if she’s a min-
ute.

It's what she said when I found
the murder weapon that finally
blasted off my brain and sent it into
orbit. Nobody's said “Hot-diggity!”
since I grew up. So, after that, when
she told me that the license number
of the car that picked up Mr. Ben-
nett was SHM 578, it was all day-
light and champagne, like Shake-
speare says.

You see, that’s the number of the
sports car that Mrs. Bennett drives.
I ought to know. The deputy wrote
it on the ticket he gave me and the
ticket’s in my pocket. What hap-
pened was—she'd been watching
the Sprite and SHM 578 was the
first number that came to her. You
know, subconsciously?

So what I'd advise you to do, Mr.
Woaurley, is to think up some excuse
to keep her waiting while you call
the cops. Because she did it. You
only have to listen to her talk about
him to know she’s got a thing on
Mr. Bennett, and that’s why she
killed his wife.

She must have been outside the
gate while I was telling Mrs. Ben-
nett about my being first-string
tackle and all, and inside the patio
when Mrs. Bennett asked me to run
up to the Mayfair Market for her.
Anyway, when I came out she had
her routine down pat. After I
started for the market she weat in
the house and shot Mrs. Bennett
with Mr. Bennett’s gun.

The cops will find my finger-
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prints on it, and probably nobody
else’s—remember, 1 dug it out of
the drainpipe. I'll say this much for
Dorothy—she’s smart. She’s pretty,
too, and if you don’t look too close
you'd never notice those little lines
at the corners of her eyes.

One more thing. Chances are that
Mr. Bennett really is in Las Vegas.
Anyway, he’s certainly nowhere
near Malibu. If there’d been the
slightest chance of anybody think-
ing that he might have donc it,
Dorothy would never have told me
that she’d seen him. Last thing she
wants is to have Mr. Bennett put
in jail. :

And of course she never had any

IN MEMORIAM
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intention of telling the cops the
same story she told me. That was
going to be something I had just
dreamed up. For publicity or some-
thing, to drag her name into it
when all she was doing-was doing
me a favor, taking my paper into
class.

Wherever Mr. Bennett is, I don’t
know whether they’ll ind his sec-
retary with him or not. Or care.
That’s his business and if the cops
want to make it so, it’s theirs. My
business is somchow to get off the
hook. So will you get me off, sir,
please?

And how’s about it, Mr. Wurley,
do1 pass? '

William O’Farrell died

on April 11, 1962 at the age of 57. He_was a fine novelist and
short-story writer—his Over There—Darkness was awarded
the Mystery Writers of America “Edgar” as the best mystery
short story published during 1958; and every story by Mr.
O'Farrell that has appeared in EQMM has been distin-
guished. A Paper for Mr. Wurley, in this issue, is probably
the last short story that William O’Farrell wrote before his
death—and it is one of his finest. William O'Farrell will be

missed . . .
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APTAIN MCDERMOTT, IN CHARGE
C of Headquarters between the
hours of eight am. and four p.m,
rarely found moments when he
was alone in the big main office be-
hind the long, bar-like desk. This
was one of them, and he was idly
wondering what to buy Mabel, his
wife of twenty-seven years, for her
birthday. He liked to give it con-
siderable thought because he never
had too much to spend and this
year he wanted something special.

He heard the sharp, atention-
getting cough and looked up. He
could sece clear to the open main
door and there was nobody in
sight; but then, as he kept looking,
because he could hear the scuffle of
feet, a small blond-topped head
slowly raised itself above the level
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of the desk. A pair of very bright,
very serious, and thoroughly un-
frightened blue eyes looked across
the desk and straight at him in as
disconcerting a manner as Mabel
could summon when she was an-
gry.

Captain McDermott got up slow-
ly and walked around the desk.
The boy had hoisted himself up so
that he stood on tiptoe with his
chin resting against the edge of the
brass rail that protruded from the
desk.

“Well, now,” McDermott said,
“how can 1 help you?”

The voice may have been small,
but it was firm. “I want to see the
Chief of Police.”

“Suppose you tell me why,” Mc-
Dermott said. “And while you're
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at it, come on around so I can see
what you look like.”

