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Dear Readers:

There are those who insist a sham­
rock is a trifoliolate leguminous plant 
but you and I know better. It’s the 
ever-blooming emblem of the Irish. 
It’s the “wearin’ of the green”, as any 
good Irishman will tell you, which

will be pinned on uniforms of America’s finest, or
fastened to lapels, caps or hats, as the boys in blue 
proudly march up the Fifth Avenues of the U.S.A, on 
St. Patrick’s Day.

Two such fine lads, who may be unable to participate 
in the day’s festivities, you’ll find in Max Van Derveer’s 
novelette HIJACK. All set to capture one dangerous 
fugitive they fall heir, unexpectedly, to another pair of 
arch connivers.

After reading THE WELCOME MAT by Carl 
Marcus, I feel certain you will view such objects with 
misgivings. As for the elusive intangible called female 
intuition, may I point a finger of masculine appraisal 
at THE PHOPHECY, by Gloria Ericson. This little 
woman got on the wrong wavelength, and missed a 
costly cue.

Mystery buffs will shudder at the do-gooder in Clark 
Howard’s story, THE TARGET, who is unpalatably 
carried away by altruistic purpose. Every story in this 
issue, in fact, offers inducement for those who enjoy a 
good shudder, now and then.
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Once possessed by dreams, and all doubts dispersed, one might 
find it is increasingly difficult, as lime goes on, to recognize 
reality.

to

LONELY THING
Dave?” Helen queried tentatively.

He rolled over on the bed and 
stared up at her, surprised to see 
her awake so early. “What is it?”

“I had a dream, Dave. I dreamed 
my mother came to live with us."

“No!” He rolled back, burying 
his head in the pillow. “Go back to 
sleep and dream me up some fast 
cash. No dogs or cats or mothers.”

“I can’t help what I dream, 
Dave.”

“You used to be good, Helen. 
You used to be damn good. I 
think you’re losing your touch.”

He was sorry he’d said it, be­
cause he saw at once that she was 
too upset to return to bed. He 

watched her move aimlessly about 
the dingy bedroom, searching for 
her cigarettes, then curl up in the 
chair by the window and stare at 
the dawn coming up over Hudson 
Street. For a moment, seeing her 
there with her knees up under 
her chin, he considered making 
love to her. But then the desire 
passed, and he closed his eyes 
against the brightening square of 
window.

He’d been with Helen Reston 
for two years or better, ever since 
they met during an all-night poker 
game in Kansas City. She was not 
the best looking girl he had ever 
known, and certainly not the most 
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intelligent, but she had one gift 
that was invaluable to a man like 
Dave Krown. She had a fantastic 
imagination, and she always re­
membered her dreams. He’d real­
ized it the very first night they 
spent together, back in Kansas 
City, when she had awakened next 
to him in the morning. “I dreamed 
you robbed the poker game,” she’d 
said, as if it was the most natural 
thing in the world. “Isn’t that 
crazy?”

“Not so crazy,” he’d said, think­
ing about it. He had been a big 
loser and was just about at the 
end of his wits. That night, he had 
purchased a second-hand gun, the 
blue steel revolver he still used, 
and had gone back to the game 
with one of Helen’s nylon stock­
ings over his face. They had left 
Kansas City the next morning sev­
en hundred dollars richer.

Dave needed someone like Hel­
en, someone to come up with ideas, 
even if they were the stuff of 
dreams. He was a man utterly 
without morals or fear, a man to 
whom brute force and the blue 
steel revolver under his arm had 
become the only religion he prac­
ticed in a world that rewarded 
violence with the passing fame of 
stark headlines and television cam­
eras. With her ideas and his certain 
skill, they made a team.

The two years had passed like 

two months, under the sun at Mi­
ami Beach, across the continent by 
jet to California, then to New 
York, at dog tracks and horse 
races and poker games. Always 
where the action was, always 
where there was a sucker to be 
rolled or a bankroll to be hijacked. 
Once before, when Helen’s dreams 
had started running to dogs and 
cats, he had parked them in a 
little motel on the Illinois state line 
and had gone off to hold up a gas 
station. The thing had been a dis­
aster from start to finish. He’d got­
ten five dollars for his trouble and 
been forced to shoot the over-zeal­
ous attendant in the bargain. It was 
the only time he’d been‘driven to 
violence in his career, and he 
brooded about it for weeks after­
ward as they fled blindly across 
the country. He never heard if the 
youth lived or died, though the 
wound had been serious.

