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Hello, all you bloodthirsty fans out ther

Since this is the first issue of KEYHOLE MAGA-
ZINE, you who are reading this constitute a unique
group of people. By buying this copy of KEYHOLE,
you have automatically become a charter member of
the Keyhole Murder-and-Mayhem Society. This mem-
bership entitles you to a number of the good things in life, such as:

It entitles you to enjoy in this first issue such spine-tingling stories as
Full Circle—where a man on the run leaves an unusual trail of
blood behind; The North Star Caper, a juvenile’s terrifying jaunt into
the world of crime; Murder on El Capitan, a tale of murder on a luxury
Gold Coast train speeding through the night, which features the world’s
first Beatnik detective.

We could go on and on and on, but we won’t. We will leave it to you
to discover for yourself the delights that await you in this first banner
issue, for instance, our new fmum, The Author Chooses—in this case,
the author being that master of mystery and murder, Anthony Boucher,
who gives you the reasons why he thinks the story in this issuc is his
very best.

You are also entitled to write in and tell us what you like. As a charter
member of the Keyhole Murder-and-Mayhem Society, we promise that
your letters will be read carefully, and their grisly contents will be taken
to our black hearts (we’ll even print the most interesting ones that come
in cach month). Not only that but your name will be enshrined on a
special tombstone in this charnel office of death.

The Evil Eye invites you to peer into the Keyhole again next issue.
Until then,
Shudderingly yours,
THE EDITOR
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“First things first," said Beasley. “Let us proceed to the corpse.”



Where does the idea for a mystery story originate?

There are probably as many answers to that question as there
are writers, but most of the writers we know aren’t telling. Pro-
fessional secrets, you know. But we can reveal where the idea for
this story began. Not 100 long ago Dick Ashbaugh, well known
writer for top national magazines, took his teenage daughter along
with him when he interviewed Elvis Presley. At the close of the
interview, as Elvis leaned forward to answer a question, the young-
er Ashbaugh impulsively gave her idol a Riss on the cheek. Her
reaction to this event gave Dick the idea for an article which sub-
sequently appeared in This Week magazine entitled, “My Daugh-
ter Kissed Elvis Presley!”

Naturally, then, when Will Folke was looking for a collaborator
on a story to be called “The Great Elvis Presley Mystery”, we sug-
gested Dick Ashbaugh. After all, we reasoned, Dick had some per-
sonal experience with feminine reaction to the King of Rock-and-
Roll.

Ashbaugh and Folke’s collaboration resulted in the thoroughly
beguiling tale which follows, a murder mystery with a light touch.
This story also introduces one of the most fascinating new detec-
tives we have met, the redoubtable Beasley Grove; thinking ma-
chine extraordinary, the pride and terror of Eastern U.

- THE GREAT ELVIS
PRESLEY MYSTERY

by WILL FOLKE and DICK ASHBAUGH

BBeasiey crove was wELL xNown  character. There were some who
even on the campus of Eastern U, claimed that Beasley was the type
which enjoys a reputation as a that only a mother could love.
haven for oddballs, as a character. Others claimed Beasley Grove
A genius, of course, but still a had never been a child.

5



6 KEYHOLE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

“He couldn’t have been,” said
one of Beasley's less fervent ad-
mirers. “He’s not even human.
He’s a Martian.”

That, of course, was unfair. The
truth is that Beasley Grove was
born of distinctly human parents.
In fact during his early years—up
to the kindergarten period—he lay
fallow. He was merely trying to
solve the mysteries of strained
spinach and the tendency of his
parents to treat him like a small
child. But once his prodigious
mental growth was under way his
parents were forced to acknowl-
edge him as a superior being.
Thereupon, a certain rapport was
achieved h bli

clension of Greek verbs in his
mind and playing a Beethoven
sonata on his slip horn when the
telephone rang.

It was Harvey Haddox, editor
of the college newspaper. Beasley
had rarely heard him so excited.
There was a babble of sounds and
voices in the background.

“Beez,” he moaned, “something
terrible  has happened. Sheilah
Fentriss has been mur-murdered. T
mean, she’s dead. I mean, some-
body killed her. And at the Phi
Delta sorority house, too. This is
going to ruin Eastern U.”

“Not likely,” said Beasley.

“But when this gets into the

the relationship that might have
existed if Sir Isaac Newton’s fa-
ther and mother had been Cro-
Magnons.

At Eastern U, where Beasley
had to deal with 20,000 other
youths of approximately his age,
but barely a thousandth of his IQ,
Beasley found solace in his extra-
ordinary intellectual gifts. He dab-
bled—superbly—in the esoteric
arts, played several musical instru-
ments with a classical elegance
that was the despair of teachers,
managed an unbroken string of
perfect exam papers in all his
courses, and employed his idle mo-
ments in a study of criminology.
This latter pursuit enabled him to
assist the local police.

On a sunny afternoon in May
Beasley was running over the do-

, with the investigation
and police swarming over the
campus.... Don’t forget. Shei-
lah’s father, Simon Fentriss, is
one of the country’s leading in-
dustrialists and a university trus-
tee.”

“Calm down,” said Beasley. “I
shall take charge of the investiga-
tion. When the killer is produced,
the furor in the newspapers will
die down. Nothing is staler than
old news—even about murder.”

“But the police have no idea
who killed her.”

“Neither have I, at the mo-
ment,” said Beasley Grove. “But
1 shall find out.”

Beasley put down his sliphorn,
closed his mind to the problem of
Greck verbs and opened it to the
problem of Sheilah Fentriss’ mur-
der. As he strolled over to the
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scene of the crime he reflected
that he knew very little about the
deceased. The Phi Delta house
was, of course, one of the better
sorority houses on the campus,
presenting a nice balance of
beauty, brains and loot. Sheilah
had two of these attributes in out-
standing  quantity—beauty and
loot.

There was a crowd gathered
outside the sorority house, but
Beasley edged past them and weat
through the front door. There he
was greeted with an undeserved
but not wholly unexpected chill
by the local member of the con-
stabulary.

“Just where do you think you're
going, young fella?” asked this
surly chap as Beasley ducked his
scrawny fivefoot two inches un-
der the police rope in the foyer.

Beasley showed the constable
his police identity card, which in-
cluded a rather glowing testimo-
nial signed by the commissioner
himself and included a promise of
total cooperation in any of Beas-
ley Grove's criminological ven-
tures. Beasley had received this as
a token of esteem after having
solved the mysterious disappear-
ance of the local campus queen
the. preceding semester. Actually,
the girl had merely eloped with
the son of the neighborhood
grocer, and Beasley’s timely inter-
vention had saved what might
have proved an embarrassing
piece of newspaper notoriety.

“Okay,” said the surly lawman,
“What do you want?”

“First things first,” Beasley re-
plied. “Let us proceed to the
corpse.”

The policeman led .Beasley up
the stairs and down a corridor to
a locked room which he opened
with a key. Inside, Beasley saw a
room in considerable disorder. On
the floor, lying face down in a
fetching position, was the late
Sheilah Fentriss. Her clothing was
completely disarranged, ripped in
some places, and there was the
unmistakable mark of a stab
wound in her back.

“You have the weapon?” Beas-
ley inquired of the surly con-
stable.

“Yeah. Licutenant  Mollison
thinks it came from the sorority
kitchen. It’s down at the lab now
being checked for fingerprints.”

“I note her clothing is disar-
ranged. Was there any evidence of
a criminal attack?”

The constable shook his head.

“Who discovered the body?”
Beasley asked.

“John Laszlo, the janitor. He
told the sorority mother and she
called the police.”

Beasley Grove did not make
notes. -His mind, fantastically re-
ceptive to data, stored it like a
veritable tabulating machine.

“The name of the sorority moth-
er?” he asked crisply.

“Uh...Mrs. Grace Bradbury.”

Beasley chewed his lip. “I see.
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That will be all I need from you
now. Will you inform Lieutenant
Mollison that I wish to sec him?”

The surly constable hesitated,
obviously moved to make some re-
tort, but he could think of none.
He muttered something barely
audible about “this is going to be
good” and departed downstairs.

A few minutes later Licutenant
Ralph Mollison of the police
homicide squad appeared. He was
an aging man of almost forty with
no hair and a resigned look.

“Are you the nut that sent for
me?” he asked of Beasley without
any particular rancor.

“Indeed, yes,” replied Beasley
Grove, ignoring the personal allu-
sion. He flashed his police identity
card again. “I will require a little
of your cooperation in solving this
murder.”

“Huh?” said Licutenant Molli-

son.
“Undoubtedly you will already
have observed a puzzling aspect
of this case. Miss Fentriss is clutch-
ing in her right hand a picture of
Elvis Presley in a gold frame.”
“Listen,” said Lieutenant Molli-
n, “why don’t you college kids
stop trying to act like Sherlock
Holmes? We'll handle this case
without any help from...”
“Elvis Presley,” Beasley Grove
repeated, all sixteen cylinders of
his brain having gone into action.
“I distinctly recall that the late
Miss Fentriss was an ardent ad-
mirer of that rock-and-roll singer.

While on a European trip last
summer she attempted to invade
Elvis Presley’s hotel suite disguised
as a maid. The rendezvous failed,
as Presley was on maneuvers with
an Army group, and knew noth-
ing at all of the incident.”

“You don’t think Presley had
anything to do with this, do you?”
asked Lieut. Mollison in a pain-
fully baffled way.

“I consider that to be a totally
ridiculous  suggestion,”  Beasley
said scornfully. “But the picture
itself may prove to be an impor-
tant clue. Do you have it in your
possession?”

“Yes,” said Lieutenant Mollison.

“Guard it well,” Beasley advised
him. “I may wish to make a more
careful examination of it in the
very near future.”

“You may want to—what?”
asked Lieutenant Mollison.

“Perhaps you do not remember
me. I am Beasley Grove, who
helped the police to solve that so-
called suicide at the Beta House
last year. I was also of consider-
able assistance to the law in re-
gard to the hit-run killing of the
assistant dean last...”

“Go on, beat it,” said Lieutenant
Mollison.

Since his manner had become
somewhat menacing, Beasley de-
parted.

Beasley’s next stop was the snack
bar at the Student Union next to
the social science building, which

was crowded, as usual. He
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squeezed in to a stool between a
mammiferous female student and
the hulking figure of Bix Bene-
dict, a football star he knew slight-
ly. The card file in Beasley Grove’s
mind flipped over, and he recol-
lected that a romance between Bix
Benedict and Miss Fentriss had
been a choice bit of campus gossip
the year before.

“Pardon me,” he said. “I'm
Beasley Grove. I see you down at
the stadium on Saturdays.”

Bix Benedict looked at him
blankly. “I can’t place you, son.
Do you carry lemons for the

uad?”

Beasley overlooked this crude at-
tempt at humor. “I happen to play
sliphorn in the band. After all,
we have to do something to keep
the crowd’s mind off the score be-
tween the halves,” he said. “As I
remember, last Saturday, we were
on the wrong end of a 48-7 fiasco.
And there were those two damag-
ing fumbles you made in the first
quarter ...”

Bix Benedict growled, “I'd
rather not talk about it. My mind
was on other things.”

“Sheilah Fentriss, for example?”

Bix Benedict paled. “You
know?”

Obviously, from his reaction,
there was more in Bix Benedict’s
association with Miss Fentriss than
Beasley had hoped for.

“I know everything,” Beasley
told him, which was, even for
Beasley Grove, a slight exaggera-

tion.

“I couldn’t stand the way she
was treating me,” Bix Benedict
said. “Just like all the rest of her
fellows. But it was different with
her and me. She proved that when
she agreed to marry me.”

Beasley controlled his reaction
and said with enviable coolness:

“Just when did you marry
Sheilah, Bix?”

“Afcer the Michigan game last
year. We were only married about
an hour. Her old man, Simon
Fentriss, sent the State police out
in force. They nabbed us a couple
of miles from the J.P’s office. Her
father had the marriage annulled
and it never even made the pa-
pers.” He glared at Beasley. “I
don’t know how you heard about
3L

Beasley passed up the opportun-
ity to inform Bix Benedict that he
had heard it from Bix’s own lips.
Instead, he shot the question in
fast:

“Did you kill Sheilah Fentriss?”

For a moment Beasley thought
the hulking fellow would topple
backward off the stool in fright.

“No,” Bix stuttered. “I didn’t do
it, believe me.”

His innocence was almost touch-
ing in its completeness. Beasley
softened. This monstrous fellow
had necither the courage, the in-
clination, nor the intelligence to
wreak permanent harm on other
human kind. That was doubtless
the trouble with his football play-
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ing.

“I believe you,” Beasley said.
“Let me handle this. 1l do it my
own way. Why don’t you get lost
someplace? Someplace where I
can reach you later.”

“I know a couple of guys in the
Tower Club,” Bix Benedict said.
“I could stay there.” He looked
doubtful. “You're not going to get
me jammed up, are you? Maybe I
should turn myself in to the po-
lice.”

“The  police,” Beasley Grove
said, “are sufficiently confused
without cluttering up their head-
quarters with useless suspects. You
did not murder Miss Sheilah Fen-
triss. Therefore, why take up the
time of our harassed police force
by letting them think you did?”

Bix Benedict gave Beasley a
smile of honest admiration, shook
his head, and then left. Beasley
Grove watched him shoulder his
way through the doors. Then
Beasley stepped into the booth to
call his girl, Susan Alcorn, a sorori-
ty sister of the late Sheilah Fen-
triss, and a girl who possessed attri-
butes of her own in a slightly dif-
ferent order. Susan had brains and
beauty, but no loot.

“Oh, Beez,” she said, and she
was close to tears. “It’s been awful.
The police are swarming all over
the place. I—I didn’t particularly
care for Sheilah, but I didn’t want
anything like this to happen to
her.”

“Why didnt you care for

Sheilah?” Beasley asked.

She blurted, “Oh, Beez, I never
really told you but there was some-
thing about Sheilah. I can’t tell
you over the phone.”

Beasley’s curiosity was aroused.

“How about spilling all over
coffee at the Positive End?” he
asked.

“Not that place,” she said. “I
don’t understand why you want
to go there. Beatniks and all that
crazy poetry.”

Beasley considered Susan a sweet
girl, but not an intellectual. How-
ever, in view of her many other
desirable qualities, he had long ago
decided to overlook this.

“Where would you like to go?”
he asked.

“Can’'t we meet at Larry's?”
Susan said. “I know it’s expensive,
but I'm hungry and I have a
gorgeous $100 bill Uncle Dufy
sent me. It’s his annual contribu-
tion to culture. He wants me to
be a lady dentist.”

“All right,” said Beasley Grove.

A few minutes later he parked
in the rear of Larry’s and went in.
When Susan came swaying down
the aisle toward his table, Beasley
forgot all about her intellectual
deficiencies. After all, she could
scarcely be blamed for not being
his equal as a thinking machine.
She swung into the booth seat
alongside Beasley with a little rush
and the faintest hint of fresh
cologne.

He ordered lunch with a lavish
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hand, knowing that Susan’s uncle’s
$100 was behind them like a for-
tress of financial strength. After
Susan toyed with her lasagne al
forno for a minute, she looked up.

“Beez, the police may even sus-
pect that I murdered Sheilah Fen-
triss,” she said. “I mean, when
they find out certain things.”

“What certain things?” Beasley
asked.

“We quarreled, and I once
threatened to tell Mrs. Bradbury,
the house mother, if Sheilah didn’t
cut out what she was doing.”
Susan swallowed nervously. “You
remember Sheilah and I roomed
together for one quarter last year?
She was a horrible person, Beez.
She was always flirting with the
other girls’ boy friends and always
walking around in the—well, in
the altogether. When anyone pro-
tested, Sheilah just laughed. Her
father is on the Board of Trustees
and she knew that no protest
would be acted on.”

“Is that all?” Beasley asked.

“No. This semester her father
sent her a miniature camera, one
of those special Japanese jobs that
takes candid pictures at night
without flashbulbs. She began tak-
ing...uh...very candid pictures
of the other girls in the same...
uh...state of undress. Later, she
would show them around, just for
laughs.” Susan’s eyes sparked. “She
even showed the pictures to her
boy friends, just for laughs. It
was cruelly embarrassing. Espe-

cially when she got this new boy
friend, Orval Grimes.”

“I know him,” Beasley said.
“Plays tenor sax in the band.”

“He’s the shy, sensitive type and
he hated to have Sheilah show him
those stupid pictures. He and
Sheilah broke up a few weeks ago.
He’s very handsome,” she said.
“All the girls think that he looks
a lot like Elvis Presley.” She
sighed.

“T'll overlook that,” Beasley said.
“Sheilah was also a great admirer
of Elvis Presley, was she not?”

“Oh, yes. She kept his picture
in a gold frame on her dressing
table. Sometimes she even burned
incense in front of it. It was partly
a gag and partly it wasn’t. Sheilah
brought every Elvis Presley record.
And she played them continually,
at all hours.”

“That alone may have been a
sufficient murder motive.”

Susan looked at him blankly.
“Oh, Beez, dont be a sil. That
part was fine. Any girl in her
right mind could listen to Elvis
absolutely forever.”

Beasley looked at her with pain.
“Let us not discuss topics that are
beyond the scope of your musical
education. Is there anything else
you can tell me about Sheilah?
Did she have any friends?”

“Not really. Not even Mrs.
Bradbury, the house mother, could
get chummy with her. Mrs. Brad-
bury is really a whiz. She’s pretty
old, almost thirty-two, but she acts
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just like one of the girls. We talk
over all our problems with her.
But Sheilah and Mrs. Bradbury
hardly ever spoke to each other.”

“I see,” Beasley said. Everything
was becoming clearer now. The
evidence, carefully sorted and
classified in his mind, had begun
to indicate a direction in which
his investigation should continue.

“Excuse me,” Beasley told Susan.
“I'm going to look up Licutenant
Mollison. T have something urgent
to tell him.”

Just then, however, Licutenant
Mollison appeared, sank into their
booth, facing them, and nodded to
Susan. “Excuse me, Miss,” he said.

The lieutenant removed his hat,
which is unusual for police lieu-
tenants. He looked at Beasley
seriously.

“The chief suggested I get in
touch with you,” he said. “It has
something to do with your work
on that fraternity case last year. I
should live so long, but here T am
and 1 have orders to apologize if
I was rude to you. Was 12"

But we can’t find him. We've run
the janitor, John Laszlo, through
the mill, but he seems to be clean.
‘The house mother, Mrs. Bradbury,
can account for his movements.”

“How about the house mother?”
Beasley stirred his coffee idly with
the tip of the spoon.

“She was having tea with the
dean of women in the reception
room. Orval Grimes, who was
Sheilah’s last boyfriend, also has
an alibi. He was rehearsing with
the band at the time of the mur-
der.”

“He plays tenor sax in the
band,” Beasley Grove said. “I play
the slip-horn myself, and 1 saw
him at rehearsal.”

“Then you're part of his alibi.”

“That depends on when the
murder was committed. Whose
word do you have for the actual
time Sheilah Fentriss met her
end?”

“]olm Laszlo, the janitor, found
her in her room only a few min-
utes after the murder was commlt—
ted Her body was still warm.”

bit of

“You are forgiven, Li
Beasley said magnanimously.

Licutenant  Mollison grunted.
“Okay, that’s over. Now, do you
have any ideas on the Fentriss
case?”

“A few,” Beasley admitted mod-
estly. “I suppose the police have
their usual classic list of suspects.”

Lieutenant Mollison looked at
Beasley narrowly. “Bix Benedict,
the football player, is our best bet.

But lhat also dcpcnds on some-
thing,” Beasley said cryptically.

“On what?”

“Whether we can believe it,”
Beasley Grove said.

Lieutenant Mollison rose, sigh-
ing, “I've got enough troubles
without having .to play guessing
games with a campus genius.”

“May I sce the photograph of
Elvis Presley that was found in
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Sheilah’s hand?” Beasley asked.

Licutenant Mollison stared at
him. “You don’t think I'm carry-
ing it around with me, do you?”

“Where is it?” Beasley asked
with mounting impatience.

“In Sheilah Fentriss’ room. We
left it there. I couldn’t see any
possible reason for...”

“I suggest you return and -get
that photograph at once, Lieuten-
ant.” Beasley glanced at his watch.
“Meet me here in ten minutes and
we will proceed to the police lab-
oratory. In a short while, if my
theory proves correct, we may be
on the trail of our murderer.”

Licutenant Mollison looked ex-
pectant, joyful, sad and disturbed
all at once. He had a very expres-
sive face.

Beasley Grove passed the ten
minutes’ waiting time in enchant-
ing chatter with Susan, whom he
confidently expected would some-
day be the mother of his children,
so that he felt it necessary to estab-
lish occasional mental rapport with
her. On her own level, Beasley
found her quite amusing.

When Licutenant Mollison re-
turned with the Elvis Presley
photograph in its gold frame,
Beasley and he went down the
street together to his car, leaving
Susan behind to pay the check
with her Uncle Duffy’s $100 bill.
As they crunched across the gravel
of the parking lot to the car, Beas-
ley had a swift intimation of dan-
ger. But it came too late.

A shadowy figure rose from
where it had been crouching near
the fender. Licutenant Mollison
shouted something and reached for
his gun. Something flashed in the
darkness, up and down, and the
licutenant fell.

Then Beasley Grove charged!
into action—all 120 pounds. He
didn’t know exactly what hap-
pened after that. Suddenly he be-
gan spinning up and around and
then he landed heavily against
the door of the car. Then he
blacked out.

Beasley woke up, woozily, to
see Susan’s lovely face looking con-
cernedly down at him.

“Darling, are you all right?” she
asked tenderly.

“Of course.” Beasley ignored the
trip-hammer plinking inside his
head and sat up, painfully. “How
about Licutenant Mollison?”

“He’s still unconscious. There's
a bad-looking bruise behind his
car. But he seems to be breathing
normally.”

Beasley made a swift deduction.
“T'll wager that Lieutenant Molli-
son no longer has the picture of
Elvis Presley. Would you mind
searching him, Susan?”

She returned in a second with
the empty gold frame.

“You're right,” she whispered.
“It’s gone. But why would anyone
want to steal a photograph of
Elvis?”

Beasley passed a hand over his
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forchead. “Would you mind help-
ing me to my feet, Susan? I have
to get somewhere in a hurry.”

“You do? Where?”

“I imagine that my period of
unconsciousness lasted no “more
than a minute or so,” Beasley ex-
plained. “In that time, the person
who assaulted the lieutenant and
me has had to make his getaway.
Did you see a car drive away?”

“No.”

“Precisely. Then he has made
his escape on foot. Look about
you, Susan. This bright moonlight,
there is a clear view in every direc-
tion for nearly a quarter of a mile.
He could not have gone there. The
other school buildings in our
neighborhood are closed for the
night. All except one. The re-
hearsal hall.”

“Beez, 1 wish you'd stop think-
ing,” Susan said, “I¢ll just hurt
your head. And I won't allow you
to move in your condition. Why,
you may have a concussion or a
fracture or something.”

“Your solicitude is touching,”
Beasley told her. “And someday
we'll explore your tender feelings
toward me in more detail. Not
now. I have a date at the rehearsal
hall.”

Reluctantly, Susan helped him
to his feet.

“Beez, sometimes 1 don’t under-
stand you at all,” she said.

“So few people do,” Beasley
murmured. “Take care of Lieuten-
ant Mollison. I must go now and

apprehend a murderer.”

As Beasley Grove entered the
rehearsal hall, the various mem-
bers of the band were tuning uj
It sounded like a symphony nf
aws with a roosier call
in. Beasley listened for a
moment, tuned to hear what he
knew he would hear.

He heard it.

He strode up onto the stage,
crossed to the second row of seats
and clamped his hand with pur-
pose on the shoulder of the tenor
sax player.

“Orval Grimes,” Beasley said,
“you blew that note out of tune.
It was sharp.”

Everyone stopped tuning up and
turned to look at them with in-
terest.

“What’s the difference?” asked
Orval Grimes, slicking down his
high pompadour nervously. He
looked a great deal like Elvis
Presley, even to his long sideburns.

“Simply this,” Beasley said,
aware that everyone was now lis-
tening with bated breath. “Your
usually faultless tenor sax played
sharp because it has recently been
exposed to the cold air. No other
instrument in the band suffers
from this affliction, because every
other instrument has been some-
where inside the rehearsal hall
during these fifteen minutes.”

“So  what?” sneered Orval
Grimes.
“So that establishes beyond
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doubt that you are the one who
assaulted Licutenant Mollison and
myself in the parking lot. If fur-
ther proof is needed, I am sure
that the laboratory will discover
tell-tale evidence on the tenor sax-
ophone which you wiclded as a
wea,

“You must be crazy,” Orval
Grimes said in a shrill voice.

“Am 1? 1 suspect you haven’t
had time to dispose of the most
damning cvidence of all. The
photo of Elvis Presley that...”

Orval Grimes gave a grunt,
reared up in his chair, batted
Beasley aside and raced for the
exit. The trombone player and the
cellist brought Orval down neatly
before he progressed very far.

He lay there, snarling, his hand-
some face quite disfigured with
anger while Beasley Grove reached
into his jacket pocket and pro-
duced the ripped portions of the
photograph.

“Ah,” Beasley ah-ed. “Another
photo cleverly pasted to the back
of this. That will supply the last,
missing clue.”

Beasley strolled over to the light
where he carefully unpasted the
portions of the other photograph
and assembled them on the con-
ductor’s podium. The photograph
was a clear one, although obvious-
ly taken at night, and showed Mrs.
Bradbury and Orval Grimes in a
highly indelicate love situation.

“Damn you, Beasley,” said Orval
Grimes.

Beasley slipped the pieces of the
photograph back into his pocket.

Bcaslcy bowed. “Don’t mention

” he said

Llcutennnt Mollison, wearing a
thick white bandage on his ear
and looking somehow more re-
signed than ever, sat behind his
desk at Police Headquarters.

“How did you suspect?” he
asked Beasley. '

“Elementary,” Beasley told him,
“for someone with powers of de-
duction as highly trained as mine.”
The lieutenant winced but said
nothing. “All the evidence shouted
that the answer had to be in-
volved with Sheilah’s odd obses-
sion with cameras—the peculiar
property of the camera itself,
which took pictures at night with-
out flashbulbs, and her delight in
using it at embarrassing moments.

“Ummm,” said Lieutenant Mol-
lison.

“Then there was the clue of her
disarranged clothes, which, since
there was no attempt at criminal
attack, indicated that the killer had
anxiously been searching for some-
thing he knew to be in her pos-
session. That something was al-
most certainly an incriminating or
emban'assmg photograph.

“Then there was the odd fact
that Sheilah was found with the
framed picture of Elvis Presley
clutched in her hand. Despite the
girl’s infatuation with this famous
rock-and-roll singer, it hardly
seemed likely that she would have
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sought his photograph to comfort
her dying moments. What other
reason could she have? Obviously
an attempt to convey some sort of
message about her Kkiller.”

“I sce. You mean this Orval
Grimes looks like Presley and so
she was trying to tell us...”

“Nothing so simple-minded as

that, Lieutenant,” ley said,
while Licutenant Mollison flushed
b ingly. “It was the d

photograph, pasted to the back of
Presley’s, that she was trying to
direct our attention to. That photo-
graph when Mrs. Bradbury threat-
awakened Mrs. Bradbury’s sus-
picions when you returned to get
it at the sorority house. She
phoned Orval Grimes at the re-
hearsal hall and he ran out and
attacked us.”

The lieutenant nodded. “Orval
Grimes confessed that he killed
Sheilah after a quarrel in which
he demanded that she return the
photograph. It seems that Sheilah
showed Mrs. Bradbury the photo-
graph when Mrs Bradbury threat-
ened to have Sheilah expelled be-
cause of her actions.”

Beasley sighed. “In a way, I feel
sorry for Orval Grimes,” he said.
“He was treated shamefully by
Sheilah, and when she finally
abandoned him, he turned for
comfort to Mrs. Bradbury. Despite
the difference in their ages, Orval
strikes me as a type who would
derive great satisfaction from such
a pseudo-marital relationship.”

“Oh, sure,” said Licutenant
Mollison, fiddling with the pen-
holder on his desk.

Beasley  continued: “Sheilah,
partly out of jealous: t Mrs.
Bradbury should have taken for
herself one of Sheilah’s previous
lovers, and partly out of malicious-
ness, took the photograph of them
secretly. That led, eventually, to
her death.”

Beasley rose and smiled tolerant-
ly at the lieutenant. “Well, it was
all fairly interesting while it lasted.
Not really challenging, of course.
But interesting. If you fellows are
again floundering about in some
criminal investigation, I shall be
pleased to straighten out your
thinking.”

“Thank you so much,” said
Lieutenant Mollison.

“Don’t mention it,” Beasley said.
“I must be going now. There’s a
rehearsal of the school band this
afternoon. We need to be in good
shape for our weekly massacre on
the gridiron on Saturday. With
Bix Benedict back in the line-up,
we probably won't lose by more
than five or six touchdowns,”
Beasley sighed. “And, if this
weren’t a grim enough prospect,
the band also has to break in a
new tenor sax.”

“I feel for you,” said Lieutenant
Mollison, and showed Beasley out.

For some reason, Lieutenant
Mollison slammed the door so vio-
lently behind Beasley’s back that
the glass pane cracked. LR ]




Where does a murder really begin or end? Here is a remarkable
story that investigates, for the first time, the before and after ...

by MIRIAM ALLEN deFORD

Hr wAs NEAR CLOSING TIME—A sLow
night, only a few regulars on hand.
The door opened and a tall man
came in. Sam Evers, standing be-
hind the bar at the far end, mix-
ing highballs for an order, looked
up, automatically—and froze.
here was no mistaking the
long, hard-boned face, the cold
eyes, the grim mouth. It was Lew
Dillon.
back

Sam Evers turned his

quickly.,

Mike, the head bartender, stared
at him.

“What's wrong, kid?” Mike
asked curiously. “You're the color
of green cheese.”

“I—I'm sick, Mike,”- Evers
mumbled. “I better go out back
for a minute. Take care of that
tall guy for me, will you?”

“Sure, kid,” Mike said.

Sam Evers went through the

17
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door leading to the kitchen, car-
rying his bar towel. He stopped a
moment at the big wooden ice
chest. His head felt like bursting
from the sudden unbearable pres-
sure, but his fingers were nimble
and sure.

Out front, Mike approached the
man at the bar.

“Scotch and soda,” said the tall
man.

Mike brought it. “There you are,
sir.” He studied the man’s hard-
boned face. “You're new in town,
aren’t you?” he asked amiably.

“Yeah”

“You come in on one of the
buses?”

“Yeah.” The tall man drank up
quickly. “What do T owe you?”

“Fifty cents,” said Mike. This
customer certainly had something
on his mind. Anyone could see
that. Whatever it was, it spelled
trouble.

The tall man paid up and left.
There was a lull in business. Mike
went on back to see if Sam was
all right.

Sam’s white coat and apron
were lying on the floor. His suit
jacket was gone. And so was he.

Sam Evers stood against the
wall, well back in the shadows of
the 24-hour sclf-service parking lot,
waiting. The right man would
appear before the lot was empty—
must appear. Sam Evers had to
get away from town fast and he
had to have a car and money. If

Lew Dillon once laid eyes on him,
his life wouldn’t be worth ten
cents. Sam Evers cursed the day
he’d got into Thelma’s clutches;
but that was all water over the
dam now. He'd figured out long
ago what he'd do if by some rot.
ten stroke of luck Dillon ever
caught up with him.

None of the big, conspicuous
cars would do, or anything in
light or bright colors. It must be
a small or medium-size job of
common make, painted black or
dark green or blue or grey—some-
thing unnoticeable. The license
plates were a problem, but as soon
as he got out into open country he
could stop at the nearest appro-
priate spot and plaster them with
mud.

And the driver for whom he
was waiting must be alone. He
couldn’t cope with more than one
man, and that man must be some-
where near his own inconsiderable
height and weight. Not only must
he be alone, but the lot must be
empty at the moment of anyone
except his prospective victim and
himself.

Back in the shadows, Sam Evers
waited, while couples took out the
possible cars and the only singles
went up to impossible ones. He
began to feel the calmness crack-
ing which desperation had given
him. His man must come soon, or
the weapon he held, wrapped in
a soaked towel, would melt.

He stood stoically while the
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movie house across the street emp-
tied: a dozen people crossed over,
found their cars in the lot, and
drove away. Now there were only
four cars left that would be of any
use to him. If no one came for
them, or if no one came alone, his
goose was cooked. He fele his
heart beginning to pound, and
breathed decply to quiet it.

Then it happened, and it all
went like clockwork. A short, thin
man, unaccompanied, turned into
the street from around the corner,
walked swiftly to the lot, taking
out his keys as he walked, and
went to a black Chevvy not ten
feet from where Sam Evers stood.

Softly, on his rubber-soled shoes,
Sam Evers followed him. As the
man stooped to open the door,
Evers lifted the towel stuffed with
ice cubes and struck hard at the
back of the driver’s head. The
man’s knees buckled and without
a sound he crumpled in a heap in
the shadow of the car. Evers
pushed the inert body into the
darkness against the wall, then
quickly possessed himself of keys
and wallet, jumped into the car
and drove off. It had all taken
less than two minutes.

He drove, carefully within the
speed limit, stopping for all signs,
down back streets, headed away
from the city. At the first culvert
he leaned out and dropped into it
the towel and what was left of
the ice.

He didn’t stop till he was a good

ten miles out of town. Then he
ran the car up a side road from the
highway, got out at a puddle left
from the recent rain, and spattered
both license plates and the lower
part of the car with enough mud
to look natural and to make it
hard to read the numbers at first
glance. He couldn’t hope to evade
a roadblock or fool a cop with a
list of stolen cars, but if his luck
held it would be quite a while—
maybe morning—before the man
would be discovered.