The boy went behind the desk
with no hesitation. McDermott
guessed his age as about nine. A
sturdy, if not large, youngster,
clean and well dressed—as well as
any boy his age can be. His shoes
were scuffed, which was normal;
there was a large soiled mark on
one sleeve of his coat, but a boy’s
arms get into the craziest places;
and his hair needed combing
though perhaps no comb on earth
could have curried that unruly
mane.

“Now,” McDermott said, “what’s
it all about?”

“Officer Clarence Cameron, sir.”

“Cameron?” McDermott won-
dered what this boy could have to
do with an old cop like Cameron
who had died only yesterday.

“Yes, sir. You see, I go to Lake-
side School and Officer Cameron—
he was the traffic cop there—and
I'm on Safety Patrol and 1 worked
with Ofhcer Cameron. Well, my
mother told me he died yesterday
and I want to know if he’s going
to have a big funeral.”

McDermott was no more startled
than if he’d been asked how many
miles it is to the moon. Which he’d
been asked more than once.

“Sit down, son,” he said. “First
of all, what's your name?”

“Jason Palmer, sir.”

“Good. Where do you live and
with whom?”

“225 White Street, sir, and I live
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with my mother. My father’s in the
Navy, sir, and he’s been away a
long time. I dunno what he’s do-
ing, but it's got something to do
with geo . .. geodetic . . . survey?”

“That might be it. Okay, now
we have those details attended to,
tell me why you think Officer Cam-
eron is going to have a big funeral.”

“On account of he rates it.”

McDermott nodded. “Undoubt-
edly. He was a very good friend of
mine. Still, I'd like to know how
come a funeral—even for a nice guy
like Cameron—is of interest to a
boy like you.”

“He was my friend too and he
did traffic duty at my school for
twenty-seven years. He told me,
and he said nobody ever got hurt
there. Not once.”

“Well, that’s probably true. He
was a fine officer.”

“He sure was and that's why he
oughta have an Inspector’s funer-
al.”

“A what?” McDermott gasped,
then caught himself. “Yes . . . yes,
I know what you mean. We—ah—
don’t have an Inspector’s funeral
here, Jason. The department’s not
big enough- to have an Inspector.”

“What're you?”

“I'm a Captain.”

“Okay. Is he gonna have a Cap-
tain’s funeral?”

“Now, Jason,” McDermott said,
“I'm beginning to understand what
you're driving at. You think Cam-
eron was a fine officer and he ought
to have a big funeral.”
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“Sure. Like all the heroes. In
New York a cop shot it out with
some bandits. He killed two of
them and he got killed himself, so
they gave him an Inspector’s fu-
neral.”

“I read about that, He was a very
brave man.”

“Sure. And I read about another
cop who shot a man who was hold-
ing a woman prisoner. Only the
cop got killed too.”

“Yes, I remember the case.”

“Does a cop have to kill some-
body to be a hero?”

McDermott wondered what ever
happened to the kids who were too
scared to walk into a police station
and whose parents used to make
bogeymen out of cops.

“That’s quite a question, Jason. I
don’t know. But stll . . . those offi-
cers were heroes.” :

“So was Officer Cameron. He
never let anybody get killed or
hurt. I guess that makes him a
hero...kinda...I guess he didn't
make much noise like shooting,
and he didn’t kill anybody, but he
was sure a hero.” ‘

“In a way,” McDermott conced-
ed. “Yes, in a quiet sort of way he
was a hero, I suppose. But ... I'm
afraid he won’t get an Inspector’s
funeral, son. Not even a Captain’s.
Oh, it'll very likely be a big one be-
cause he had a lot of friends . . .”

“But all the cops won’t march?”

“NO."

Jason Palmer rubbed one eye
with  his knuckles and thus
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smeared some foreign substance on
his cheek.

“I wanna see the Chief of Po-
lice,” he said.

“But you can't, Jason. He’s home
and he’s sick. He can't see anyone.
Now—about school . . .”

“Okay, okay, I'm not playing
hookey. I'll just be a little late, that’s
all

“You run along now. I like your
ideas, Jason. They’re very kind and
unselfish. I wish I could help you.”

