























out, and he fell all over himself
with gratitude. “You just about
saved my life,” he said. “I was all
in. I don’t know how far 1 walked.
Must be below zero outside.”

“I know. The radio’s been warn-
ing people not to go out.”

“And you think I was fool
enough to try, and now I'm on
your hands.” He stood up and
peeled off his overcoat. “I'd like to
apologize for being such a nuis-
ance. Will you forgive me?”

She didn't answer, because she

was staring at the coat. It was.

Wes’s; she recognized the lining
she’d sewed in last month. Then
she looked down at the bag and
that, too, was Wes'’s.

“Something the matter?” Sam
asked.

“No, no. I thought—when you
first came in, I thought vou were
my husband.”

“Sorry to disappoint you,” he
said. “But I guess nobody’s Gomg
to get through in this storm.’

“How did you manage?”

“Car. But it broke down, went
off the road, and that was it.”

“And the bag? Why did you
bother taking a bag?”

“This?” he said, pointing.

“Yes. It looks like my husband’s.”

“Oh.” It hit him then. Naturally
Wes would have been heading for
home. And Wes had almost made
it, and a blind, crazy fate had
brought Sam here, to Wes’s wife.
Sam said slowly, “Then 1 guess
you know what’s in it.”

$50,000 puzzLE

She didn’t, and his remark made
no sense to her. She said, “You’re
wearing his coat.”

It was a matter of fact state-
ment, and she made it without
emotion. But the way she stood
there, clean, pure, strong in the
way a virtuous woman can be strong
—something about her demanded
a completely honest answer.

Sam said gently, “I'm afraid your
husband is dead.”

“Oh!” she said.

She told me that she was stunned,
but in a curious manner. She felt
much the same as when she read
a particularly tragic item in the
paper. She was sorry, but people
die, and the Wes who had been
her husband had died this morn-
ing, when she’d decided to leave
him. I think her real shock came
from seeing Sam as a murderer.

After a moment, she turned
around and ran to the phone.

Stupid?  Certainly the police
couldn’t get to her home, she wasn’t
the hysterical, grief-stricken widow,
and she had every reason in the
world to conceal her suspicions.
What she was doing, on impulse,
was to provoke a crisis and force
Sam into a role of guilt.

Sam rushed past her, grabbing |
the phone and yanking it from
its wires. And in his fury, he al-
most knocked her down. She
stumbled back, grabbed a chair and
sat down in it with a jolt.

“What were you trying to do?”
he demanded. “Call the police?”
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pockets. Stephen had stopped too,
held his breath, and then was fol-
lowing again, down to the avenue.
He stopped on the corner, watched
Muldoon hurry along the avenue.

When Muldoon turned into
where the high wild hedges were,
Stephen began running. He ran
past the empty lots and cut around
the hedges toward the side of the
house. He stared at the house, his
heart thumping. He waded through
the weeds and stole up to a win-

dow. He pecred into the empty-

house. He had ncver been inside.
The sign warned against going in-
side. The sign was the law, grim
and baneful and implacable. He
heard Muldoon upstairs, could hear
him walking on the crackling floor.
He became very excited, his hands
grabbing the window sill. And
then he heard Muldoon coming
down the stairs, coming quietly. He
sank into the weeds, lay there wait-
ing to be discovered and thrashed.
He shut his eyes. And then the
scunds stopped. He opened his
eyes and through the weeds he saw
Muldoon passing on the other side
of the hedges, fragments of Mul-
doon walking and walking inter-
minably, and then gone. He felt
the weight lift from him and he
picked up his head. He got up,
looked into the house again and
then climbed in through the win-
dow. He tiptoed through the empty
room, the floors groaning. He came
into a still, barren hallway. There
was a staircase. He looked up,

THE LAST GOURMAND

tcuching the bannister. Muldoon
was up theve before he came down,
he thought, his foot lifting to the
bottom step, his eyes staring wide
as he climbed the stairs.

He stood at the hcad of the
stairs, leaning forward, listening,
kis eyes roving from room to room.
All the rooms were empty, the
doors hanging back. He began go-
ing into the rooms, gazing mutely
at each blank paintless wall, his
eyes dumbly struck and astonished,
his mouth agape, as if this were a
place of sacred and inviolable cerc-
monies, He stared at the drab
radiator in the corner of one of the
rooms. He stared at it for almost
five minutes before he went toward
it. He stood over it, hovering, look-
ing down at the lumpy handker-
chief that had been stuffed between
the pipes. Muldoon did it, he
thought gravcly. He dropped his
hand down between the pipes and
touched the handkerchief and pulled
it up. He opened it and the money
unfolded.