Before he started on again, he
opened the wallet and by the car’s
lights  looked the contents over.

he man’s name was Norman
Bart, he was a salesman for a pa-
per company, he lived at 4715
Mackehoy Street. That wasn’t im-
portant; Evers wasn’t intending to
assume Bart’s identity, and when
he got where he was going he
would abandon the car for any-
one to find. There would be no
fingerprints; he’'d  had  sense
enough to wear thin rubber gloves
throughout.

What was important was how
much money was in Norman
Bart’s wallet. He counted the bills:
not too much, $55, but enough.
Once he got across the border he'd
be OK. That's where he should
have gone in the first place, in-
stead of thinking this was far
enough.

With a satisfied grunt he drove
back to the highway. He knew
this territory; at a cutoff he
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turned into the old road that ran
roughly parallel, and kept going.
It was nearly 2 am. by now; he
had four good hours of darkness
before him.

After about cicht miles he had
to get back on the highway for a
four-mile stretch before his final
turnoff. Even here, cars going
either way were few and far be-
tween at this hour, except for
long-distance  trucks  rumbling
along in their own lane. Never-
theless, he stopped punctiliously at
every red light; he was taking no
chances with the graveyard shift
of the State Highway Patrol.

He stopped at a light, and from
the shadows beside the road a tall,
husky  figure stepped  swiftly.
pulled open the door, and climbed
into the car beside him.

Evers cursed silently. They said
you always made one mistake, and
this was his. It had never occurred
to him, at such an hour, to lock
the car while he was in it.

“Just keep going, buddy,” the
intruder said in a smooth, soft
voice that sent chills down Evers’
spine. “Turn left at the next cross-
rad

“What the—"

“Shut up and keep going.”

The man—he was no more than
a boy, Evers saw in a sideways
glance, a young tough in jeans
and a leather jacket—flicked his
left hand; he must be left-handed.
Through his coat and shirt Sam
Evers felt the point of a knife

against his ribs. He drove on with-
out another word.

Left was toward the desert. Sam
Evers had been hea, right—to-
ward the safety for which he had
just become a criminal.

He headed left.

It was four days later that a
uranium prospector came across
the black car, 20 feet off the road.
Tt was splattered with blood, blood
had soaked into the floor boards
and run down to be lost in the
sand. Tracks showed where it had
been run off the road, and other
tracks near it, footprints that led
away from the snot, until they
vanished on the hard surface of
the road.

There was no one in the car,
dead or alive. The car’s trunk was
open, and a shovel thrown back
into it was coated with sand. But
as far as the eve could see the
desert floor and the clumps of
sagebrush  seemed  undisturbed.
The desert stretched for hundreds
of miles, and nobody could dig it
all up hunting for a grave.

From the license tags, when the
dirt had been brushed off them,
the name and address of the owner
were ascertiined. A detective
called at once at 4715 Mackehoy
Street.

The woman who opened the
door had once been pretty; she
had run to fat now, and she could
have done with a bath. Hair that
needed washing straggled over her
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forehead, and a bedraggled slip
showed under a dingy house dress
where two safety-pins took the
place of missing buttons.

“I'm looking for Mr. Norman
Bart,” said Detective Sergeant
Hannan.

“Well, if you find him, keep
him,” the woman snapped, start-
ing to shut the door in his face.

“Police,” said Hannan, showing
his badg: u Mrs. Bart?”
“I suppose T am, even if he’s left
me.”

“May I come in and talk to
you?”

Grudgingly she opencd the door
wider and waved him toward a
room which looked as if a hurri-
cane had struck it. But nothing
had happened to it, Hannan real-
ized after a second. except that
apparently it hadnt been cleaned
or tidied for weeks. Newspapers
were scattered on the floor, an
empty coffee cup and a half-eaten
cake nestled on a table next to a
worn leather handbag, a big ash-
tray was overflowing with ciga-
“rette stubs, a woman’s hat hung
askew on a lamp with a torn
shade. Dust was everywhere.

Gingerly Hannan scated himself
on the edge of a chair which he
shared with a pair of high-hecled,
rundown shoes. The woman
plumped hersclf on a couch, kick-
ing off it on to the rug a glossy
magazine open at a highly colored
advertisement of a chinchilla coat.
She reached under a pillow and

drew out a pair of nylon stock-
ings, fished again, and found a
pack of cigarettes. She pawed
around vainly for matches or a
lighter, and Hannan rose, lighted
her cigarette, then resumed his
seat.

“You say your husband has left
you?” he asked politely. “When
did he leave?”

“Five days ago, come eight
o’clock tonight,” she answered sul-
lenly.

“Did he say he was leaving?
Had you had a quarrel?”

“He didnt say anything. He
never does. That's what drives me
crazy.” Her voice rose. “How
would you like it, cooped up in
this dump all day, and then 2 man
comes home and never talks—just
looks and growls.”

And I don’t blame him, coming
home to a place like this and a
wife like you, Hannan reflected,
with a thought of his own imma-
culate and efficient wife. Aloud
he said:

“Why haven't you reported him
missing?”

“Him? Why should I? He's got
mad before and slammed out
without his dinner, just because it
was a little late, and stayed away
till he got over it. Never this long,
but a day or two, often. He hasn’t
the nerve to stay away forever.
He'll be back, when he gets
ready.”

“Pm afraid he won’t, this time.
Haven’t you missed the car, even
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if you haven’t missed your hus-
band?” Hannan tried without suc-
cess to keep the sarcasm out of his

voice.

A glint of fear shone in Mrs.
Bart’s eyes.

“I don’t drive,” she said. “He
uses the car for his work. Why—
has something happened?”

What do you care? Hannan
thought; but he struggled to make
his tone sympathetic.

“I'm afraid so, Mrs. Bart. His
car was found out on the desert,
between Vincentville and Yucca.
Nobody was in it, but there were
—signs that somebody had been—
hurt.”

“Why, he had no husiness down
there—that’s way out of his ter-
ritory! What do you mean, some-
body had been hurt?”

“There was a lot of blood in the
car,” the detective said reluctantly.
“Did Mr. Bart carry much money
with him?”

“More'n he ought, instead of
leaving it with me, the way T told

him,” Mrs. Bart retoried. Sud-
denly she looked up, her eyes
widening. “He’s  dead!”  she
screeched. “Norm’s dead! Some-

body's murdered him for his mon-
ey! I'm a poor lone widow!”

She snuffled, hunted for a hand-
kerchief, found none, and wiped
her eyes on the hem of her dress.

“And I begged him and begged
him to take out more insurancel”
she sobbed. “Now what am I go-
ing to do?”

Norman Bart came back to con-
sciousness on a bed in the County
Hospital, where he had besn taken
after he had been found in the
parking lot by its day manager
when he came on duty at seven
o'clock. At first the manager had
thought it was a drunk sleeping it
off, but when he attempted to lift
the man the sight of his turned-up
eyes and the sound of his sterto-
rous breathing frightened him, and
he phoned the police. At the hos-
pital they first suspected a basal
skull fracture. But X-rays showed
no fracture. It was just a bad con-
cussion. He lay unconscious for
almost a week.

Gradually, still too weak to
speak, he came to himself. He
oould recall nothing of what harl

d to him; he r L
only that dreary scene with Bessie,
his constant nausea at the pigsty in
which she kept herself and him,
culminating in disgusted rebellion
when he came home dead tired
to find no dinner even beoun,
nothing but the usual dirt and dis-
order and whining complaints.
Norman Bart hated controversy;
he couldn’t quarrel; he just stood
things until he couldn’t stand
them any longer and then went
away until he could make himself
come back and stand them some
more.

That night had heen another
such culmination; without a word
he had got up, walked out of the
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house, and driven away. He had
had dinner downtown, gone to a
movie which he was too upset to
see, and when it was over had still
been too angry to get his car and
go home. On other such occasions
he had checked in at a hotel and
had once stayed away two days
and nights. But that night he had
been too weary even to make that
effort.

He had waited .until the movie
house was almost emptied after
the last show, to avoid having to
be jostled by the crowd, and then
had walked aimlessly for several
blocks until he was sure the others
would have left the parking lot
where he had put his car.

He remembered drawing out his -

keys and walking up to the car.
The next thing he knew, he was
lying in bed, with a doctor and a
nurse leaning over him.

Slowly, from a word here, a
word there, Norman Bart gathered
that nobody knew who he was.
Whoever slugged him and stole
the car must have taken his wallet
also, with all his papers in it. To
all intents and purposes, it oc-
curred to him, Norman Bart must
have vanished.

He thought long, deep, bitter
thoughts about Bessie, about the
wreck of his marriage, 2bout his
temperamental inability to do any-
thing effective about ir. He
thought about his job, too. but it
was a dead-end job that r
nothing to him except his salary,

nt

with no prospect of promotion. He
could find as good a one some-
where else, if he used his brain.

Suppose Norman Bart did dis-
appear, vanish forever? If Bessie
had declared him missing, by this
time the police would have had
his description and he would have
been identified. He knew her: if
she thought that at last he had de-
serted her—as he shou'd have done
years  before—wounded  vanity
would keep her mouth shut, at
least until their joint banking ac-
count had given out. If he played
his cards right, he had a chance to
escape.

So by the time he was able to
speak and be interviewed, he had
a name plucked out of the air—
Tom Kessler would do—and a
cover story. He came from a near-
by town, not too near; he was an
unemploved mechanic; he had
come to the city looking for work,
hadn’t found it, had missed his
bus home, and was just walking
around to kill time till the next
one. The last he remembered was
passing the narking Jot where they
told him he had been found.
Somebody must have come behind
him, sluoeed him, taken his wal-
let with a few dollars and his
ticket and all his identification in
it, and drasoed him into the lot
to postone discovery. Why they
had done it, he had no idea; and
that was the only truthful part of
the narrative, If he had been fool-
ish enough to pretend amnesia,
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his photograph would have been
published and that would have
been that.

Norman Bart lay back with a
contented smile as the police of-
ficer who had interviewed him
left the ward. He had put it over.
Now all he had to do was to re-
cover his strength so that as soon
as possible he could get out of the
city, and in some place where he
wasn’t known, start a new life,
as Tom Kessler or under another
name. He wasn’t penniless; the
thief had been in too big a hurry
to search his pockets, and he had
$12 or $13 in loose coins and dol-
lar bills. That would take him out
of reach and feed him for a day
or two, and he could pawn his
watch to keep going till he found
some kind of temporary work and
earned enough to take him farther.

By the time he was able to leave
the hospital the newspapers had
stopped publishing stories about
the unsolved Desert Murder.

A tough young hoodlum, wear-
ing jeans and a leather jacket, was
the last customer out of the Vin-
centville supermarket at closing
time. His only apparent purchase
was a carton of cigarettes. He laid
it on the counter, and then leaned
forward.

“Stick-up,” he murmured to the
startled woman cashier. “Come on,
gimme.”

She peered down. From the
boy’s clenched left fist protruded

the point of a viciouslooking
switchblade knife.

She had been told what to do in
such an emergency, but she was
very scared. Shaking, not daring
to look around at the other
cashiers totting up their day’s re-
ceipts, she opened the cash regis-
ter and began taking out currency.
The robber produced a paper bag,
taken from the fruit counter, and
methodically shoveled the bills into
it as she produced them. “Nix on
the silver,” he said. “Just bills.”
Hers was the counter nearest the
door, and nobody was noticing
anything.

Her hands jerked and her knees
knocked together, but she remem-
bered her instructions. Her foot
pressed down on the button of the
silent alarm.

The prowl car drove up in front
just as the youth, the carton under
his arm and the paper bag full of
money clutched in his right hand,
the knife still in his left, walked
through the swinging door.

As one of the policemen jumped
out of the car, he started to run.
The supermarket didn’t close till
ten, and the street was clear. The
officer waved to his partner in the
car, who drove up with the door
open and let him in. In a minute
they were abreast of the running
thief. In two minutes more he
was disarmed, handcuffed, and
thrown into the car.

At the station he turned surly
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and refused to talk, but once he
was _fingerprinted there was no
need for any conversation from
him. He had a record running
back for nearly half of his 18
years. Name, Dick Gargan, no
local address, no employment,
twice a reform school graduatc

where in sight. Dick Gargan
found himself the center of an
openly admiring group.

Suddenly, without warning, a
kaife, surreptitiously sharpened
from a piece of iron stolen from
the machine shop, ripped into
Dick Gargan's back. The group
scattered ly; when the

for auto theft, previous
sentences in juvenile court for
assaults, malicious mischief, and
auto theft again. Caught with the
money, immediately identified by
the cashier, he was advised by the
lawyer appointed for him by the
court to plead guilty, and did.
Three weeks later he started to
serve a five-year term in the peni-
tentiary.

That might have been the end
of a very ordinary crime if Dick
Gargan hadn’t got into a fight
with his cellmate one evening, and
beaten him up badly before the
fight was stopped. When he got
out of the week in solitary meted
out to him for this performance,
he was transferred to another cell.
He felt safe and cocky, and got
all ready to teach his new cellmate
a lesson if he too got out of line—
it was worth a week in solitary
any time.

Dick Gargan took his self-assur-
ance into recreation hour in the
Big Yard. The way to take care
of yourself was not to let anyone
put anything over on you, and
he had proved it. He kept a weath-
er eye out for the man he had
beaten up, but the man was no-

guards came running nobody had
seen anything.

They took Dick Gargan to the
prison hospital with a deep stab
wound in his left lung. The home-
made knife was far from sterile;
pneumonia followed infection and
malignant endocarditis followed
pneumonia. The hospital and the
doctors were as good as any in the
state, but they were powerless
against all this. Six days later, it
was cbvious that he was near
death.

Half-delirious, with periods of

_un~-asciousness, in his Jucid hours
"Dici:

Gargan was filled with a
vast rxgret, a sadness for all the
worid. He knew he was through,
before his life had really begun.
Wcﬂv frefore he cashed in, he
¢ do his best to sct things
mmghf He indicated that he had
things to talk about to the police.

“Year ago, about,” he gasped to
the deteciive rushed to his bedside,
“I pullel that job on a man named
Bart—that one where you found
the auto with all the blood in it,
out in the desert. I laid low by
the highway, looking for a likely
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prospect. When this heap come
along and stopped for the red
light, I jumped it. I pulled a knife
and made the guy drive to the
desert. Then I knifed this Bart
and took his wallet. He had only
$55 on him—"

“What did you do with the
body?”

“I found a shovel back with the
tools, and I carried him a good
ways off—it was dark still—and
dug a hole and shoved him in
and smoothed the sand back over
it. Then when I got back and
turned a flashlight on the inside
of the car, the thing was so full
of blood I didn’t dare take a
chance on it. T had to walk all the
way back to town. I went into the
supermarket to rob it, and that’s
when T got caught. I'm telling you,
because T want you to know that
vl gthar T2

He choked, and clapped his
hand to his mouth. Blood splashed
*hrough his fingers.

“Hemorrhage,” exclaimed the
suctor, and snapped directions.

*What is it, man—what do you

ralit to say?” the detective asked.

There was no answer. Gargan's
vead fell back on the pillow. The
doctor shrugged.

“Too late,” he said. “It’s all
over,”

It was near closing time—a slow
night, only a few regulars on
hand. The door opened and a
tall man came in.

“Scotch and soda,” he ordered.

Mike the bartender looked at
him. As he handed the tall man
his drink, Mike said:

“Your face looks
Haven't you been in here before?

“You got a good memory,” the
tall man said. “It was nearly a
year ago. I got off the bus and
stopped in here for a drink.” He
sipped his drink and smiled a
little sheepishly. “I was on my way
to Reno to get unhitched.”

Mike clucked = sympathetically.
“That’s a shame,” he said.

“Yessir,” the tall man said. “I
can laugh about it now, but not
then.” He flushed with a remem-
bered anger. “Damn it, how can
a man be married to a woman for
seven years and never suspect in
all that time that she’s nothing
but a—tramp?”

“You cant prove anything by
me,” said Mike pacifically. “I'm
not married.” He brought the bot-
tle of Scotch over and poured an-
other shot into the tall man’s glass,
adding soda to it.

“You're lucky,” said the tall
man. “After Thelma, I've had
enough of marriage. Why, she
had three-four guys she was mess-
ing around with at the same time.”
He drank up. “I've got to catch
my bus. Be seeing you some time,
mavbe, when I'm passing through
again.”

As he went out through the
door Mike Daly, watching, sud-
denly remembered where he had

familiar.
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seen the tall man before. He had
come in on the same night Sam
Evers had walked out of the place,
and nobody had seen hide nor hair
of Sam since.

Fleetingly, Mike wondered

again about Sam Evers. What on
earth possessed him that night, a
year ago, to just walk out of the
place without even a word? Some
things people did sometimes just
didn’t make sense. LR



AUTHOR’S CHOICE

No author is a competent judge
of his own work; so I'll agree with
the friends and critics who say
that two of my stories are marked-
ly better than the rest of my work.
Twice, apparently, 1 wrote over
my head: in “Mr. Lupescu” (1945)
and in “Nine-Finger Jack” (1951).

28

If 1 knew precisely how 1 did
this, I'd simply go and do it again.
But 1 know a few reasons why
these stories particularly please me.
Both combine the two themes
which 1 most like to write about
(and to read about): murder and
fantasy. Both are complete, fully



plotted stories written at  short-
short length. And both have kept
on carning money and reaching
new audiences long after their
original publication.

I think there’s an advantage in
this trick. (if it comes off) of writ-
ing a story in much less space than
a similar plot would normally oc-
cupy. It sometimes makes the story
hard to sell and unprofitable to
begin with; but the result is sharp
and clear and (if you're lucky)
memorable.

“Mr. L” (which 1 like, personal-
ly, just a little bit better than
“Jack”) went the rounds for many
months and finally sold for $25 (a
special bonus rate from a market
that normally paid $15). At last
count it had earned over $650 in
subsidiary rights. And 1 think this
is because I wrote it at precisely
the length at which it asked to be
written: 1 obeyed the story, and
not my ideas of what was market-
able.

. Anthony Boucher

MR. LUPESCU

by ANTHONY BOUCHER

WHE TEACUPS RATTLED AND FLAMES
flickered over the logs.

“Alan, I do wish you could do
something about Bobby.”
“Isn’t  that  rather

place?”

“Oh you know Robert. He's so
busy doing good in nice abstract
ways with committees in them.”

“And headlines.”

“He can’t be bothered with
things like Mr. Lupescu. After all,
Bobby’s only his son.”

“And yours, Marjorie.”

“And mine. But things like this
take a man, Alan.”

The room was warm and peace-

Robert’s

ful; Alan stretched his long legs
by the fire and felt domestic.
Marjoric was soothing even when
she fretted. The firelight did
things to her hair and the curve
of her blouse.

A small whirlwind entered at
high velocity and stopped only
when Marjorie said, “Bob-by! Say
hello nicely to Uncle Alan.”

Bobby said hello and stood ten-
tatively on one foot.

“Alan ...” Marjorie prompted.

Alan sat up straight and tried
to look paternal. “Well, Bobby,”
he said. “And where are you off
to in such a hurry?”

Copyright, 1945, by Anthony Boucher
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“See Mr. Lupescu ’f course. He
usually comes afternoons.”

“Your mother’s been telling me
about Mr. Lupescu. He must be
quite a person.”

“Oh gee Il say he is, Undle
Alan. He's got a great big red
nose and red gloves and red eyes—
not like when you've been crying
but really red like yours're brown
—and little red wings that twitch
only he can't fly with them cause
they're rudder-mentary he says.
And he talks like—oh gee I can’t
do it, but he’s swell, he is.”

“Lupescu’s a funny name for a
fairy godfather, isn it, Bobby?”

“Why? Mr. Lupescu always says
why do all the fairies have to be
Irish because it takes all kinds,
doesn’t it?”

“Alan!” Marjorie said. “I don’t
see that you're doing a it of good.
You talk to him seriously like that
and you simply make him think it
is serious. And you do know bet-
ter, don’t you, Bobby? You're just
joking with us.”

“Joking? About Mr. Lupescu?”

“Marjorie, you dont— Listen,
Bobby. Your mother didn’t mean
to insult you or Mr. Lupescu. She
just doesn’t belicve in what she’s
never seen, and you can’t blame
her. Now supposing you took her
and me out in the garden and we
could all scc Mr. Lupescu.
Wouldn't that be fun?”

“Uh uh.” Bobby shook his head
gravely. “Not for Mr. Lupescu.
He doesn’t like people. Only little

boys. And he says if T ever bring
people to see him then he'll let
Gorgo get me. Gby now.” And
the whirlwind departed.

Marjorie sighed. “At least thank
heavens for Gorgo. I never can
get a very clear picture out of Bob-
by, but he says Mr. Lupescu tells
the most zerrible things about him.
And if there’s any trouble about
vegetables or brushing teeth all T
have to say is Gorgo and hey
presto!”

Alan rose. “I dont think you
need worry, Marjorie. Mr. Lupes-
cu seems to do more good than
harm, and an active imagination is
no curse to a child.”

“You haven’t lived with Mr. Lu-

escu.”

' “To live in a house like this, I'd
chance it,” Alan laughed. “But
please forgive me now—back to
the cottage and the typewriter .
Seriously, why don’t vou ask Rob-
ert to talk with him?”

Marjorie spread her hands help-
lessly.

“I know. I'm always the one to
assume responsibilities. And yet
you married Robert.”

Marjorie  laughed. “I  don’t
know. Somehow there’s something
about Robert...” Her vague
gesture happened to include the
original Degas over the fireplace,
the sterling tea service, and even
the liveried footman who came in
at that moment to clear away.

Mr. Lupescu was pretty wonder-
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ful that afternoon all right. He
had a little kind of an itch like in
his wings and they kept twitching
all the time. Stardust, he said. It
tickles. Got it up in the Milky
Way. Friend of his has a wagon
route up there.

Mr. Lupescu had lots of friends
and they all did something you

. wouldn’t ever think of not in a

squillion years. That's why he
didn't like people because people
don’t do things you can tell stories
about. They just work or keep
house or are mothers or some-
thing.

But one of Mr. Lupescu’s friends
now was captain of a ship only
it. went in time and Mr. Lupescu
took trips with him and came back
and told you all about what was
happening this very minute five
hundred years ago. And another
of the friends was a radio engineer
only he could tune in on all the
kingdoms of faery and Mr. Lu-
pescu would squidgle up his red
nose and twist it like a dial and
make noises like all the kingdoms
of faery coming in on the set. And
then there was Gorgo only he
wasn’t a friend, not exactly, not
even to Mr. Lupescu.

They'd been playing for a couple
of weeks only it must’ve been real-
ly hours cause Mamselle hadn't
yelled about supper yet but Mr.
Lupescu says Time is funny, when
Mr. Lupescu screwed up his red
eyes and said, “Bobby, let’s go in
the hous=.”

“But there’s people in the house
and you dont—"

“I know I dont like people.
That's why were going in the
house. Come on, Bobby, or I'll—"

So what could you do when you
didn’t even want to hear him say
Gorgo’s name?

He went into Father's study
through the french window and
it was a strict rule that nobody
ever went into Father’s study but
rules weren’t for Mr. Lupescu.

Father was on the telephone
telling somebody he’'d try to be at
a luncheon but there was a com-
mittee meeting that same morning
but he'd see. While he was talk-
ing Mr. Lupescu went over to a
table and opened a drawer and
took something out.

When Father hung up he saw
Bobby first and started to be very
mad. He said, “Young man,
you've been trouble enough to
your Mother and me with all your
stories about your red-winged Mr.
Lupescu, and now if you're to
start bursting in—"

You have to be polite and intro-
duce people. “Father, this is Mr.
Lupescu. And sce, he does too
have red wings.”

Mr. Lupescu held out the gun
he'd taken from the drawer and
shot Father once right through
the forehead. It made a little clean
hole in front and a big messy hole
in back. Father fell down and was
dead.

“Now, Bobby,” Mr. Lupescu
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said, “a lot of people are going to
come here and ask you a lot of
questions. And if you don't tell
the truth about exactly what hap-
pcncd I'll send Gorgo to fetch
you.”

Then Mr. Lupescu was gone
through the french window.

“It’s a curious case, Lieutenant,”
the medical examiner said. “It’s
fortunate T've dabbled a bit in
psychiatry; I can at least give you
a lead until you get the experts in.
The child’s statement that his fairy
godfather shot his father is obvi-
ously a simple flight mechanism,
susceptible of two interpretations.
A, the father shot himself; the
child was so horrified by the sight
that he refused to accept it and
invented this explanation. B, the
child shot the father, let us say by

- accident, and shifted the blame to
his imaginary scapegoat. B has
of course its more sinister implica-
tions; if the child had resented his
father and created an ideal substi-
tute, he might make the substitute
destroy the reality ... But there’s
the solution to your eye-witness
testimony; which alternative is
true, Licutenant, I leave up to your
researches into motive and the
evidence of ballistics and finger-
prints. The angle of the wound
jibes with either.”

The man with the red nose and
eyes and gloves and wings walked
down the back lane to the cottage.

As soon as he got inside he took
off his coat and removed the wings
and the mechanism of strings and
rubbers that made them twitch.
He laid them on top of the ready
pile of kindling and lit the fire.
When it was well started, he add-
ed the gloves. Then he took off the
nose, kneaded the putty until the
red of its outside vanished into the
neutral  brown of mass,
jammed it into a crack in the wall,
and smoothed it over Then he
took the red-irised contact lenses

‘out of his brown eyes and went

into the kitchen, found a hammer,
pounded them to powder, and
washed the powder down the sink.

Alan started to pour himself a
drink and found, to his pleased
surprise, that he didn’t especially
need one. But he did feel tired.
He could lie down and recapitu-
late it all, from the invention of
Mr. Lupescu (and Gorgo and the
man with the Milky Way route)
to today’s success and on into
future when Marjorie, pliant,
trusting Marjorie would be more
desirable than ever as Robert’s
widow and heir. And Bobby
would need a man to look after
him.

Alan went into the bedroom.
Several years passed by in the few
seconds it took him to recognize
what was waiting on the bed, but
then Time is funny.

Alan said nothing.

“Mr. Lupescu, 1 prcsumc’” sald
Gorgo.



Give Cornell Woolrich the simplest opening situation—a man
waiting for his girl outside a building, a misdirected package, a
cryptic telephone call, and he will weave a web of suspense that
traps the reader from the first line of the first page to the final
cxhalation of pent-up breath on the last line of the last page. Every
detective writer envies Woolrich his incredible ability to spin out
suspense from the most commonplace happenings. Under his own
name, and his nom de plume, William Irish, Cornell Woolrich
has built a solid literary reputation on just such tension-packed
tales. But there is another facet to Woolrich’s talent. He can pro-
ject himself into any type of character and let you see the world
through that person’s eyes. In this unusual tale, the master of sus-
pense tells of a planned gangland assassination from a unique view-
point: a sixteen-year-old girl who begins an innocent masquerade
that quickly develops into more than she intended. Even in this
offbeat tale, however, one Woolrich characteristic is strongly in
evidence—you will not put down this story until you have reached
the last line of the last page.

CINDERELLA
AND THE MOB

by CORNELL WOOLRICH

THE WHOLE FAMILY JUMPED ON
me at once. You'd think I was a
,mere child or something, instead
of sixteen. Yowd think a person
would have some rights on a
Thursday evening.

Father said: “Not with that sore
throat you've got, young lady!

We'll tell you all about the pic-
ture when we come home.”

Mother said: “And even if she
didn’t have a sore throat she'd
stay home tonight! She’s got to
study some of the time.”

And of course Fran, my older
sister, who wasn’t going with

Copyright, 1940, by Cornell Woolrich
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them but was going out with her
this-month’s beau, had to put her
two cents’ worth in too. “When I
was your age—" she started to say.

“Oh, sure,” 1 sighed wearily,
“back in those Roman times things
were different.”

But it didnt do a bit of good.
They all got ready and they all
went out, and there I was stuck
with a lot of books again. The
last thing 1 got told was, “Now
remember, I expect to find you in
bed when we come home. None
of this running over to Betty Lou’s
house!”

The front door went bang! And
1 was Cinderella again.

1 gritted my tecth and opened
my history book, but I couldn’t
see a thing in it for a long time,
just waves of red.

And then, like it was just wait-
ing for that much encouragement,
the phone started to ring. I knew
it was probably Fran’s boy-friend
calling to find out what was keep-
ing her so long; she was the only
one who ever got phone calls in
our family.

“Hello,” I croaked, and between
what the sore throat had done to
my voice and what the family had
done to my disposition, 1 must
have sounded like someone sawing
W

It was a man’s voice, but it
wasn’t Fran's  boy-friend. He
sounded sort of—I don’t know
how to put it—confidential, as if
he was talking out of one corner

of his mouth and didn’t want any-
one but me to hear him. He said,
“Hello, is this Chicago Rose?”

For a minute I was so surprised
1 just blinked, and then before 1
had a chance to tell him I wasn’t,
he rushed ahead.

“Listen, you don’t know me,
Rose,” he said, “but it’s all right;
Eddie gave me your number. You
know, Eddie Dubois back in Chi.
He wrote it down for me before
I came away; I mislaid it just
now, but it didn’t matter; I had 1t
memorized anyway. He told me
you'd sound just like you do, like
you just had your tonsils taken
out.”

Id kept trying to tell him,
through the whole thing, that he
must have the wrong number, but
he was talking so fast 1 couldn’t
even get one good-sized word in.

And then it started to sound in-
triguing, so 1 changed my mind. T
looked at it this way: every added
five minutes I spent at the phone
meant that much less time I'd
have to spend over those poisonous
books afterward, so what did I
have to lose?

He said: “There’s a bunch of us
just in and we got a little job for
you. Your kind of job, yknow,
Rose? The kind of stuff that made
you famous in Chicago.”

“Oh,” 1 said. Which is a pretty
safe word.

“You'll get a cut,” he went on,
like he was trying to coax me.

“Well, if it's all the same to
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you—" I started to say.

“Oh, I see, cash on the line
ahead of time. Well, welll do it
your way then, Rose.” Then he
asked, “Are you warm right now?
As long as you're not red-hot it’s
okay. Now listen, Rose, I can’t
give it to you over the phone,
naturally. How’s about coming out
to your place?”

1 looked around me and I rolled
my eyes to myself. I could just
imagine their faces if they came
home and found—

“No,” T said quickly, “I don’t
think you better do that.” Was I
having fun by now! This had the
dates of the English kings beat
all hollow.

“What’s the matter?” he said.
“Ain’t you paying protection
these days? Well, all right, make
it anywhere you say, Rose.”

I'd never met anyone at all un-
til now, except Betty Lou, and I
always met her in Gilman’s drug-
store down on our corner, right by
the soda fountain. I couldn’t make
it there, because that fresh Willie
Smith who tends the fountain
knew me awfully well, and besides
I owed him thirty cents for back
sodas.

“You name the place,” T said.

“I'll park on Main and Center,”
he said. “How’ll that be? North-
west corner; you can’t miss me.”

That was all the way down-
town, and it kind of scared me for
a minute; if they ever found out
that I went that far downtown at

this hour, I'd never hear the end
of it. Even in the daytime that was
out of bounds.

But I remembered I didn’t real-
ly have to go; I could just tell him
I would and then never show up,
so it didn’t matter. “All right,” 1

said.

21 ll tell you how you'll know
me,” he said. “I'm wearing a very
light lid, almost the lightest in
town. I'll keep turning it around
in my hand, like I was looking at
the band.”

“Well, uh, did—" I kept trying
to remember that name he'd used
at the beginning, and couldn’t.
“Did he tell you what I look
like?”

“Eddie Dubois? Naw, only that
you're red-headed and an eyeful.”

I glanced in the hall-mirror next
to me. “Well, I changed that a
couple weeks ago. I'm blonde
now.”

"He didn’t seem surprised to hear
that, as if all the girls he knew
were always doing that to their
hair. “Oh, sure, I know how it is.
You just gimme the business, Tl
know you.”

1 could tell he was getting ready
to leave the phone, and I knew I
ought to tell him that I wasn't
Chicago Rose, that he'd been
speaking to the wrong party the
whole time; but I didn’t have the
nerve any more, after waiting this
long.

The last thing he said was,
“Make it as soon as you can, huh,
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Rose; don’t keep me waiting there
on the open corner too long, it’s
not healthy.” Then he rang off.

I hung up with a sigh. It had
been the most interesting conver-
sation I'd ever had, and 1 hated
it to be over. Now I'd have to go
back to those bum books waiting
there all over the dining-room
table.

1 sighed again. I was wishing I
really was Chicago Rose; I bet
she didn’t have to study civics and
go to bed at eleven on week-
nights.

Then T thought: I could be if 1
wanted to, just for a few minutes.
He doesn’t even know what she
looks like himself. Or I could just
go down there and take a peek at
him from around the corner and
then come straight back again.
And that way, my study time
would be all used up and it would
be too late to bother with these
books any more tonight.

And before T knew it T was up-
stairs in Fran’s room, looking her
things over.

I took down one of her old
evening dresses and put it on. It
didn’t fit so good, so I pinned it
tight behind me and that made it
fit better. But my face looked too
babyish sticking up out of it. So
then 1 opened the bureau drawer
and found a black crayon I'd
watched her usc sometimes and
made rings around my cyes.

That helped a little, and then I
spread on all the powder and

rouge she had there, until hardly
any real skin showed through any-
where.

When I got through it didn’t
look so awfully good, but at least
it didn’t look like me any more.

1 found a pair of her shoes and
put them on too, because my own
all had low heels. We both wore
about the same size.

Up to now I'd been just sort of
play-acting. 1 didn’t really think
I'd have the nerve to go.

But as long as I was all rigged
up like that, it scemed a shame
not to go down there and take a
peck at him just for fun. Then I
could tell Betty Lou all about it
tomorrow in class, and we'd have
a lot of fun over it

1 knew I'd be back long before
they came home from the movie
at half-past cleven—I'd have to
be—but just to be on the safe side,
in case Fran had a fight with her
boy-friend and came home early,
like sometimes happened, 1 put
a laundry bag full of old clothes
under the bedcovers to make it
look like it was me lying there all
cuddled up. With the light out
you couldn’t tell the difference.