“You think Officer Cameron
oughta have a Captain’s funeral,

sir?”

“Indeed I do.”

“Should I ask the principal of my
school? He’'s—well, kind of a stink-
er, I guess, but if I asked him . ..”

“You have the right to ask any-
one, Jason. But if you don’t get
back to school, there’ll be all sorts
of trouble.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“That’s all right. I'm glad" you
dropped in.” °

The boy walked out carefully,
but broke into a run as soon as he
reached the street.

“Just like a taxpayer,” McDer-
mott said to himself. “Only Ae
knows what he wants.”

The telephone started a short,
busy spurt and it was after two
o'clock when the principal of Ja-
son’s school called un the phone.

“Captain McDermott,” he said,
“this is Principal Harris of the—"

“I know, Mr. Harris,” McDer-
mott interrupted. “You couldn’t
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possibly be calling about anyone
except a boy named Jason Palmer.”

“He came into my office with the

most fantastic idea—"

“What did you actually think of
it, Mr. Harris?”

“Impractical, juvenile . . . but in-
teresting. No one but a child could
possibly have thought of it. He told
me you said it was all right for him
to ask me—and that you approve of
the idea.”

“l do—but it can’t be done,” Mc-
Dermott said.

“Cameron wasn’t a—well, a spec-
tacular sort of policeman, was he?”

“Not spectacular in any way ex-
cept his devotion to duty. No, he
didn't rate any medals and he
won't get a hero’s funeral, but I've
seen worse cops.”

“I told Jason the faculty would
send a floral tribute. He was not
impressed.”

“No, he wouldn’t be. But that’s
all there’ll be to it, Mr. Harris.
Only one small boy has been disil-
lusioned, and he’ll get over it.”

“Yes, I suppose so. Thank you,
Caprain.”

McDermott hung up and attend-
ed to the booking of a drunk car-
ried in on a stretcher. He knew
him. He thought he knew all the
drunks on earth. After that there
were bail bonds to arrange, pedi-
grees to be taken, reports to be
read, beat assignments to be made.

At three the phone rang and
Chief Bradley was on the wire,
speaking with the croak he always
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developed when he had a bad cold.

“There’s some kid here says you
sent him. Mac, what’s it all about?
He talks of Cameron’s funeral, but
he doesn’t make much sensc to me
and anyway T feel so lousy . .."

“I know the boy,” McDermott
said. “He was here. I told him you
couldn’t see anyone, but he's quite a
persistent  tyke. I'll explain the
whole thing when you feel better.”

“Well, he’s camped on my front
porch. Kid like him belongs in
school. Send a car for him. He
walked all the way from the cen-
ter of town. Imagine that? I used
to walk it every night on my beat,
but I couldn’t do it now.”

“I'll send a car,” McDermott
said. “I'll personally take him home
and read a mild riot act to him. Tell
him to sit tight.”

“I couldn’t pry him off my porch
with a crowbar. Send a car right
away, before I find myself listening
to him and then I’/ be in trouble.”

McDermott rang for a driver and
sent him to the chief’s house with
orders to bring the boy back. It

‘would be around four by the time

they returned. McDermott decided
he!d better put a firm end to Ja-
son’s “idea.”

He had changed to civilian
clothes by the time the car brought
Jason in. McDermott clambered
into ‘the back. Jason sat up front
with the driver, somewhat nerv-
ously but quite defiantly. He was-
n't beaten.

“Hi, Jason,” McDermott said.
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“You were wrong in going to sce
the Chief.”

“Yes, sir. You told me not to, but
I went anyhow. My mom says I'm
as stubborn as my dad who’s in the
Navy and I guess she’s right.”

“I'm going to take you home
now and have a little talk with
your mother. Do you mind?”

“No, sir. I been trying to make
her understand too, but she don’t
seem to neither. Nobody does—
well, maybe you do. I think you do,
but nobody else.”

“I think I do too. In fact, the
more 1 think about Officer Cam-
eron, the more I think you’re right,
but—well, 1 think further than
you, Jason, and I see how impossi-
ble it is.”