New York had been their last 
stop, where Helen dreamt of a 
robbery at the jewelers’ exchange 
after three days of wandering with 
Dave up and down the side streets 
of Manhattan. He had pulled it off 
pretty well, and it wasn’t her fault 
that a fluke of scheduling had 
made the haul next to worthless.

They’d been living up the Hud­
son, in the medium-sized city of 
Seneca, since before Christmas— 
conserving their money, biding 
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their time, and waiting for the 
dreams to come again. Some nights 
Helen worked as a waitress at a 
nearby lunch counter, and Dave 
had been doing occasional jobs of 
auto repair at a garage. It kept 
them in eating money until their 
luck changed.

Now, as she sat by the window, 
Helen asked, “Dave?”

“Huh?”
“Think we’ll get to Miami this 

winter?”
“Not unless we can scrape up 

some money. The old car would 
never make it down there with 
those tires.”

“I guess my dreams haven’t been 
so good, honey.” She was always 
aware of her failings, and con­
scious of the fact that he somehow 
held her responsible for their 
plight.

“That’s all right.” He sat up on 
the rumpled bed. “I’ve been think­
ing maybe we should settle down 
anyway. Give up this business and 
get a couple of honest jobs. You 
know, we’d probably make just as 
much in a year’s time, without 
half the worry.”

She came over to him. “I like to 
hear you say that, Dave. I like to 
think maybe someday I’ll be 
dreaming about babies and a house 
in the suburbs instead of holdups 
and stuff.”

“Got a cigarette?”

“Sure. Before breakfast?”
“I feel like one.” She lit it for 

him and he inhaled deeply. “But 
we need one more job, Helen. One 
more big job so we can head south 
and start a new life.”

“In these stories on the TV it’s 
always the last job when the cops 
catch them.”

“That’s on TV. I know when 
to quit while I’m ahead. Anyway, 
think about it, huh? Think about 
it and maybe something’ll come to 
you.”

“Yeah.”
They didn’t work that day. In­

stead, they strolled through the 
frosty afternoon along the banks 
of the river, and though the Hud­
son was no Mississippi, it did 
bring back memories of their early 
days together. They stopped at a 
nearby firehouse to get new license 
plates for the car, and later, as the 
city darkened for night, he took 
her out for a lobster dinner at a 
restaurant that charged more than 
they could really afford.

“We’ll just relax,” he said later, 
back in the room, “and see what 
tomorrow brings.” The money was 
running low, and it had been a bit 
of an added shock to discover that 
the New York State license plates 
on his second-hand car were due 
for replacement.

But he slept well, and didn’t 
awaken until nearly dawn, when 
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he was aware of Helen padding 
about the room in her bare feet. “I 
had a dream,” she said, seeing his 
open eye watching her. “I dreamed 
I was back home at mother’s, 
cleaning the rug, and the vacuum 
cleaner turned into a snake, and 
then the snake turned into a lob­
ster and it pinched my foot.”

“That’s no dream,” he mumbled 
into his pillow. “That’s an upset 
stomach. Go back to bed.”

When he awoke again the sun 
was already high in the morning 
sky, and he knew it was late. Helen 
was stretched out on her back next 
to him, still asleep, half uncovered 
by the milky sheet. But when he 
turned over she awakened quickly 
and sat up, rubbing her eyes. 
“What time is it, Dave?”

“After ten.”
“I had a dream.”
“I know. About the lobster.”
“No, another one. Just now, I 

think.”
There was something in her 

voice that excited him. “Tell me 
about it.”

She arranged herself cross-legged 
on the bed. “Well, remember the 
line at the firehouse waiting to get 
license plates yesterday? Remem­
ber all those guys plunking down 
their fifteen or twenty bucks or 
more for their plates?”