Then T went downstairs. T put
out all the lights and then I
watched carefully from the front
door, to make sure none of the
neighbors were at their windows
or out on the sidewalk just then,
to sec me come out.

As soon as 1 was sure the coast
was clear, 1 ducked out. I had my
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own key, that I used in the day-
time to let myself in when I came
home from school, so I wasn't
worried about getting in again.

1 walked fast until I got away
from our house, and then I slowed
down a little, so as not to attract
attention.

What made me get in the cab
was an accident. I mean, 1 made
the first block all right without
meeting anybody, and then this
cab showed up and started trail-
ing along next to me, on account
of how swell I was dressed, I

guess.

“Cab, lady?” the driver said.
That gave me a thrill; it was the
first time anyone had ever called
me “lady.” But of course I didn’t
need a cab; it was only thirty
blocks from our house down to
where he'd said he'd be, and that’s
not much of a walk. So I just
shook my head politely.

Then the very next minute Mr.
and Mrs. Jurgens, who lived right
next door to us, turned the corner
not ten yards ahead and started to
come straight toward me. There
was no chance to get out of their
way. Luckily the cab was still
there, right next to me. I gave
kind of a sideways jump, and be-
fore I knew it I was in it.

The Jurgenses went right by
without even looking at me, but
before I could get out again, the
cab had picked up speed and was
on its way, so there didn’t seem
to be anything to do but go ahead

and tell the driver where I was
going.

He kind of looked up sharp
when he heard how scrapey my
voice was, and then I saw him
squinting at all the make-up on
my face, in the rearsight mirror.
After a while he asked, kind of
friendly and understanding,
“How’s business, sister?”

I didn’t know much about busi-
ness, only what I heard my father
say, so I repeated an expression
T'd heard him use to my mother
lots of times.

“It’s been so long since I made
a sale,” 1 said solemnly, “that I
might just as well give my stock
away to the Salvation Army!”

He looked kind of surprised at
such a thought, but he shook his
head sympathetically.

When we got near Main and
Center 1 said, “Stop in the middle
of the block, before you get all
the way to the corner.” I figured
that way I could edge up to it
and peck around it without him
seeing me.

When he did, I got out and
said cordially, “Well, thanks ever
so much, it was awful nice of you
to bring me all the way down
here.”

He said, “Wa-a-ait a2 minute,
what is this?” And he started to
climb out after me real slow.

I didn’t like the look on his
face, so I started to back away lit-
tle by little. Then when I saw him
spit on his hands and rub them
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together, I turned and started go-
ing real fast,

But I made the mistake of look-
ing back over my shoulder the
whole time, and that way I for-
got to watch where I was going.
He took a jump and started slid-
ing after me, like on an ice-pond.
I gave a squeak and turned away
too late.

My whole face went spiff into
somebody’s chest. It was hard, too,
like a barrel; I nearly saw stars
for a minute.

By the time I saw him stoop
over to pick up a very light ice-
cream-color hat he’d dropped, it
was too late. He said, “I guess
you're Rose, by that voice alone.”

Then he laughed and said,
“Same old Rose. Eddie told me
about that trick of yours of get-
ting out of cabs before they stop,
and then when the drivers turn
around to collect the fare they
find the back seat empty.”

He shoved a bill at the driver
and growled: “Gedouda here be-
fore I wrap the crankshaft around
your neck!”

What a growl that was! Like a
sea-lion in the zoo.

Then before I knew what was
happening, he had me by the arm
and I was all the way over at a
big black sedan waiting at the
opposite curb. “Come on, Rose,
T'll take you around to meet the
boys.”

“Y-you been waiting long?” I
quavered. The only reason that
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kept it from sounding as fright-
ened as it was, was how inflamed
my vocal cords were, I guess.

“Plenty #&Ic# longl” he said.
I'd heard two of the words be-
fore, but the other one was brand-
new. Something told me this
wasn’t a very good time to tell him
1 wasn’t Rose, that maybe I bet-
ter put it off a little while, until a
better opportunity came.

There were two other men in
the sedan, one at the wheel, one
in back. He introduced me, but
only after we were already under
way and I was firmly wedged on
the back seat between him and
one of the two others.

“Here she is, boys. Trigger, this
is Rose. Rose, meet Oh-Johnny.”

It seemed a worse time than
ever to bring up about not being
Rose. But compared to what it
was going to be like later, if I'd
only known it, it was practically
ideal.

I said, “I don’t even know your
name yet,” to my original ac-
quaintance. There didn’t seem to
be any harm in that,

“I'm Blitz Burley,” he said, like
he was supposed to be famous or
something.

They seemed to do their best to
be agreeable to me, as if I was
someone who might be valuable to
them later on. The one called
Trigger said, trying to make po-
lite small-talk, “I blieve a moll T
used to go around with knew your
older sister in the Women's Re-
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formatory at...”

And the one next to me asked
it ly: “Does my should:
sling bother you the way we're
sitting? T'll move it out of the

way if it does.”

“Huh,” Blitz said scomfully be-
fore I could answer, “she probably
curls her hair with a repeater every
night, don’tcha Rose?”

1 didn’t exactly know what they
were talking about, but the sensi-
ble thing to say seemed to be: “I
used to but I found out I wasn[
getting the best results that way.”
So I said it.

By this time we'd got to where
they were bringing me, so we all
got out. There was one pressed
close on each side of me, and the
one called Oh-Johnny was right in
back of me. I don't think they
meant anything by it, they were
just being sociable, but the only
place I could have got to by break-
ing away suddenly from them and
running would have been where
we were going anyway, so there
didn’t seem to be much sense to
that.

It was some kind of a hotel, but
it wasn't a very presentable or
tidy one. They went in the side
way so they wouldn’t have to pass
anyone, and up to a door on the
third floor. It had an elevator, but
they walked up.

Blitz knocked, in a funny way.
Two quick ones and two slow
ones. The door opened in a fun-
ny way too. First, just a ribbon

of orange showed, as if someone
was looking out with just one half
of one eye. Then it opened all the
way, and we went in one behind
the other.

Trigger was going to go first,
but Blitz, who had very good man-
ners, knocked him out of the way
with his elbow and said, “Ladies
first.”

There was another man on the
inside of the door just finishing
putting something away; 1 guess
it was a handkerchicf in his back
pocket. There were also two more
men in the room, playing cards at
a table. I was now surrounded by
six of them,

I still thought it could wait a
little longer, to tell them I wasn't
Rose but just Penny Richards of
Thomas Jefferson High School.
Maybe till I got outside again, for
instance.

There was a clock staring me
in the face across the room, and it
was already twenty after ten by
now. I had less than an hour left,
if I wanted to get back home be-
fore the family came in from the
movies.

And to make matters worse, I'd
lost track of just where we were,
they'd driven in such a confusing,
roundabout way coming over; I
didn’t know how long it would
take me to get back from here.

I kind of stood there in the
middle of them and they all sized
me up. This was the first time
they'd got a good look at me, even
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Blitz. He slapped his side and
said: “I gotta hand it to you
dames, I don’t know how you do
it these days! If I didnt know
better, 1 could eat my hat you
were only a twenty- ycar—old chick-
en just breaking in.”

“Yeah,” another one nodded.
“Wudje do, Rosc, have the old
muzzle lifted on you?”

But they didn't waste any more
time over that. They all pulled up
chairs and kind of moved in close
around me, like they were going
to have a conference. Blitz said,
“Okay, have a drink, Rose, while
we're giving this to you.”

What he handed me was tan
and tasted like gasoline sprinkled
with red pepper. When 1 got
what was left of my blistered
tongue safely back inside again I
said no, I'd changed my mind,
and handed it back,

“She’s right,” somebody spoke
up. “Not when she’s on a job.”

“All right, now here it is, Rose,”
Blitz said, sitting down and hitch-
ing up his trousers at the knees.
“We got a guy all nicely fingered-
up for rubbing.”

I shook my head hopelessly to
myself, without letting them see
me, before he even went any fur-
ther. Out of that whole sentence
he'd just given me, I hardly knew
what the words meant.

“He come here from Chicago,
and we come here after him,” he
went on. “He don’t know we're

here yet, and he thinks he’s pulled
a curtain down after him. But
cven so, he’s cagey, he's wise as
they come. We can't get him out
in the right spot where we can
get at him ecasy. And then there’s
another reason why we ain’t
dropped him yet.” 5

I knew what that word meant,
at least. It's when you stop asso-
ciating with somebody, snub them.
Like when I dropped a girl last
year in my French class because
she always laughed every time I
got up to recite.

“Now, he’s gettin’ it because he
lammed out with the whole haul
instead of splitting the way the
agreement was. I was doing a lit-
tle time right then, and a couple
of the other boys had a little heat
on them, and I guess he thought
it was too good an opportunity to
pass up. |
“Well, helll find out his mis-
take. But that don’t do us no good,
sec Rose? First we gotta find out
what he did with the haul. If we
don’t, once we dust him off, we
can kiss it goodbye, we'll never see
it again. That’s where you come
in.”

What good is it when a person
keeps talking and you don’t even
know what they're saying? I had
the hardest time not yawning in
their faces. 1 was beginning to
wish I hadnt come. It hadn’t
turned out to be as much fun as
I thought it would be.

“Now he’s a pushover for a
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dame. Always has been. But she’s
got to be his kind of dame, not
just any dame at all. Machine-
gun slugs can’t drag a word out of
him. But give him his head with
a dame and hell start talking. 1f
she’s the right kind of a dame, and
he has confidence in her.

“The only thing which has
saved him so far is that he goes for
a peculiar, sweet, milk-fed type
which has gone completely out of
circulation; you can’t find ‘em
any more. Enough of ’em have
tried to be that way with him, but
it don’t go over; he can spot a
fake a mile away.

“So you can see this ain't going
to be an casy job, Rose. He’s no
fool. The minute a girl acts like
she’s too wise, he starts putting up
his guard. And in a casc like this,
if he ever tumbles we primed you
for this, itll be curtains for you!”

I looked at the clock. It was
quarter to eleven now. I didn't
see how I was going to do it, and
still get home safely ahead of the
family. “About how long will it
take?” I asked doubtfully.

“That depends entirely on how
good you are, Rose,” Blitz said.
“If he falls at all, he falls hard
and right away—he’s that kind of
a guy. If he once gets his fur up
and starts suspectin’ you, you'll
never get anywhere in a week.”

1 thought maybe I better just
say 1 would do it, and then go
straight home and not pay any

more attention to them at all, once
I was out of here. I hate argu-
ments, and some of their faces
looked kind of mean and ugly.

“All right,” I sighed unenthusi-
astically.

“Now, we know where he’s
holed up, and well plant you
where he can’t miss you; we got
everything worked out. The first
thing you gotta do is find out
what he done with that haul.
Naturally, he ain’t going to spill
that easy, not even if he thinks
you're his kind of a dame. So
bere’s how you work it. There
was some ice with it. Not much,
it was mostly lettuce. But anyway,
there was a little ice with it. The
idea is, wherever the ice is, the
dough ain’t gonna be so far away.

“You tease him for some ice. If
you've made a dent at all, he'll
come across without thinking
twice. That'll tell us what we want
to know. He wouldn’t bank it
accounta it’s hot. It's a cinch it’s
around some place, not very far
from him.

“Now the rest of it’s simple.
He'll wanta take you out. You
see to it that he makes it the Jingle
Club—" He stopped and grinned
at me. “Djever hear of that be-
fore?”

“No,” 1 said truthfully.

“No one else ever did either,
before tonight. We're opening it
specially for his benefit, just for
this one night. It's a dummy, get
it? Everything is all fixed, just
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waiting for you to show up there
with him. The waiters, the couples
dancing, even the guys playing in
the band are all props, so don’t
be surprised when you see them
start easing out one by one, leavin’
you all by yourselves.

“It’s your job to keep him from
noticing what’s going on around
him. You won’t be left uncovered,
don’t worry. Every knothole will
be plugged up with lead. We're
doing this thing right. Now have
you got it all straight?”

Straight? It was a complete blur
as far as I was concerned; as bad
as one of Mr. Peabody’s dry lec-
tures on a spring day when you're
not paying attention.

Just about four or five words
out of the whole thing were float-
ing around loose in my head,
without any meaning. Ice. Jingle
Club. Rubbing. Curtains. “Uh-
huh,” T said vaguely.

“Whether you wangle the loca-
tion of the haul outta him before
or after you get to the Jingle Club
don’t matter, just so long as you
wangle it. You be the best judge
of that yourself. Soft music and
dim lights sometimes help to
loosen a guy up too, yknow.”

I perked up a little at that, for
the first time. “Oh, is there going
to be music and dancing there?”

“Yeah,” he -~ answered dryly.
“First there’ll be music and danc-
ing, for a front. Then as soon as
you get up from the table for a
tip-off that you've got the goods

on the haul, there’ll ]usl be music
without the dancing.”

They all sort of smiled at that.
But what did I care? If there’s
one thing I'm crazy about—I start-
ed bouncing up and down on my
chair. “Oo, I wish I was there al-
ready! I can hardly wait!”

He looked encouragingly at the
others. “See? She’s rehearsing al-
ready. Only, don’t overdo it, Rose.
You almost act 700 young, you act
like you  was on'y about sixteen.
Don’t let him spot you for a
phoney or—"

1 remembered
time before. “Curtains,”
placidly.

He rested his hand on my shoul-
der for a minute. “Babe, you got
guts, all right.”

They all started to shove their
chairs back, like it was over. For
my part I was glad; it hadn’t been
a bit interesting.

The last thing Blitz warned me
was, “And for Pete’s sake, Rose,
when you do get up—to go back
and powder your nose or what-
ever the stall is—stand good and
clear of that table, or Heaven help
you. It'll be wood one minute,
Swiss cheese the next.”

They were all kind of waiting,
watching me. I didn’t know what
1 was supposed to do next, so 1
didn’t do anything, just sat on
there without moving. A look of
enlightenment crossed Blitz' face.
“Oh, I get it!” he said, and reached

that from the
1 said
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in his pocket and took out a bunch
of bills. Before I knew it, they
were in my folded hands.

“What do 1 do with this?” I
asked, puzzled.

“Okay, Rose, okay,” he said
soothingly, like he didn’t want
any argument and took out some
more and added them to what I
was holding already. “That ought
to hold you. And you can keep
whatever ice he gives you.”

Now I ask you, what good is
keeping ice? In half an hour, all
you've got is water.

They stood me up and looked
me over, turning me around like
a top. “Maybe she ought to scrape
off a little of that plaster of Paris,”
one suggested. “She looks kind of
weird.”

“Naw,” Blitz interposed hur-
riedly, “if she takes any of that
off, her real age'll probably show
through. This way she’s just about
right; she gives the impression of
a school kid trying to act grown
S
With that, they all started to get
ready to go out. Only instead of
straightening their coats around
their necks, like most people do,
they all started smoothing and
patting them down under their
arms, like they had on woollen
underwear that scratches.

Blitz gave them their final or-
ders. “Okay, boys. Now, Trigger
and me are going over with her.
The rest of you go to the Jingle
and get in position. You all know

your places.

“Al, you take the pantry doors.
Biff, you're in the dummy phone
booth, down out of sight. Oh-
Johnny, you're behind the bar.
Spike, you take it from above,
through the ceiling; we got a
sight-hole bored through. Me and
Trigger'll seal up the front, once
the stooges are out of the way. .

“We're gonna have a truck out-
side dumping coal down a tin
chute; you know how much noise
that makes. There wont be a
sound heard.”

Meanwhile T was still clutching
this bunch of bills in my hand. I
thought it would be a good op-
portunity to get rid of it some
place around the room while their
attention was all taken up listen-
ing to him; I mayn’t know lots of
things, but I know enough not to
take money from strangers.

1 noticed a box with cigarettes
in it on a table near the door, so
1 slipped it in there and closed the
lid, when no one was watching.

But after they already had the
door open, and half of them were
already outside in the hall, the
last one to leave must have
reached into the box for a ciga-
rette. He suddenly said: “Hey!”
and stood there pointing down to
the money.

They all moved so swiftly and
so silently, like big cats, you could
hardly follow them with your
eyes. Before I knew it, I was back
inside the doorway again, and
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they were all around me in a ring,
squinting hard and holding their
hands under their arms.

“Y'weren’t going to double-iggy
us, were you, Rose? Is that why
you left this behind?” Blitz asked.
His lips had turned sort of white.

I seemed to be the only person
in the whole room who wasn’t all
excited and shaking. “I was going
to come back for it later,” 1 ex-
plained coolly. If they were going
to get that worked-up about my
refusing it, I supposed I'd have to
pretend to accept it.

They all took deep breaths and
kind of relaxed. “Oh,” Blitz ex-
plained, relieved, “she don’t want
Brennan to catch her with that
much dough on her while she’s
around him. That’s smart, fellas.
He might smell a rat.”

We all went down the stairs and
out the side way again, me in the
middle of the six of them. I kept
thinking: “I've got to get away
from them soon, I can’t stay much
longer; T'll just get in ahead of the
family by the skin of my teeth as
it is.”

Anyway, I didn't like them
much any more. The novelty had
worn off. They were too quarrel-
some and touchy, and I only un-
derstood about one word out of
every three they said to me. I
hadn’t had a good time at all, the
whole time I was up there with
them.

Outside the hotel four of them
left us, went down to another car

standing waiting further down the
dark street, and Blitz and myself
and Trigger got in the first car.

1 had made up my mind that
the quickest and ecasiest way of
getting away from them, instead
of going into a lot of wrangling
and explaining, was to let them
take me over to this other man
they'd been talking about all eve-
ning, whoever he was. It wouldn’t
take more than five or ten min-
utes longer, and that way I'd get
rid of them, first of all.

Then instead of having two peo-
ple to get away from, I'd only
have one, and it would be a lot
simpler. I hadn’t pretended to him
1 was Chicago Rose in the- first
place, so I wouldn’t have to go
ahead doing it.

Td just say, “I'm Penny Rich-
ards from Jefferson High  School
and I was sent here to take you to
the Jingle Club so you could get
curtains, but you can just go over
and get your own curtains, I'm
going home!”

And if he didn't like it, he could
lump it!

So I just sat still between them
on the front seat and bided my
time. If Betty Lou could make any
sense out of this whole thing,
when I told her about it tomor-
row, she was better than I was.

On the way Blitz said, “Y’nerv-
ous?”

I thought of how late it was
getting to be and what a calling
down I was going to get if I ever
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got caught sneaking in at this
hour, so I admitted: “A little bit,
not very much.”

“Who wouldnt be?” Trigger
said. “Until she gets him into the
Jingle she’s out-talking a thirty-
cight every inch of the way, with
no one to back her up. He'll drop
her in a minute if he wises onto
her. It’s him or us, and he knows
i

Being dropped by someone I
hadn’t even taken up with yet
wasn’t going to worry me any.
But like everything else they said,
there wasn’t any real sense to it.

They stopped finally around at
the side of a great big building
with a lighted glass shed over its
entrance. I guessed it was another
hotel; none of these people seemed
to have any homes of their own.

“We're just in time,” Trigger
said. “That’s his car waiting there,
he’ll be coming out in a minute.”

Blitz said to me: “Y’know how
y'gonna connect with him, don’t-
cha?” He sounded like I was a
telephone wire. “Shoot out around
the corner and let his fender throw
you as soon as he turns on the
ignition. You know how to work
it so you won’t get hurt, y'used to
be in the fake-accident racket in
Chi.”

“No, 1" 1 quailed.

Trigger made that pawing ges-
ture under his coat again.

“Just stage-fright,” Blitz assured
him tolerantly. “She’ll be over it
in a minute. All right, get out and

get ready for your dive, Rose.”

They stood me up between them
against the building wall, just back
of the corner. Trigger kept watch-
ing around it. Blitz kept hold of
me by the arms. It was dark
around there where we were.

Trigger gave a sudden cut of his
hand. “Here he comes now.”

Blitz tightened his grip, turned
me around and pointed me out
toward the gutter that fronted the
hotel. “No,” 1 whined.

“He's in,” Trigger whispered.
There was the sound of a motor
turning over, out of sight around
the corner. Wheels started to
slither.

“Okay, you're on the air, Rose,”
Blitz grunted. He gave me a sud-
den shove out away from him, like
I was a volley-ball. T went stag-
gering out across the sidewalk try-
ing to keep from falling flat on
my face, and the big headlights of
a car were coming to meet me
from the side.

1 couldn’t stop short of the gut-
ter; the sidewalk was too narrow;
and the car and 1 both got there
at the same time.

1 remembered something he'd
said about grabbing the fender,
and as I went down I caught at it
with both hands and lay flat on
top of it instead of going under it.

The .car stopped short—it had
hardly begun to pick up speed
anyway—and 1 rolled off the
fender and sat down on the
ground in front of it.
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A man with a leathery tan face
and silver hair jumped out and
came running around to me. “Are
you hurt, miss?” he asked, picking
me up. Then when he saw I was
all right, he got kind of sore. “You
should look where you're going;
you could have been killed.”

“Somebody pushed me,” I in-
sisted tearfully. I looked over
where Trigger and Blitz had
been, but there wasnt anyone
there any more.

The doorman, who had come
over to us, growled: “Ah, they
always say that, Mr. Brennan.”

Brennan looked around, said:
“Help me take her into the lobby
a minute, Joe, before there’s cops
around asking a lot of questions.
I don’t want the papers mention-
ing my name and address.”

They helped me in between
them. I looked around over my
shoulder just before we stepped
through the revolving door. I
wasn't sure, but 1 thought I could
make out a slice of ice-cream-color
hat-brim sticking out around the
corner down there.

I sat down and rested in the
lobby for a minute and the door-
man brought me a glass of water.
Then Brennan stood up, said:
“Wait a minute, let’s see if I can’t
square this with you.”

I didn’t know what he was talk-
ing about, and I didn’t care.

He sat down over in the corner
and wrote something, then came
back with a scrap of light-blue pa-

per and tried to give it to me.
“Will fifty be all right?”

“Fifty what?” I said. Then
when 1 saw that it was a check,
like my father brings home some-
times, I pushed it back at him,
told him politely but firmly that
1 wasn’t allowed to take money
from strangers.

He acted for a minute like he
couldn’t believe his ears. “How old
are you?” he asked.

I was kind of tired pretending 1
was Chicago Rose by now; I
hadn’t pretended I was to him,
anyway, so I didn’t have to go
ahead. “Sixteen and two months,”
I said defiantly.

He nodded to himself and mur-
mured: “You'd have to be, to turn
down money like you just did.”
Then he looked at me kind of
skeptically. “You dress kind of old
for your age. Well, if you won’t
take this, can I offer you a drink?”

“Yes,” T said cagerly. I almost
never seem to get enough refresh-
ments.

He frowned a little and his eyes
got squinty. “Come on in the
bar,” he said shortly.

T'd never been in one before. It
was just like a soda fountain, only
it didn’t have faucets. He whis-
pered something to the man be-
hind it and then he left me sitting
there.

“You go ahead,” he said. “I've
got a phone call to make.”

The man brought two of those
rotten tan things that I'd already
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made the mistake of tasting over
at their place. And then he
brought the most irresistible pink
malted you ever saw, and left i
standing by itself a couple of
chairs away from me, like it didn’t
belong to anyone. So of course I
moved off down there where it
was and started in on it.

Just when I got down to where
the straw was gurgling at the bot-
tom, I turned around and Mr.
Brennan was standing there with-
out a sound watching me. “That’s
another way of telling,” he said.

‘We went back in the lounge and
sat down again. He asked me how
1 happened to be going around,
at my age, all dressed up like that,

“Well, they all went out to the
movies and wouldn’t take me with
them,” I started to explain, “so I
got sore and went up to my sis-
ter’s room—"

“I understand,” he smiled, “just
making believe, like litdle girls
do.”

I was going ahead to tell him
the rest of it, how Blitz had called
our house by mistake and every-
thing, but just then I happened to
get a look at a clock across the
way and it said 11:25. That drove
everything else out of my hand.

I jumped up and started edging
away from him. “Tll have to go
now, theyll be back any min-
ute.”

“Won't you stay just five min-
utes longer?” he urged. “I always
wanted to have a little daughter

of my own, to take her around
and show her the sights. We could
go some place where there’s mu-
sic and dancing—"

But I started to run without
waiting to hear any more. Was I
going to get it when I got home!
I pushed out through the revolv-
ing door and then I stopped short.

Blitz was standing there down
by the corner, leaning back against
the wall waiting, with his hat
pulled down over his face and
smoking a cigarette.

1 looked up the other way and
Trigger was swnding up there,
waiting the same way.

They both saw me, and they
both started to take a slow step
toward me. But they didn’t have
time to finish it; 1 turned around
and went in again as fast as I'd
come out.

Mr. Brennan was still sitting
there, sort of day-dreaming about
having a little girl like me, I guess.
I went back to him and said: “I
guess I will stay a ke while,
after all.”

‘The damage was done now any-
way, the family was almost cer-
tainly home by this time. The only
thing left to do was wait a little
longer, until they were safely in
bed and had the lights out, and
then go back.

He brightened right up and
said: “Swelll Now, it'’s no fun
here. Let me take you some place
where you'll enjoy yourself.”

Then he looked at me sort of
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helplessly. “I don’t know much
about showing a little girl your
age a good time. It’s kind of late
for amusements like parks or
movies. Where would you like to

03"

1 remembered that place they'd
spoken of, the “Jingle.” 1 wouldn't
have suggested it if I could have
thought of any other, but I
couldn’t, and he kept waiting to
hear me say where I wanted to go,
so finally in order not to seem a
complete fool who didn't even
know where she wanted to go her-
self, T mentioned it.

His eyes got that narrow look
again for a minute and he said:
“Have you cver been there be-
fore?”

“No,” T said, “I just happened
to hear somebody speak of it.”

His face cleared again and he
smiled. “Oh, I see, Cinderella
wants to pretend she’s grown up,
just for one night, is that it? All
right, we'll see if we can find it
and well go there”

We went out and got in his
car. This time you couldn’t see
a sign of Blitz or Trigger around,

but when we flashed past the cor-'

ner I could see that car they'd
brought me in still standing there
in the gloom, so I knew they
weren't very far away.

I was going to tell him all about
them—I really liked him much
better than them by now—but he
seemed so happy to be taking me

out, as if I was really his daughter,
that I hated to spoil his evening
for him, so I decided not to. The
best way to treat mean people is
to ignore them, not mention them
at ail.

He had a little trouble finding
the  “Jingle,” because no one
seemed to have heard of it before
tonight, but finally a taxi driver
told us where there was a new
club being opened, and when we
finally found it it turned out to be
the one, all right.

It was in a creepy sort of dead-
end street, up against the river,
and there was a coal truck stand-
ing there backed up against a side-
vialk grate, but it hadn’t dumped
its load yet, was just waiting.

We drew up outside and a man
with 2 lot of brass buttons came
over and opened the car door.
Brennan said, “Haven't I seen
your face somewhere before?” and
the man got kind of confused, but
told him he must be mistaken.

Then Mr. Brennan turned and
looked at me, and asked: “Are
you still sure you want to go in?”
I could hear music coming out,
and the colored lights looked so
cozy, I couldn't resist. I told him
yes, 1'd love to.

“Well, I couldn’t be wrong
about you,” he said to himself; but
out loud: “If you've got me fooled,
I'm sure slipping and I deserve
to be bagged.” So we got out and
went in.

It was small, but it had the
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prettiest colored bulbs strung all
around, like a Christmas tree, and
a few people sitting at tables all
dressed up pretty, and two couples
dancing.

It was the first really glamorous
place I'd been in all evening, and
when he saw how my eyes were
shining and how thrilled I was,
he sort of relaxed.

“Why does it have to be that
table?” he asked, when the waiter
tried to take us over to a certain
one against the wall.

“That’s the only one left; all the
others are reserved, only the peo-
ple are late getting here,” the
waiter said.

So we went over and sat down.
The -waiter asked us what we'd
like to have. “Double choc’late
soda,” T said instantly.

Mr. Brennan sighed, “Ah, Cin-
derella, Cinderella, everything
seems magic to your eyes.”

Afeer Td finished my soda and
we'd been sitting there a while,
one of those disconnected words
they’d used came back to my
mind. Ice. But 1 didn’t ask him
for some because they'd told me
to, but because I really was kind
of dry and sticky. It certainly was
close in there.

For a minute his face changed
and he gave me that same squinty
look again, and his hand even
went in toward his coat, like those
other people’s had all the time.
Then he said very quxcdy, “Sure,
you can have some ice.”

When the waiter brought it, he
kept watching my face very close-
ly, like he wanted to see what I'd
say about it. Well, all 1 said was
“Thank you,” because it was just
like any other ice I'd ever had. I
looked at it kind of satisfied and
started to crunch a piece between
my teeth.

He dropped his hand down
again and gave me a funny kind
of a smile. “I thought you meant
the other kind,” he said. “I'm
used to—"

“What other kind is there?” 1
asked him. He seemed kind of
silly.

“You wouldn’t know about
those things, Cinderella. But there
is another kind. I've got some of
it, and I've got a lot of green mon-
ey, and there’s some men I left
behind me in Chicago would give
their right arms to know where
T've got it. I'm going to let you in
on my secret, Cinderella, because
1 know it’s safe with you.”

He smiled some more.
came here on it.”

“How could we? It isn’t snowy
on the streets or anything.”

He laughed, chucked me under
the chin. “It’s in the tires of the
car, all packed in cotton wool.”

That wasn’t so terribly interest-
ing; I couldn’t see why they'd
wanted to find out so bad. I was
going to tell him about them, that
they weren’t in Chicago at all but
right here, and that I'd been with
them myself just before I met

“We
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him; but he went ahead talking
and I didn’t have the chance. I've
been brought up never to interrupt
people until they get through.

When we first came in there'd
been two couples dancing on the
floor. Then after a while there was
only one. Then there weren't any,
but the music kept on playing.

There wasn’t anyone sitting at
the tables now any more cither,
and I hadn’t cven scen them get
up to go. But the colored lights
shone down mostly in the middle
of the room, so you couldn’t teli
so casily what was going on
around the sides.

The music kept sounding thin-
ner and thinner, as if each time
there was one less instrument, and
then finally there was just one
man left, picking away at the
piano soft and low. Then before
you knew it, he must have strolled
outside to rest a while: there was
silence. The waiters had disap-
peared too. We were the only ones
left in the place. There was a lull,
like when something is going to
happen. T couldn’t tell, because I'd
never been in a lull before,

And Mr. Brennan was so taken
up talking to me, he didn’t scem
to notice anything going on
around him. I seemed to have got
him into a sentimental, reminis-
cent mood. He was giving me his
life story.

“I'm sorry now for all the laws
T've broken and all the things I've
done, but it’s too late. If I'd mar-

ried and settled down and had a
sweet little girl like you for a
daughter in the beginning, instead
of going after the quick money—"

Then he stopped and looked at
me and asked, “Am I rubbing you
the wrong way, by telling you all
these things about my past?”

“No—" 1 started to say. But
that expression reminded me of
something from earlier in the
evening. “Mr. Brennan,” I asked
curiously, “excuse me for inter-
rupting, but what does it mean
when they speak about rubbing a
person?”

“It means to kill someone. But
the way I used it just now—"

My mouth opened wider than it
ever had before, made a great big
round O, and I put both hands
at once over it.

He saw something was the mat-
ter. “Ah, T've frightened you,” he
said penitently. “I shouldn’t have
told you that.”

“Curtains,” T whispered hoarscly
through my hands; “what do cur-
tains mean?”

“Curtains mean a person’s end.”

“Mr. Brennan, you've got to
listen to me!” And I told him the
whole thing, everything that had
happened from the time Blitz first
rang our house by mistake, until
they'd pushed me in front of his
car.

“I dido’t mean to do it!” I
whimpered. “I didn’t know what
I was doing, I didn’t know what
they meant, until you told me just -
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now!”

For a minute he was altogether
different. He was like they were,
mouth all twisted and white, eyes
hard as buttons.

“So they've got me sewed up,
have they, thanks to you?” His
hand went in under his coat.
“Well, I'll go—but I'm gonna take
you with me.”

“Where to?” 1 asked wonder-
ingly. “We can’t get out—"

He sighed, and little by little
his face went back to what it had
been like before. He shook his
head a litdle sadly.

“No, I guess you didn't know,”
he said. “Such thickness couldn’t
be faked; it must be the McCoy.

“Listen, Cinderella, I've got to
go anyway; but they'll let you
through. You get up and slowly
walk away from the table, like you
hadn’t just told me.

“I won't give you away, I'l act
like nothing was the matter. They
might get tired waiting and give
it to you with me, if we both sit
here much longer.”

“But that’s the signal, it'll begin
the minute I do that.” I swallowed
hard, but I wouldn’t budge. “No,”
1 said, “I didn’t mean to, but I
brought you in here. 'm not go-
ing to get up and walk away. I'm
going to stay here at the table
with you. Theyll—they’ll have to
rub us both, I guess.”

“But aren’t you scared?”

“Oh. awfully,” 1 whispered.

His hand dropped back to his

lap again. “You saved yourself
that time,” he said. “I would have
dropped you before you got a foot
away, if you'd taken me up on it.
But now I see that you're on the
level. That’s the last time tonight
1 doubt you. I guess it's the last
time tonight for anything.”

We didn’t say anything for a
minute or two. It was awfully
quiet in there; you could hear a
pin drop. I had a creepy feeling
like eyes were watching me, but
1 couldn’t tell where they were
coming from. After a while I
asked, “Will it hurt much?”

“We're probably good for an-
other few minutes sitting here,”
he said, “so let’s think this out.
Don’t look around, Cinderella,
just bend your head like you were
listening, and 1 was talking to
you like T was before.”

“And don’t talk too loud,” 1
warned him under my breath,
“Another thing 1 forgot to tell
you, there’s a hole right over us
in the ceiling and one of them’s
up there.”

His eyes didn’t go up at all. He
just took out a very shiny cigarette
case and looked at the inside of
the lid while he helped himself to
one, then he put it away again.