“Why should it be, that’s what
I'd like to know. Gosh . . . if a guy
has to kill somebody and get killed
himself to be a hero, I sure don’t
want to be no hero.”

McDermott said, “Do you get
the drift of this, Brophy?”

The driver shook his head. “No,
Captain, I don’t figure it.”

“Keep your ears open and you'll
get an education when Jason is
around!”

“Yeah,” Brophy said, “I got two
boys of my own. You ain’t telling
me something 1 don’t know. But
this kid seems a little deeper some-
how.” .

The police car pulled up before
a neat two-story, onc-family house
on a street where it was one of a
row of two dozen others just like
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it. The police car drew all the kids
in the neighborhood.

Jason got out of the car and
walked rather proudly, with Mc-
Dermott towering over him.. His
mother opened the door and some
of Jason’s assurance left him.

“Is he in trouble?” she asked,
eying the official car and the uni-,
formed driver.

“No, ma’am,” McDermott said.
“I'm Captain McDermott. Jason
came to have a little talk about his
pal, Officer Cameron. I think your
son is a remarkable boy, Mrs. Pal-
mer. That's why I brought him
home myself—to tell you so.”

“Do you really think so, Cap-
tain? I try very hard to keep Jason
from doing anything wrong—his
father’s away so much .. .”

“Let me tell you something, Mrs.
Palmer. Jason has ideas that are
much wiser than lots of people I
know. He believes Officer Cam-
ecron was a hero, and he thinks
Cameron deserves the send-off of a
hero. 1 agree with him. It’s impos-
sible and maybe even a little—well,
absurd. But I agree with your son
and I'm very happy he thought
enough of his idea to follow it
through:”

“Thank you,” she said. She was
a rather attractive woman, this
mother of Jason. The lad had her
cyes and he had the cut of her jaw
too. McDermott was glad he didn't
have to argue any- point with this
woman—not concerning her son,
anyway.
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“Well, so long, Jason,” McDer-
mott said. “And good luck.”

“Thank you.” Jason suddenly
came to life—came out of the leth-
argy he’d fallen into when his
prospects had seemed to dwindle.

Later, McDermott told himself
he should have known. To wish
good luck to a boy with only one
idea on his mind is tantamount to
encouraging him to go ahead with
1t.

The Captain got the phone call
around ten thirty the next morn-
ing. He was busy—police court had
adjourned for the day and all the
bookkeeping from that procedure
had to be done: two prisoners, each
with a mittimus, to be sent to jail;
bonds to return; possessions to be
given back to those who'd been
locked up overnight.

McDermott didn’t like being dis-
turbed with all this routine work
on his hands and he usually let
Sergeant Anders handle other de-
tails. But a call from the Mayor’s
office wasn’t a detail.

“This is Loomis, the Mayor's sec-
retary, Captain.”

“Hello, Mr. Loomis,” McDer-
mott said with forced heartiness,
He didn’t like Loomis, and when it
came right down to it, he didn't
like the Mayor either. Lots of peo-
ple didn’t. One of the two daily lo-
cal newspapers had been blasting
the Mayor for months.

Loomis had a nasty edge to his
voice. “Do you know a boy named
Jason Palmer?”
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“Oh, my gosh, don't tell me . . .

“He’s here and the Mayor is
raising the roof. The boy got in to
see him and—well, T'll explain
when you get down here.”

“When I get down there?”

“You heard me. And get here
fast. Take this kid off our hands.
He won’t budge. He says he’s got
certain rights or . . . something.
Anyway, come over here and get
him. Take him back to school, turn
him over to the truant officer—do

something!”
“I'll be right ‘over,” McDermott
said.

“You'd better. T don't like your

friends, Captain. This one espe-
cially. He bites.”

“Now, listen,”  McDermott
roared, “if you pushcd that boy
e

“Will you get over here? Can’t
you get it through your head that
the Mayor is your Commander-in-
Chief?”

McDermott snorted, but he hung
up and buttoned his uniform jack-
ct and got his cap from the locker
in his office. It was a short walk to
City Hall.