“Sure. What about it?’
“Dave, they have to get them 

by the end of this week. That fire­
house is going to be taking in a 
lot of money the next few days.” 
She paused for breath. “I dreamed 
about it. I dreamed you turned in 
a false alarm, and when all the 
firemen were gone you just walked 
in and held up those two foolish 
women who sell the license plates.”

He was silent for a moment 
when she’d finished, silent just 
thinking about it. Then his face 
slowly relaxed into a sort of grin. 
“You got some imagination, Hel­
en,” he told her at last.

“You’re the only gal I ever knew 
who could make millions while 
you’re sleeping.”

“You think it’ll work, Dave?”
“Of course it’ll work. And I’ll 

see you get a new dress out of it. 
Or better still, a good winter coat.” 
He’d been noticing the shabbiness 
of her old green one.

“When, Dave?” she asked, her 
eyes sparkling with growing ex­
citement, as they always did. 
“When will you try it?”

“Tonight’s as good as any,” he 
told her. And he went to the closet 
and took the blue steel revolver 
from its hiding place.

At exactly ten minutes to nine, 
Helen telephoned a report of a fire 
from a booth at the nearby drug 
store. Dave was waiting in the 
shadows across from the firehouse, 
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watching as the massive red en­
gines went shrilling off into the 
bleak winter night. When they 
were out of sight, leaving only the 
dying echo of their sirens like a 
scent to be followed, he walked 
quickly across the street, hoping 
there was no last-minute straggler 
buying his plates.

But the two women were alone, 
counting out the money into neat 
banded stacks as their day neared 
its end. The younger of them, a 
handsome brunette with deep, pale 
eyes, looked up as he entered. “Our 
last customer,” she said.

He raised the wool scarf over 
his mouth and nose, and showed 
them the gun with his other hand. 
“I’m taking the money,” he said, 
making it simple.

The older woman started to rise. 
“Oh, no!” she gasped, and then 
fell back onto the padded metal 
chair.

He took a paper bag from his 
overcoat pocket. “In here. All of it. 
Skip the silver.”

The brunette held the bag open, 
sliding the bills in with profes­
sional ease. When she had finished, 
she said, “You won’t get away 
with this.”

“I’ll take my chances.” The bag 
was brimming with bills, and he 
wished he had brought a larger 
one. He backed slowly from the 
building, keeping the gun pointed 
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in their general direction. “Just sit 
there and you won’t get hurt, la­
dies.”

Somewhere in the distance he 
heard the slow clanging of a bell, 
and he knew the first of the en­
gines was on its way back from 
the false alarm. He closed the door 
behind him and broke into a trot, 
letting the woolen scarf flap away 
from his face.

Beneath his arm, the soft weight 
of the money felt good.

“Almost nine thousand dollars,” 
Helen said as she finished count­
ing it. “Who’d have thought there 
would be that much?”

“It was there, just waiting for 
me,” he told her. “The thing went 
off like clockwork.”

“Do we head south now, Dave? 
For that new life?”

“We sure do! But not for a week 
or so. Somebody might get suspi­
cious if we blew town right away. 
Look—we cool it for about a 
week, then drive down to New 
York and trade in this car on 
something that will get us to Flor­
ida. After that, we’re in the park.” 
He took four twenties from the 
stack. “Here. Get yourself that new 
coat, but nothing too flashy, under­
stand. No fur or anything.”

She clutched at the bills with a 
grateful smile. “We still make a 
good team, Dave.”

He was reading a newspaper ac­
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count of the robbery when she 
returned the following evening 
with the new coat, a fuzzy red 
thing with black speckles that 
matched her hair. “That’s not sup­
posed to be flashy?” he asked with 
a laugh.

“It didn’t cost much, honey. 
Only seventy dollars. You like it?”

“I like it.”
“Dave, why did I buy a new 

winter coat if we’re goin’ to Flor­
ida next week?”

“You need one, don’t you? May­
be we won’t be spending our lives 
down there.”

“You’re not going to give it up, 
are you?”

He sighed and reached for a 
cigarette. “This one went so 
smooth, doll.”