“Yeah, there is,” he said quietly.
“I can see the rim of a gat-muzzle
pointing down through it, right
into the middle of my brain.”

He took a careless puff and went
on: “Now Cinderella, the lights
are our only chance. This place
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was rigged up in a hurry, just for
tonight. The wiring is all strung
around on the outside of the walls,
not covered up; see it? It must be
plugged into a master outlet at one
certain place, this whole circuit
of colored bulbs. Let me see if I
can find where that is, first of all.”

His eyes roamed around indif-
ferently like he didnt have a
thought in his mind. “Talk to
me,” he said out of the corner of
his mouth.

“Three times three is nine,” 1
pattered  desperately, “four times
three is twelve, five times three—"

The family didn’t seem so awful
to me right then; I was wishing T
was back with them. But I
couldn’t get up and go. They'd
shoot hi

“I've found it,” he said. “Porce-
lain too, like T hoped. Now I've
got to hit it squarely with just
one shot, and blow the whole place
to darkness. I've got to have a

. chance to draw and sight. Are you
afraid of the noise of a gun, right
up against your face?”

“I never heard one before.”

“Then lean over me, from across
the table, and pretend to be taking
a cinder out of my eye. I'm gonna
try to aim and fire with your body
covering me, so they won't sec
me unlimber.

“Now listen close; Cinderella. I
don’t think we can make it, but
at least we'll take a try. Throw
yourself flat on the floor and crawl
along it the minute the lights go.

Don't lift your head an inch, but
swim for it. You're young and
supple, you ought to be able to
move fast even that way.

“There’s no use trying to get
out the front way, into the street.
That’s where they'll expect us to
head for and that's where they'll
point their fire. Tll hold mine
after that first shot, to keep from
showing them where we are.

“We'll make for the back. There
must be stairs back there some
place, leading up into the build-
ing over us. We'll try to get up
through it and over the roof.

“Turn your head slow and place
the direction you're going in, for
yourself, while you still' can see.
It's that middle opening in the
shadows back there, between the
dummy phone bocth and the
swinging door.

“And if you once get out okay,
don’t wait for me. Hotfoot it all
the way up, as high as you can
S

Then he said, “Are you ready,
Cinderella?”

“I'm ready,” I said, clenching
my two hands down at my sides.

He smiled to give me courage.
“Then here we go, Cinderella.”

He blinked his cye and prctcnd-
ed he'd got somecthing in it. I
leaned over him, pretending to
help him get it out. Once I hap-
pened to glance down, and he had
a big monster of a black gun out
in his hand, wedged between the
two of us, right under my chin.
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It was turned out, toward where
that main light-plug was.

The last thing he said was, “In
closer, Cinderella; there’s someone
over us too, don’t forget.”

So I leaned as close to him as I
could, and by then I was nearly
crying.

Something went boom right un-
der my face like a lot of dynamite,
and all the lights went out. I
didn’t have to drop like he told me
to. I got such a fright when the
thing went off right under me, I
fell all the way over backwards,
flat on the floor.

So then T just rolled over and
started  wriggling fast toward
where I'd last seen that back door.

I heard the table we'd been at
go over with a crash, and one of
the little pieces of ice that had
been on it hit me on the back of
the neck and made me go cven
faster.

Meanwhile, the whole place was
full of starry flashes, like there
was a terrific lightning storm go-
ing on.

They came from all over—from
behind the bar, from the telephone
booth, from the front door, and
even from the ceiling.

1 heard Blitz’ voice suddenly
yell in from somewhere outside:
“Get her too, you guys, she’s rat-
ted on us!”

I was nearly over at the back
door by now. I was glad that dress
of Fran’s I'd borrowed was black
and didn’t show up in the flashes

that kept streaking around me. I
couldn’t tell what had happened
to Mr. Brennan, whether he was
down on the floor or flat up
against the wall somewhere.

And then suddenly my head
and shoulders wedged in between
somebody’s straddled legs. He was
standing there with his feet
spread out, firing over me toward
the front doorway.

1 was so scared I didn’t know
what 1 was doing. I grabbed hold
of a leg with both hands, pushed
with all my might to try to shove
it out of the way. It kicked up in
the air, somebody yelled and fell
over on the floor right next to me
with his whole weight.

Then I stood up, ran into the
door with my hands out in front
of me to guide me, flung it open
and ran out into a back hall. It
wasn’t much lighter than in there
where we'd been.

But at the end of it I saw a
flight of stairs and I ran toward
them for all I was worth and
started up without waiting for
him, like he'd told me to.

1 went up one whole flight, and
around the landing, and halfway
up the next flight; and then I
stopped and stood there in the
gloom, listening and leaning over
to see if he was coming. My heart
was going so fast it nearly made
as much noise as all that shooting
down there.

Suddenly he came out, back-
wards and crouched over low, and

-
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just before he backed away from
the door he fired once into the
dark, smoking room behind it.

Then he turned and sprinted as
far as the foot of the stairs, and
there he turned and crouched and
fired again, to keep them back,
because they'd seen him go and
were trying to come out after him.

While he was standing there
like that, with his back to the
stairs, a shadow suddenly came
out onto the landing between him
and me—1I guess the one that had
been planted at the hole in the
ceiling over us—and I caught the
glint of a gun, raised and all ready
in his hand. He pointed it square
down at Brennan, at the back of
his head.

There wasn’t even time to yell a
warning to Brennan, because by
the time he turned to look up at
me it wou'd have been too late.

Somebody had left a pailful of
garbage standing there on the step
below me. I grabbed it up with
both hands and flung it down
there at the landing where he was
with all my might.

I didn’t even aim it, I was just
lucky I guess. It hit him right in
the side of the head and keeled
him over sideways, and the gun
went off into the ceiling, and egg-
shells and dirty vegetables poured
all over him.,

Brennan turned and looked up.
“Good work, Cinderellal” he
yelled. Then he came running up,
and stooped and snatched the gun

up without stopping as he went
by. He caught up with me,
grabbed me by the hand, and
started to tow me along with him.

They kept firing as they came
up after us, but they couldnt get
us in a straight line, because the
stairs broke direction every flight
and turned back on themselves.

When he’d finished using all the
shots in his own gun, he threw it
down at their heads and used the
one he'd taken from the other
man.

We got up to the roof door fi-
nally. It was locked, but he fired
a shot at it and blew it open, and
then we were out on the roof,
running across it.

We skimmed over a low parti-
tion ridge between the two build-
ings and got to the skylight hutch
of the other house. They'd come
out after us by now and were fir-
ing at us from the first roof door.
You could hear little things like
wasps go humming by your ears.

‘The hutch here was locked like
the other, but this time he couldn’t
blow it open because the padlock
was on the msndc

“Tll get it,” he panted, “the
wood’s rotten. Grab me by the
coat if it caves in.”

He backed up and took a run
at the door, and crashed his whole
shoulder into it. It shot in, and if
1 hadn’t grabbed him by the tail
of the coat like he’d said, he would
have gone down the whole flight
of stairs inside.
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He swung around and hit the
side of the framework. Then he
righted himself and we started
down through the new house. A
lock of my hair fell off, like some-
thing had snipped it loose.

A minute later they got to the
toof door we'd just come in by,
and started firing down at us from
up there. But again the zigzagging
of the stairs saved us.

And then, just as we'd got half-
way down through the house and
it looked like we'd be out in the
street in another minute, a shot
came up at us from below.

We both staggered to a stop and
looked over the rail. Faces werc
grinning up at us from below,
more of their faces. Some of them
had been told by the others what
we were trying to do, and had
come in from the street to head
us off. They had us blocked.

Another shot came up through
the little sliver of opening, and
we both snatched our heads back.

“A whole army,” he said bitter-
ly, “just to get one man and a
girll”?

“Everyone in there was in on
it,” I told him. “I heard them say
so; waiters and musicians and all.”

We couldn’t go back ecither; the
others were coming down behind
us from the roof.

“Quick!” he said. “See if they’ll
let us in one of these flats here;
it’s our only chance.”

I turned away from the stairs
and ran down the long hall

pounding at door after door with
the flat of my hands.

“Open! Help us! Let us in—oh,
please let us inl”

He stayed behind. there on the
landing to keep them back a lit-
tle longer.

T could hear people behind some
of the doors, but they were too
scared to open up, on account of
all the firing that had been going
on for the past ten minutes or
more.

Frightened voices jabbered back
at me, “Go away! Leave us alone!”
And T heard one woman saying
frantically—I guess she had a
phone in there with her— “Quick,
send over all the men you have.
There’s something terrible going
on—two people being murdered
here in the halls.”

“Shoot in one of the locks—
make them—" 1 pleaded to Bren-
nan.

Something made a clicking
sound in his hand. “I have no
more left,” he said, and he aimed
at someone’s head coming up, but
with the back part of his gun, and
then pitched it like a baseball.

There was only one more door
left and then the hall ended, and
then they'd just come into that
corner-pocket after us and shoot
us down, slow, over and over and
over.

1 rained slaps all up and down
this door, and all of a sudden it
swung in loose; the flar behind it
must have been vacant.
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“Brennan!” I squealed. “Here.”

And I jumped in there, into the
dark. A minute later he scuffed
down the hall, turned in after me,
and got the door closed on the two
of us.

The shooting out on the stairs
stopped, and you.could hear feet
slithering along the hall toward
where we were. And in the sud-
den stillness 1 heard Blitz’ voice
say: “It's all right, take y'time,
boys. We've got them now, he's
out of slugs.”

Brcnnan said: “See if there’s a
fire ‘escape outside any of those
windows behind us. Tll hold the
door against them until you get
down.”

I ran from one to the other, flat-
tening my nose against the grimy
panes, swallowing dust and cob-
webs, peering down. I didn’t find
one until I'd gone two empty
rooms away.

I tugged at the warped window
uatil I'd got it up. A shot thudded
in there where he was, sounding
like it came through wood or
something.

I turned away from the window
and ran back to him through the
dark. “Hurry up, I've found one!”

“Too late, Cinderella,” he grunt-
ed. He was still holding the door,
but he was sagging lower on it
now. “Quick, get down it, I still
can hold this—"

“I'm not going to leave you up
here,” T said,

“Game little Cinderella,” he

coughed.

Then the door swept back, car-
rying him with it, and about five
or six of them walked in, one be-
hind the other. They were just
black silhouettes first, against the
hall light.

Blitz’ voice said, “Bring a light.”

Someone turned on a flashlight
and shone it on Brennan, making
a big moon against the wall for
him to die in. Blitz looked down
at him where he was lying against
the baseboard, and he took care-
ful aim and fired.

Brennan jolted against the base-
board as if a nail had gone into
him. I screamed and ran at Blitz,
but they caught me and threw me
back.

“That’s for dishing us out of
our share of the Chicago racket
money. Now, where is it?”

Brennan just smiled sleepily.

“All right, you Rose, did he tell
you where it is?” They pulled me
forward again and threw me at
him, and switched the light on
me,

“I'm not Rose and I never wasl i

“We know that now and it's
your tough luck. But did he tell
you where the haul is?”

Brennan’s  voice said brokenly
from somewhere in the dark:
“Tell them I did, Cinderella.”

“Yes,” 1 said into the dazzling
torchlight.

“Out with it then, hurry up!
Where is it?”

I waited, listening. Brennan's
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weak gasp came again, “Don’t
tell them yet—hear me? Hold out
as long as you can, they won't
touch you as long as—"

He was trying to save my life.

Blitz snarled, “We'll see how
long she can hold out!”

He grabbed my arm, wrenched
it up behind my back until I
thought I'd nearly faint. I went
crashing down on my knees,
pinned to him backwards.

Brennan’s voice pleaded, “Don’t
—don’t—promise to let the kid go
and T'll tell you—

One of them warned Blitz ex-
citedly, “Come on, we gotta get
outta here, don’t you realize that?”

“Not until I put one into this
interfering brat!” he raged. He
let go of me and I tumbled for-
ward on my face and rocked there
on the floor, rubbing at my shoul-
der, looking around at him.

1 saw his arm stretch out toward
me, and the torch caught the gun
at the end of it and made it shine.

1 could hear Brennan trying to
reason with them, but I was listen-
ing for the sound of the shot, not
his voice.

The flash came from too far
back behind Blitz, way back in the
hallway. Blitz went up on his toes
first and scemed to get twice as
tall as he was, then he started to
come down on me, leaning over
more and more, and finally he fell
flat right on top of me and pinned
me there.

For a minute a puff of hot

breath stirred my hair, and then it
stopped and didn’t come again.

They must have made the mis-
take, Blitz’ gang, of all crowding
into the room around us, to watch
and hear what went on, and left
the street doorway and the stairs
unguarded.

For a minute or two the wholc
thing started over again, just like
before; flashes everywhere and
thunder and feet running in all
directions trying to get out. I
wound my arms tight around my
head and buried my face in them.

It didn’t last as long as the first
time; it ended right away. Lights
came in, and there were heavy
thuds as guns dropped to the
floor.

1 raised my head and saw some
of them standing with their hands
up. Some more came in that way
from the other room, with police-
men behind them.

Someone was lying still on the
floor in there; 1 could see his feet
sticking out.

A policeman’s face bent down
close and peered at me. “She’s just
a kid!” he gasped in surprise.

“Mister,” I begged weakly, “will
you please get this man off me so I
can get up?”

“Didje get them all?” somebody
asked. “How about the two that
got down the fire escape?”

“They're both lying down there
in the backyard, now. The first
one missed his footing and pulled



58 KEYHOLE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

down a whole section of the rusty
thing with him. The second one
just went down clean—"

They were bending over Bren-
nan, and I heard him whispering:
“—it’s all in the tires of my car,
just slit them. I know I got no
right to ask you boys favors, but
let the kid go home, she’s just a
little school kid.”

Then they told me he wanted
to say something to me. I bent
down close by him. I could hardly
hear him, he whispered so low.

“—always wanted to have a lit-
tle girl of my own like you—"

Then his face sort of turned
empty. I looked at them, not un-
derstanding, and one of them said
quietly, “He’s gone, Cinderella.”

1 started to cry. I'd only known

. him a little while, but I'd liked
him a lot and it felt like I'd known
him a long time.

They didn’t let me go straight
home, though, even after Brennan
had asked them to. First, they
took me downtown with them
some place, and T had to answer a
lot of questions.

Finally they called a motorcycle
policeman up to the front door,
and T told him where I lived and
climbed on behind him, and we
went skittering away.

When we got out to the house, T
climbed down and hobbled across
the sidewalk to our front door.
“What’s the matter with your
foot?” the policeman wanted to
know. He looked sympathetic.

“I lost one of my slippers on
those tenement stairs, but I never
noticed it until now.”

“If that don’t beat everything!”
he said, slapping his handlebar.
“Just like she did in the story-
book!” LR



What continually amazes us is the versatility of the comedians in
show business. There is scarcely one who does not have several
strings to his bow. Jackie Gleason is a musical composer, Steve
Allen is a poet, Jimmy Durante is one of the finest jazz pianists
extant, and Victor Borge has done the impossible: turned chicken-
farming into a profitable business. Now along comes Ken Murray,
the cigar-chewing, droll comedian whose famed “Blackouts” show
ran for nearly eight years on the West Coast, with a crime story
that has the pace and style of a detective fiction master. Of course,
this crime does take place against a background of show business,
and the characters portrayed are types with which Mr. Murray is
all too familiar (he refuses to identify them further than that). But
what surprises us is not Mr. Murray's evident knowledge of his
locale and people, but his grasp of the short-story technique.

SWAN
SONG

by KEN MURRAY

"HE REHEARSAL HALL WAS A GIGAN-
tic, high-ceilinged room with one
dusty window at the far end. A
piano was shoved into a corner,
and there were bars for dancers’
exercises along two of the walls.
Four wooden chairs were scat-
tered in the room, and Greg was
sitting on one of them, his head
buried in his hands. Silver was
standing at the window and she
stared out past the flakes of dust

at the rooftops and the afternoon
haze. Her slim body was taut
with an unbearable tension.

“You show me, then,” Greg
said. “If there’s any other way out,
you show me.”

Silver remained perfectly still.
“There’s got to be another way,”
she said. Her voice was husky and
low-pitched. There was only the
slightest strain in her voice.

“You show me,” Greg said.

59
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“We've been over everything a
thousand times. We can’t let
things just go on forever.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that.” Silver
turned away from the window and
went to the piano. She stood
against it in the familiar pose, one
hand resting on the smooth black
top, the other at her side. “Darling,
you know me better than that,
don’t you?”

Greg shook his head. “If we're
going to change things, there’s
only one way to do it,” he said.
“No matter how much we dislike
it. Divorce is out.”

“I know,” Silver said.

“Because if you ever do manage
to get yourself a divorce, he’ll blab
what he knows all over the coun-
try. You'll be through.”

“I know.”

“So we've got to do something
else,” Greg said.

“We can't—kill him, like an
animal,” she said.

Greg stood up and came to the
piano. He stood at the keyboard,
facing her. “I can't stand just go-
ing on,” he said. “From day to
day. Never knowing anything.
Never getting anywhere. Playing
dates with you, rehearsing—sneak-
ing around corners, while Bud sits
back and grins. Oh, he knows
what’s going on. He knows.”

“He couldn’t,” Silver said. Stll
the voice was perfect, the enuncia-
tion exact.

“He couldnt help but know,”
Greg said. “He doesn’t care.
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You're singing your heart out,
night after night, and he takes the
moncy and what does he care
about you?”

“He"

“He’s satisfied so long as he gets
the dough,” Greg said. “He’s the
man of the house. It doesn’t mat-
ter what you do with somebody
clse—so long as the clubs stay
packed, and the records go on sell-
ing, and the dough comes in. He's
taking the dough, and if you want
to play around with some guy like
me, it’s all right with him.”

“P]ay around...” she whis-

pcrcd “It’s not like that.”
“I know it’s not, baby.” He sat
on the piano bench. “But he

doesn’t know it. Bud doesn’t know
it’s not just playing.

“Killing,” Silver said, softly. “I
don’t want to think about it. It’s
terrible ... ”

Greg played a sharp brilliant
chord on the piano. “You won't
have to do a thing about it,” he
said. “You'll be outside it com-
pletely—uninvolved. T've got it all
figured. It's foolproof.”

“Suppose they catch you?” she
said.

“They’re not going to catch me,”
Greg said. He hit another chord,
a crashing dissonance. “I told you
it's foolproof. And—afterwards—
we'll be togcthcr with nothing to
separate us.”

Silver started to say something,
stopped, and leaned over the pi-
ano. “Now, we're here to rehearse,
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right?” He grinned up at her.
“Just forget about everything else.
We open here in three days, baby.”

“All right, darling.” She closed
her eyes and took a deep breath.
Greg waited a second, then began
to play. After four bars Silver
opened her cyes and began to sing.
The slow, soft music filled the
room, her husky voice rising over
the chords of Greg's solid, struc-
tured piano. The critics said that
Silver Rourke’s voice could sum-
mon up pain and heal it, all in the
same melody.~And the critics were
almost right ...

Their home was a ranch house,
buile to Bud’s specifications,
gleaming and beautiful. Silver
drove the car into the garage and
came in through the side entrance.
Bud was in the living room, in the
white leather armchair, a tall, bald-
ing man with a scratchy voice. He
was reading a newspaper.

“How did things go, dear?”
Silver said. She took off her jacket
and folded it on her arm.

“All right,” he said.

“Did you do anything special
today?” she said.

Hls eyes were still on the paper.
“No.

“Bud—" she began tentatively.

“Listen,”” he said, and looked up.
“I'm trying to read, and here you
go—where’s  Greg? Didnt he
come back with you?”

“He was tired,” Silver said. “He
decided to go straight home.”

Bud returned to his paper. “I

told - Annie dinner at six-thirty.
Okay?”

“Of course, dear.” She went out
to the hall and hung up her jacket.
In her mind a dull pulse was beat-
ing: How long? How long? She
walked into the kitchen, where
Annie gave her a look that said
she was too busy to talk to any-
body just then. Silver came back
to the living room.

She had to try.

“Bud—I've got to talk to you.”

“Oh, all right,” he said. He put
the paper down on hie lap and
looked up. “What is it?

“Suppose I told you I'm in
love?”

“I appreciate the compliment,”
he sai

“With—someone else,” she said.
The words were difficult to say.

He waited a second. “Td tell
you to forget it,” he sai

The next thing was even hardcr,
but she had to knnw, once and for
all.

“Bud, I want a divorce,” she
said.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said

sharply.

“Bud, I'm serious.”

“You wont get a divorce,” he
said. “Listen, you were gla
enough to find a man who'd mar-
ry you five years ago.”

“Bud, please. I didn’t want to
have to do this—"

“You listen to me,” he said. He
almost smiled at her. “You can
have your divorce if you want it,”
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he said. “But a price goes with
it. Wouldnt the papers like to
know about the wonderful Silver
Rourke? Wouldn’t they love to
know how Silver Rourke was born
Wilhelmina Roarity? 1 could tell
them all about Wilhelmina Roar-
ity, you know. All about the little
mistake she made...”

“Bud, don’t—"

“It wasn’t so very serious, was
it?” he said. “Only fifteen’ dollars,
that was all—but the judge called
it theft. Wouldn’t the papers love
to hear about the time Wilhelmina
Roarity spent in jail? The expose
magazines would like it, too. I
could turn quite a little piece of
change out of that little story—"

“Nol”

He took a deep breath. “That
was six years ago,” he said. “You
were glad enough to find a man
who didn’t mind marrying a girl
with a prison record, weren't you?
Then you started to sing, and the
people liked your singing. And
now you're too big for me, is that
it? Now you figure old Bud might
as well get out and make room
for somebody else, some big flashy
boy who's got youth and looks and
everything else? You listen to
itk

“Please don’t—"

“You listen to me,” he said even-
ly. “I'm your husband, and I like
being your husband. ‘There’s
dough in it, and I like that. You
want to play around with your
litle friends, you go ahead and

play around. But I'm sticking.
This is a soft spot—you tell me
why I should give it up.”

She stopped trying then. It was
hopeless, just as Greg had said.
She had tried, and she had failed.

Now it was up to Greg.

They met at her agent’s office,
the next afternoon. Greg shook
hands with Bud, and smiled at
Silver, without giving a hint of
the decision they'd reached the
previous day. Her agent, a small
wrinkled man named Sid Goulis,
kept them waiting twenty min-
utes.

They sat in the anteroom, mak-
ing small talk, while Silver won-
dered how Greg could go on
pleasantly chatting with the man
he'd decided to kill.

“We ought to get a couple of
dates in Vegas or on the Coast
after this,” Greg told Bud. “That’s
what I figure, anyhow. Are you
coming along with us?”

“I might stay here,” Bud said.
“Traveling’s not for me—and
you'll be back eventually.”

“We'll come back,” Greg said.
“After all, there isn’t any place
like New York.”

“No place,” Bud agreed, while
Silver kept her face a mask, and
tried not to scream with the effort.

“Well, we're in shape, anyhow,”
Greg said. “Yesterday’s rehearsal
cleared up a lot of the rough spots.
I'll look for you at ringside when
we open tomorrow night.”

“T'll be there,” Bud said cvenly.
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Greg smiled at him, just as
though the idea of murder had
never entered his mind ..

Somehow, for Silver, the follow-
ing day passed. Minutes were
hours or days; every time Bud
was in the same room with her
she felt she was going to tell him.
She was going to tell Bud in the
next second . ..but, somehow, she
managed not to.

Soon, Bud would be dead.

She tried not to think about
that at all. Greg had told her there
was no other way out. If only
Bud would give her a divorce . ..

It was after three when Greg
called.

“Make some excuse to him, and
get down here right away.”

She stared at the blank receiver.
After a long silence, he asked anx-
iously: “You there? Silver?”

“I'm here,” she said. “I heard

ou.”

“Tell him you want to ask me
about an arrangement. Tell him
anything, but get down here.”

“Greg.-”

“I don't like this any more than
you do,” he said. “Now get down
here right away

“Yes, Greg,”
darling.”

“That's my baby.”

She put the receiver down slow-
ly and went into the living room.
Bud was poking at the plants on
the windowsill, his back to her.

“Bud, I've got to check on some
arrangements  with  Greg. Tl

" she said. ~es)

come back before showtime if I
can. If not T'll sec you there.”

“Okay.” He turned. “One more
fling - with your boy under the
husband’s nose, hey?” He laughed.
“You and Greg have your fun.
You do what you like—but you
remember that you come back
here in the end. Here’s where you
live and I'm your husband. You
just remember that—when the
checks arrive, Silver. And remem-
ber Wilhelmina Roarity, too—"

She turned and ran from the
house.

Greg’s apartment was small and
unudv She remembered his say-
ing: “I don't stay in it long
enough to bother with anything
better.” A small upright piano,
against one wall, had an assort-
ment of sheet music, letters and
underwear draped on it; the only
armchair was filled with a gigan-
tic ashtray, a pen and a sheet of
blank music paper. Greg met her
at the door and shepherded her
into the room. He scooped the
litter off the chair with one big
hand.

“It’s all right,” she said. “You
were right. It’s the only thing to
do. 1 told him where I was go-
ing, and—Greg, it was awful.”
She wanted to cry, but this was
no time for tears. “Just tell me
what you want me to do. I'll do
whatever you say, Greg.”

“That’s my baby.” He paused
for a second, fished in a pocket
of his shirt for cigarettes, took one
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out and lit it. The match dropped
on the floor.

“You're going to have to tell
him that there’s somebody wait-
ing for him,” Greg said.

“Now?”

“Not now. During the show.
Our second break.” He nodded.
“That should do it. T'll give you
the address.”

“What's going to happen?” she
said.

“Tll be waiting there for him.”

She didnt ask any more ques-
tions about that. “They’ll find
out.”

“Don’t worry about them find-
ing out. T'll be back on the band-
stand before anybody knows what
happened—in time for our next
show. I've worked out the timing
close enough. A man in the bar’s
going to alibi me—say 1 was there
all during the break.”

“But—"

“It’s foolproof.” he said. “Don’t
worry about it.”

After a pause she said: “Dar-
ling...”

She went into his arms. He held
her close for a moment and then
his mouth came down deliberately
onto hers.

“Do you love me, Greg?” she
asked when he let her go.

He looked at her, and smiled.

“Sure,” he said. “Sure.”

How she got through the first
set of numbers, she never after-
ward knew. There was more than
a spatter of applause, but it was

nothing like the swell she was
used to. She went to the ringside
table where Bud sat.

“You sounded a little nervous,”
he said. “Got something on your
mind?”

“No, Bud,” she said.

“Okay,” he said. “You ought to
be better for the second show. Be-
cause I want you to be a hit. 1
want you to go right on being a
hit.”

Time went on. She sang her sec-
ond group of songs, Greg nodding
and smiling at her from the piano.
Again there was a spatter of ap-
plause, a little louder now. The
set ended; she discovered that
Greg had gone, and she went to
Bud’s table up front. Greg had
given her the address.

“Bud,” she’ said. “Someone just
gave me a message backstage...
for you. Somebody’s waiting to
see you—at this address.” She gave
him the slip of paper.

“Waiting ~ for - me?
about?”

“I don’t know,” she said. She
had done her part, she thought.
But he remained at the table.

“Funny place for somebody to
wait,” he said. “I wonder what he
wants.”

“They didn’t tell me,” she said.
“It’s just a message for you. But
the man who gave it to me said it
was urgent.”

“Doesn’t sound right,” he said.
He looked at her narrowly. “May-
be you've got something to do

What
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with this. Maybe this is some
crazy idea of Greg's—"

She could say nothing.

“No,” he said at last. “You
haven’t got the guts for it.” He
grinned at her. “I'll be back after
a while.”

The ringside table was empty.
She went backstage to her dressing
room, and sat there throughout the
break, not daring to sec anyone.

When the third set began, she
came out on stage, her body numb
as if she had taken an anaesthetic.
The ringside table was still de-
serted. She looked across the stage
and saw Greg sitting at the piano;
he raised his head, looked at her
and smiled.

Bud was dead.

She bowed to the audience, and
sang her first song from the center
of the little stage. Then she went
to the piano, leaning against it in
her familiar pose.

A second of silence ticked by.

“Its okay,” Greg whispered. “It’s
over.”

She began to sing. A second
song, then a third.

At last the set was over, and she
must have been good, because the
applause was loud. She stood on
the stage as if she had no idea
what to do. Greg rose and led her
offstage.

“Greg, don’t leave me.”

He grinned down at her. “I
won't leave you,” he said. “And
you won't leave me. It’s not only
that little theft now. You're an

accessory to murder. If they get
me, they get you too. You won’t
leave me.”

His words made no sense to
her, for that long minute.

“Sixty-forty isn’t that good a
split, honey,” he said softly. “Not
with accompanists as good as I am.
Not when I can have all the mon-
ey
“Greg—""she whimpered.
“They want you for the last set,”
he said. “Better get out there and
sing, baby.”

She looked at his face. There
was no expression there now.

“We'll get married as soon as
it's safe,” he said. “It won't be too
long. And then I'm taking over—
permanently. That Bud was a
pretty smart guy. You're a won-
derful meal ticket, baby, for any
guy who knows how to play his
cards.”

She turned, then, and walked
toward the stage. Greg followed
her. There was a burst of applause
as she appeared, but she hardly
heard it.

She began to sing. There was
nothing else she could do.

Her husky voice rose and soared
over the chords of the piano ac-
companiment, pure and warm and
throbbing with melody. She sang
as well as she ever had—as though
in singing she found the secret of
pain and, singing, healed it.

That's what the critics always
said. But only Silver knew how
wrong they were... am



THE MUGGER

by HAROLD STRAUBING

TFHARRY PULLED THE STAINED RAIN-
coat tighter about his shoulders as
he squinted at the blue' and white
enamel sign.

“SPITTING ON THE PLAT-
FORM OR OTHER PARTS OF
THIS STATION IS UNLAW-
FUL. OFFENDERS ARE LIA-
BLE TO ARREST, BY ORDER
OF THE HEALTH DEPART-
MENT.”

He could feel the moist ball
forming in his throat. He pursed
his lips and spat, watching the spit-
tle run down the sign.

Rules! Everybody makes rules.
He listened to rain bounce off the
kiosk of the subway entrance and
he swore. It was almost midnight
and there hadn’t been a likely
looking victim, yet.

Harry jammed his fists into his
pockets and felt the two crumpled
dollar bills. All he had in the
world. The way his luck had been
going lately, he’d be lucky to get
enough for a decent meal out of
the next mark that came along.

It was getting later, and trains
began to run less frequently. Fif-
teen minutes passed while he wait-
ed for the next train to rumble
into the station. The train doors
sucked open, and a young fellow
and his gifl got out, walking arm
in arm. There followed a grizzled
old man in baggy trousers, with a
battered old fedora pulled down
on his head.

Harry gritted his teeth. Not a
likely mark among them. He had
to wait for someone who would be
likely to have money, and not
likely to put up much of a fight.
If he tried to jump the young man,
his girl would be screaming bloody
murder. And the old bum prob-
ably didn’t have a cent to his
name.

He hitched his trousers up and
leaned back against the wall to
wait. It was a long wait for the
next train. Nearly twenty minutes.
His clbows were beginning to
twitch and he felt his knees shake.
At last he heard the distant ap-
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proaching roar, and the train shud-
dered to a stop. There was only a
few people in the lighted cars be-
fore him. None of them got off.

With cold eyes, Harry watched
the train pick up speed and roar
off into the darkness beyond the
space platform. Then, once again,
there was no noise but the falling
rain on the subway kiosk.

And then he heard it.

Step and thunk. Step and thunk.

He peered up the darkened
steps that led to the street from the
subway platform. A man’s leg
came into view, and the long
wooden shape of a crutch. There
was a cripple trying to get down
the steps, while leaning heavily on
the slippery railing.

Harry moved back into the
shadows by the wall and studied
the cripple as he approached the
turnstile and put in his token. The
fellow was well dressed, so he
probably had some money on him.
And there wasn't a likelihood that
he could put up a struggle, since
he was obviously unable even to
walk without his crutch.

This was tonight’s mark. Harry
chuckled inwardly and tightencd
his coat about him.

He waited until the cripple
reached the far side of the plat-
form, leaning against a pillar for
support. Then Harry moved out

of his place of concealment in the
shadows of the wall.

Just before Harry reached the
pillar where the cripple was stand-
ing, the cripple moved out away
from it, awkwardly. Harry came
up quietly beside him and nudged
his toe against the man’s crutch.
The crippled man stumbled and
in that instant Harry slipped be-
hind and caught him in the ex-
pert, paralyzing mugger’s hold.

Then a smashing pain exploded
in Harry’s arms. He felt himself
being carried up and off his feet
and the subway station reeled and
filled with shooting stars and col-
ored lights. Harry felt a dazing
impact as he tumbled heavily to
the cement platform. A crutch
came down sharply on his head.

As Harry fought to hold on to
consciousness, he felt fingers tear
through his pockets to extract the
two bills he had there.

He heard a voice mumble,

“They always think a cripple is
an casy mark for a mugging. It’s
almost too ecasy.” There was a
short dirty laugh. “And I don’t
even have to worry about anyone
complaining to the cops.”

Blackness thickened as Harry
heard the step and thunk sounds
now moving off. And now the
voice was very far away:

“Goodbye, chump.” mm
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Sometimes, when a man wants a girl, Mother stands in the way. But
trying tv get rid of her can have most surprising consequences ...

MOTHER
KNOWS BEST

by AVRAM DAVIDSON

BBy THE END OF HER SECOND WEEK
with the carny Lou-Ann had made
up her mind. The old lady had
to go. Peacefully, if possible—sure:
Let her pack up and head for
Sarasota, St. Petersburg, some-
where like that. A check every
month (though you could be
damn sure it wouldn't be too big
a check!), and she could play
shuffleboard in the sun with the
other old goats to her heart’s con-
tent. But—if not peacefully, then,
well, okay, not. But old Mom
Hicks had to go.