The moncy lay in his flat, steady,
dumbstruck hand, beneath his
amazed, pecring eyes. He closed
his hand then, making a fist over
the handkerchief and the money.
He left the room and went down
the stairs, carrying the clenched fist
in his pocket. He stopped before
the front door. Muldoon will come
back, he thought. There was a
back way out, he knew, that came
up from the cellar. He went down
the hall, found the cellar door avnd
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some-looking girl whowears middy
blouses and takes piano lessons
with Ruby’s father, and she’d be
just horrified if she knew the truth.

Sometimes, Ruby would invite
me up to Dorothy’s apartment on
76th Street, when they would just
be sitting around and talking and
drinking coffce. I was usually pretty
uncomfortable around them. That
smoochy stuff kind of embarrassed
me, but more than that, I was al-
ways fearful that Ruby would

somehow give away our lurid past. |

But the day that Ruby and Dorothy
had The Fight was the worst.

It was a Friday night in March,
and Ruby was broke, so we went
up to Dorothy’s place just to sit
around. Ruby’s giant criminal brain
had been dormant for almost a
month, and I was relieved that he
hadn’t involved me in any more
dastardly schemes. For one thing,
Ruby had just taken a new job with
a firm of accountants, and the
income-tax scason was keeping him
hopping. But I knew the quiet was
only temporary; I had long ago
given up hope for Ruby’s reform.

Anyway, we were eating strudel
and drinking coffee and talking
about movie stars, when the argu-
ment started. It seemed that Dor-
othy was cuckoo about Van
Johnson, and Ruby wasn’t. Then
Dorothy said something about a
guy named Buckholtz, and Ruby’s
narrow little face got all tense, and
his skin got so red that the freckles
stood out like polka dots. It seems

THE LOVE SONG OF RUBY MARTINSON

that this Bill Buckholtz was a
classmate of Ruby’s and Dorothy’s
at City College, and Dorothy
thought he was a dead-ringer for
Van Johnson. Well, that really
upset Ruby. The things he said
about Buckholtz made my cheeks
burn. T'll try and repeat how the
conversation went, but I was so
embarrassed that I kind of shut
my ears.

“Buckholtz?” Ruby said. “That
clown? He looks more like Mor-
timer Snerd, if you ask me. No, I
take it back. Morumer Snerd’s
better looking.”

“I don’t think that’s very nice,”
Dorothy said primly. “You know
he was voted most popular boy.”

“Sure,” Ruby sneered. “Life-of-
the-party Buckholtz. Him and his
practical jokes—"

I got the impression Ruby didn’t
like Buckholtz, and I reasoned that
a lot of the practical jokes must
have been at Ruby’s expensc. The
talk went on like this for awhile,
with both contestants getting hotter
and hotter, until Dorothy swung
the real haymaker.

“Well, as a matter of fact,” she
said, “Bill called me the other day.”

“He did what?” T never saw an
apoplectic fit, but I guess that’s
what Ruby was having. “What’s
he poking around you for?”

“He wanted me to go to a con-
cert with him tonight. I told him
I was seeing you.”

“Listen, what right does that guy
have—"

































The night was very nearly un-
bearable, with the last of the chil-
dren falling into exhausted sleep
after midnight. It was the most un-
comfortable bed Charlie had ever
slept in. When he awoke just be-
fore daybreak, he sneaked out of
the cottage and walked down to the
lake. The water was too cold for
swimming so he began to walk
along by the lake. The old paths
were still as he remembered them,
probably kept open by animals com-
ing down to the lake for water. How
many happy hours he had spent
here! Then he stopped and began
to wonder. Happy? Maybe he just
wanted to think of them as happy.
Was that what had brought him
back to this place after twenty
years, to relive it through his own
children? That surely wasn’t giv-
ing them a vacation; that was in-
flicting it on them.