“Don’t call me that.”
“All right. But be sensible, Hel­

en. You don’t quit when you’re 
ahead.”

“No! You wait till you’re lying 
with your face in the gutter and 
some cop’s bullets in your back! 
Then you’ll decide to quit!”

“All right, calm down.” He 
slipped into his fleece-lined jacket. 
“I’m going out for a walk.”

“So they can find you easier?” 
“We agreed to stay here a week, 

didn’t we? So how is it going to 
seem if I never show up at the 
garage? I’ll just look in on them, 
and I’ll be back in an hour or so. 
Here.” He gave her another twen­
ty. “Think nice thoughts while I’m 
gone.”

“Sure. I’ll have myself a dream 
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or two about a castle in Spain.” 
Outside, a January wind had 

come up, cutting through Dave’s 
jacket like a knife and driving 
him quickly to the shelter of a 
nearby bar. He ordered a beer, al­
though he could have afforded 
whiskey, and carried it, foaming, 
to a damp cigarette-scarred table 
because he didn’t like to stand at 
bars.

He had been sitting alone for 
only a moment when a vaguely 
familiar woman with dark hair 
and pale eyes entered the place, 
and headed unhesitatingly for his 
table. “You’re Dave Krown, aren’t 
you?” she asked in a low voice 
he barely heard.

“I guess I am. You look famil­
iar.”

“May I sit down?”
“Sure.” He half rose to pull 

out the opposite chair for her. But 
the first beginnings of something 
like fear were building within his 
stomach.

“I’m surprised you don’t remem­
ber me. You robbed me of nine 
thousand dollars just last night.”

He kept his hand steady on the 
beer, hoping his face didn’t reflect 
the sudden emotion that shot 
through him. “I guess you must 
have the wrong guy. I don’t know 
what you mean.”

She glanced around to make 
sure no one was within earshot 

“Look, you can drop the act. I’m 
not going to yell for the police— 
not right now, anyway. I recog­
nized you, even with the scarf over 
yoqr face. I remember faces, and 
I remembered yours. I remembered 
you had been in for your plate the 
night before, and I remembered 
you had an odd name. I looked 
through the forms I had turned in, 
and I found yours. Dave Krown, 
with address. I was waiting out­
side, wondering what to do next, 
when I saw you come in here.”

She had fixed him with the in­
tenseness of her deep pale eyes, and 
the fascination of it Was enough to 
keep him from running. She was 
serious, and she had no intention 
of calling the police. Maybe she 
was just a girl out after kicks. Well, 
he’d see that she got them. “What’s 
your name?” he asked suddenly.

“Susan Brogare,” she answered. 
“What do you want?”
“Just to know you, to know 

what kind of a man you are.”
“Come on,” Dave said, sudden­

ly deciding on a course of action. 
He led her through the beaded 
curtains at the rear of the room, 
into a dim dining area of high- 
partitioned booths. In one booth a 
couple was kissing, leaving their 
beer untouched.

“Why back here?” she asked.
“It’s better for talking.” He slid 

into the booth opposite her.
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“You’re not afraid of me, are you?” 
The pale eyes blinked. “You 

probably should know that I’ve 
left a very detailed letter with a 
friend at the office. In it I give 
your name, address, and descrip­
tion, as well as the license num­
ber and description of your car. I 
identify you as the holdup man, 
and I say that I’m going to con­
front you with the fact. I end up 
by saying that you’ll be responsible 
for my death if I’m killed.” She 
paused for breath and then hur­
ried on. “That letter goes to the 
police if I die or disappear for 
more than a day.”

“Are you some kind of a nut or 
something?” he asked, baffled now 
by this strange woman. “Look, 
lady, if ..."

“I said my name was Susan.”
“Look, Susan, if you think I’m 

some sort of criminal, you should 
call the police. If not, just let me 
alone.” He didn’t know if the 
part about the letter was true or 
not, but the cool brazenness of her 
approach made him willing to bet 
that it was.

“I’m sorry if I frightened you. 
Would you buy me a drink?”

“Sure. Beer?”
She shook her head slightly.