Even if she went feet first.

Listening to the Smith Sisters
was what helped Lou-Ann make
up her mind. Up till then there
hadn’t been much on her mind
except Buddy Hicks, all six feet
and two hundred pounds of him,

not an ounce of it fat, all beauti-
ful and suntanned muscle.

But—the Smith Sisters ...

“I love Mom Hicks like she was
my own flesh and blood,” said
Isabella, the froth from the beer
making a white line on her brown
mustache and falling in little drop-
lets onto her full beard. “But what
I think, I think she’s losing her

grip.”
“What, Mom Hicks?” Juliet
guffawed, her four hundred

pounds (six hundred pounds was
what the posters said and what
the talker claimed, but did the
rubes know the difference? Hell,
nol) quivering all over. “Why,
Isabella, you must be out of your
mind!”

Not that they were really sis-
ters, they just had the same last

69
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name. Of course this name was
never used professionally, it had
no class, no class at all. Madame
Isabella, The Bearded Lady, and
Madame [Juliet, World's Fattest
Woman, was how they were
billed. But everybody in the Colo-
nel Hicks’ Spectacular Carnival
called them the Smith Sisters.

Isabella wiped the froth off
mustache and beard and shook her
head.

“Oh, no. I'm not crazy,” she
said. “Look how she made the
show pack up and move on, that
time in West Virginia, when we'd
only been there a few days. Huh?”

Juliet picked up a scented hankie
with a lace border and delicately
mopped her vast face. “Well,
you've got a point there. But no
one can be right all the—"

She broke off. Outside, the voice
of a drunk was heard, loud, and
yelling dirty words. It broke off
abruptly into gurgles, which died
away together with the sound of
heavy footsteps moving rapidly
away. Juliet inclined her head to-
wards the tent-flap.

“Buddy,” she said, in a satis-
fied tone. “He can handle the
drunks. O#, yes.”

Madame Isabella nodded, drank
more beer, swallowed.

“Yes, but listen,” she went on,
stubbornly: “She did the same
thing in Indiana. Why, business
was wonderful in Indiana: I was
selling over a hundred autograph
pictures a day, let alone the admis-

sions. But no. Nothing would
satisfy her but what we should
move on to Ohio. And you know
how business was in Ohiol”
“Well—" Juliet seemed at a loss

for words, shrugged massive
shoulders.

“I tell you, she’s losing her grip.
Getting on in years. Getting

jumpy. I don't like it. No, ma'am.”

But Lou-Ann, listening all cars
from her tent next to the Smith
Sisters’ tent, Lou-Ann had liked
it. The old lady was getting
jumpy? Fine. Make it just that
much easier to get rid of her.
Goodbye, Mom Hicks. And then
Lou-Ann, and Buddy...and she
let her mind slip readily into what
had become in only two weeks’
time its favorite dream. Lou-Ann
and Buddy Hicks. Just the two
of them. All alone.

Only two weeks before Lou-Ann
had been working at the soda
fountain back in Riverton (Pop.
6500, Watch Us Grow), her home
town: and did she ever hate it!
Town and job. Mr. Evergreen
from the carnival must of known
right off that she was bored stiff,
because his first question, after
drinking half his Bromo-Seltzer
carly that morning he first showed
up, was:

“Like your job here, Miss?”

Lou-Ann made a face.

“What, isn’t it a good job?” His
eyes-continued to question her as
he drank the rest of the fizzing
drink. Real old guy, must of been
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fifty if he was a day, but kind of
nice,

“Well, the last girl who had it,”
she said, “she married the job.
Worked here all her life until she
was sixty, then she inherited some
money from her bachelor brother
and moved to California. But I'm
not going to work here all my
life, you can bet your life. And
besides, 1 haven’t got no brother.
1 haven't got no folks at all.”

Mr. Evergreen laughed. “How'd
you like to work for me?” he
asked. Right away Lou-Ann was
suspicious. But he said:

“Now, hold on a minute, Miss.
I'm no white slaver, I'm a respect-
able businessman. Travel around
the country with the Hicks carni-
val. T have the juice joint con-
cession there. Hicks is a fine outfit
—that’s why the Legion is sponsor-
ing it here in town. The girl who
was working for me up and mar-
ried a garageman in the last town
we were at. Tomorrow we move
on, and I'd like you to run the
juice joint with me—"

The juice joint was what the
carny people called the soda pop
and orangeade stand. Funny name.
They were funny people, but, even
after only two weeks with the
carny, Lou-Ann felt like this was
what she wanted to do the rest
of her life—travel around the
country with them. The smell of
sawdust, hot franks, hamburgers,
popcorn—the sound of Squeak
Jones, the talker, softening up the

tip for the kooch show, the loud-
speaker blaring away music, the
crowds passing back and forth and
stopping for cold pop or pink
lemonade (the silly small town
girls looking envious at her, the
silly small-town boys giving her
the eye and sometimes leaning
over and whispering hoarse invita-
tions—as if she'd even look at any
of them when there was Buddy!)
—Lou-Ann loved every single
minute of it.

Colonel Hicks himself had been
dead for years, none of the carny
people had been with the show
that long ago. Mom Hicks was
his widow. Mom ran the outfit
and Buddy helped her. He was
her son.

“Mr. Evergreen, how old is
Buddy?” Lou-Ann asked her boss,
while they were setting up one
morning, she putting the dummy
bottles on the shelves, he cracking
the ice for the real ones.

“Buddy? Mmm. Why, we had
a twenty-first birthday party for
him a couple months back. Why?
Oh. Silly question. Like the boy,
don’t you? Silly question the sec-
ond. Well, Buddy is a nice kid.
Known him since he was twelve
or so. Don’t bite my head off if T
say he’s not too much in the brains
department.” As if she was in-
terested in his brains! “Well, T
wish you luck, Lou-Ann, but T
don’t think you'll have any. Not
with Mom Hicks around.”

Buddy, stripped to the waist,
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was across the way, tightening
tent-ropes. He looked at Lou-Ann,
kind of out of the corner of his
eye, and she smiled. He smiled
back, and walked on to the next
tent. Beautiful Buddy, that lovely
bronzed giant, chest 2 mile across.
So different from most men. So
different from, well, from silly
Bob Willis, back in Riverton, with
his narrow shoulders and narrow
white chest.

“Nope,” Mr. Evergreen went on,
pouring a bottle of pure vegetable
coloring into the lemonade mix,
“that mother of his watches him
like a damned hawk. Afraid he'll
get married, T guess, and either
take off and leave her, or bring
his wife in to be a rival. What do
they call it when women get on
like that. © Eddypuss complect?
Something like that.”

It was just too bad about her,
Lou-Ann thought.

It was in that moment that Lou-
Ann made up her mind. This was
a chance in a million. Buddy was
big, beautiful, and easy to handle.
Only she, Lou-Ann, was going to
do the handling.

She was going to marry Buddy
Hicks. They would run the carny
together, and she'd be rich and
respectable.

Nothing was going to stand in
her way.

Modesty was all very well, but
Lou-Ann had what the boys liked
and she knew it, had known it
since she was fourteen. Let the

other girls talk! Jealous, stuck-up
things! She had smooth blonde
hair and a lovely skin and nice
big eyes and a sweater that was
naturally well-filled (but not 00
much so) and she had long legs
and she even had pretty teeth. She
could take her pick of the boys
and she’d taken her pick, too, all
through high™ school, and after-
wards. Bob Willis’ grandmother
liad stopped her in the street and
shaken a finger at her.

“You just stay away from my
grandson!” the old lady shnllcd
“I know all about you and you
mark my words, you'll wind up
in trouble yet!”

Naturally, Lou-Ann had gone
right ahead and made that grand-
son just“eat out of her hand, and
she didn’t wind up “in trouble,”
either. She could take care of her-
self, alright.

And she could take care of Mom
Hicks, too.

Once she'd made up her mind,
Lou-Ann went right ahead. It
wasn't easy, though. The first time
Mr. Evergreen left her to mind
the stand, as luck would have it,
who should come by but Buddy.

“Oh—Mr. Hicks!” she called.

He stopped. He laughed. He
Jeaned on the other side of the
counter,

“‘Mr. Hicks!” Why, that sounds
like somebody with 2 long white
beard!” he said. “Call me Buddy.”

She leaned on her own side of
the counter. They were face to
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face. 7

“But don't you have a real name,
Mr. Hicks—I mean—Buddy?”

As she repeated his last name he
pretended anger, frowned, doubled
up his huge fist and touched it
gently to her chin. “Lookin’ for
trouble?” he growled. Then, as
her question sank in, he repeated:

“My real name?” He flushed,
looked down., “Uh, it’s—it's—
Wilbur\"—adding quickly, “But
don’t you call me that, or Tl
strangle you. Just Buddy, see?”

Very softly, Lou-Ann said, “All
right . .. Buddy.”

Slowly, his big, handsome face
broke into a smile. For a moment
neither spoke, just enjoying the
closeness of their first intimacy.
Lou-Ann was all set to ask him to
help her move a few crates of
empty bottles, thus getting around
on her side of the counter, when,
out of nowhere, there was his
mother. Damn her!

“Buddy, I need you.”

. Mom Hicks had a round, pink
cushion of a face, in the center of
which were gathered a tiny mouth,
a tiny nose, two small eyes, and
(as if added by a hasty after-
thought) a pair of eycbrows done
with light brown pencil. And, oh!
what a dirty look she gave Lou-
Ann! She led her son away like
he was a baby.

One of the kooch-dancers, Miri-
am, said to Lou-Ann, a little later
on:

“Sis, don’t get mad, but don’t

waste your time on Buddy. His
Mom won’t even let him alone
with me—and I not only known
the kid since he was singing so-
prano, but I've been married to
Squeak Jones and let-me-tell you,
faithfully, too, for ~twenty-five
years, with three daughters of my
own. They stay with my married
sister in Chicago. My feet are kill-
ing me,” Miriam added, losing the
trend of the conversation.

They were eating hamburgers
late one night in the Smith Sis-
ters’ tent. Isabella (she had con-
fided in a whisper, leaning so
close her beard tickled Lou-Ann’s
face) would have preferred a trail-
er. But where was the trailer that
could hold Juliet? Even Juliet’s
bed was specially made for her
out of reinforced steel. Buddy took
it apart and packed it on the truck
and set it up again at each stop.
Buddy was so strong).

“Miriam is right. Mom Hicks
is very jealous, dearie,” Isabella
said to the girl. “T love her like
my own flesh and blood. But she
is so jealous about that young man.
It isn’t normal.”

Lou-Ann wasn’t deterred. Did
Mom Hicks expect she was going
to keep her son a bachelor for the
rest of his life? If so, she had an-
other think coming. He was over
twenty-one, and old man Hicks
had left half the carny business to
Buddy for when Buddy came of
age. Mom Hicks was still hangi §
on to Buddy’s half, but it didn’
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belong to her, and necither did
Buddy.

He’s going to be mine, Lou-Ann
thought. All of him. Forever. May-
be—but just maybe—if old Mom
Hicks had been the soft and easy
type, Lou-Ann might have been
willing 'to share Buddy with her.
Let her stay in the background, do
the dishes, stuff like that. But
Mom Hicks wasn’t that type—so
she would have to go. One way
or the other.

After Miriam went home and
Madame Tsabella yawned politely
behind her hand, Lou-Ann ex-
cused herself and said goodnight.
She stepped into the blackness of
her own tent and then almost
screamed as a flashlight snapped
on. In a second the flash beam
shone on Buddy’s face.

“Don’t make any noise,” he
whispered. Then the light went
out and he took her in his arms
and fumbled for her lips. His kiss
was awkward (Why, he’s like a
junior high school boy! she
thought. I might even be the first
one he’s ever kissed. No wonder,
t00.) but his embrace was strong
and fierce with half-suppressed
passion.

What a lover he'll make! And
he's so innocent he doesn’t even
know it! Lou-Ann pushed, and
finally, reluctantly, he loosened his
bearlike grip. In the darkness,
still holding one hand against his
rapid-beating  heart, she said,
“Now what?” She heard him

swallow, and he reached for her
again.

“No,” she said, stepping back-
wards. “I'm not that kind of a

irl.”

She felt him tense, tremble. She
heard him swallow. Slowly, as
with infinite reluctance, she moved
back. Then he said:

“Of course. I respect you. I—I
like you...a lot, Lou-Ann. And
when I'm near you, I— Finally,
as if it had taken him that time
to summon up all his courage, he
said, “Look: We...we can see
each other, can’t we? I mean,
without my mother having to
know about it? You see, she’s—"

Lou-Ann thought, exultantly,
Tve got him. If he’s willing to
fool his mother, the rest will be
casy. Aloud, she said:

“Yes, Buddy. We can sce each
other.” She lowered her ecyes de-
murely. “Of course, I don’t like
having to go about it in such a
sneaky way, any more than you
do. But I don’t think your mother
would approve. So I'll see you any
way you like—any time you like.”

“Lou-Ann! Youre what I
need...” His hot cheek was
against hers, and his big arms were
around her, and for a moment
Lou-Ann went weak and shivery
inside. She wanted him, just as he
obviously wanted her, but she'd
had experience enough to know
that in this game she had to play
the Good Girl bit all the way. All
the damned way.



'MOTHER KNOWS BEST

“Oh, Buddy!” she said.

And she let him caress her a lit-
tle longer, and then, regretfully,
when his embrace became too in-
sistent, she dismissed him, leaving
him quite frustrated. She was
carcful, however, to arrange for
their next meeting before he left
her.

In the next few weeks they saw
each other several times. Buddy
became more denianding, more
violent in his ardor, until Lou-Ann
deemed Buddy’s condition right
for the next step up in her cam-
paign.

It was a quiet night, a rainy
night, and the carny people closed
up early. Mom Hicks went into
the Smith Sisters’ tent for a game
of cards. and Lou-Ann thought: in
a litle while he’ll come into my
tent, and tonight’s the night I can
get him to ask me to marry him.

Lou-Ann put on her frilliest
dressing gown and touched her
hair and eyelids and neck with
real imported French perfume
(the gift of some creep whose
name she couldn’t even remember
in this wonderful moment of ex-
citement,  knowing Buddy was
coming to see her).

And when Buddy came into
the dimly lit tent, she threw herself
into his arms and drove the big,
bronzed giant to the verge of
lunacy. Then at the right time,
and in the right way, she deftly
led him into the subject of mar-
riage ...

7

It was almost too easy.

“Yes, yes! I do want to marry
you, Lou-Ann,” said Buddy.
“There’s no other girl I ever would
marry. You're the one I want.”

The trouble was, before Lou-
Ann could even answer him, there
was his mother.

Mom Hicks had a battery-lamp
in her hand, and her face, in the
dim yellow light, looked awful.

“Mom, 1 was just—" Buddy's
voice cracked.

“Yes, I see you were just!” she
hissed. “You get out of here. Right
now. March!” And, without a
word, he turned and left the tent,
his wide shoulders drooping. Mom
Hicks said to Lou-Ann, “Now,
my fine lady—"

Rapidly, angrily, the girl said,
“Listen here, Mrs. Hicks, Buddy
came here to see me and we didn’t
do anything wrong. I—"

“Never mind what you did and
didn’,” the woman snapped. “
know all about you, girlie. How
you carried on with every boy in
your home town, o4, yes! and with
married men, too! I know all
about that poor young fellow, his
name was Willis, how you played
him for a real sucker and took
him for every penny he had and
then you gave him his walking pa-
pers and he killed himself. Well,
you listen to me! Who Joe Ever-
green hires for his juice joint,
that’s his business, and I got sense
enough to know a girl like you
is good for sales—but you keep
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away from my son! You hear?
You just keep away from my son!”
And she left the tent.

‘That night Lou-Ann could hard-
ly sleep. Mean, jealous old thing!
Listening to that old gossip back
in Riverton (as if stupid Bob
Willis wasn’t old enough to know
what he was doing!) and using it
as an excuse, when all the time
everybody in the carny knew that
the girl wasn’t born Mom Hicks
would let her son so much as look
at. And, in the angry darkness,

* she cursed and waited for the
night to end ...

For three days she only got
glimpses of Buddy from a dis-
tance. Buddy, shirtless, arching his
back and bringing down the mal-
let so hard that the ring of the
bell could be heard all over the
carny. A shout of admiration rose
from the tip—the crowd of towns-
men—and the young bucks jeal-
ously lined up to show their dates
they could do the same. Only they
couldn’t compare with Buddy. But
glimpses like this were all she had
for three days.

For three days Lou-Ann raged
in silence though obliged to keep
on smiling at the rubes who lined
up in front of the juice joint to
buy cold drinks to pour down
their silly throats. And, as her
rage grew, so did her plans.

Saturday was, of course, the big
day for the carny. That night all
the reubens were liquored up,
went whooping and hollering and

spending money like crazy. Mom
did her accounting Sunday and en
Monday morning she went to the
local bank and sent off cashier’s
checks to her own bank in Chica-
go. Half the money in her name,
half in Buddys. And soon, oh,
very soon, all that money would be
in Lou-Ann’s name! Buddy was
sweet and lovely, but he had no
head for business. Sometimes she
wondered what he did have a head
for. How had he amused himseif
up till now, for example? Oh,
well, find out soon enough, not
that it mattered.

Anyway, at the end of the third
day without a single word from
Buddy, Lou-Ann left Mr. Ever-
green mixing the citric acid in the
“lemonade” by himself, and took
off to stalk Buddy through the
carny grounds. Keeping a sharp
eye out for Mom, of course. And
finally she ran him down at Joe
The Grease’s, stuffing hamburgers
into his mouth. He looked at her
out of the corner of his eye as she
smiled, slid onto the next stool.

“One without, Joe—" she gave
her order. Buddy grunted what
she supposed was intended for a
greeting, but several ounces of
grilled ground beef-and-pork, to
say nothing of bun, onions, pickle
and relish, tended to obstruct the
sound.

As easy as if she hadn’t spent
three days boiling inside, she said
to him, in a low, clear voice (while
Joe bent over his fuming grill),
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“I have to sce you tonight, Bud-
dy. I just have-to-see-you tonight!”
He grunted again, swallowed. “I
won’t go away until you promise
me you'll come to my tent tonight
after we close. I don't care if you
have to put sleeping drops in your
mother’s hot milk, but promise me
you'll come!”

In a sweat, he took a desperate
gu]p, and said, “I promise, I prom-
ise!”

That night, after the last cus-
tomer had left and the clean-up
men were started clearing away
the litter of popcorn boxes, candy
wrappers, napkins, cigarette butts,
and who knows what else, the
Smith Sisters left their tent and
stopped to say a few words to
Lou-Ann.

“Me and Isabella and Squeak
are going to play bridge again
with Mom Hicks,” said Madame
Juliet, her many chins bobbing and
shaking. “She wasn’t too keen on
it, but we persuaded her.” She
winked and the Bearded Lady
winked and Lou-Ann, realizing
that Buddy put them up to it,
winked back. She put on her
prettiest dress and turned her
phonograph on (a hifi phono-
graph, one of silly Bob Willis’
presents) and she waited.

he voices in the other tents
died away. From the fields around
the carny grounds came the sounds
of the night, crickets, katydids, and
from farther off, a chorus of frogs.
After a while there was a heavy

footfall, and Buddy came in. He
all but snatched her up, and
crushed her in his hug. Partly
because she could hardly breathe,
she pushed him away after only
a few seconds.

“Well, I did it,” he said. “I kept
my promise ... How about anoth-
er kiss?”

“I want more than kisses, Bud-
dy, don’t you?” she asked. “You
said something the last time we

were  here, you said...mar-
riage ... I have to know. Dnd you
mean it?” He nodded. “Well,

then let’s not talk about it. Let’s
do something about it. There’s no
three days’ wait in this State, did
you know that? We could elope.
We could get married any time
you want. If you love me—"

“I want you,” he said. “I need
you.” His eyes glittered with de-
sire.

Well, thought Lou-Ann, that's
all T want to know.

“Buddy, darling,” she pursued,
voice carefully tremulous, “If you
really want me to be your wife,
you'll just have to talk to Mom
about us. You're her partner in the
show, and I want to be your part-
ner—in everything. I can't stand
seeing you all the time and not be-
ing part of you. You've got to talk
to her.”

He began to tremble.

“I—1 just can’t talk to Mom
about it.” His voice was thick and
slow. “If she thought for a min-
ute I—that you and I—why, she'd
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close down the show! My money,
in the bank in Chicago, 1 cant
touch it without her consent.
What would we do? She’ll never
let me get married. Not as long as
she lives.”

Well, he'd said it first, not her.

Lou-Ann put her hand on his
shoulder.

“Are you a man—or a little boy?
If you're a boy, then what do you
want with a woman like me?”
Her eyes were bold, meaningfu!.
She came closer to him. “And if
you're a man, act like one, Buddy
darling. Stand up for your rights!
If you and Mom can’t be partners,
if Mom won’t let you marry me,
then Mom will have to go. Teil
her that. We can run the carny
ourselves. We'll give her enough
to live on. I wouldn’t be mean to

your mother, Buddy” (Not
much.)
He stared at her. “She ... won't

«.do it, Lou-Ann. She won’t. Not
as long as she lives.”

“And if she doesn’t live...?”
Lou-Ann asked.

He got her meaning.

“You mean...kill her?”
voice was a hoarse whisper.

. LowAnn said, “I didn't say it,

Buddy. You did.”

He began to nod,
“That’s right. I said it.”

“T'll_help you, Buddy,” Lou-
Ann said huskily. “We could
make it look like an accident ... ”

“Kill her? You want me to kill
her?”

His

slowly.

Lou-Ann said,
way, Buddy.”

He looked down at his huge
hands. A silly grin came over his
face.

“All right,” he said.

He reached out for her, she put
her arms around his neck and
once again was pressed to his
heavy chest. He pushed her to-
wards the camp-bed.

“No,” she said, slipping away.
“Not yet—we've got to make
plans, Buddy.”

“Plans?” he repeated, his eyes
gone all a-glitter. She knew that
look, she'd seen it before: he had
his mind on other things—but
they would have to wait.

“Yes, Buddy—we can't just go
ahead without thinking this out.
We have to...”

He took her hand.
he said.

“Not yet, Buddy—"

“Lou-Ann,” he
seized et acm, pulled hes towards
him. In her mind was a half-
formed desire to stop resisting.
He'd agreed, hadn’t he? Should
she keep dangling the bait? Then,
a shock of terror ran through her;
Buddy’s hands, his huge hands,

“It’s the only

“Lou-Ann,”

were all at once around her throat.
She screamed, but no sound came
out.

Her head was forced back,
And all the while there was
k of wild joy upon Buddy’s
face. Terrible, terrible. There was
a sudden, sharp, and dreadful pam,
a snap, and then nothing.
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Mom Hicks, having somehow
managed her escape from the card-

me before it was over, found
him crouched beside Lou-Ann,
weeping.

“Help me, Mom,” he whim-

pered. “Oh, help me—please—
Mom?” Tears rolled down his
face. “Mom—she made me—I

couldn’t help it!”

For a few seconds there was no
sound but the dry creaking of the
crickets. Then,

“Of course I'll help you,” she
said, softly. Her tone, as she
stroked his face, was soft and lov-
ing. She gave a worried look at
the crumpled body with its eyes
wide open in horror.

“I warned her,” said Mom

Hicks, “but she wouldn’t listen.”
She  sighed. “They never listen.
Not in Virginia...not in Indi-
ana...not here.” She kissed his
cheek. “Don’t cry, Buddy. You'll
help mother get rid of . . . her, like
you did with the others. And to-
morrow we'll be in Toledo. Then
you'll be all right, my baby.”
And she thought, he will be all
right—for a while. But time is
running. Someday they’ll catch up
with my darling, and what will
happen then? She forced the
thought away. She'd face that
when it came. Until then ... well
...he was still his mother's dar-

ling.
Tomorrow they would be in
‘Toledo. LR
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THE
NORTH STAR
CAPER

by NORMAN KATKOV,

Kenneth was willing to do anything the Sioux Braves commanded

AVFTER SUPPER IN THAT SUMMER
Saturday’s twilight before the
block party began, Ma and I
walked up Concord Street toward
Schwable’s Bakery. Ma worked a
split shift for Mr. Schwable so she
could take care of the house and
me. Mr. Schwable had been a
ood friend of Pa’s so she made
er own hours, almost. She even
ook off the afternoon I was in
the swimming meet at the YMCA.
Ma said everyone needed a cheer-
ing section and that day she was
mine.

She wasn’t cheering me now.
She was, the way she said it, ad-
vising me. Her advice was: stay
away from Calvin Yost who was
Chief of the Seven Sioux. Stay
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away from Ace Harkins and
Frank Mulcahy, who were Sioux
Braves. Stay away from Lloyd
Mickelsen, another Sioux Brave,
and stay away from.

“You're not hswmng, Ken,” Ma
complained.

“I'm listening,” T said. “Don't
worry, I'm listening. That’s all I
ever do—listen—because you're the
expert on kids.”

“Kenneth, that isn't fair.”

“Neither are you fair,” 1 said.
“You want me in a strmt]ackct,
that’s all.”

“Is the YMCA a straitjacket,
Kenneth Clark? Are the Boy
Scouts in straitjasckets? Does
the school Drama Club appear on
stage in straitjackets?”



1o win the coveted black feather.

“You just don’t understand,
Ma,” I said, as we approached the
boat works.

“I understand completely. Cal-
vin Yost is an undisciplined de-
linquent, that’s what he is.”

“Just because he’s got guts!”

“Guts!” she replied. “Does . it
take guts to play hookey? I think
it takes more guts to attend
classes. Does it take guts to lead
a vandals’ raid on the school gar-
den? I think it takes more guts
not to. Does it take guts to insult
any girl who passes the play-
ground? I think it takes more—
a lot more—guts to be polite. Ken,
how can you want to be one of
that awful Sioux gang?”

“Tribe,” I corrected her.

“Be.

But the Chief asked too much ...

cause they're different, 1 guess.
T]lcy stick together. All the time,
not just at a meeting once a
month. They don’t have meetings.
The whole school knows the Sev-
en Sioux. Well, six now that Mush
Pector moved away. It isn't like
the Scouts where everybody can
belong.”

“Everybody who is decent and
courteous. Ken, I dont want you
to see Calvin Yost and his—his—

“Oh, Ma, let me alone!” I said,
stopping (here, a half block from
Schwable’s. “Why don’t you stop
telling me things? Why don’t you
give me one day where you
havent got every hour mapped
out?”

T'd never talked to her that way.

81
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She looked a long time at me. I
watched her until she said, “I'm

sorry, son. I just—I try to put my- -

self in your father’s place. I only
want...” she was talking low,
“...you neednt walk to the
bakery with me.”

“I want to,” I said, and did. In
front of the bakery she started to
say I shouldn’t pick her up.

“Dont, Ma,” I said. “I'll be
here,” 1 promised, Kkissing her
cheek before turning back down
Concord Street. T didn’t run but
it was close to running: heel and
toe, heel and toe, heel and toe,
Seven Sioux, Seven Sioux, Seven
Sioux toward the playground
where they were waiting for the
night so they could head for the
block party up at the town square.

1 found them standing around
the playground swing in which
Calvin Yost sat, his heels in the
dry dusty earth. T could see the
cowboy belt Paul Manning had
given him. T could see the ring
Paul had given him. I could see
Paul standing behind Calvin Yost,
ready to push him whenever the
Chief gave the sign he wanted a
ride. I wondered how I could ever
win out over Paul Manning.

All the Sioux Braves were wear-
ing their black feathers in their
belts. T said, “Hi,” to all of them,
but watched Calvin Yost. He had
his left arm against his chest,
tightening his leather wrist band.

hile he worked on the middle
buckle he said:

“Ken, how bad do you want to
be a Brave?”

“You know.”

“I don’t know, Ken,” he said.
“How about you, Paul?”

“Oh, Chief,” Paul said. “Chief,
more than anything ever.”

When Calvin  Yost finished
tightening his wrist band, he got
off the swing. He was small, thin,
and narrow, with a thin face and
thin hands and narrow fingers
like a girl’s. I remembered before
he was run over by the car on
State Street and he was built fun-
ny even then.

“Okay,” Calvin said. He moved
out from the swing, limping more
than usual. We could always tell
when it was going to rain by Cal-
vin's limp which was sometimes
good and sometimes bad and al-
ways there, since he was run over.

“We can pick the new Brave
tonight,” Calvin said. “The guy
who comes off the North Star
with...” there was a sound like
air coming out of a tire. The
North Star was the biggest boat
we'd ever seen, or halfseen. She
was being built for somebody on
the Hill we'd never heard of. All
we could seec of her was what
stuck up over the fence. She was
like a battleship.

“The man,” Calvin Yost repeat-
ed, “who comes off the North

Star with the most important
souvenir, he’s the new Sioux
Brave.”

“How about a race to decide?”
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Paul Manning asked. “How about
scaling something to decide? The
fence there,” he pointed. “How
about scaling the State Street
Bridge?” he said desperately while
Calvin Yost waited for me.

I knew he was waiting for me.
I knew he was listening for my
voice. I knew T was afraid. Being
afraid, I saw the black feather in
my head. I saw the other guys at
school, always making room for
the Seven Sioux, and in the cafe-
teria always their own table, and
in the gym always a basketball,
always a basket to shoot at.

“What's an important souve-
nir?” I asked, my hands in my
pockets, my fingernails in my
hands, as Ancient Eli came into
the playground behind the base-
ball backstop. “Just name it now,”
I said, feeling the sweat all over
me. “You want somell\mg from
the North Star, well .

“Gee, Ken, watch it!” Ace Har-
kins hissed softly, poking me and
nodding his head at Ancient Eli
who was headed for his stone
shack that had been a powder
house in the Indian days. He was
very tall. Captain Schoonover at
the firebarn had gone to school
with him. Captain Schoonover
said he wouldn’t hurt a fly.

We were in a circle with our
backs to Ancient Eli now.

“Come on, Calvin,” I said in a
low voice, “what do you want off
the North Star?”

“Maybe T'll come with you,” he

said.

1 should have known he would
say it. I should have known the
only reason he got the North Star
into it was because he hoped Paul
Manning and T would be afraid so
he could go alone. I should have
known if he couldn’t go alone, he
wouldn’t let me go alone. I should
have known, I'd known it before,
that Calvin Yost had to prove he
was the guy with the guts every
day he lived. Calvin Yost and
his limp.

“Yeah, I'll come with you,” Cal-
vin Yost said. “I wouldn’t want to
make a mistake with this,” and
he showed me the black feather.
It was in tissue paper in his wallet.

“You guys go on up to the block
party,” he told the others. “Me and
Ken will be there later.” He
punched my arm. “Let’s go,” he
said.

Walking, it was easier. You
could count your steps. You could
balance on the curb. You could
scoop up stones and throw them
at the lamp poles. You could
look for the Milky Way but you
couldnt forget where you were
going. At the Delos Street inter-
section you couldn’t miss seeing
the high rear fence of the boat
works half a block down. I swal-
lowed before taking a step toward
the gates. Calvin Yost had my
arm.

“Where you going?” he asked.

“Aren’t we going over the...?”

“Brains,” he said, pulling me
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along. We went down toward Isa-
bel Street and the one-story boat-
works officc. We passed the fire-
men sitting before the open doors
of the fircbarn. We turned there
into Isabel and we were off the
curb, starting across the street,
when someone said, “Ken! Oh,
Ken, wait up!”

I turned to see Captain Schoon-
over following us, his white shirt
gleaming.

“I need some help,” he said
when he reached us. “I don’t know
how to put this exactly. What I'd
like from both of you is to set an
example toward Ancient Eli.
Somebody has been banging rocks
off that door of his at night. The
poor guy is scared. I'm the only
one helll come to. You know we
went to school together?”

“How was he then, sir?” Calvin
Yost asked, all polite attention.

“He had the best curve ball T
ever saw. He could kick a foot-
ball a block and over the North
Star if he wanted to. He was a
real man, Eli Bartlett, every day
of his life. Then in the first World
War he went to France. When
he came back...well, he was
different. Anyway, will you two
guys sort of spread the word about
Eli? Maybe the kid who is peg-
ging those rocks will get
ashamed.”

“Anything we can, we’ll do,
Captain,” Calvin  Yost said.
“We've got to get going, sir.
Block party,” he said smiling. We

left the Captain and walked along
the curb about 100 feet before
Calvin led the way across the
strect from the boat works office.

“How do you like Ancient
Eli?” I asked. “Bascball pitcher,
football player, and everything.”

“I think he’s an old—."

“I don’t mean the way he is
now.”

“Okay, Ken, do you want to go
aboard or not?” Calvin Yost asked.
He was leaning against a tree.

“Sure. Sure, 1 do.”

“Go ahead,” he said, as 1 felt
the key he put in my hand. I
felt it as hot as a branding iron in
my hand.

“Now, listen,” Calvin Yost said
between his teeth. “This here is a
skeleton key. I stole it from my
Pa. It opens any door, especially
that old thing. We're going right
in the front way. Would they ever
expect that?”

Maybe if he hadn’t pushed me,
1 wouldnt have done it. If he
hadn’t whispered, “Walk!” as 1
stepped off the curb, T would have
run all the way home instead of
moseying across the street, my
hands in my pocket, watching
that door which became bigger,
and bigger, and bigger, until it
was the only thing in the world.

1 went up the three steps. I felt
the door against my forchead as
the key went into the keyhole.
The key turned in the keyhole.
The doorknob turned in my
hand, as the skin on my back
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crawled with anticipation of my
captors. The doorknob stopped
turning and the door creaked as
it opened.

“Don’t,” 1 said, but it creaked
louder and I was inside, moving,
hitting a desk with my hip, a chair
with my foot, my hands out for
the far door. Feeling it at last, 1
pushed and jumped over the
steps into the yard. I hit and
rolled, smelling the fresh cut wood
and varnish and paint and hear-
ing Calvin behind me. I was smil-
ing in the darkness of the boat
yard. It was just fun now.