The path followed the irregular
outline of the lake. It was a small
lake. From a little promontory he
could see the dam, and back up the
other way, the boathouse where
everybody went on Saturdays and
Sundays. That view was strange,
because the boathouse had seemed
so huge, so—so terrifying when he
was ten years old. Suddenly, he
wondered why he thought of it as
terrifying. He’d never done that
before. It was depressing, and he
certainly hadn’t expected that. He
was beginning to wonder just what
he had expected, when out of no-
where, a strange feeling swept over

him. A completely nonsensical feel-
ing that he was lost, and unaccount-
ably he turned and began to trot
along the path back towards the
cottage. The strange feeling had
touched deep inside him, like a
cold finger laid against his heart.
He slowed to a walk, blaming his
mood on the utter quietude of the
lake and the mountain. It was so
quiet, it seemed lake and mountain
were waiting for something, some-
long forgotten. He was walking
faster, stiff branches slapping
against his face and briars tearing
at his trouser legs. Faster and faster
he walked, until once more he was
trotting, then running. He noticed
the path was taking him up the
mountain, not down along the
lake where the cottage was, but up.
He looked over his shoulder and a
patch of water shone briefly
through the tangle of branches, like
a piece of tarnished silver under
the leaves.

The other place was up there.
He remembered now. Funny, he
hadn’t thought about it before he
planned the trip. That place was
something about the mountain he
should have remembered.

He stopped beside a tall, lean
hickory to catch his breath. He
used to run all the way from the
lake to the top of the mountain,
but that was twenty years ago. Used
to run with Billy Nelms and—there
was someone else. Someone else
was there, when they were whoop-
ing through the woods, their clothes
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thought to ¢scape the consequences
of my act.”

I looked at him and remembered
the emotional wasteland of my
childhood.

My uncle went on anxiously ex-
plaining. “Why are murderers
executed? Not so much to punish
them as to protect socicty. In my
case there was no danger to the
community. My crime was an aber-
ration brought on by a set of cir-
cumstances that could never occur
again. Society would not have been
better for my dcath, and there was
so much in my life of real value.
My book. You, yourself, growing
up in the shadow of violence. It
would have been worse for you, if 1
had been tried tor my brother’s
murder. Think what the news-
papers would have done to you.
But I have never deluded myself
into thinking my deed was not a
crime. To destroy a human lifel
Since you are the only living in-
jured person, you must decide what
to do with me.”

I stared at him. “All this time
you've been preparing me to be
vour judge! But why did you kill
him? What happened?”

For the only time in my life I
saw my uncle blush. “That is the
most difficult thing to explain now.
My motive has become ridiculous,
inexplicable. You remember your
mother?”

I shook ray head. I was so stun-
ned by what he had told me, that

I could only concentrate on trying

to understand what he had done.

“No? 1 rather thought not. Do
you remember the woman who
came here after your father’s death.
wanting to see you?”

“The one who cried? The onc
he was in love with?”

“The one who loved him,” he
corrected me. He paused. “You
must understand that there was a
difference of temperament, a great
difference between Robert and me.
I was always more or less as you
know me, bookish, orderly, and
well, rather a romanticist.

“Your father, on the other hand.
was charming and utterly selfish,
incapable of real devotion or feel-
ing, a creature of appetite, refined
appetite perhaps, but appetite none
the less . . . Your mother died,
literally died of his neglect and lack
of love. He didn’t even have the
insight to know he had killed her.
When he became interested in the
woman you saw, I ... well, T was
decply attached to her, although
she never knew. Marriage to Robert
would have destroyed her.

“Now,” he added, smiling bit-
terly, “I find all this incompre-
hensible. She was really a very
stupid person. I am almost tempted
to claim a higher motive, to plead
that I was aware that your admira-
tion for a worthless father would
have destroyed you, too. But it
would not be true. My crime was
rooted in the passions. not in the
mind. You will find the effect of

all this in my book when you rcad
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would do that if there was some-
thing in it for them.

She coasted down the beach of
the bar shore and anchored to the
stool beside Hewett.

“You look so bitter and so full
of trouble, Johnny,” she said.

“Fly away, chick,” Hewett said.
“I got no golden grain.”

He sipped his brew and looked
at his sallow facc in the mirror of
no return. He'd spent many hours
in bars. Knew the ritual from
vague beginning to misty end.
Everybody got troubles. Talk it up,
listen it out, end up as before, out
the same door as in he came with
the wind willy-nilly blowing. It
meant nothmg, and cven if some-
one sometime really dug him, he
couldn’t tell them all. Informers,
tattle-tales. A close friend couldn’t
even be trusted. And Hewett had
no friends, had been born without
friends.

“You came to the right place,
Johnny,” the woman said.

“All bars arc alike, girl,” said
Hewett.