“Vodka martini.”
While he was getting the drinks 

he considered the obvious solution 
—leave her sitting there, and be 
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ten miles away with Helen before 
she caught on. But that was just 
the point. He wouldn’t be more 
than ten miles away before she had 
the police on his tail. He could 
lure her to the apartment and tie 
her up (or kill her?) but there 
still was the problem of the letter. 
Dave was not a man to spend 
the rest of his life hiding in alleys.

So he carried the drinks back to 
the booth as if the whole thing 
were the most natural situation in 
the world. Just a girl and a guy 
on a date. “Are you married?” he 
asked, because another thought 
had just crossed his mind. He’d 
read about women like that.

“I was. For a bit over a year. 
My husband was killed in a plane 
crash.” She played with her drink. 
“I know what you’re thinking— 
maybe I’m lonely. And I guess 
maybe I am. You’re the most ex­
citing thing that’s happened to me 
in two years.”

By the dim indirect lighting of 
the back room, she might have 
been on either side of thirty. He 
guessed the far side, closer to his 
own age. She was about the same 
size and coloring as Helen, but 
there was a world of difference be­
tween them. “Isn’t it usually excit­
ing on your job?” he asked, just 
making conversation while he con­
tinued to size her up.

“At the Motor Vehicle Bureau?
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Are you kidding? A job’s a job." 
“So now that you’ve met me, 

you’re looking for more excite­
ment. Is that it?”

“I told you, I just wanted to see 
what sort of man you were. I’ve 
known lots of people, but never 
an armed robber. And the way 
you went about it was quite ex­
perienced. The police are properly 
baffled.”

“Thanks. But I’m still not admit­
ting anything.” He had read some­
where about miniature tape record­
ers hidden in women’s purses.

“Are you going to run away 
now?”

“Maybe.”
“Alone, or with a girl?”
“There’s a girl,” he admitted, 

thinking this might discourage her 
seeming advances.

“Do you love her?”
“How do I answer that? I’ve 

lived with her for two years now.”
“I suppose she’s waiting across 

the street."
“Yes.”
Presently they ordered another 

drink, and the talk drifted almost 
imperceptibly to their past lives. 
He found himself (fantastically) 
listening to her account of college 
days with all the interest of a fel­
low on a first date, and it was 
only with an effort that he man­
aged to pull himself back to the 
fuzzy reality of the situation.

It was almost midnight when he 
returned to the apartment, and he 
did not mention the encounter to 
Helen, though his exact reasons 
for not doing so were unclear even 
to himself. She was already in bed, 
not yet asleep, and as he entered 
she said, “I called the garage. You 
weren’t there.”

“I stopped for a drink and got 
talking to a guy.”

Helen seemed to accept the ex­
planation. She rolled over on her 
wrinkled pillow and said, “I was 
afraid the police had picked you 
up.”

“Not a chance.”
“We’ve got to get out of it, Dave. 

I can’t take the worrying any more. 
I think that’s why the dreams are 
coming harder.”

“That last one was a beauty. 
Come up with a few more like 
that one.”

“What about Florida, Dave?” 
“I’m remembering.”
“I hope you are.”

The following night he met Su­
san Brogare again in the dim room 
behind the bar. This time they left 
quite early and drove out along 
the river in her car, because he 
feared that Helen might discover 
them at the bar.

“You’re a strange woman,” he 
told Susan once, while they parked 
by the river watching fat white 
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snowflakes drift aimlessly down 
from the darkened sky.

“I just want to get something 
out of life, that’s all.”

“By blackmailing me into mak­
ing love to you?”

“I’m not blackmailing you. 
You’re free to leave any time you 
want.”

“But you know I won’t,” he said 
quietly, wondering in that moment 
where it was all going to end.

They never spoke of the holdup 
after that first night; not directly, 
though it often intruded onto the 
fringes of their thought and con­
versation. He learned more about 
this strange girl with the pale eyes 
than he had ever known about 
Helen, and found himself at the 
same time telling her things he 
had never spoken of to another 
person.

By the end of their third night 
together, he knew he was going 
to leave Helen.