“You've got to lock the door
on the inside,” he warned me. “T'll
wait here,” he said, pressing
against the side of the office.

When I got back to him I said,
“Come on,” moving ‘ahead, feeling
the wood shavings under my shoes
and his hand on my back, just
touching my back.

“Where?” he asked. “Wait!” he
ordered. “Ken! Darn you, wait!”
he said. T kept going, happy now
that it was over and finished, al-
most. I was hardly able to wait
until I saw Ace Harkins and Har-
ry Nye and the others. I could see
all around me. All of a sudden,
straight ahead, high as a down-
town building and huge, was the
immense, sprawling everywhere
shape of the North Star.

1 was first on the gangplank,
first on the deck, first through a
doorway with no door. It was a
beautiful cabin with beautiful

woodwork. There was a bathroom
behind it with a shower surround-
ed by glass and a sink that looked
like gold. On the floor were
colored tiles. I took -two loose
tiles that were chipped: a blue and

a green.

“How’s this for souvenirs?” 1
asked.

“Sure,” Calvin said. “Hey, this

is the real stuff.”

“Let’s go through the whole
yacht,” 1 said. “We'll never have
a chance like' this.”

“Go ahead. T'll meet you at the
gangplank.”

1 left him there while I cxplorcd
the yacht from one end to the
other, but not below decks. When
1 got to the gangplank, he was
leaning against the rail, facing me.

“Have fun?” he asked.

“Sure. Where were you?”

“I had to get some souvernirs
too, didn’t 1?” he asked. “Now,
come on, let’s get out...”

We heard it then—a tearing,
rasping sound that chilled the
sweat on me.

We didn't breathe.

It sounded once more—like a
tenpenny nail coming down a
blackboard. It was further away
this time, towards the stern.

“Kenl!” Calvin Yost had my arm
with both hands. “Ken, what
is—?” and we heard it a third
time.

“A mouse,” T said. T was terri-
fied. “There are always mice in
boat yards,” I said, feeling my
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stomach like I was on a roller
coaster. “Just a mouse,” I said.
“Come on,” and started walking
stiff-legged toward the gangplank,
climbing on, afraid to look back,
moving along until we were in
the office and out of the office,
walking slowly across the street,
not running until we were half
a block away when we began on
the same step, heads down, arms
pumping, until we reached the
bank at the foot of Cortland
Street.

Five minutes later, going up the
Cortland Street hill to the square,
it was like we'd never been on the
North Star. It was like all the best
adventures—growing bigger and
smaller at the same time, so you
never could tell between what had
really happened and what you
thought had happened.

Ace Harkins saw us first, run-
ning at us and falling in along-
side as we made for the others,
there at the cake-and-ice cream
table.

“Did you do it? Were you on
her? Were you really on?” they
asked.

Calvin Yost gestured for my
tiles. “How about it?” he asked
before returning them. The others
grabbed us: Harry Nye and Frank
Mulcahy and Lloyd Michelsen;
all shooting questions at us. I saw
Calvin Yost reach into his back
pocket. When I saw the wallet,
my heart just stopped, I guess. I
rubbed my hands dry as he gave

me the tissue paper with the black
feather inside. I couldn’t talk. I
fixed it in my belt and the other
Braves slapped me on the back
and dragged me along to watch
the girl’s potato race. After that,
Harry Nye used his nickel trying
to fish a first baseman’s mitt out
of a big tub.

We were all joking around the
lemonade stand when Lloyd said,
“The dekes.”

“Where? Where?” Calvin Yost
demanded.

“What's the difference?” 1
asked. “Why us? There’s a thou-
sand people here,” I said, spotting
the detectives: the fat one from
the Delos Street Precinct, and the
other, the short, solid guy, coming
for us.

It happened so fast. The fat one
reached for Harry Nye’s arm,
grabbmg it, examining it, drop-
ping it. As his partner got Lloyd
I whispered, “Calvin, your wrist
band. They’re looking for your
wrist band,” and pushed Ace
Harkins in front of him.

Paul Manning! It had to be!
Who else knew?

“Paul Manning!” Calvin Yost
whispered, as though he had heard
me thinking. He bent over," his
left leg up with his wrist on his
knee, his fingers clawing at the
buckles, but the short deke had
him.

“All right,” the
“which one is Clark?”

“He’s gone,” Ace Harkins said.

deke

said,
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“Me,” I said. “We didn’t do any-
thing. It was a game. Here,” offer-
ing him the chipped tiles.

“You're pretty cute,” said the
fat detective. “Come on, kid,
where’s the copper tubing and the
brass sink handles and the search-
lights?”

“We didnt,” T said. “Honest,
we didn’t. It was a test for the
Seven Sioux. Mush Pector moved
away. You can check on that. This
was a test to choose the new Brave
to take...”

“Hey, kid! Hey, you!” the short
dctecnvc said as Calvin ran. He
was free and running. I took a
long step forward, crouched,
pulled back, heard my shirt rip as
1 got free, twisted, turned, ducked,
weaved, and went the other wav
before my detective could look
around, running through the
square dance, between-the dancers,
wanting to stop and turn and ask
them to get Ma, and wanting to
run, all at the same time.

He could never have caught me,
not him nor anybody else who
used his own two feet. In about
three minutes, I was at the foot of
Indian Hill. T knew the hill like
a squirrel knows his tree. I went
up into the darkness like a moun-
tain climber, cutting over to the
big cave. T wasn’t there five min-
utes when Calvin Yost . arrived.

“We can’t stay here,” he said.
“Paul Manning,” he said.

We were on our knees looking
down toward the town square and

the lights from the block party.

“Calvin,” I said, “let’s hit for the
Delos Street Precinct.”

“Are you nuts?”

“No. They are. Copper tubing
and searchlights and sink handles,
What are they talking about?”
Calvin Yost was out of the cave,
heading toward George Street.
“T'll show them these,” I said,
holding the chipped tiles in my
hand.

“Go ahead.”

“How about you?” I asked,
knowing the answer.

“I'm going down this hill and
out in the country,” was the an-
swer.

We didn't stop until we passed
the city limits, walking straight
into the country. The pavement
ended. The lights ended. The
houses ended. We tried to get
into the back of a filling statioh
to sleep. That was locked. We
tried a county toolhouse. That was
locked. We tried a truck behind
the toolhouse. That was locked.
We tried a barn, but a dog wait-
ed in the doorway. We walked
again. Once a truck passed, its
headlights coming at us like fly-
ing saucers. We crossed a bridge
and in the rear storeroom of a
roadhouse we fell on the cement
floor and slept with our backs
against beer cases.

The roosters woke us. T was
hungry. T knew Calvin Yost was
hungry. We washed our faces in
the creek under the bridge. “Let’s
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steal some..." he said.

“Nol” 1 said. “Or, rather, no
for me. I don't care what you do,
Calvin. You can steal the—the
First National Bank Building. I'm
not stealing anything. Nothing.”

“How are you going to eat,
smart guy?”

“On  Sunday Elwood Brink
cleans up Schwable’s where my
Ma works. He’s my pal. If you
help him, he gives you stale stuff:
pie squares, doughnuts, and stuff.”

“Schwable’s on Concord
Street?” Calvin Yost asked. He
shook his head. “Oh, no!”

“Stay here,” I said. “I'm going.”

He grabbed my shirt. “And rat
on me, smart guy?”

I got his wrist and held it. T
held it away from my shirt and
away from him. “I'm no rat, Cal-
vin. There’s nothing to rat about.
I'm going to Schwable’s. You can
come, or stay here.”

“How are we going to get there,
smart guy?”

1 was walking across the bridge.
“We'll hitch a ride on a truck,” I
said. “We can get off near the
cooperage company and come up
mefrcd Street behind the bak-
ery.

It almost got me then about Ma.
I almost let myself think about
her: waiting at the bakery last
night, coming home to wait, go-
ing to Captain Schoonover who
would find out about the North
Star and the cops. All the way
into town I kept Ma out of my

mind by every which way—alpha-
betical lists of states and countries,
World Series teams, heavyweight
champions, any way I could.

Elwood Brink let us into the
bakery right away. If he knew
anything about the North Star,
he didn't say it. After we finished
cleaning, he gave us each a pie
square, half a coffec cake, and
three Bismarcks, hard jelly dough-
nuts. When he locked up, we left.

Calvin Yost was fecling easier.
“Come on,” he said. “The Palace.”

“I haven’t any money.”

“Neither have I, stupid. Come
on.”

He took me in through the coal
chute in the back. We waited in
the furnace room until we heard,
faintly and sounding like miles
away, the trumpets which began
the newsreel. Then we came up,
Calvin Yost leading me behind the
screen, up a catwalk, around the
organ pipes, into the box seats that
were never used and beyond, to
the balcony where we sat just be-
low the projection booth. Halfway
through the movie the balcony was
full enough for us to move down
where we could see better. It was
cool, comfortable, and safe in this
darkness which T knew and I fell
asleep during a big prison break.

I dreamed I sailed the North
Star to China. I dreamed my Ma
was aboard, dressed in white and
smiling all the trip through. I
dreamed the dekes worked below
and Calvin Yost served me sup-
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per and Paul Manning swabbed
the decks and then I was awake,
with that tearing, rasping sound
of a nail on blackboard we had
heard last night aboard the North
Star ringing in my cars.

1 shook Calvin Yost. “Listen!”

“What?”

“Listen! Listen!”

“Yeah,” he whispered. “A
mouse.” He giggled. “Like the
mouse we heard last night walk-
ing the deck of the North Star.”

“No!” 1 whispered, pointing in
the halflight from the movie
screen as I heard it again. I pulled
Calvin Yost forward as I heard
it the third time. “Look! There’s
the mouse you heard,” pointing at
Ancient Eli who came down the
aisle.

As he approached the aisle and
the hooded light bulb which was
ankle high, I pushed past Calvin
Yost. Crouching in the dark aisle,
I watched for his shoe and saw,
as he passed me, his heel dragging
against the cement floor. I heard
the nail scratching the surface. 1
turned away, waiting until An-
cient Eli had found his place
among the unused box seats be-
fore waving at Calvin Yost.

“Come on!” I said. “Come on!”

I went right out through the
front door of the Palace and into
the sunshine of Concord Street.
1 waited on the corner where any-
body could see me, but nobody
saw me. I walked across the street
and started down toward the play-

ground, and nobody recognized
me. Calvin was alongside, first
warning me, then asking me, then
begging me to tell him what 1
was going to do. When we
reached the ravine beyond which
lay Ancient Eli’s stone shack, I
told him. “Let’s go,” I said.

“Ken, wait. Ken, listen. Ken,”
he said, holding my arm, “I'm the
guy Schoonover was talking about,
the guy who throws those rocks
at Ancient Eli’s door. It’s just, you
know, a good-night. It’s nothing,
Dby

“He always watches the movie
three times,” 1 said.

“But what if

“All T want is the proof I'm not
a crook,” 1 said, coming across the
ravine and going up the far side
to the stone shack. I tried the big
iron door but it was locked tight.

1 guess I'd looked in the win-
dow of that shack a thousand
times when Ancient Eli was gone,
trying to see inside, but there was
always a gunny sack across it, a
gunny sack or a flattened out
carton, or the roto.

1 guess I never thought T would
be breaking that window, at least
the bottom half of it. T got the
boost from Calvin Yost behind me
and went in head first.

When I was on my feet, T
couldn’t believe what I saw. I
guess I'll never in my life see any-
thing like that again; newspapers
stacked higher than me, folded as
neatly as my Ma’s sheets. License
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plates going back to 1906. The
plates were nailed to the wall and
below them were flattened out
cartons, bundles and bundles of
them. There must have been a
thousand shoes, no two alike, and
some of them new. There must
have been five thousand bottles,
of every shape and color, all
washed clean and stacked neat.
There was everything useless in
the shack. In the corner, resting
on the iron cot, were the two
searchlights staring at me like two
eyes, and between them the roll
of copper tubing.

1 leaped to the door, turning the
lock, pull, pull, pulling with all
my might, opening it at last, yell-
ing for Calvin Yost. As he came
in slowly and carefully, I pointed
at the cot.

“All we need now are the sink
handles,” I said. “Come on.”

I was walking around the shack
with Calvin Yost beside me.
“This’ll prove I'm not a crook,”
I said. “Don’t you want to prove
that?” 1 asked, and for answer
heard a low, awful, drawn out
moan behind me.

‘When I turned, facing Ancient
Eli, Calvin Yost was crying al-
ready. He was weeping and say-
ing, “Let us alone. Please, Eli.
Please, Eli,” while the tall man
kept coming, coming, coming.

“Get out of here,” I said, shak-
ing I was so scared. “Get out,” I
said, reaching behind me, feeling
a shoe, throwing it with all my

might. It bounced off him like a
ball off a fence.

“Get out, Eli.” I threw another
shoe and whispered, “I'm going to
tackle him. Help me when I
tackle him, Calvin.”

1 had a shoe, backing off to
draw him out in the open, bring-
ing my arm back, throwing. it,
going after it, my hands out and
my head down. I felt his legs
against my shoulder and him fall-
ing on top of me as I squirmed
and kicked to get free.

“Calvin!” T yelled. “Calvin!” T
yelled. “Now, Calvin, now!”
punching with both hands to get
free and toward the door, but saw,
as Ancient Eli reached for me,
as overbearing in the musty, misty,
damp shack as an octopus, Calvin
Yost making for the door.

I yelled again, bringing it out
from all the horrible fear I felt,
but Calvin didnt turn. He
stumbled and almost fell and two
sink handles dropped out of his
pockets. Still he kept going, out
of the shack and out of Ancient
Eli’s reach, and out of the danger.

Isn't it crazy that watching Eli,

- fighting for my life, I could also

see that bathroom aboard the
North Star? Isn’t it loony, really,
that hearing Eli, I could also hear
Calvin Yost last night, “I had to

get some souvenirs too, didn’t 1?”
Isnt it spooky that with Eli be-
fore me, I could still think of Ma
and want, now, this instant, as I
remained in terrible danger, only
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to apologize to her and ask her
forgiveness?

“Mine!” Ancient Eli moaned.
“Mine! Mine!” trying to get a
grip on me as I fought him, kick-
ing and punching until I was free,
rolling free and clear, but he
guarded the door. He reached be-
hind him, pushing it almost shut
as he watched me.

“Take those, Eli,” I said, point-
ing at the brass handles at his
feet. He put them in his pocket
as I inched back toward the win-
dow. “This is a nice place, Eli,”
I said, going backward.

“Mine!” he said. “Mine!”

“Sure it is, EL,” I said, feeling
the stacks of papers, moving to the
right, watching him, guessing at
the window’s location, and turn-
ing, leaping, grabbing, holding the
window frame, my feet thrashing
as I got head and shoulders and
hands out, pushing and praying
and promising, but he had me.

“Mine! Mine!” he moaned. 1
wanted to give up. I wanted to
quit, slide to the floor, let him
choke me, or kick me, or bash in
my head, but fought him for I
don’t know what reason. 1 was
tired and sleepy. I'd never been so
tired. He was stronger than any-
one I'd ever known. I screamed
once for help before he threw me
into the pile of shoes, standing
over me, sounding like a ten-ton
truck, his fingers crawling in the
air as he reached down and the
door behind him was flung open

and, through his long legs, I saw
the cops coming,

I didn’t cry then. T didn’t cry
when the dekes came with the
cops and they got Ancient Eli in
a corner. I didn’t cry when Cap-
tain Schoonover came from the
firebarn to put his arm around Eli
and talk quiet to him. I didn’t cry
when I saw the Seven Sioux out-
side.

1 didn’ cry until I saw my Ma,
and not then. Not until after I got
to my feet and wiped my hands
and walked out of the shack and
said, “Please forgive me, Ma,” and
she said, “It’s my fault.”

“No,” I said, trying to stop. “No.
Going on the North Star. Run-
ning from the detectives. Staying
away all night, but 'm nota.....
a crook, Ma” and saw Calvin
Yost. The dekes had the loot from
the North Star: sink handles, cop-
per tubing, searchlights. They
were leaving with the loot so T
waited for Calvin Yost to say it
about the handles. They walked
right past him while he remained
quiet.

1 went to Captain Schoonover
then, sitting on the iron bed with
Ancient Eli. I told him about the
handles. I asked him what to do.
He said, sitting with his arm
around his school mate, he said,
“He’ll suffer more if he doesn’t
tell, Calvin will. You just take
your Ma home now, Ken.”

Ma was waiting. She took my
arm. “There are certain things I
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have to tell you,” I said.

“At home, Ken. At home,” she
said.

“No.” I stopped. “Now. I'll have
to pay for the window.” She nod-
ded. “And the Palace. 1 sneaked
into the Palace. I never did that
before. That's a dime I owe.”

“And....," she said.

“Okay,” I said. “I'll go home,”
1 said, but when she took my arm
again it hit me. “Wait,” T said.
1 had one more job to finish. I
ran back to the stone shack.

Calvin Yost was standing with
his Braves, bragging to them. He

saw me and stopped talking:

“Thanks for calling the cops,
Calvin,” 1 said. 1 looked at the
Sioux. I looked at every one of
them. “Calvin went to call the
cops,” I said.

I reached for the black feather,
pulling it out of my belt.

“Don’t, Ken,” Calvin Yost said.
“I's yours.”

“Nope.” I shook my head. “No,
it isn’t. ’'m giving it back to you.
Sink handles. You know why.
Sink handles. Give it to Paul
Manning,” I suggested. 1 dropped
the black feather and ran for Ma.

am



The lecherous old man built his luxury motel to be a Pecping Tom'’s
paradise. But, unfortunately, he overlooked onc very small detail. ..

PEEPING TOM’S
SCRAPBOOK

by CHARLES BOECKMAN

AL HIs LIFE, OLD MAN JASE MAR-  he came to my office to see about
vin had a very strange ambition. having me build the motel for
He'd wanted to become a Peeping  him. He sat on the other side of
Tom. my desk like a wizened litde

He explained this to me the day  spider and glared at me with his
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pale blue eyes.

“Guess you think I'm an old
crack-pot, young feller,” he chal-
lenged.

He had fifty thousand dollars
to spend on the motel. A con-
tractor in my financial condition
had no cause to look askance at
the whims of any potential cus-
tomer with fifty G’s in his pocket.
If the old coot wanted to become
a Peeping Tom that was fine with
me. I couldn’t see anything wrong
with it anyway.

“All my life T worked hard,” he
grumbled. “Forty years I was mar-
ried to Emma.” He spat tobacco
juice at my waste-paper basket to
show what he thought of Emma.
“Most dried-up sexless female on
the face of the earth,” he muttered.
“Just like an old lemon with all
the juice squeezed out.”

I made a sympathetic sound, but
he wasn’t paying any attention to
me. He just had this forty-year
gripe he had to get off his chest.

“Forty years 1 grubbed away at
that job in the hardware store. Oh,
1 thought about other women, all
right,” he admitted slyly. “Always
thought some day I'd get enough
money ahead to go to a big city
and get me a good-lookin’ woman
to play around with. But Emma
snapped up that fifty dollar a week
salary of mine like a hungry coy-
ote. Forty years and I never had
nothin’ to do with any woman
but Emma.” He shuddered at the
thought of that.

“Then,” he explained, “I come
into this legacy. Old maid aunt
passed away an’ left me her farm.
I turned right around and sold it
for sixty thousand.” He leaned
over the desk, saturating me with
his chewing-tobacco breath. “You
know what was the first thing I
done then, young feller?”

1 could guess but I didn’t want
to spoil his fun. “I don’t know,
Mr. Marvin.”

“I got rid of Emma” He
cackled with glee at the memory.
“I kicked that old frigid hen right
out of the house. Then I went
into Dallas to the swankiest hotel
1 could find and I give the bell-
boy a twenty dollar bill to find
me a good-lookin’ woman.”

Here his voice turned miserable.
“Oh, she were a beauty all right.
Nineteen year old or thereabout,
with platinum blonde hair and
red lips.” He shook his head sadly.

“Didn’t do me no good though.
It were too late. Forty years I
dreamed about somethin’ like that,
and when it came it were too
late.” He sighed. “It was a terrible
thing—enough to drive a man
loco.”

We both observed a moment’s
silence in respect to that awful
tragedy.

Then he said, “But I ain’t too
old for everything. No sir. You
want to know something? We
used to have a neighbor that had
a good-lookin’ daughter in high
school. One night I was goin’ past
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their house an’ I seen this girl’s
window shade up a mite. I went
up on the lawn an’ peeped in an’
there she were, buck nekkid.” His
rickety old frame shuddered a lit-
tle with the delicious memory. He
cackled and slapped his leg.

Then he sobered and glared at
me. “Now I want you to build me
a motel just the way I tell you,
young feller. Figure to make me
a nice livin’ out of it the rest of
my days.” His eyes narrowed.
“Figure to have me a leetle fun
while I'm a-doin’ it, too.”

So we built the motel according
to the old man’s plans. Fifty
thousand dollars worth of motel.
The cabins were built in a giant
“U” around a patio, with a scaled
corridor running behind them.

Nobody in the world except me
and Jase Marvin knew the reason
for that secret corridor. Nobody
but me and Jase knew about the
trick mirrors in every bedroom.
From the bedroom they looked
like any other mirror fitted into
the wall. You could look right
into them and not know that
somebody was watching you from
the other side. Old Jase could
walk down his private corridor
and peer through those one-way
looking glasses into every bedroom
in that motel.

For a solid year after the motel
was completed that’s just what he
did. The things that went on in
those bedrooms were almost un-
believable. I didn't believe them

myself until Jase showed me the
private diary he was keeping on
his Peeping Tom activities. I guess
you'd call it more of a scrapbook
than a diary. Old Jase had taken a
liking to me while I was building
his motel. Afterwards, whenever
1 happened to be out on Route 63,
T'd stop by for a visit. One night
he got to telling me about this
scrapbook and finally brought it
out for me to sce.

Old Jase astonished me. Besides
setting down vivid descriptions of
what went on in his motel rooms,
he’d gone to great pains to verify
names, addresses, license numbers.
I was especially impressed by the
photographs he’d taken through
the one-way mirrors with infra-red
flash and film.

That scrapbook was a case his-
tory of sex as practiced in our
home town. To give you an idea,
here’s an interesting case, right out
of the old man’s book:

Case #8, Night of January 19,
1960—

Car pulled in, nine-thirty P.M.
Thin, dark-haired woman, age
about 30, came in, signed register,
“Mrs. James Turner and nephew.”
Took her down to Cabins 11 and
12, adjoining. On way saw nephew
sitting in car. He was kind of
slumped down, and he looked
pretty young. Went back to my
office, through private door into
corridor. Walked down to num-
ber 11 and looked through mirror.
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‘The young fellow was just com-
ing into cabin. He was real hand-
some, dark brown hair, black eyes,
olive skin, sort of a Latin type.
He came in with his head bowed
down and sat on edge of bed,
looking down at his hands
clenched on his knees.

“Now, Joseph,” the woman said,
“you’re going to be a sweet boy
like you promised, aren’t you? If
you'll just be nice to me, I'll give
you a passing grade so you can
graduate with your class.”

The young fellow kept his head
down. I could just hear his voice.
“Yes, Miss Kramer.”

1 thought, that ain’t the name
the woman wrote on the register.
And furthermore she aint the
boy’s aunt.

“You know I could tell your fa-,

ther about catching you trying to
steal the answers to the final
exam...”

The boy raised his head and I
could see his face was dead white.
“Please, Miss Kramer. My father
will kill me if he finds out!”

“Don’t worry, Joseph,” the
woman said. “I won’t tell him.
And T'll give you all the answers
to the final exam questions.”

“Okay,” the boy said slowly,
“okay, Miss Kramer.”

The woman sat down beside
him and started to pat him on the
head. Then she bent over and
kissed him. He didn't like it, I
could see that...

Checked license number. Wom-

an’s real name was Bessie Kramer,
age 32, employed by local high
school as English teacher. Ad-
dress 422 Kling Street.

Case #12. Night of March 2,
1960—

Big Cadillac pulled into the
drive about midnight. Very distin-
guished  silver-haired gentleman
expensively dressed asked for cab-
in for himself and wife. Also ad-
joining cabin for young man with
them. The wife, age about 28, was
a knock-out. Dressed in smart fur
coat. Young man about her age.
They had all been drinking.

Got them settled, then I went
to the office, picked up my camera
and went into corridor.

By the time I got down to their
mirror the woman had taken off
her coat. Under it she was wear-
ing a skimpy cocktail dress.
Figured they'd come straight here
from a party.

The older gentleman opened his
suitcase and took out bottles of
whisky. Pretty soon they were all
sitting around getting drunker.
Then the gray-haired man said to
his wife, “Dance for us, Tonil”

She kicked her gold slippers off,
yelled, “Whoopee!” and kind of
spun around, giggling. Her long
red hair fell all around her face.
Then she started dancing. She
looked like a lady but she didn't
dance like one. The two men
clapped their hands together and
encouraged her. She danced over
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in front of the young man and
suddenly unzipped her dress and
Jet it fall off her. She was wearing
a thin, low-cut chemise under-
neath,

The young man stopped clap-
ping and sat looking red-faced and
embarrassed. But the other gentle-
man was getting a big kick out of
his wife showing herself off like
that.

Next thing, the woman sat in
the young man’s lap and started
kissing him.

Pretty soon the old silver-haired
guy got up and left the cabin. He
stood outside, smoking a cigarette
in the dark ...

License number, HW 8910.
Checked on this. Old man’s real
name, Harmon Dawson, president
First State Bank in town. Wife,
socially prominent, charity worker
and club woman. Her name, Toni
Dawson. Young man, Tom Ma-
vis, employed as cashier in First
State Bank.

Those are just two of the cases
out of old Jase Marvin's scrapbook.
There were others that made these
two look pale.

But this Jase Marvin was a
dumb old coot. He had this scrap-

book and he didn’t know what he
had. Why, the old fool had a gold
mine. Those names, facts, figures,
photographs—he could have made
a fortune! But he got mad when
I even suggested we work it to-
gether. It was just a hobby with
him, he insisted. He wasn’t in-
tending that stuff to be used as
blackmail.

Hobby—hell!

Well, a smarter guy than him
has the book now. I've got it.
You can bet on one thing...my
contracting days are over. Each
page in that scrapbook will mean a
paid year’s vacation for yours truly
from now on.

I just got my hands on the book
tonight. Tomorrow a lot of prom-
inent people in town who once
spent a night in Jase Marvin's
Motel on Route 63, are going to
start paying through the nose.

What is old Jase going to say
about all this?> He isn’t going to
say much. Right now he's
sprawled out in his private Peep-
ing Tom corridor back at his
motel with a litde round bullet
hole in the middle of his forchead.
That's the only way I could g:(
the scrapbook from him....® &



Ever since Jack Kerouac wrote his novel “On The Road”, and
introduced the word “beatnik” into the American language, we
workaday people have been fascinated by the philosophy and bi-
zarre conduct of these passive rebels. The beatnik attitude toward
life is that of an innocent bystander, and their dominant creed is
o keep “cool” and never to get involved. But while reams have
been written about beatniks, we are sure this is the first time a
beatnik detective has ever gotten into print. In a way, the two
words are almost contradictory: no real beatnik could ever get
interested enough in a mere murder to do anything about it. There-
fore, Hayden Howard's beatnik turns out to be somewhat differ-
ent from the run of the mill, a fact which will bring real pleasure
10 all detective aficionados, and real distress to a certain passenger
aboard the speeding train El Capitan.
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TFLAPPING RAVENS QUICKLY FELL BE-
hind and, further from the train
window, Arizona pines slid off the
wide-screen like crazy.

But nowhere. Against the non-
objective dawn sky, America’s
backbone, mountains, stood abso-
lutely motionless as El Capitan,
the trans-continental High-Level
all-coach luxury train, rushed no-
where at seventy miles per hour.

His pad was the window seat.

His destination—who knew or
carcd

.as I was saymg, > her voice
lntruded cheerfully, “we hardly
ever see young men with beards
in Flagstaff, Arizona.”
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Roy couldn’t bring himself to
turn his head.

Her voice was eager to please.
“But it isn’t quite true. There is
one young man back home with a
beard like yours.”

He laughed, loosening a little,
still without looking at her.

“You mean there’s one solitary
beatnik in Flagstaff?”

“No, he has a job—I mean, he
has four or five kids. I mean he
works for the telephone company,”
she laughed helplessly.

Her name was Phyllis some-
thing. Last night, as soon as she
settled down next to him in the
aisle scat and even before the
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High-Level El Capitan pulled out
of Los Angeles, she'd asked him
where he was going.

As the ceiling lights flicked out,
he'd begun to feel that relaxed
closeness of talking with an abso-
lute stranger. In the morning she’d
be getting off at Flagstaff, extinct.
In the dark she made her little
town grow sunny and hopeful
with the scent of Arizona pines.

Somewhere in their sleep-
rimmed conversation he'd admit-
ted he was riding El Capitan all
the way to Chicago and then tak-
ing the Commodore Vanderbilt to
New York, which didn't really
answer the question.

Where was he going?

He'd slept facing the window,
blurred and tossed. Waking in the
clicking darkness he’d felt part of
her warm and soft and sleeping
against the small of his back. In
the almost-forgotten relaxation of
smiling sleep, he dreamed he was
part of a—family—and all that
square jive.

Now in the morning light he
hesitated to look at her. Never
mix dream and reality was his
theory, for the synonym of reality
is disappointment.

“But, mother,” the boy’s voice
shrilled in the aisle, “he didn’t look
drunk to me. When I pushed on

9
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the little door to the men’s room,
he sort of thumped over in there,
his head did. He’s right there in
the men’s room behind us. He
looks real sick.”

Early morning faces bleared
above the backs of scats. Roy
turned and saw the rear door of
the car open, and the porter hurry
in. The porter stopped at the lit-
tle boy’s seat.

“Where did you say he was sit-
ting, sonny?” the porter asked.

“Right there,” the little boy
pointed, “in the empty seat next
to the bald, fat man.”

Roy glanced over to where a
bald, fat man in an Ivy League
suit was sitting across the aisle,
next to a now vacant seat. In a
moment the porter came up and
whispered to the bald, fat man in
the Ivy League. Roy saw Old Ivy
League shake his head “No” sev-
eral times, but finally the porter
won out and Old Ivy League
towered up to follow the porter.

The train lurched. Roy watched
Old Ivy League’s free hand snatch
for support instinctively and his
other hand jerk out of his coat
pocket, wrapped in a white hand-
kerchief.

Apparently he had injured his
hand during the night. He tried
to stuff the handkerchief-wrapped
hand back into his coat pocket. Be-
cause of the pocket flap this be-
came a two-handed job. The train
swayed. With an elephantine
wheeze, Old Ivy League staggered
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after the porter, back to the rear
of the High-Level coach, where
they vanished through the door
leading to the narrow stairway on
the baggage and lavatory level.

Roy rubbed his beard with the
heel of his hand and raised his eye-
brows at the shimmering back of
her hair-do, swaying with the mo-
tion of the high-speed train.

Her voice sounded genuinely
concerned. “It must be the one
you named Shook Man—who’s
sick.”

He shrugged. “It’s his problem.
You heard the woman say he’s
drunk. Away from home, lots of
men drink too much, you know.”

Her beautiful wide eyes studied
him, her lips unconsciously puck-
ering in thought as her hand rose
to the smooth skin of her check.

He retreated behind that real
gone grin the group in the *Frisco
coffec house said made him look
like Mephistopheles.

Because his best and only girl
developed a sudden passion for
Roy’s oldest and closest friend and
the two ran off and got married
without a word to him, Roy had
quit his good job as an architec-
tural draftsman, on the San Fran-
cisco Peninsula. He'd played with
the idea of finishing junior college
or entering art school, but just
then his mother died, and all at
once life was nowhere.

So he'd sprouted a beard and
drifted down to L. A. His dad
had always been a real negative
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out-grouper  with  high blood
pressure. “Shave off that beard and
come home to Glendale. I have a
job for you in your uncle Ben’s
store.” That sort of authoritarian
uff.

Shuddering, El Capitan rushed
eastward.

“I wonder,” she was asking, “if
the sick man, the one you named
Shook Man, has a wife?”

Roy shrugged. “Girls do.” He
meant girls, thin or fat. They all
wonder if the guy is married.

But she had to ponder it as a
non sequitur. With a “to hell with
you” smile, she challenged: “Do
what?”

Roy had to grin with admira-
tion. Raising an eyebrow, he was
about to come up with a cool re-
ply when Old Ivy League returned
and sat down comfortably in
Shook Man’s window seat.

Leaning back until he was smil-
ing up at the air-conditioning per-
forations in the ceiling, Old Ivy
League managed to cross his legs:
He lit a cigarette and lolled his
head to look out Shook Man’s
window.

Roy frowned, trying to retain a
neutral attitude. Last night when
Roy had gone downstairs in the
High-Level car to identify his
suitcases, Old Ivy League was
leaning  against  the luggage
shelves. Shook man was there,
too, looking grim. OIld Ivy
League had smiled around his
cigarette, told a joke about a
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buxom farm girl, an irate father
with a loaded shotgun and a
traveling salesman who tried to
escape from the farmhouse in the
dark, gruesomely.

Politely, the porter had laughed
while he wired tags on their suit-
cases and scrawled their seat num-
bers across the tags with a black
crayola.

Shook Man hadn’t laughed.
There was a drop of moisture
gleaming on his grey toothbrush
mustache. As if he weren’t even
sure of his seat number after sit-
ting on it, Shook Man kept com-
paring the seat number on his
ticket envelope with the number
the porter had marked on his bag-
gage tag. He asked the porter if
there was any danger his bag
might be put off on some plat-
form before they reached Chicago.
He fumbled for a tip, and a pad
of medical prescription forms fell
out, which was how Roy knew
that Shook Man was a doctor.

Surprisingly, Shook Man’s bag
was brown pigskin, a real cool
college-type job. Roy had half-
imagined doctors carried sedate
black bags, even on trips.

It was Old Ivy League’s suitcase
that had been black.