Loomis was a rotund man with
a red complexion, but now his face
was fiery with rage. Seated beside
the secretary’s desk, swinging his
feet nonchalantly, sat Jason. He
managed a sickly smile for McDer-
mott’s benefit. Spread on Loomis’
desk was another cause for his an-
ger. An carly edition of the Globe-
Dispatch called the Mayor “a per-
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fection of inefficiency”—part of
their long-running campaign
against him.

“You get this boy out of here,
Captain, and if you ever send any-
one like him here again . . .”

“He didn’t send me,” ]ason said
mildly.

“You keep out of it. You've had
your say.” The secretary trans-
ferred his attention and fury to
McDermott. “I tell you, the Mayor
is really upset. This boy walked in
and sat down beside a ward heeler
—I mean,” he hastily corrected
himself, “an aspirant for alderman
in next month’s election. This man
had an appointment with His Hon-
or and when he was called into the
office, this boy simply walked in
with him. I thought they were fa-
ther and son—"

“No-o-0,” McDermott  said
smoothly. “His father’s a naval offi-
cer, not a ward heeler. Big dif-
ference.”

“No matter. Now take this boy
home and lecture his parents. Then
notify the principal of his school
about what has happened. He real-
ly should be arrested.”

“The principal?”

“No, damn it, the boy!”

“What for, Mr. Loomis? Isn't the
Mayor the servant of the people?”

“He is far too busy a man to be
bothered with . . . what was it?
Some funeral?”

“I'm afraid you wouldn't under-
stand,” McDermott said. As he
spoke, he folded the newspaper
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idly and held it in his hand. “I
doubt the Mayor would and, as you
say, he’s too important to talk to a
boy. Jason, we'll be leaving now.”

“Yes, sir,” Jason said. They
walked out into the cool, marble-
walled corridor. “I guess I didn’t
do very good, did I?”

“No, it seems you didn't.

“I'm sorry. I'll go home now.
Boy, mom’s gonna make a fuss. I
played hookey.”

“Well, you did have legitimate
business with the-Mayor.”

“I sure didn’t get far. I had to
tell him three times what I wanted
because he couldn’t understand me.

CAMERON
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I wouldn't vote {or him. He’s
kinda dumb.”
“Some call him. worse names

than that. I can’t give you a ride
home, Jason. I walked over from
the office.”

“Aw, that’s all right. Boy, I got
mysel{ into a mess this time all
right. And it didn't do any good.
Nobody listens. Nobody cares
about Officer Cameron and honest,
the cops just gotra march at his fu-
neral. They gotta tell everybody he
was a fine cop.”

“If things get too rough, let me
know, Jason. I'm your friend.”

“Yeah, I know that all right. But
we can’t do much, can we?”

“Not a great deal sometimes, and
then again, sometimes we can.
You see, it's hard for people to un-
derstand why an ordinary police-
man, who does his job for forty-
odd years and does it well, isn't a
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hero. As you say, everyone seems to
think heroes are made only in a
hail of bullets.”

“Nothing more I can do,” Jason
said, biting his lips.

“Not unless you can shout it
from the rooftops, Jason.”

Jason kicked at a politician’s fat
cigar butt on the marble floor.
“Gosh, how’s a guy to do that?
Heck, nobody’d even hear me.”

“Well, when I say rooftops, I'm
being—well, symbolic, sort of.
Know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“If people hear about it, read
about it ... well...if I try to help,
I'll be in trouble. So we have to part
company, Jason.”

They went down the wide red-
brick stairs outside City Hall. At
the bottom McDermott handed Ja-
son the folded newspaper he'd
taken from the Mayor’s office.

“You can read this on your way
home,” he said. “You ought to en-
joy what they say about the Mayor.
This newspaper doesn’t like him.
They don’t like him so much
they're very friendly with anyone
else who doesn’t like him. Now
me, I'm a public official and I can’t
take sides, but a newspaper can. So
long, Jason—and Jason?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Don’t stop fighting.”

“Yes, sir,” Jason said.