“This one’s different.” She was
gazing at the bartender as he slid
Hewett another beer. The bar-
tender smiled at Hewett like a
high-priest, then looked down at
the girl.

“How’s your world tonight,
Lois?” the bartender asked.

“Tranquil, Steve,” Lois said,
transfixed by the bartender’s rotat-
ing shot glass. “Smooth and tran-
quil.”

“That’s right, Lois,” Steve the
bartender said softly. “Your own
private little world, Lois. The only
one there 1s.”

“Yes, Steve,” she said dreamily,
“the only one left.”

Hewett moistened his lips. Steve
moved down the curving bar.

“Steve helps people,” Lois said in
a disciple’s whisper. “He helped
me. Once T didn’t even want to
live.”

Hewett sneered. “Know  some-
thing, girl? I never saw a barkeep
vet who really dug anything from
people but hate and depression.”

“Oh, not Steve. He helps all
kinds of people~in so many ways.”
She touched his arm. “You can tell
him anything—just anything.”

“All my sins?”

“What elser”

Hewett’s forechead was damp.
“Odd place, this joint, for a con-
fessional.”

“It’s like that, I guess. Steve holds
cverything in sacred trust like. If
you knew what some people have
told him.”

“I hide nothing,” Hewett said
quickly. His hand shivered.

“That's vour trouble,” she said.
“Steve explained that. You can't
hide anything. Whatever it is, it’s
murder to try keeping it under
wraps.”

She moved down the bar to make
up with the stilled mobile in the
faded gray flanncl.

Steve was there suddenly, bend-
ing low. “Slow night,” he said. The
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got a real deep down problem cat-
ing me. Too craven to die, and
can’t get myself hanged.”

Steve snapped his fingers. “T read
a case once, very interesting. A man
killed deliberately, so the state
would hang him.”

“Yeah, man.”

“Anyway, it's a thought, Al. Kill
to be hanged. It’s been done. It's
certainly another possibility.  Of
course, only you yourself know if
you could do it. Murder someonc

clse instead of yourself. You would °

have to plan it carcfully though, so
the cops would be sure.”

Hewett stood up. His feet floated
several feet off the floor, in ac-
cordance with the measure of
liquor inside him. “I got to use your
phone, Steve.”

“Go ahead.”

“Got to make a date for myself.”

Soon Hewett came back into the
bar. Nothing, but nothing, he
knew, was as quict as an cmpty
bar at nearly threc on a rainy
morning.

“You make your date?”

“It’s made, man.”

They drank another nightcap.
And while they drank, Hewett
watched Steve and waited and
watched and was happy once again.

Steve heard the wailing approach
of sirens. The glass slid from his

fingers as he felt the sharp pressure
against his ribs. Then he saw
Hewett bending over a little, his
cyes glazed and wide.

“You hit it, man. Kill to be
hanged. But not just any joker. My
conscience—confusion—would make
me sorry if it was somebody who
would be missed, like maybe a
woman with kids, a kid with hopes,
a guy really loved by a dream
woman. You know, man?”

Steve whispered hoarsely. “Me?"

“Who else, man? With vou, there
won't be any sorry to it.”

“Me?" Steve said again.

“And who clse would really un-
derstand it?” Heweut said.

The sirens came up loud in the
rain. Hewett was still snicking
away with the switchblade, when
the gleaming sheen of rubberized
cops came crashing through the
door, with cverything there like a
photograph in  subdued koda-
chrome, Hewett in the midst of the
bloody deed, so that there was no
mistake, no argument, no more
question of his guilt.

Steve rolled over. Each word that
he spoke faded farther away, as
though calling him to follow into
nothingness.

“It was that kind of night
friend,” Steve said., “I knew it
would be—slow—"

THAT KIND OF NIGHT
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Elaine’s- dress wasn’t percale and
hadn’t been designed for a quiet
evening at home. He could also see
that it was expensive. He would
know how expensive at the first
of the month.

She looked up and saw him in
the doorway.

“Oh,” she said. “I didn’t hear
you come in.”

Keith didn't answer imme-
diately. He just stood there looking
at her—all of her, outside and in-
side. The outside was still attrac-

tive. He could feel the tug of her

body clear across the room.

“Do you ever?” he asked.

Elaine turned around and picked
up an ear<lip from her dressing
table. She raised her arms to fasten
it to her ear.

“Going out?” he asked again.

“It’s Thelma’s birthday,” she said.