All his life Roy had been both-
ered by remembering scenes like
this. In his head, he had immense
movie files, in movement and
color. He frowned, unconsciously
rubbing his beard. His child-like
trick of visual recall would have
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been great in the old days of
realistic art—before the rise of the
camera and the blob, the abstrac-
tion.

Roy swung his face to the train
window, where the abstract stream
of morning sunlight sluiced
through the distorted reflections
from within the coach. Squealing,
El Capitan began to apply its
braking system.

“Where are we?” she asked,
peering over him.

“Nowhere—as far as I'm con-
cerned.” 7

“See the buildings, the ambu-
lance. This must be Ash Fork, and
El Capitan is making an un-
scheduled stop to help poor Shook
Man.”

While Roy peered out at the
man withdrawing the stretcher
from the ambulance, a conductor
appeared below his  window,
emerging from the High-Level
coach where the mechanically-
opening, let-down steps were
situated. Glancing at his railroad
watch, the conductor conferred
with a small man who appeared,
holding the typical doctor’s black
bag, and they disappeared into the
coach.

Over on his side of the aisle,
Old Ivy League leaned back in his
new window seat and idly lit an-
other cigarette, which was ap-
parently allowed on this air-con-
ditioned train. Roy supposed Old
Ivy had never met Shook Man be-
fore they boarded the train last
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night in Los Angeles, and didn’t
give a damn.

This was the proper attitude for
a cool operator to take.

Roy stood up. He looked down
at her legs. “Excuse me.”

He walked back to the center
of the car to get a cup of water.
He hesitated there. He went down
the narrow curving stairs into the
baggage compartment in the cen-
ter of the car. To his left was the
door to the ladies’ lounge and to
his right, the narrow metal door
was open. He could see the alu-
minum-colored exit platform with
the stretcher lying there, too wide
to go into the narrow door beyond,
the door to the men’s lounge and
lavatories.

The door opened, The upturned
soles of Shook Man’s shoes
emerged as the ambulance attend-
ant backed out of the men’s room.
As they laid Shook Man on the
stretcher, his head tipped back.
Roy glimpsed the bloodied fore-
head, the open jaws. So that was
what was meant by teeth bared in
death. Tt was a gone world, and
Shook Man was gone from it

Talking rapidly, the doctor fol-
lowed the conductor from the
men’s lounge. “—fell inside the
lavatory, but not the cause of
death — massive oral dose — 1
picked up two more capsules be-
hind the toilet bowl. Be sure to
put off all his bags. I'll notify the
narcotics authorities. They should
be the ones to search his luggage.”
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The porter bustled past Roy,
breathing hard. Roy shrugged and
turned to go upstairs in the coach,
but she was in his way. Without
saying anything, she started back
up the stairs and he followed.

While he peered out from his
window seat, she said in a chal-
lenging tone:

“Last night, you were advising
me to detach myself—is that the
word?—and stop worrying about
my California relatives. You were
selling something called absolute
disinterest.”

“I am disi d! I'm com-
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Roy ran his finger down the
time-table. “We don't get into Al-
buquerque until 1:15 this after-
noon.” Enigmatically, Roy
laughed: “Short track, man!—
Hey, Shook Man, do you dig me?
Ridiculous!”

“I. wonder if he has any chil-
dren,” she murmured, ignoring
this last bit.

“Speaking of ridiculous—" Roy
breathed with a devilish smile as
he peered out at the station plat-
form.

Turning his head, he raised his

b at Old Ivy League’s un-

pletely ncutral,” he retorted de-
fensively. “I only went down there
to witness the irony of the situa-
tion. It proves my point: if you
see life clearly, you see how ridic-
ulous it is. So the only logical
reaction is neutrality or, if you
want to find out if you're still
alive, a protest.”

“This is beatnik-ism?” she de-
manded.

“How should 1 know? As an
example of ridiculous, jazz music
leaves me cold.” Roy reached for
the time-table. “To demonstrate
how ridiculous a human life is:
after you went to sleep, Shook
Man started insisting he was go-
ing to get off the train. I don’t
know whether he was drunk or al-
ready doping himself. Old Ivy
League kept trying to tune him
down, but he wanted off. Finally
they compromised on Albuquer-
que.”

secing profile. At any moment, the
train would start. Like Roy’s fa-
ther, Old Ivy League would be-
come the high blood pressure type,
yelling: Stop the train, conductor,
I have influence in Washington;
and all that noisy guff. Roy twist-
ed uneasily in his seat.

“Are you all right?” her voice
asked.

“Do I look sick?” he laughed
softly. “You see that black suit-
case the porter just put out on the
station  platform? But  Shook
Man’s bag was brown, brown pig-
skin. They've put the wrong bag
off the train. That black suitcase
out there belongs to Old Ivy
League.”

“Aren’t you going to tell him?”

El Capitan gave a forward jolt.

She leaned across the aisle. “Ex-
cuse me, is that your suitcase on
the platform?”

Old Ivy League turned his head.
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His mouth sagged at her, and he
stood up so he could sec the plat-
form on their side of the train.

“There is a similarity,” he
wheezed, bending over them, al-
most falling on her as the train
gave a threatening forward jerk.

“Thank you,” Old Ivy League
laughed with sudden good-feeling.
“My suitcase is safe in the baggage
compartment, but I want to thank
you.”

Even her arm shaded pink. “I'm
sorry I disturbed you.”

“A natural enough mistake. I do
want to thank you,” OId Ivy
League repeated with smiling sin-
cerity. “There are so few thought-
ful young people these days.
Young girls are so observant. How
did you notice the similarity be-
tween the two suitcases?”

She shook her hair in embarrass-
ment. “I didn’t notice—I mean,
one’s brown, the other’s black.”

Old Ivy League’s smile never
faltered.

To live through this absurdity,
Roy had to turn and look out the
window. Old Tvy League politely
had said the two bags could be
mistaken for each other. In her
reply, without realizing it, she had
called Old Ivy League a liar. Even
the colors were different, brown,
black. And Old Ivy League smiled
through it all.

“I want to thank you in any
case,” his voice repeated jovially.
“Young lady, I hate to admit this,
but I suppose I'm caught. I'm
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color-blind.”

El Capitan was gaining speed
now, making up time.

“Luckily, color-blindness is
primarily a male trait. But you
girls are the carriers” Old Ivy
League laughed as though he'd
said something funny. “A confu-
sion of red with green is most
common. But T must confess I see
the world as a succession of greys
of varying intensities. I'd better
regain my seat, before this train
seats me in the aisle!”

When she finally turned her
head in Roy’s direction, Roy
noticed even her eyelids were
flushed. She raised her eyes and
sharply pinned Roy with a long
angry stare. “His suitcase on the
platform?—I don’t think that was
at all funny!”

Roy shrugged, spreading his
hands; never apologize was his
motto.

But after a while he whispered
vehemently: “Look, I wouldn’t
deliberately lie to you. I wouldn't
deliberately make a fool out of
you. Beard or no bcard 1 wouldn’t
pull that sick a gag.”

She began thumbing through a
fashion magazine.

He stared out the window. El
Capitan was really clicking along
now, making up time from that
unscheduled stop. He peered un-
happily at his wristwatch; it was
still only 6:30 in the morning. He
thumbed through his timetable:
Ar WILLIAMS 7:26 AM—Lv
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WILLIAMS 7:26 AM. What did
the passengers do, jump off the
moving train?

Cross Arizona Divide—Lv
FLAGSTAFF 8:06 AM. Didn’t
they have to arrive there first?

“Another thing,” she intruded
briskly, “assuming you really did
mistakenly believe it was his bag,
now tell me—why did you just sit
there then? Why didn’t you warn
him?”

All he could do was laugh.
“Phyllis, you remind me of—
somebody. I'm not laughing at
you. I'm laughing at myself. How
can I argue my way out of this?
You've caught me in the middle.
Either I played a sick gag on you
or I was too uncivilized to warn a
fellow passenger we were about to
leave his suitcase behind. You are
a clever gall I wish you could
have met my mother.”

Her hand rose to her cheek.
For some reason he had embar-
rassed her.

“Now hear this,” he said.
“From my point of view I'm in-
nocent. I believe it was his bag.
And I am not my brother’s keep-
er. There are too many keepers
already. That’s why the world is
such a ridiculous zoo!”

“Oh—?” she said noncommit-
tally, and rose and headed for the
dining car.

Watching after her, he decided
she had a good sense of balance—
for a girl.

Suddenly, he began to dig the

important part. She could have
blamed the mistake on him. When
OMd Ivy was bending over her, she
could have said—

From the corner of his eye, he
caught Old Ivy League’s move-
ment. Lurching along the aisle to-
ward the dining car, hand wadded
in his coat pocket, Old Ivy League
was a big one!

Roy swallowed. What he nced-
ed was his breakfast coffee. But
he sat there. He refused to stand
in chow lines in any man’s dining
car. He'd had enough of chow
lines in the navy.

Past the window swept a grey
wool factory on the hoof. His
watch  showed 6:41 AM—Lv
WILLIAMS 726 AM, if they
made up time. Lv FLAGSTAFF
8:06 A.M. He wondered what her
hometown would look like during
two minutes from a train window,
maybe one minute?

When she sat down beside him,
to his own amazement he turned
to apologize about something. But
she beat him to it.

“T'm sorry if I acted tippy-
nosed,” she laughed. “You know,
me—before breakfast.”

“No, I'm the square. I want to
thank you for taking the blame
for my suitcase dope-off.”

“Everybody’s thanking every-
body,” she laughed. “Guess who
was my breakfast companion.”

“Old Ivy League” His face
hardened above his beard.

“He’s really very nice. All he or-
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dered was coffee and orange juice,
and this made me feel a little
guilty. He said he’s trying to re-
duce. T decided not to eat my
waffle.”

He laughed. He was glad she
was back beside him.

“And he’s one of those interest-
ing talkers,” she laughed. “You
know, a good listener. He found
out where I'm from and where I'm
getting off. He said he’s going to
Chicago and then on to New York
the same as you are. He asked
about you. But I had to tell him
you were just a chance acquaint-
ance on a train. Do you know, he
said he was once an angel for a
Broadway show.”

“I bet T know why,” Roy
drawled.
“I'm  flattered,” she laughed,

“even though you'rc teasing me.
But Old Ivy League’s nothing like
that. He’s an important business-
man in New York.”

“Maybe.”

You really don’t like him, do

“Wh:n did he say about his seat-
mate, ex-seat-mate, dead seat-mate,
that is?”

“Apparently, he didn’t want to
mention him, so of course I
didn’t.”

“Where's Old Ivy League right
now?” Roy stood up.

“I suppose he’s having his third
cup of coffee. Do you know, he
wanted to pick up my check, but
of course I couldn’t let him.”

KEYHOLE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

“Excuse me.” Quickly, Roy
walked to the middle of the car
and down the curve of confining
stairs to the baggage compartment.
One of the conveniences of the
High-Level El Capitan was that
passengers could go downstairs at
any time to get things from their
suitcases and conveniently change
their clothing in the lounges.

Roy shook his head at the brown
pigskin bag. The tag wired to its
handle now bore the number of
Old Ivy League’s aisle seat. There
was no one down here. It would
be a cinch to switch tags.

Submerged in the noise of the
train, Roy felt rather than heard
Old Ivy League behind him. The
big man brushed past. Hand in
pocket, Old Ivy League bumped
through the doorway on to the
roaring loading platform and on
into the men’s lounge.

Roy clutched the baggage shelf.
Unwillingly, he admitted he'd
been afraid, physically afraid.
Total disinterest removes all fear,
had been one of his theories, but
it didn’t work in conjunction with
this hulking businessman in the
Ivy League suit.

Deliberately, Roy barged into
the men’s lounge.

Old Ivy League whirled from
the basin, and Roy glimpsed the
reason for the handkerchief band-
age, a curving row of red indenta-
tions across the back of Old Ivy
League’s hand.

As Old Ivy League turned back
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to the basin, Roy felt like walking
out of there fast. The whole thing
was ridiculous. He wasn't in-
volved, so he had no reason to be
afraid. But someone had bitten
Old Ivy League on the hand.

At least it had looked like a bite.

Warching Old Ivy League’s
broad back, Roy fumbled for a
paper cup. Propped against a lava-
tory door—there were two—he
swallowed lumps of water. It was
none of his business who bit who.

When Old Ivy League turned
with his hand wrapped in the
dampened handkerchief, he took
his time stuffing it into his coat
pocket. Then their eyes met. Roy
stood unflinching while Old Ivy
League bulked past.

Grinning with relicf, Roy went
upstairs. He was detached, free of
Old Ivy League and anything to
do with him. He wasn’t afraid.
He'd proved that. He had too
much imagination anyway. Now
he could mind his own business.
It was a relief.

He smiled down at her and
took his seat.

She touched his arm, and he
turned quickly, but she was in-
dicating Old Ivy League with her
head. “It looks as though he’s
planning to get off at Williams.”

Roy tensed. “Didn’t he tell you
he was going all the way to
Chicago?”

“I suppose he’s going to stop
over and get a good night’s sleep.”

“But it’s morning. How big a
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town is Williams? We get into
Albuquerque this afternoon.
You'd think he’d wait until Al
buquerque and check in at a big
hotel there.”

“I know,” she laughed. “Wil-
liams is where you can take a bus
to visit the Grand Canyon.”

“The Grand Canyon?” Uncom-
fortably rubbing the side of his
beard, Roy watched Old Ivy
League gather his slippers and
cigarettes and time-table and, one-
handed, stuff them into various
pockets.

As Old Ivy League lurched into
the aisle, he smiled down at them.
A smile depends upon the viewer
for its interpretation. She smiled
back, her hand opening upward in
farewell.

Empty-faced, Roy stared up at
Old Ivy League’s smile. To Roy
it seemed a smile of impregnable
contempt.

Lurching to the center of the
coach, Old Ivy League conferred
with the porter, and his uninjured
hand made contact with the por-
ter’s hand, applying money, trans-
ferring his smile to the porter’s
ace.

El Capitan was slowing as Old
Ivy League and the porter de-
scended to the baggage compart-
ment.

By his window, Roy's head
moved blindly from side to side
as if he were in pain. He scrubbed
his beard with his knuckles.

“Are you fecling all right?” she
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asked with real concern.

He nodded, but his thoughts
were way out,

“By my sundial,” she laughed,
apparcntly trying to cheer him up,
“it’s already 7:30. We're late get-
ting into Williams, but El Capitan
only stops for a couple of minutes
to let people off. Then we'll see
some of my favorite country.”

Uneasily, as if suspecting her
nose was shiny, she raised her
hand to her face, but Roy was

s -
staring past her at the two empty

seats, Old Ivy League’s and Shook
Man’s—Dead Man’s, that is.

“Maybe you ought to get some
breakfast,” she was saying. “Prob-
ably there isnt a waiting line
now.”

Almost painfully he began to
rise from his window seat—and
sank back.

“Want me to go get you a carton
of milk or something?”

He shook his head. He turned
his face to the window. Telephone
poles blurred past, going nowhere.
Shacks. A billboard. More shacks
moving more slowly as El Capitan
slowed. How could he know what

. had happened? What could he
do? Somewhere he had missed
the landmarks that squares, good
people, right people, use to make
decisions, even if they hurt them-
selves. What would she do?

“No milk,” he blurted, and then
his voice rushed, flailed by the
ridiculous unbelievability of it all.
“He’s escaping from the train, Old

Ivy League. I think he murdered
Shook Man. 1 know he’s stealing
Shook Man’s bag.”

Her lips curved upward in a
smile that was beyond disbelief;
it was disgust.

“How sick can your gags get?
1 fell right into the one about the
suitcases, and I made a fool of
myself. 1 think you're—I won't
sayl”

He hadn’t imagined it would
be as bad as this.

“Now,” she said, “do you want
me to go to the conductor? ‘Ex-
cuse me, Mister Conductor, I've
been played for a fool once today.
Now I'd like to be a bigger fool
and accuse a prominent business-
man of murder!””

“Listen,” he protested, “I'm not
asking you to do anything. I saw
his hand. His hand’s been bitten.
1 think that last night he followed
Shook Man into th: tory and
overpowered him. I think they
must have been traveling together
and maybe Shook Man wanted to
back out of—something. I saw
Old Ivy League’s hand. T say he
was bitten when he crammed those
capsules down Shook Man’s
throat.”

“You are acting,” she laughed
uneasily. “The method?”

“I know he switched tags. He
had to provide the body with a
suitcase. He left his black one.
Now he’s going to walk off the
train with Shook Man’s brown
bagl”




MURDER ON EL CAPITAN

“Why don’t you go have some
breakfast?” she said.

He rose, swaying with the train.
Unsteadily, he made his way along
the aisle. He needed a drink of
water. When he reached the center
of the car, he looked toward her
seat. He couldn’t even see the back
of her head.

Holding on, he went down the
curving stairs into the blue fumes
of cigarette smoke.

“—telegraph for a reservation
on tomorrow’s El Capitan,” rose
Old Ivy League’s rich voice.

He was propped against the bag-
gage shelves, and he smiled
around his cigarette at Roy.

The conductor was smiling. “If
you should change your mind, sir,
it’s less than three hours by bus to
the Grand Canyon. Another thing
about Williams, it may not be a
metropolis, but the nights are nice
and cool at this elevation, so you'll
get a good night’s sleep. Yes sir.”

Standing beside the conductor,
the porter was smiling too.
“Would you like me to go up to
your seat, sir, and check to see
you didn’t leave anything?”

“No, no, boy. What I leave,
the Santa Fe Railroad can have.”
Old Ivy League swung his smile
from the porter back to Roy and
extended his pack of cigarettes to-
ward Roy.

Roy shook his head, unsmiling,
and the four of them, beatnik,
porter, conductor, Old Ivy League,
swayed forward in unison as El
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Capitan’s braking apparatus began
to squeal.

The brown pigskin bag kept its
balance between Old Ivy League’s
straddled legs, and when Roy
locked up, Old Ivy League’s smile
widened through his cigarette’s
smoke until Roy was sceing that
really hep cat, the Cheshire Cat
in Alice in Wonderland, about to
vanish, leaving his smile.

“Excuse me.” Roy hesitantly
touched the conductor’s arm, and
that smiling face turned with
raised eyebrows and a polite nod.

“I think,” Roy’s voice blundered,
“this man is getting off the train
because he murdered the man next
to him and now he’s stealing the
man’s bag.”

For a moment, the conductor
seemed not to have heard. Gradu-
ally, the lines became vertical on
his face so that a worried look ap-
peared, and his hand closed gently
on Roy’s elbow. His eyes took in
Roy’s face.  Then his mouth
smiled.

“Son, I—" The conductor’s voice
lapsed into awkward silence.

Their  mutual embarrassment
was broken by Old Ivy League’s
laughter. “Conductor, you're not
with it. Among the younger set,
that’s what's known as a sick joke,

a sick-sick joke. They like to
watch us old squares squirm.”

Instead of getiing angry, the
conductor released Roy’s elbow
and grinned with relief. “OK,,
son, you've had your joke. Better

.
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80 up to your seat.”

Since Roy didn’t move, the con-
ductor laughed: “For a minute, I
was worrying how to get you off
this train and into the arms of a
station policeman without losing
more time. One time we had to
chase a nut through the cars and
hold the train. Seventeen minutes!
Pulling into Chicago station we
were still four minutes behind.”

Since Roy still didn’t move, the
conductor laughed uneasily. He
moved close to Roy: “You'd bet-
ter go up to your seat, son. With
that beard and the excited way
you talked, for a minute T was
afraid you were maybe a drug
addict.”

“If there are addicts,” Roy cried
out in frustration, “this man has
something to do with it. Look in
that brown bag. Why else would
he steal it? He crammed some of
those capsules in Shook—in the
dead doctor’s mouth. That's why
his hand, look at his hand—"

“Beatniks, beatniks.” Old Ivy
League’s voice over-rode his. “Con-
ductor, I'm as tolerant as the next
man, but when they even come
on the trains—"

“Show wus your hand,” Roy
gasped. “Show wus the doctor’s
teeth marks on your hand.”

“Dactor?” Old Ivy laughed sud-
denly, and then he grew serious.
“Undoubtedly he’s disturbed about
the man who was taken off the
train at Ash Fork.”

The porter advanced on Roy,
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smiling. “Sir, the sick man, I
think he was a traveling salesman.
I could tell by the way his black
suitcase was worn along the bot-
tom.”

The porter’s powerful hand
closed around Roy's biceps, as Roy
insisted desperately: “You've got
to look at his other hand. You see,
he hides it in his pocket!”

Old Ivy League shrugged at the
conductor. “A slight bruise.”

The conductor and the porter
began maneuvering Roy toward
the narrow stairway, and Roy
shouted:

“You didn’t hide your hand in
your pocket when you boarded
this train. People will testify to
that. You were bitten while on
this train.”

The porter directed Roy up-
ward, but the narrow stairway was
blocked by an anonymous woman
and above her—with her lips part-
ed in disbelief—Phyllis.

“Merely a slight bruise, con-
ductor,” Old Ivy League’s voice
went on, “a slight bruise when one
of the doors closed on it.”

The train shuddered and came
to a complete stop, and the con-
ductor turned back to OId Ivy
League.

““A door on El Capitan didn’t in-
jure your hand, sir?” the conduc-
tor asked with concern; the semi-
automatic  doors  between  the
coaches had rubber-lined safety
edges.

“The lavatory door,” Old Ivy
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League laughed apologetically. “I
lost my balance as I was coming
out. I let the lavatory door slam
on my hand.”

“If there is any medical atten-
tion required,” the conductor be-
gan. “The lavatory doors are quite
light—the designers planned them
that way—but we want to prevent
even the most minor injuries to
our passengcrs Might I see your
hand, s

“No need.” Old Ivy League said
smoothly. “No time, I'm getting
off here.”

“Yes, of course, but if I could
see your hand.” The conductor
quickly turned to the porter.
“George, you'd better hurry and
let down the platform.”

“If you like,” OId Ivy League
said more hurriedly. “T'll show it
when I'm off this train. I'll show
it to the station master or someone.
I get off here!”

Old Ivy League picked up the
brown pigskin bag, but the porter
was still trying to get around Roy;
whichever way he twisted, Roy
seemed to be in his way.

“That’s not his bag,” Roy in-
sisted to the porter. “Remember,
last night when you numbered the
tags, there were three passengers
down here: me, this man, and the
man who's dead! The brown bag
belonged to the dead man. Re-
member, he asked you, he was
worried it might be put off before
reaching Chicago.”

“Hurry up, George,” the con-
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ductor snapped, glancing at his
railroad watch.

“This train better not start with
me still on it,” Old Ivy League
laughed, stepping toward the nar-
row door that led to the unloading
platform of the car, but leaving
room for the porter to get by.

“You squares, you stupid
squares,” Roy yelled in frustration.
“Can’t you see? He switched tags
after he killed him. At least make
him open the bag—some way to
identify it!” 3

“Don’t stand there, George,” the
conductor snapped, “get out on the
platform and open up!”

The perter’s face was a turmoil
of conflicting uncertainties.

Old Ivy League’s thick knuckles
whitened around the brown leath-
er handles of the bag, but he
widened his smile at Roy. “Con-
ductor, I trust you'll take proper
measures with this over-age juve-
nile delinquent when I'm gone—"

He took a backward step that
virtually shoved the porter through
the narrow door.

“Conductor,” a girl’s voice cried
out. “that man has my brown
bag!”

“God!” exclaimed the conductor.

“Young lady,” Old Ivy League
wheezed hurriedly at Phyllis, “it’s
my bag, it has my seat number on
it, let go of my bag!”

“Open it then,” she blurted, her
face fiery with embarrassment, “if
it has men’s things in it, it's yours.
If it has my underthings, it's
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backward, blinking, trying to see.

Old Ivy League towered above.
Like a stubby finger from his
pped hand, the

mine.”

“I’s a man’s bag,” Old Ivy
League yelled, “not suitable for a
woman. Conduci she’s  al-
ready—"

“We pull out any second,” the

conductor bleated. “The quickest
way is—open the bag.”

Roy straightened, fecling a won-
derful surge of vindication, brac-
ing himself, expecting Old Ivy
League would make a run for it.

Disturbingly, Old Ivy League’s
“smile popped back on his face. He
dropped the bag. He fished in his
pocket for the key. To Roy’s hor-
ror, he unlocked the bag with a
smile of impregnable contempt.

“Are these your underthings,
young lady? They look more like
my shirts.”

Roy couldn’t bring himself to
look at Phyllis.

Old Ivy League was muttering:
“Press some sort of charges against
these two.”

As Old Ivy League’s hand
reached down to snap the lock,
Roy knew the ultimate emptiness;
he knew what “beat” meant. In
the revolt that was built into the
word, he lunged, tearing apart the
handles of the brown bag.

In desperation, he tore out the
shirts. “Size 15 neck? This fat
slob couldn’t wear a 16 shirt!”

As Roy’s hands plunged deeper
into the bag, rattling the under-
wear-wrapped bottles of capsules,
Old Ivy League’s shoe-toe smashed
against his forchead, and he fell

smnll barrel of the automatic
pointed.

Awkwardly, Roy stood up in
front of her.

“No matter, hero,” Old Ivy
League wheezed, backing out past
the porter, with the brown pigskin
bag hanging open from his other
hand. “If this train starts with me
on it, I have seven shots. The last
for me. We'll divide the rest.”

The porter lunged, pulling the
narrow door closed, closing off
Old Ivy League’s sagging face.
With a gasp, he locked it.

El Capitan gave a forward jolt,
and the porter pushed them up the
steps. “Never unlocked the plat-
form or let down the steps. He’s
out there like a fish in a bowl.
Never made a baggage mistake be-
fore.”

They could hear him hammer-
ing. “Like a fish in a bowl,” the
porter gasped as the train moved.

Then they were upstairs to their
window, and the conductor was
sprinting along the aisle to the
next car. From his window seat,
Roy could see people running
alongside the train, pointing.

Phyllis clutched his arm.

Beneath their seats, just as El
Capitan’s braking system began to
squeal, there was a muffled shot.

When the train came to a full
stop, another stretcher made its
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hurried trip into the lower level
of their chair car and out again,
the bearers staggering with the
sheet-covered weight, and followed
by a policeman carrying Shook
Man’s brown pigskin bag.

But Roy didn't see it. He was
staring in wonder at her.

“You didnt have to,” he asked
softly. “You were just putting
yourself in my crazy troubles.
Even I was beginning to believe I
was crazy. They were all so logical
and smiling.

She rubbed her hand on her
cheek, her eyes unfocussed on the
seat ahead of her. “I guess I need-
ed—I mean, I wanted to believe
you.”

“But no one ever—" he began,
and she turned her head, and he
was smiling cxcitedly at her.
“Listen, what’s the population of
Flagstaff?”

“Not very many people,” she
laughed and waved her arm at the
infinity of pinefurred mountain
slopes beyond the glass, “but they
say there’s plenty of room for it
to gmw."

“Are_there any architects with
offices there? Do you have a job?
What do you do? Do you like it?”

Then her own pink-cheeked
smile faded, losing something.
“Oh, there’s the sawdust burner.
We'll be in Flagstaff in 15 min-
utes.”

“There’s no time,” he blurted,
his face pained with indecision.
“When you're going somewhere,

EL CAPITAN 13

all of a sudden you're there.”

His knuckles rubbed the edge of
his beard so hard it hurt and felt
good; somewhere, man, some-
wherel—

“Excuse me.” He stood up and
hurried away down the aisle.

Her face turning in surprise, she
lost her smile as she watched him
vanish down the stairs. The min-
utes passed. She kept turning her
head, searching for him.

Finally, she rubbed her check
and stood up. Her eyebrows rose
sadly until that became a kind of
smile: she’d had a lot of smiling
practice. She gathered her things
while El Capitan shivered to a
quick stop at Flagstaff, Arizona.

A strange young man came
bounding up the stairs. In his
haste in shaving, he'd nicked his
pale and bloody jaw.

“Your beard?” she blurted.

“I shaved it off so I could get
off at Flagstaff.”

“But El Capitan only stops for
one minute.”

“My bag’s being put off the
train,” he gasped happily. “My
worldly goods. Phyllis, let me car-
ry your magazines or something.”

“Your bag is being put off at
Flagstaff?”

“Do you dig me—I mean, do
you understand me, Phyllis? Do

oup”
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“Roy, it's wonderful. I mean,
it’s the most!” She laughed ex-
citedly as they left El Capitan to-
gether, m



This unusual dog spoke the Malay tongue. But
when the time came for him to tell what he
knew about a mysterious killing, he became ...

THE
DOG THAT
WOULDN’T

TALK

by LAWRENCE G. BLOCHMAN

JFARNSWORTH, THE DISTRICT OFFICER,
saw the stranger and his dog sit-
ting in the mail onga as it rattled
past his verandah. He watched
with only mild curiosity until he
saw the fonga go on down the hill,
past the bazaar, to stop in front
of the dak bungalow.

The stranger got out, holding
his dog on a chainleash that

and sent one of his bearers scurry-
ing down the hill to open the daé
bungalow, while another went of
to find the khansama who usually
looked after it. Few travelers used
the Government of India’s rest
house at Gandapur. There were so
many lonely tea planters in the
dlstncl, only too eager to furnish
lity in h for the

flashed in the late afternoon sun.
He was traveling without servants.
Farnsworth clapped his hands
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rare pleasure of looking at a new
face, that the dak bungalow was
closed most of the time.

Frank Munsey Corp.
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The district officer waited a de-
cent interval to give the stranger a
chance to clean up, then with an
effort hoisted his massive frame
from his fan-backed chair and
went down the hill to propose a
drink and perhaps dinner. He had
scarcely walked through the cob-
webby door of the dak bungalow,
when he knew he had made a mis-

g

The stranger, bending over a
valise as he came in, slammed it
closed, straightened up instantly,
and fixed Farnsworth with a chal-
lenging stare. He still wore the
khaki shorts, white shirt, and
khaki topee in which he had ar-
rived. He was very thin, which
made him scem much taller than
he really was.

The dog came out from under
the bed to growl at Farnsworth.
It was off its leash.

“Hello. 'm Farnsworth, the D.
O. here,” said the district officer.
“I thought perhaps you'd like to
stop by the bungalow for a chota

eg.

“I don’t drink,” said the strang-
er coldly.

“Oh. Sorry.” A shadow of dis-
appointment crossed Farnsworth’s
round, pink, good-natured face.
He began to regret having left
his fan-backed chair. He noted
that the stranger did not volunteer
his own name. “If there’s anything
1 can do, Mr—"

“The tonga driver said the
Gandapur tea garden is quite near
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here,” the stranger interrupted. “Is
he right?”

“That’s the Gandapur tea gar-
den right over there,” Farnsworth
said, pointing through the door-
way. A succession of hills rolled
back from the village, each striped
with the green-and-brown plaid of
tea plants against tilled earth. “The
staff bungalows are just around
that first hill, near the factory
buildings. The tonga-walla could
have driven you right there.”

“I didn’t want him to drive me
there,” the stranger said.

“If there’s anyone in particular
you'd like to see at the garden, I'd
be glad to send over a chit for

“I'd rather you didn't,” said the
stranger.

“Yes, of course. Well. Sorry to
have troubled you.” Farnsworth
backed away awkwardly. The
stranger stared at him in silence.
The animal growled again.
“Goodnight,” said Farnsworth.

He hurried back up the hill and
had three chota pegs in quick suc-
cession.

At ten o'clock that night the dak
bungalow was afire.

Farnsworth was playing bridge
with the civil surgeon, and the
forestry officer and public works
engineer who were stopping with
the doctor. He had just bid six
spades and the civil surgeon had
doubled, when a bearer came in
with the news.
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As they hurried down the hill,
the thatched roof of the bungalow
was already a roaring torch, hurl-
ing scraps of flame against the
stars. Farnsworth pushed through

- the line of bronzed little Gurka
guards who were holding off the
crowd of open-mouthed natives.
Bearded Sikhs were working furi-
ously at the hand pumps of
Gandapur’s primitive fire brigade.
The thin streams of water had no
cffect upon the conflagration ex-
cept to add hissing clouds of steam
to the twisting column of smoke
and flame.

“There is a sahib in the bunga-
low,” Farnsworth panted as he
came up to the Sikh in charge of
the ineffectual firefighters. “A
sahib with a dog.”

“No, Huzur. The sahib with the
dog was scen to leave the bung:x-
low half an hour before the fire.”

“Are you sure?”
“Quite sure, Huzur.”

Farnsworth breathed a Slgh of
relief—just as the roof fell in. In
twenty minutes the dak bungalow
was a mass of glowing embers.
The stranger’s luggage was no
doubt part of the smouldering
mass; but he so obviously resented
any intrusion upon his privacy
that Farnsworth thought it best
to return home and play the hand
upon which he had bid a small
slam in spades.

He was set four tricks, vulner-
able.
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After the civil surgeon and his
guests had gone home, Farnsworth
sat on his verandah, sipping a
nightcap and wondering if he
could have made his contract by
finessing the queen of hearts. He
also wondered vaguely what had
set fire to the dak bungalow; a
carelessly  abandoned  cigarette,
probably—although for a moment
Farnsworth  thought he had
smelled kerosene.

He continued to sip his drink,
listening to a jackal howling. Sud-
denly he realized that he was no
longer stationed on the plains, and
that there were probably no jackals
in the Assam hills. It was a dog
howling.

Farnsworth stood up. A drop of
cold sweat trickled down his spine.
The dog was some distance away,
but its dismal howl sounded clear-
ly in the stillness of the night, ris-
ing from the depths of animal
woe. Farnsworth put an electric
torch in his pocket and went out.

He told himself that he was
merely taking a brisk walk before
going to bed. Deep inside himself,
however, he knew he was going
out to look for the howling dog.

He passed the glowing ruins of
the dak bungalow and continued
down the road toward the Ganda-
pur tea garden. The doleful lament
of the dog was louder now: a hol-
low lugubrious note that rose to a
sustained crescendo of despair and
died in a whisper.