“Do you know what today is?” 
Helen asked him in bed the next 
morning.

“Sunday, isn’t it?”
“But it’s Groundhog Day tool 

And the sun is shining. What does 
that mean?”

He rolled over and tried to go 
back to sleep, but it was useless. 
“All right,” he said finally, “I’m 
awake. And the sun is shining.”

“Dave?”
“What now?”
“When are we going to Florida?"
He was silent for a long time as 

he puttered about the bedroom in 
his bare feet and pajamas. Finally 
he said, “I’ve been meaning to talk 
to you about that, Helen.”

“About what?”
“Florida and all. I’ve been think­

ing maybe it’s time we split up. 
You know, went our own ways 
for a while.” He saw the expres­
sion on her face and hurried on. 
“I’d give you your cut from the 
job, of course. I’d even give you 
an extra thousand just to get set­
tled.”

Her face was frozen into a pale 
mask. “Two years, Dave? Is this 
all I get after two years?”

“Just for a while, that’s all. May­
be we could get together again in 
six months or so.”

“You’d leave me, just like that?”
“Don’t make it sound like some­

thing—dirty. We’ve had two good 
years together.”

“Where do you think you’d be 
without me, Dave? Without my 
dreams?”

“Maybe I’ve got to find out. At 
least you’ve got those dreams. 
They’re always with you.”

She looked away suddenly. 
“Dreaming is a pretty lonely thing 
when there’s nobody to tell them 
to.”
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“You’ll find somebody.”
“No I won’t.” She seemed sud­

denly decided. “Dave, I won’t let 
you leave me like this. I won’t let 
you.”

He fumbled for a pack of ciga­
rettes and wondered why the thing 
was suddenly being so difficult. For 
two years of wanderings, she had 
been nothing but a woman, a paid 
companion who ate with him and 
slept with him and remembered 
her dreams. He had always been 
the boss of the situation, always 
knowing in the back of his mind 
that the day of their parting would 
sometime come. He had needed 
her, but only because there was no 
one else for him to need.

**What will you do about it?” he 
asked, suddenly angered at her re­
sistance.

“I think I’d turn you in to the 
police before I’d let you go. Dave. 
I really mean it.”

And he could see by her eyes 
that she did.

The next two nights were diffi­
cult ones for Dave. He was still 
meeting Susan Brogare secretly, 
but there was a feeling about the 
thing that made him think of a 
water-soaked log being pulled 
slowly into the vortex of a whirl­
pool. He knew now that this girl 
—this woman—would accompany 
him anywhere, to Florida or the 

moon. And he knew, just as cer­
tainly, that Helen Reston would 
not simply pack up and leave. He 
was involved, deeply involved, 
with two women, and both of 
them had the knowledge to de­
stroy him.

But he’d known, almost from 
their first meeting, that the strange­
ness of Susan would attract and 
entrap him. She was fascinating 
and mysterious, with a sense of 
reckless adventure that matched 
his own. And it was to Susan that 
he brought his problem on that 
fifth night. “I can’t shake her,” he 
said. “She’s threatening to tell the 
police.”

But the dark-haired girl only 
looked at him through half-closed 
eyes, and blew smoke from her 
nose like some dragon of old. 
“You ought to be able to think 
of something,” she said quietly, 
and he wondered what she might 
have been implying. Neither of 
them dared to put the thought into 
words, but that night in bed, Dave 
Krown dreamed about the service 
station attendant he had shot back 
in Illinois.

The next day Helen was calmed 
down a bit, and, for the first time, 
made no mention of their long- 
delayed journey to Florida. She 
left for work early, and he didn’t 
see her the rest of the day. He 
began to feel good, so good that
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he even ventured a stroll past the 
firehouse for the first time since 
the holdup. An unusual February 
warmth was in the air, and a few 
of the firemen sat outside talking 
and waiting, as firemen do. Dave 
nodded to them as he went by.

And later that night, in his car, 
he told Susan, “She’s better to­
day.”