The boy walked down the strect
—a small, apparently unimportant
licle figure of what some day
would be a man. He was stopped
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by a red traffic light and he un-
folded the newspaper and scanned
it. Then he forgot about crossing
the street and turned the corner in-
stead. He was moving fast.

McDermott sighed deeply and
went back to the police station. He
had- a notion that it might be an in-
teresting afternoon.

When Captain McDermott, in
his best uniform, rang the bell of
Jason’s home the next day, it was
Jason who let him in, somewhat
wide-eyed.

“Oh, boy,” he said, “I guess I'm
gonna be arrested.”

Jason’s mother invited McDer-
mott in. On the living-room table
lay the late evening edition of yes-
terday's Globe-Dispatch. The front
page had temporarily omitted the
international headlines. There were
no photographs of car crashes, no
studio shots of movie stars an-
nouncing another divorce, nothing
from Washington, Paris, London,
or Moscow.

There were three pictures. The
middle one was a fine shot of Ja-
son; it was flanked by a photo-
graph of his father in Navy uni-
form and of Patrolman Clarence
Cameron, also in un‘form.

The story, told in large type, was
the one Jason had related to a sym-
pathetic editor who had'a political
bone to pick with the incumbent
administration. But there was more
than mere political badgering in
this story. McDermott had read it
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four times and it was casy to tell
that someone else had understood
Jason.

“Did this get you into trouble,
Captain?” Mrs. Palmer asked. “I'm
dreadfully sorry if it did.”

“No, ma’am,” McDermott said.
“No trouble. 'm here on official
business. I'm here to tell you that
Patrolman Clarence Cameron- has
been cited for meritorious duty as
befits a man who guarded thou-
sands of school kids in his career
and always had a kindly word for
cach one of them—and most of
whom are grown up now and hol-
lering their heads off.”

“They’re going to give him a—an
Inspector’s funeral?”

“You might call it that, ma’am.
Of course the Chief of Police, the
Mayor—everybody had ideas about
honoring Cameron all along and it
was only the fault of subordinates
that Jason never got to see the big
shots—I'm sorry, I refer to the May-
or mostly. This is known as pass-
ing the buck and I'm grateful I had
nothing to do with it.”

Mrs. Palmer smiled. “I rather
think you had quite a lot to do with
it, Captain. Jason has told me . . .”

“Well, that’s neither here nor
there. I dropped by to pick up your
son. He’s riding with us—in the
fiest car.”

CAMERON Jerd

“You're taking me?” Jason sad
in a shrilly excited voice.

“See this badge?” McDermott
brushed it reverently. “It's made of
gold, but if I show up without you.
Jason, tomorrow it'll be tin. And
we've got to hurry. Every man on
the force—or almost all, we had to
leave a skeleton force on duty—is
rcady to start marching.”

Jason whirled and pounded up
the stairs with an ear-splitting
din.

“Hold on,” McDermott called
out, “we’ve got to leave.”

“I forgot something,”
called.

“Thank you, Captain,” Mrs. Pal-
mer said. “This means so much to
Jason.”
>~ “He rates it,” McDermott said
crisply. “More important, Patrol-
man Cameron rates it.”

Jason raced down the stairs just
as noisily, avoiding -breaking a leg
or his neck by some miracle of
Providence watching over excited
boys. He paid no attention to where
his feet landed. He was too busv
buckling on the slighty soiled.
white Sam Browne belt and arm-
band proclaiming him a member of
the school traffic patrol.

He looked up at McDermott very
seriously.

“I forgot my uniform,” he said

Jason

O



"ITMPORTANT
ANNOUNCEMENT

... “Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine” is now bigger and better
than ever—32 extra pages in every issue, at the new price of 50 cents
per copy. These 32 added pages every month will bring you the high-
est possible quality of mystery fiction—from stories of pure detection
(amateur, armchair, and official) and probing studies of crime
(psychological, psychiatric, and Robin Hoodish) to tours de force
of suspense, surprise, and even the supernatural.