“I thought it was Thelma’s birth-
day last week.”

That made her turn around.

“All right,” she said, “what’s eat-
ing you? Have you been playing
with martinis again?”

“I'm old enough,” Keith said. He
came across the room. She not only
looked good, she smelled good. “I
just thought you might want to
stay home for one evening.”

“Why? So I can sit in the dark
alone and watch Wyatt Earp?
This lousy apartment—"

“This lousy apartment,” Keith
interrupted, “costs me $175 every
month. Considering certain other
expenditures I have to meet, it’s no

PATTERN OF GUILT

wonder I devote a little extra time
to doing what is known amon
the peasants as being gainfully em-
ployed. If 1 didn’t, you couldn’t
look so provocative for Thelma’s
birthday.”

Elaine picked up the other ear
clip and fastened it in place. It
were as though he hadn’t spoken,
hadn’t reprimanded her. And then
her face in the mirror took on a
kind of animal cunning. She turned
back toward him with knowing
eyes.

“How did you make out in
court?” she asked.

“We got a continuance,” Keith
said.

“A continuance? Why? So you
can suffer a little longer?”

“I want my boys—"

“You want Faye! Why can’t you
be honest enough to admit it?
You've always wanted Faye. You
only married me because you
couldn’t have your cake and eat
it, too. That’s your big weakness,
Keith. You want to have your cake
and eat it, too!”

“I want a divorce,” Keith said.

He hadn’t meant to say it—not
yet, not this way. But once it was
said there was nothing to do but
let the words stand there like a wall
between them, or like a wall with
a door in it that was opening. And
then Elaine slammed the door.

“You,” she said quietly, “can go
to hell.”

That was the night Keith Briscoe
moved out of the apartment. He'd
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“That was a 45 slug ballistics got
out of the Hammerman woman,”
he answered. “When we see what
killed this one, I'll give you a defi-
nite answer. Unfortunately, there’s
no soft earth out on that porch
landing—no footprints; but the
method of entry is the same. That’s
a peculiar way to cut a screen, you
know. It takes longer that way.”

“But makes for a safer exit,”
Keith said.

“That’s true—and this caller al-
ways leaves in a hurry.” Gonzales
turned back toward the bed, scowl-
ing. “I wonder if he kills them just
for the fun of it,” he mused. “No-
body heard a scream tonight. The
shot, but no scream. Still, with five
out of eight television sets still go-
ing, it’s a wonder they heard any-
thing.”

“Did he get what he came for?”
Keith asked.

Still scowling, Gonzales turned
and looked at him. Then he nodded
his head in a beckoning gesture.

“Follow me,” he said.

They crossed the small bedroom
and went into the living room.
They turned to the right and en-
tered the kitchen alcove, which had
one wall common to the bedroom
and faced the living room door.
The far wall of the kitchen was
cupboard space, and one door stood
open. On the sink top, laying on
its side as if it had been opened
hurriedly, was a sugar can which
contained no sugar—or anything
else.

PATTERN OF GUILT

“What does
Gonzales asked.

“It looks like Dorothy McGan-
non kept her money in a sugar
can,” Keith said.

“Exactly. She worked as a legal
secretary. She was paid Friday and
gave $10 to the manager of this
place Fridav night in payment for
$10 she’d borrowed earlier in the
week. He saw a roll of bills in her
purse at the time—$50 or %60, he
thinks. We found the purse in a

that look liker™

‘bureau drawer in the bedroom—

there was $5 and some change
in it.”

“The killer missed it.”

“The killer didn’t even look for
it. That drawer stuck—it made
enough noise to wake the dead,
well, almost. It’s obvious he didn’t
bother with the bureau, and that’s
interesting because it’s what he did
bother with last week. Instead,
he came straight to the kitchen,
opened the cupboard door, and
now it’s bare.”

What Sergeant Gonzales was
saying explained the frown that
had grown on his forehead. It
meant another piece of the pattern
of guilt was being fitted to an un-
known killer.

“He might have been a friend
of the woman,” Keith said, “—
someone who had been in the apart-
ment and knew where she kept
the money. A boyfriend, possibly.
She was single.”

“So was the Hammerman
woman,” Gonzales reflected. “But
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“] thought you weren’t coming
back,” she said.

“'m not,” he told her. “I only
came tonight so we could talk
things over.”

“Talk? What is there to talk
about?”

“A divorce.”

The hand operating the nail
polish brush hesitated a moment.