The Gandapur tea garden was



THE DOG THAT WOULDN'T TALK

only a five-minute walk from the
village, and the homes of the per-
sonnel were a hundred yards be-
yond the entrance to the estate.
They were all dark: the manager’s
bungalow, now occupied by Dave
Bell, the proprictor, who arrived
with his blonde young wife only a
month ago; the assistant’s bunga-
low, now occupied by Manager
Frank Rowan; and the bungalow
of Henri Joubert, the factory over-
seer from Indo-China. The coolic
lines were near the factory build-
ings, another few hundred yards
further on.

When Farnsworth entered the
plantation, the dog stopped howl-
ing. He drew his flashlight, shone
it ahead of him as he walked up
the road. When he had taken
twenty steps, a furious barking be-
gan at his right. He left the road
and advanced cautiously through
the tea plants.

The savage barking increased in
fury—almost underfoot. He shone
his light downward. The luminous
circle framed the open, aggressive
jaws of the stranger's dog. The
chain leash trailed on the ground.

Beyond the dog the stranger
himself lay on his back, his lips
parted forever in a silent cry of
terror.  Without touching  him,
Farnsworth knew the stranger was
dead. The haft of a knife protrud-
ed from the crimson bosom of his
shirt.

The dog continued to-bark.
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Lights went on in Dave Bell’s
bungalow. A screen door slammed
and Bell appeared on the verandah
steps, a rainceat over his pajamas.
He held a flashlight in one hand
and a revolver in the other.

“Don’t shoot, Dave. It’s Farns-
worth,” the district officer called
in a shaky voice. “Come here.”

Dave Bell hurried down the
road in his slippers. He was a
handsome, well-built man with a
boyish face that belied his thirty-
five years. “What's up?” he de-
manded. “That damned dog’s been
keeping us awake for an hour. Is
it your— Good Lord, who’s that?”

“That’s what 1 was going to ask
you,” said Farnsworth.

“Never saw him before in my
life.” Bell came as close to the dead
man as the dog would permit.

“He came in on the mail tonga
this evening,” Farnsworth ex-
plained. “I saw him for a minute
at the dak bungalow. He asked the
way to your place. I thought you
knew him.”

“Maybe he was a friend of
Rowan’s.”

“Couldn’t have been much of a
friend,” Farnsworth said, looking
at the knife haft. “The bungalow
burned down just after he left it
tonight. Didn’t you see the flames
from your place?”

“We went to bed early,” Bell
said. “How—"

A scream cut him short—a
shrill, chilling cry of terror. Both
men whirled. The two flashlights
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converged on the white, tense face
of the blonde Mrs. Bell. She
gripped a dressing gown of pea-
cock blue silk closely about her
shapely young body. Her hand
trembled violently, and her blue
eyes were round and staring.
Farnsworth had never seen her
without makeup before. He
couldn’t help noting that even un-
adorned, even on the verge of
hysterics, she was still beautiful
in an elemental, sensuous way.
“Don’t look, Mrs. Bell,” Farns-
worth said.
“I—I've seen. What happened?”
Mrs. Bell spoke with difficulty.
“Nothing. An accident. Go back
to bed, Linda,” Bell ordered.
“He was stabbed. Who killed
him?” Her voice faltered, as if
she was afraid to hear the answer.
“We don’t know. Do run along,
Linda. Please,” Bell pleaded.
“Did you ever see him before,
Mrs. Bell?” Farnsworth asked.
Linda Bell shook her head until
her blonde ringlets quivered. She
did not look at Farnsworth, but
stared at her husband with some
strange fear in her eyes. She
swayed slightly. The district of-
ficer had a sudden feeling that her
terror was not merely the reaction
of a woman to murder in her front
yard; it was a deep dread, a per-
sonal shock that had wrenched her
very soul.
“Here’s Rowan,” Bell
“Maybe he knows the man.”
The manager of the tea gardens,

said.

KEYHOLE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

a well-muscled redhead with big
cars, came loping down the road
ahcad of Joubert, the factory man.
He, too, denicd knowing the
stranger.

“The poor chap’s done for, who-
ever he is,” Rowan said. “Friend
of yours, Joubert?”

Joubert lazily sauntered up to
look at the corpse. He was a
round, oily man, with a paunch
that bulged over the belt of the
ragged shorts which were his only
garment. He peered through nar-
row, dark slits of eyes that had
something of Asia in them. He
shrugged.

“No,” said Joubert. He turned
away and slouched back toward
his bungalow, shaking his head as
if to say that he resented being
disturbed for such trifles.

The excitable dog had stopped.
barking, but it still snarled mena-
ces whenever anyone approached
its dead master. Its eyes were green
in the light of the pocket lamps.

“What are we going to do about
that dog?” Farnsworth asked.

“Better shoot him,” Rowan said.
“It’s easy to see he’s a one-man
dog. He won’t let anybody else
touch him.”

“He’s a finelooking animal,”
Bell declared. “Be a shame to de-
stroy him. T'll try to handle him.”

“Good,” said Farnsworth. “Then
Tll make arrangements to have
the gentleman removed right
away. T'll see you all later to ask
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the usual questions.”

... The first thing that the dis-
trict officer did when he returned
to the village was to get the tele-
graph operator out of bed, to open
a line to Gauhati so he could send
a message to the deputy police
commissioner. While Farnsworth
represented full police authority at
Gandapur, he saw he was going to
need help on this case.

He was worried—or as nearly
worried as possible for the most
easy-going D. O. in the Indian
Civil Service. This was the sec-
ond mysterious death in Gandapur
in a month.

Just a month ago, on the day
that Dave and Linda Bell came to
Gandapur, a young tea planter
named Green was found dead
with a bullet in his head and a
gun in his hand. Green had been
assistant to Rowan, who told
Farnsworth that the boy was terri-
bly homesick and probably killed
himself while half-crazy with
loneliness.

Farnsworth had believed the
story; although Green left no
suicide note, it was quite possible
that loneliness had affected his
mind. Farnsworth knew that lone-
liness did strange things to tea
planters. Some tried to escape in
drink; plenty quit; and once in a
while some youngster would go
balmy.

The strange events of tonight,
however, made Farnsworth think
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he had been perhaps too gullible.
Two deaths on the same estate
within a month might be a coin-
cidence; again they might not.
And the fact that Green had died
on the day the Bells arrived,
coupled with Mrs. Bell’s complete
terror at the death of the mysteri-
ous stranger—she had not been at
all upset over Green’s death—de-
cided Farnsworth to seck the help
of a more expert investigator than
he.

Late the next afternoon an offi-
cial-looking motor car stopped in
front of the district officer’s bunga-
low. A dynamic little man in
white ducks, black alpaca coat, and
khaki sun helmet sprang out and
went up the steps with quick, de-
termined strides.

“You're Farnsworth, of course,”
he said, when the district officer
greeted him. “I'm Prike of the °
C.LD”

“Indeed. You're more than wel-
come,  Inspector.” Farnsworth
beamed. He knew Inspector Leo-
nidas Prike by reputation. The
deputy commissioner must have
been impressed by last night’s tele-
gram to have sent the Criminal In-
vestigation Department’s ace de-
tective. “I hardly hoped to meet
you in this forsaken corner of the
Assam hills, Inspector.”

Prike removed his topee from
an amazingly bald head. “I was
en route to Shillong for a short
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holiday,” he said. “The burra sahib
suggested 1 might break my jour-
ney and your murder case at the
same time. Tell me about it.”

“Certainly. You'll have a chota
peg first?”

“Brandy, if you don’t mind.”

Farnsworth clapped his hands
and gave orders to the red-tur-
baned bearer who appeared.

As the district officer began his
story of the arrival of the stranger,
Inspector Prike listened with the
abstract attention of a mild-man-
nered scholar. But when Farns-
worth told of Linda Bell’s reac-
tions to the discovery of the stran-
ger’s body, and of the coincidental
death of the young planter on the
day the Bells arrived in Gandapur
—then a cold, hard glint came into
Prike’s stecl-gray eyes, and the
muscles of his strong jaw tight-
ened in sharp, resolute lines.

“You found no marks of iden-
tification whatever, Mr. Farns-
worth?” he demanded.

“None. There was nothing on
the body or in the clothing he
wore. The rest was destroyed in
the dak bungalow fire.”

“Deliberately, of course.” Prike
sipped his brandy. “We'll make
photos of the corpse and ultimate-
ly our men will run down the
man’s identity. If possible, how-
ever, I should like very much to
clean up the case in a day or two,
so I can get along with my holi-
day. Have you the weapon?”
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“Right here,” said Farnsworth.

Inspector Prike put down his
brandy and took the knife. He
glanced at it casually, then screwed
a jeweler’s glass into one eye and
examined it again. “Made in Hai-
phong,” he said. “Is there any
Tonkinese labor at the tea gar-
den?”

“Joubert, the overseer of the fac-
tory, comes from French Indo-
China. Matter of fact, I wouldn’t
be surprised if he is part Tonki-
nese. He certainly seems to have
a touch of the tarbrush. I say,
that's important, isn’t it, Inspec-
tor?” ~
“Possibly,” said Prike. The glint
faded from his eyes. He stood up,
fondled his brandy glass, and
stared out at the woolly pattern the
tea plantation made on the hills.
For a long moment he was lost in
thought.

“Too bad the only eye-witness
was a dog,” Farnsworth said. “You
could leave for Shillong in ten
minutes if the dead man’s dog
could talk.”

Inspector Prike turned abruptly.
“Perhaps we can get the dog to
talk,” he said.

Farnsworth started to laugh, but
checked himself when he saw that
the inspector was not joking.

Before he could say anything, he
saw the red-headed Frank Rowan
getting off his bicycle in front of
the bungalow. Rowan ran up the
steps, calling excitedly: “Mr. Bell
wants you to come right over, Mr.
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Farnsworth. Something—Sorry. I
didn’t know you were busy.”

“Inspector, this is Rowan, man-
ager of the tea garden,” said the
district officer. “Rowan, meet In-
spector Prike of the C. I. D.”

“You're just in time, Inspector,”
Rowan panted. “Joubert is gone.”

“Gone?” Farnsworth glanced
triumphantly at Prike, and nodded
toward the factm'y overseer ’s knife.
“Where did he go?

“Nobody Ynows. Nobody saw
him leave. He stole a rifle out of
my bungalow and disappeared.”

“That’s an admission of guilt,
isn’t it, Inspector?” Farnsworth
asked.

Prike reached for his tonee. “I
suggest we drive over and have a
few words with that dog,” he said.

Rowan held his bicycle on the
funning board of Prike’s car as
they drove through the thickening
dusk toward the Bell planzation.
Prike, ng next to the redhead,
asked him:

“What part of Austnlm are you
from, Mr. Rowan?”

Rowan grinned. “You caught
the accent 'Il n«lu, Inspector. I'm
from Meibourne.”

“And how long have you been

manager at Gandapur tea gar-
den?”

“About five years,” Rowan re-
plied.

“Five years without a break?”
“Right. Except for a yearly holi-
day, Mr. Rowan?”
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“Where do you go for your
holiday?”

“Calcutta, usually. Last year I
went to Singapore.”

“And the missing overseer—Mr.
Joubert, is it—how long has he
been working with you?”

“About four years. He came the
year after 1 did,” Rowan said.

“From Indo-China?”

“Yes. He always said he was
from Haiphong.”

“Do you know if he’s ever been
back there on holiday?”

Rowan laughed. “He never ar-
rived anywhere on holiday,” he
said. “Joubert always started out
for Calcutta, but the farthest he
ever got was Dacca. He usuaily
woke up broke and sober in Gau-
hati.”

Prike nodded. The car pulled
up in front of the Bell bungalow.
Dave Bell came down the steps to
greet them, his usual boyish good
nature clouded by worry. Linda
Bell remained on the verandah,
standing beside a lamp. She re-
ceived the men with a cosmetic
smile.

Farnsworth thought she was
more lovely and less panicky than
she had been the night before, yet
she was still obviously upset. Her
lips trembled as she said: “I hope
you've sent your constables look-
ing for Joubert, Mr. Farnsworth.”

“Inspector Prike is taking over,
Mrs. Bell.”

“We'll all join in the hunt”
Rowan said. “Just tell us what you
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want us to do.”

“I suppose we'd best wait until
morning, since the man is armed,”
Bell said.

“Before organizing a hunt,” said
Inspector Prike, “it is always good
to know exactly what is to be
hunted. I should like to talk to the
dead man’s dog, Mr. Bell.”

“Oh, the dog. He's been raising
a frightful row all day,” Mrs. Bell
volunteered.

“He’s in the lumber room,” Bell
said. “This way, Inspector.”

Prike and Farnsworth followed
Dave Bell to a small room at the
back of the bungalow. Mrs. Bell
held a lamp above her head as
Prike opened a door. An outburst
of savage sound and a baring of
fangs greeted him.

“Stop it, boy,” Prike called. “Be
a good dog. Lic down now, old
chap. Good dog.”

“Kutta, kutta kutta.” Prike tried
the vernacular. “Idhar ao, kutta-ji.
Imba kutta”

The barking increased in fury.

“He doesn’t understand Hindu-
stani,” Bell said. We ve been try-
ing it on him all day.

Prike next spoke to the dog in
Tamil, Punjabi, and Pushtu. The
dog showed no recognition of any
of the Indian dialects. He tried
French; the dog only barked the
louder.

The inspector returned to the
front of the house, frowning.
“How long has Joubert been miss-
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ing, Mr. Bell?” he asked.

“He probably left during the
mght," Bell said.

y did you not notify Mr.
Farnsworth carlier?”

“Well, we werent sure...”
Bell sat down uneasily.

“I told Mr. Bell at noon that I
hadn’t seen him around this morn-
ing,” Rowan volunteered. “But
that’s not unusual. Joubert some-
times went on solitary drunks. It
was only when I found this after-
noon that he'd taken my rifle
from my bungalow that we
thought something was wrong.”

“I see.” Prike turned to Bell.
“How long have you owned this
estate, Mr. Bell?” he asked casual-
y.

Bell squirmed. “Well, it's not
exactly mine,” he admitted. “The
title is in my wife’s name. Linda
inherited the plantation from her
brother who died in Calcutta three
years ago.”

“This was before your marriage
to Mrs. Bell?”

“After. We were married in
Bombay four years ago.”

“And this is your first visit to
Gandapur?”

“Yes. We'd never been in east-
ern India before.” Bell looked at
his wife. “The plantation hasn’t
been doing very well the last two
years; and when we actually lost
money last year, we thought we'd
better come up and sec if we
couldn’t pull our chestnuts out of
the fire. Our tea, rather.”
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“And are you succeeding, Mr.
Bell?”

“Well, 'm not much of a tea
planter myself,” Bell said. “But
Rowan, my manager, scems to
think the soil may be playcd out.
‘What about it, Rowan?”

“We haven’t been getting a very
good grade of leaf,” Rowan said.
“I told Mr. Bell that perhaps we'd
better wait until after the third
picking and then have the soil
analyzed. We—"

Linda Bell screamed. She was
standing near the door, staring
across the verandah with wide-
eyed dismay.

Chairs scraped the floor as the
four men sprang up. Farnsworth
turned to follow her gaze. Several
hundred yards away he saw long
tongues of flame licking at the
darkness.

“Another fire!” Linda wailed.

“The tea factory!” Bell ex-
claimed, starting for the door.
“You stay here, Linda.”

“No, no!” Linda seemed to
grow suddenly older as she gave
her blonde head a terrified shake.
“Not alone. I—T'd die!”

She joined the men already go-
ing down the verandah steps.

One end of the tea factory was
blazing furiously. Men and wom-
en were streaming from the coolie
lines nearby. The reflection of the
fire gleamed on their black Tamil
faces, flashed on the gold jewelry
in the ears and noses of the wom-
en tea-pickers.
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While Bell and Rowan began
organizing a bucket brigade, In-
spector  Prike  marched straight
into the smoke-filled gloom of the
sorting and grading sheds, which
had not yet caught fire.

“I say, Inspector.” Farnsworth
ran after him. “Isn’t this danger-
ous, Inspector? Those corrugated-
iron roofs—"

“They won'’t fall on us for at
least half an hour,” said Prike,
glancing casually upward. “There
is an obvious connection between
arson and homicide in this case of
yours, Mr. Farnsworth, and if
there is a possibility of discovering
any evidence in the few minutes
still left to us—"

The inspector stopped to scoop
up a handful of fragrant leaves
from the withering trays. He
smelled them, examined them
carefully by the lurid flicker of
the crackling flames.

Farnsworth coughed and tied
his handkerchief about his face
as he followed Prike through the
acrid haze. The inspector was
quite deliberate as he walked
through the rolling and ferment-
ing rooms, taking his time to run
his fingers through the half-proc-
essed tea whenever he found any.
He scemed even intent on going in
for a look at the firing ovens, al-
though the blaze, which had ob-
viously started at that end of the
factory, was fiercest there. A flam-
ing timber fell across the doorway,



124

however, before he reached it.

“Inspector—don’t  you  think
we've seen enough?” Farnsworth
coughed, as Prike seemed to be
considering means of surmount-
ing the new hazard.

“No,” Prike replied, “but I'm
afraid we've scen all we possibly
can. Do you know which is Jou-
bert’s bungalow?”

“Yes” Farnsworth groped
through the smoke for Prike’s
arm.

“Then take me there, while Bell
is still busy with his fire.”

Farnsworth lost no time in get-
ting out of the factory. He filled
his lungs with fresh air, shook his
head violently as if trying to get
the roar of the flames out of his
cars.

“This way,” he said.

They pushed through the lines
of Tamils passing buckets, and
stepped over the pitifully inade-
quate hose of the Gandapur fire
brigade which was just getting
into action. They did not see either
the Bells or Rowan.

Farnsworth led the way to Jou-
bert’s bungalow and climbed the
steps. He tried the door. It was
unlocked. He pushed it open—
and immediately stepped back into
Inspector Prike’s arms. Two huge
luminous eyes were staring at him
from the darkness.

The ghostly, greenish blobs of
phosphorescence shimmered from
above eye level. The unearthly
animal, whatever it was, must be
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of tremendous size.

Inspector Prike’s pocket lamp
flung its cone of light into the
darkness and the shining cyes dis-
appeared. In their place was a glass
jar on a shelf. The jar contained
two lumps of some waxy, translu-
cent substance immersed in a
colorless liquid. A second bottle
stood next to the jar.

Prike pushed Farnsworth aside

and walked quickly to the shelf.
He removed the cork from the
bottle. A strong odor of rotten
eggs immediately permeated the
room.
Prike grunted with satisfaction.
“Here is the explanation of your
two fires,” he said. “Phosphorus
and carbon disulfide. The arsonist
dissolved one in the other. When
the carbon disulfide evaporated,
the phosphorus burst into flame
spontaneously. By the time the
evaporation was complete, the ar-
sonist was far away.”

“But I thought I smelled kero-
sene at the dak bungalow last
night,” Farnsworth said.

“Probably you did. It could have
been poured from a lamp, to help
spread the fire quickly after the
spontaneous combustion of the
phosphorus.”

“But why did Joubert set fire
to the tea factory?” Farnsworth
asked.

Prike replaced the cork in the
bottle of carbon disulfide. “That
is something we must discover,”
he said.
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He lighted a lamp and carefully
went through the three-room
bungalow. He found nothing to
interest him until he came to a
pair of heavy shoes under an un-
made bed. The shoes were caked
with clay of a peculiar yellow
color.

“Do you know any place in the
vicinity where mud of this color
might be found, Mr. Farns-
worth?” Prike asked.

Farnsworth did not know. He
had never noticed the color of the
soil about Gandapur. “We shall
have to wait for daylight to make
certain,” Prike said, “although my
impression is that the soil of the
plantation is sandy, darker, and
not at all yellow.” He probed the
muddy crust with his finger. It
was damp and soft underneath.

Suddenly he straightened up.
An ominous sound beat upon the
air. Farnsworth looked quickly at
Prike and saw in the lamplight
that the detective’s jaw muscles
were taut, his whole body rigid.

The sound came again: a sharp
explosion that rolled off the hill-
side in a decp-throated echo.

Before Farnsworth could say,
“Pistol shots?” the detective was
already on his way out of Joubert’s
bungalow, running away from the
dying fire of the tea factory, to-
ward the bungalow of Dave Bell;
and Farnsworth loped after him.

Linda Bell was standing on the
verandah, a kerosene lamp in her
hand. She was deathly pale, and
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trembling from head to foot. Prike
took the lamp from her quaking
grasp and put it on the table.

“Well?” he demanded.

“I just got here,” she whispered.
“I heard the shots. They seemed to
come from out back.”

Frank Rowan came charging up
the verandah steps, followed from
another direction by Dave Bell.

“What happened?” Rowan de-
manded.

Prike looked puzzled for an in-
stant. Then, “The dog!” he ex-
claimed. He whipped out his auto-
matic. “Bring the light, Mr. Farns-
worth.”

The district officer followed
Prike to the back of the house. He
held the lamp above his head as
Prike opened the door to the lum-
ber room. The night wind blew
through a shattered  window.
There were . fresh blood stains
among the broken glass on the
floor. The dog was gone.

All eyes were on Inspector
Prike as he looked at the broken
window, examined the shattered
glass. He did not tarry long.
Thoughtfully he returned to the
livingroom. Farnsworth, Rowan,
Dave and Linda Bell followed
him. None spoke as the little de-
tective paced the floor in silence.

Suddenly Prike stopped in front
of the fireplace—winter evenings
are cool in the Assam hills—bent
down, and ran his fingers through
a small pile of nshes in the grate.
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Farnsworth saw him pick out a
few unburned scraps of paper—
one of them the corner of an en-
velope with a tiny fragment of
postage stamp on it—and drop
them again. He straightened up,
brushing his fingers against the
palm of his other hand.

“Who has been burning paper
here, Mrs. Bell?” he asked.

“I'm sure I don’t know,” Linda
replied. She did not look at Prike.

“The ashes were not here earlier
in the evening,” Prike said quietly.
His keen eyes scanned the faces
about him. No one spoke. “Come,
Mr. Farnsworth,” he said after a
tense pause. “I think I shall retire
for a few hours’ sleep before re-
suming work tomorrow.”

“Aren’t you going to hunt for
Joubert, Inspector?” Bell protested.
“Evidently he’s still in the neigh-

rhood.”

Prike’s eyebrows raised slightly.
“Is he?” he countered.

“I won't sleep tonight, knowing
he’s still about.” Linda Bell shud-
dered.

“He’s about, all right,” Rowan
said. “He did for the dog.”

“I'm not certain Joubert has
anything to do with the dog’s dis-
appearance,” Prike said, looking
squarely at Mrs. Bell. “The dog
did not understand French. Good-
night, everyone.”

Inspector Prike was up before
dawn. Daylight was just begin-
ning to gray the East when Farns-
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worth heard him stirring. The dis-
trict officer bathed and dressed
quickly. He barely had time for a
cup of tea before joining the in-
spector. They drove directly to the
plantation.

They found the animal just as
the sun was coming up over the
hills. It was lying among the tea
plants, not far from the road, a
few yards from the spot where its
master had been murdered. It was
covered with dried blood from a
long gash that split one shoulder
and furrowed its flank.

As Prike bent over it, however,
the dog lifted its head, bared its
fangs and snarled savagely. It tried
to get up, but sank back weakly on
its haunches.

Suddenly a curious look came
into Prike’s steel-gray eyes. He
addressed the dog in Malay. “Mari
sini, anjing,” he said sofely.

The animal stopped growling
and pricked up its ears.

“Bai’ anjing,” Prike continued.
“Branji anjing.”

The dog wagged its tail feebly.

Prike picked the dog up in his
arms, passed it to Farnsworth.
“Take it to the Bell Bungalow and
have Mrs. Bell bandage its
wounds,” he said.
thought, don’t. Jump in my car
and take the dog to your own
place. Do you know Malay?”

“No

“Then just say ‘bai’ anjing’ from
time to time. That means ‘good
dog.’ Have the pup bandaged, and
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post someone to stand guard. We
must save our only witness. Luck-
ily the person who shot him last
night was an atrocious marksman.
You'll find me on the plantation.”

Farnsworth  followed instruc-
tions. When he drove back to the
plantation from the village, he left
the car opposite the still-smoking
ruins of the tea factory. Then he
asked several tea pickers which
way the inspector had gone, and
set out across the garden.

He had walked for hours, it
seemed to him, without catching
sight of his man. He was puffing
badly by the time he had trudged
to the northernmost limit of the
plantation and found himself fac-
ing a wall of jungle.

“Inspector Prike!” he called.

There was no answer. He hur-
ried along the edge of the forest,
stopping every few minutes to call
again, hearing only the deafening
hum of cicadas in reply.

“Inspector Prike!”

“Hello, Mr. Farnsworth.” Prike
emerged from the undergrowth,
his white trousers muddy, his al-
paca jacket torn, his khaki topee
decorated  with ~ wet, clinging
leaves. “I've just been following an
outcropping of rock. I wanted to
make sure it was crystalline lime-
stone.”

“Really?” Farnsworth blinked
his bewilderment.

“You probably think I've gone
mad,” Prike said, “but you must
admit that establishing a motive is
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sometimes quite useful in a mur-
der investigation. I believe we're
getting somewhere, Mr. Farns-
worth.”

“Are we, indeed? Where, In-
spector?”

“Look at this, Mr. Farnsworth.”
Prike led the way to a narrow pit
that had been dug into the planta-
tion, near the edge of the under-
growth. It was only about two feet
deep, but it extended for a con-
siderable distance. The soil was of
a peculiar yellowish color—like
the mud that had caked the shoes
under Joubert’s bed. “They’re all
over the place, these pits,” Prike
continued. “I noticed one half a
mile back. There’s another right
over here.”

Prike stooped to pick up a hand-
ful of the yellow-brown clay. He
held it out, asking: “Mr. Farns-
worth, wouldn’t you say this
might be byon?”

“Byon?”

“That's what they call ruby
earth in Burma. And the Mogok
ruby fields are surrounded by crys-
talline limestone formation. Shall
we go back now?”

Farnsworth had longer legs than
the inspector, but he also had a
longer waistline, and he had some
difficulty keeping up. When they
had walked for half an hour be-
tween the rows of tea plants, Prike
stopped to let him catch up.
Breaking off the end of a slim
branch, he held it out and asked:
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“What do you make of this,
Farnsworth?”

Farnsworth said, “I'm new to
the tea country.”

“Look at the end leaves,” Prike
insisted.

Farnsworth looked. He saw only
leaves.

“You will notice,” Prike con-
tinued, “that the white terminal
buds—the buds which yield the
flowery pekoe if picked while the
down is still on the young leaves
—have been allowed to open and
develop.”

“Have they, Inspector?” Farns-
worth tried to register intelligent
surprise.

“They have. And as a conse-
quence the next picking is going
to yield considerably more sou-
chong than pekoe.”

Prike was off again, saying, no
more until he had reached the
Bell bungalow. He went directly
to Linda Bell, who was having her
morning tea on the verandah.

“The time has come, Mrs. Bell,”
he said crisply, “for you to tell me
the truth.”

Linda put down her cup. “I've
told you everything.”

“The animal was not killed last
night, Mrs. Bell. And he does
speak Malay.”

Linda’s lips parted but she said
nothing. —

“The letter which was burned in
the grate last night,” Prike went
on, “bore a Straits Settlement
stamp; it was probably mailed
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from cither Singapore or Penang.
Since the dog obviously comes
from somewhere in Malaya, I am
assuming that his dead master also
came from there. Am I also to as-
sume that Mr. Bell burned that
letter to conceal the fact that he
corresponded with the murdered
man?”

“Dave didn’t burn that letter!”
Linda Bell sat up very straight. “I

id”

“Then you knew the man?”

“Yes.” Linda’s voice was barely
audible. “His name was Hugh
Walter.”

“Why didn’t you say so last
night?”

Linda took a deep breath and
looked Inspector Prike squarely in
the eyes. “Because I knew that
Dave would be suspected of kill-
ing him—although Dave never
saw the man in his life.”

“That doesn’t make sense, Mrs.
Bell.”

“Oh, but it does. Dave has al-
ways been terribly jealous of Hugh
‘Walter. He knows I nearly mar-
ried Hugh once—when 1 thought
I was in love with him. Hugh was
a friend of my brother’s, and he
once owned an interest in Ganda-
pur tea garden. My brother bought
him out several years before he
died. Hugh left Bombay to go to
Singapore—to get rich, he said.
He did, too, but while he was gone
1 married Dave.

“Hugh had written me regular-
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ly ever since, saying he was going
to take me away from Dave. I've
never answered, never scen him
since, but just the other day he
wrote that he knew the plantation
was in trouble, and that he was
coming up to buy it—for my sake.
That was the letter I burned.

“Until I saw him lying dead, I
didn’t know he was in Gandapur.
I swear it. But I was panicky,
naturally, because Dave had al-
ways threatened to kill Hugh if
he ever showed up. I—"

She stopped. Dave Bell was com-
ing up the steps.

“Morning, Inspector,” he said.
“Any trace of Joubert?”

“I think we shall find Mr. Jou-
bert later today,” Prike said, “just
as soon as the corrugated iron roof
cools off enough so that we may
lift it off the embers of the tea
factory.”

“Good Lord!” Bell exclaimed.
“You don’t think Joubert is
dead?”

“I'm convinced of it,” Prike said,
grasping the back of a chair. “I—"

“Up with your hands! All of
you.”

The red-headed Rowan stood in
the doorway, whitefaced, grim-
lipped, a gun in each hand. He
had come through from the back
of the house.

Prike was the first to raise his
hands—flinging the chair across
the verandah into Rowan’s face.

Rowan’s two guns exploded.

129

The verandah was loud with
shouts, screams, and the roar of
gunfire. Before the echoes had
died away, Rowan was on the
floor, and Prike was astride him,
with a tight body scissors about
his middle. Farnsworth disarmed

im.

Prike stripped Rowan’s shirt
from his back, and jerked a small
chamois bag from the string
around his waist.

“Keep the gun on him, please,
Mr. Farnsworth,” said Prike as he
got up. “He’s your man from now
on. I suggest you ask him why he
killed Joubert.”

“I've got nothing to say,” Row-
an declared sullenly.

“Im not sure whether Joubert
objected to having his knife used
in a murder, or whether he had
been too curious about the ruby-
carth at the far edge of the planta-
tion. I would appreciate your cor-
recting me, Mr. Rowan, as there
are several points on which I am
forced to guess. You know of
course, Mr. Bell, that your mana-
ger has been deliberately depress-
ing the value of your tea crops?”

“Rowan? How—"

" “By sending the pickers out too
late, after the higher-priced leaf
had already grown into lower-
grade tea. By making the planta-
tion seem unprofitable; he hoped
you would be willing to sell it
cheap.”

“But why?” Bell asked.

Prike tossed over the chamois
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bag. Bell opened it. Half a dozen
dull-red hexagonal crystals ran
into his hand.

“Because  he has discovered
rubies on your plantation. And
while he could steal a few as a
sideline to managing your estate,
rubies are mined in India under
Government license, and it might
prove difficult to sell stones on
which royalties had not been paid.
Thercfore Mr Rowan went to
Singapore on his last holiday to
see a gentleman formerly connect-
ed with this plantation. Since this
gentleman has become rich in the
interim, I assume he was to fur-
nish the capital for buying the tea
garden when its present owner
had been convinced that it was a
liability. His name was Walter.”

“Walter?” Dave Bell stared at
his wife. “Was the dead man
Hugh Walter?”

“Mrs. Bell, I wonder if T could
trouble you for a double brandy,”
Prike said quickly.

When Linda Bell left the veran-
dah, Prike went on: “I can’t say
exactly what caused the thieves to
fall out when Walter reached
Gandapur the other night. But it
is a safe guess to say that Rowan
killed him over a matter of greed.”

“He asked for it.” Rowan spoke
at last. “He wanted to freeze me
out.”

“Or vice versa,” Prike suggest-
ed. “You might very well have
decided to hog the whole business,
Mr. Rowan—oparticularly if Walter
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arrived here with the purchase
price in his pocket. Make a note of
that when you search Rowan’s
bungalow, Mr. Farnsworth.

“You are a cold-blooded indi-
vidual, Mr. Rowan. Your murder
of Walter was carefully premedi-
tated. You stole Joubert’s knife
for the purpose well in advance.
You planted the phosphorus in
Joubert’s bungalow to tie up with
the two fires. But you really
should not have left Joubert’s
shoes, still caked with ruby-earth,
where a curious investigator might
find them. No doubt you were
made bold by the ease with which
you escaped detection for the mur-
der of young Mr. Green.”

“Green shot himself,” Rowan
protested.

“I rather think you killed him
because of something he was about
to reveal to Mr. Bell. It is quite
likely that he had discovered the
method by which you were caus-
ing a first-rate plantation to pro-
duce low-grade tea. That, however,
is beside the point. The punish-
ment for one murder is the same
as for three.... This is excellent
brandy, Mrs. Bell. Thank you.”

Prike drained his glass, then
said: “I think we ought to see how
the dog is getting on, Mr. Farns-
worth. T would like to take him a
large, juicy steak. I might not have
remembered that Mr. Rowan was
in Singapore for his holiday if the
dog had not understood Malay.”
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You're in for a SHOCK

when you buy this new magazine of
harrowing, hair-raising, horrifying
fiction.

n SHOCK

there will be no holds barred,
nothing sacred, no one spared.

irs SHOCK

Look for it. Ask for it. Plead for it.
If your blood pressure is low, you’ll

want SHQOQCK ™maGazINE.
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WHY

was a crumpled picture of Elvis

Presley found in the dead g
hand?

SHE loved Elvis as a singer —
but so do millions of other girls.

WHY

was this picture
so important that
a man had to
murder to get it?
Of course, Elvis
had nothing to
do with the case
— but he was the
most important
man in her life.

The real question was:
Who was the man in her death?

FOR THE ANSWER,
READ THIS ISSUE
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