One of the new features of the bigger-and-better EQMM will be
the inclusion, in nearly every issue, of a short novel—superlative
works by the Grand Masters of Mystery, including such celebrated
detective writers as

Erle Stanley Gardner
Rex Stout (about Nero Wolfe)
Cornell Woolrich
William Irish (including the famous Rear Window)
Hugh Pentecost
Patrick Quentin

the Gordons

Julian Symons

Victor Canning
Kelley Roos

Philip Wylie

Roy Huggins

Neil Paterson (a modern classic)

Rufus King

Ellery Queen

Be sure not to miss a single issue—you will never forgive yourself!
These short novels, each about 20,000 words—nearly one-quarter
of a million words in short novels, together with nearly three-
quarters of a million words in short stories, or almost one million
words each year of the best reading this side of paradise!—con-
stitute a library of larceny . . . the créme -du crime, the diamonds
of detection, each worth a King's (or a Queen’s) ransom.
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BEST MYSTERIES
OF THE MONTH

recommended by ANTHONY BOUCHER

C\ |

The Mystery Writers of America and the Crime Writers Association of
London differ sharply as to which was 1962’s best suspense novel. MWA
picks Lllis Peters DEATH AND THE JOYFUL woMAN (Crime Club, $295);
CWA selects Joan Fleming’s WHEN 1 cRow ric (Washburn, $3.50); and
neither mentions the other’s choice even among the runners-up. You can’t
lose by following either guide; both books are excellent.

*kkk THE TROUBLE MAKERS, by Celia Fremlin (Lippincott, $3.50)
Miss Fremlin’s best study in quiet domestic terror since the un-
forgettable THE HOURs BEFORE DAWN (1956).
*kkk THE SHERLOCK HOLMES COMPANION, by Michael and Mollie Hardwick
(Doubleday, $4.95)
Witty, graceful, infectious guide to Holmes, Watson and Doyle, re-
commended strongly to both the specialist and the general reader.

dkkk UNTIMELY RIPPED, by Mark McShane (Crime Club, $3.50)
Author of last year’s striking seance repeats with a comparably
offtrail and powerful study in psychopathic obsession.

*kk SMITH AND JONES, by Nicholas Monsarrat (Sloane, $3.50)
Brief and pointed novel of intrigue and defection, with conclusion
technically unmatched since Ellery Queen’s THE FRENCH POWDER MYSTERY

(1930).

*k% THE TRIAL OF MARIE BESNARD, by Marie Besnard (IFarrar, Straus, $4.50)
Fantastic true French case of 12 years’ pro- and persecution for
multiple murders, ably told by the innocent suspect herself.

Other MWA Edgars include: first novel, Robert L. Fish’s THE FuciTIVE
(Simon & Schuster, $3.50) ; fact-crime, Francis Russell's TRAGEDY 1N DEDHAM
(McGraw-Hill, $7.95); short story, David Ely’s “The Sailing Club” (Cos-
mopolitan), with Patricia Highsmith’'s EQMM story “The Terrapin”
(Oct., 1962) as runner-up; special awards, Patrick Quentin’s THE ORDEAL oF
MRS. SNOW AND OTHER STORIES, mostly from EQMM (Random, $3.50), and
E. Spencer Shéw’s COMPANION TO MURDER and SECOND COMPANION TO MURDER
|(Knopf, $4.50 each) ; Grand Master, John Dickson Carr.
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.- “Be Informed”

Your name on our mailing
list will give you the titles
of the best in British and
U.S.A. mysteries. Mail the
coupon today to

PLaza 3-4651

The British Book Centre
122 E. 55th St, N.Y. 22, N.Y.

City civioveee. Zone ..,. State ,....

CLASSIFIED

Rates $1.00 per Word

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

Asgemble Artificial Lures at Home for
stores. Materia]l supplied Free. Profitable!
Write: Lures, Ft. Walton Beach, Fla.

I made $40,000.00 Year by Mailorder! Helped
others make money! Start with $10.00—Free
gfdoof. Torry, Box 3666-T, Oklabhoma City 6,

a,

RARE BOOKS

Out of print mysteries? Qur Specialty.
Aardvarks Book Detectives, Box 668, San
Diego 12, California.

True Crime. World's largest o.p. stock Big
catelog, 26¢. Patterson Smith, Box B-Q, East
Orange, N.J.
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