“We did talk about that—last
week,” Elaine said.

He waited for scveral seconds
and there was no sign of interest
in his presence. He might have
been a picce of furniture she was
ready to give to the salvage truck.
He walked past the bed and over
to the window. Llaine’s carpet was
thick; he couldn’t have heard his
footsteps with a stethoscope. He
went to the window and pulled
aside the soft drapes. It was a
casement window and both panels
were cranked out to let in the night
air. The apartment was on the
second floor. Dircctly below, the
moonlight washed over the flat
roof of the long carport and caught
on the smooth curve of the service
ladder spilling over the side. The
window itsclf was a scant five feet
above the roof.

“You should keep this window
locked,” he said. “It's dangerous
this way.”

The change of subject brought
her eyes up from her nails.

“What do you mean?”

“Haven’t you been reading the
papers?”
120

“Oh, that!”

“I’s nothing to scoff at. Two
women are very dead.”

She stared at him then, becausc
this wasn't just conversation and
she was beginning to know it.

“Stop wishing so hard,” she said.
“You're almost drooling.”

“Don’t be stupid, Elaine.”

“I'm not stupid—and I'm not go-
ing to let you scare me into letting
you off the hook. What do you
think I am, Keith? A substitute
wife you can use for awhile until
you decide to go back to the home-
fires and slippers routine? Well,
I'm not! I told you before, you can’t
have your cake and eat it. You
walked out on me—I didn't send
you away. Just try to get a divorce
on that and see what it costs you!”

It was two days later that Ser-
geant Gonzales called Keith to his
office. There had been a new de-
velopment in the case, one of those
unexpected breaks that could mean
cverything or nothing depending
on how it went. A cali had come
in from a resident of a court in
West Hollywood. A woman had
reported secing a prowler outside
her bedroom windows. Bedroom
windows were a critical area with
Gonzales by this time, and when
it developed that the woman lived
alone, worked five days a weck and
spent week ends at home, what
might have been a routine com-
plaint became important enough
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tab slid into view: George Kawalik,
13764 N. 3rd Street.

Keith had the whole story in his
hand. Gonzales hadn’t seen the
coupe; he couldn’t have seen it
from the far side of the hedge. He
stepped back, intending to go after
Gonzales, and it was then that he
heard the shot. He waited. There
may have been a shout from within
the building. He was never sure be-
cause what happened, when it did
happen, happened very fast. He had
started around the cdge of the
hedge when suddenly the hedge
burst open to erupt a head—blond,
close-cropped, a face—wild, con-
torted with fear,—and then a body,
long but bent almost double as it
stumbled and fell forward toward
the coupe. The door was wrenched
open, and the face appeared above
the stecring wheel before Kcith
could orient himself for action. He
was already at the curb twenty fect
away from the car. He turned back
just as the coupe leaped forward
and was forced to scramble in fast
retreat to avoid being run down.
The retreat came to a sudden stop
as he collided with about a hundred
and eighty pounds of mobile power
which turned out to be Gonzales.

“Was that him in the coupe?
Did you see him?”

The coupe was a gray blur rac-
ing toward the corner.

“Did you see the car? Did you
get the number?”

Gonzales had a right to shout. A
killer had slipped through his

PATTERN OF GUILT

fingers. A two-time murderer was
getting away.

“That fool woman and her rat-
tlesnake gun!”

Keith recovered his breath.

“Did she fire the shot?” he asked.

“No—but she had the gun in her
hand when she opened the door.
Clancy, inside, didn’t catch her in
time. The peddler saw it and ran
for the back door. It was Clancy
who fired. Did you get the license
fgumber?”

Gonzales’s face was a big, sweaty
mask in front of Keith’s eyes. A
big, homely, sweating face. A cop,
a friend, a man in trouble. And
Keith had the whole story on a tiny
slip of paper in his hand.

He didn't hesitate.

“No,” he said. “I didn’t get it. I
didn’t have time.”

Who could tell when decisions
were made? An opportunity came,
an answer was given—but that
wasn't the time. Time was a fabric;
the instant called now was only a
thrcad. But it was done. The
moment Keith spoke, he knew that
something his mind had been plan-
ning all this time was already done.
The fabric was already woven. He
had only to follow the threads.

There was a murderer named
George Kawalik who killed by pat-
tern. He found an apartment where
a woman lived alone. He watched
the apartment, located the bedroom
window, waited until Saturday
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