“Do you think she’ll let you go?” 
“Well . . . no.”
“Then something has to be 

done.”
“We could just leave.”
“And have her tell the police?” 
“She would be implicating her­

self if she did,” he argued, but he 
knew deep within himself that 
such a possibility would not deter 
Helen. In the two years they’d 
traveled together, he’d come to 
know the streak of unreasoning 
vengeance that slept just beneath 
the surface of her personality. She 
was not always the simple, stupid 
girl she seemed.

Susan stubbed out her cigarette. 
“I want you, Dave. All my life I’ve 
had the things I really wanted tak­
en away from me. I knew I want­
ed you from that first moment in 
the firehouse, and I’m not going 
to lose you.”

“You won’t,” he said. “I’ll think 
of something.”

Helen was quiet that night, pre­
occupied. And the following day 
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was much the same. She puttered 
about the apartment for a time, 
and once asked him if he had de­
cided what to do. He replied that 
they would be moving on soon, 
and left it at that. But he found 
himself watching her when her 
back was turned, watching and 
nurturing the growing hatred 
within him.

“Dave,” she said to him sudden­
ly, “I’m tired of sitting around this 
apartment alone every night. I 
want you to take me out to din­
ner.”

“Dinner? When?”
“Tomorrow night. And at some 

nice place out in the country. The 
Willow Grove, maybe.”

“I don’t even know if they’re 
open in the winter.”

“They’re open.”
“O.K. We’ll sec.”
He told Susan that night, ex­

plaining his commitment for the 
following evening. They were at 
a little neighborhood bar on the 
far side of town, a place she had 
introduced him to a few nights 
before. She was impatient, constant­
ly lighting cigarettes and stubbing 
them out only half-smoked.

“You’ve got to do something, 
Dave. I can’t stand this town any 
longer.”

“Just be patient, will you? We’ve 
hardly known each other a week.”

“I’ve known you for a lifetime,”
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she said, and lit another cigarette.
After a time a thought crossed 

his mind, and he asked her, “Did 
you ever destroy that letter? The 
one you left in the office?” It was 
the first time he had referred to it 
since she’d told him about it.

“I’ll bring it along when we leave 
this town,” she told him. “Don’t 
worry.”

“I’m not.”
She rested her hand on his. 

“Dave—if it has to be done, 
please do it. For me.”

He knew what she meant, and 
somehow the cold calculation of 
her voice did not surprise him. He 
was in so deep already that noth­
ing surprised him any longer.

When he awakened in the morn­
ing, one sandy eyeball pressed 
against the wrinkled white of the 
sheet, he saw that Helen was al­
ready up. She was standing at the 
window smoking a cigarette, and 
he could see at once that she was 
upset.

“What’s the trouble?” he asked.
“Lhad a dream, Dave. A terrible 

dream!”
He propped himself up on an el­

bow, looked around for his ciga­
rettes, and then decided he didn’t 
need one. “Tell me about it.”

“I don’t know how to—it was 
so awful! We were—we were at a 
bar someplace. Up in the moun­
tains, I think. Just the two of us.

After a while I went to the ladies’ 
room, and when I came out you 
were gone, just gone! You had left 
me there, all by myself! I was 
frantic and I ran outside. A car 
came from somewhere and hit me. 
That’s when I woke up, just as the 
car hit me.”

“Crazy dream,” he said.
“It was awful.”
“Well, forget about it now.”
She had put down the cigarette 

and was twisting her hands to­
gether. “Dave—”

“What?”
“Dave, it was you driving the 

car."
“Helen, pull yourself together. 

It was only a dream.”
He showered, shaved, and 

dressed in silence, trying to keep 
his hands from shaking, trying not 
to think about the black shape 
forming, growing, in his mind. It 
was a full hour before he could 
bring himself to ask her about 
their plans for the evening. “Still 
want to go out to dinner?”

“Of course. I’m counting on it.”
“Good,” he said. “I think it will 

help us both.”
Neither of them mentioned the 

dream again. There was no need.

The Willow Grove was, in the 
off-season, a dark and almost de­
serted place that stood by itself 
next to a seldom-traveled country 
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road. The willows, that had given 
the place its name in some far dis­
tant past, were almost gone now, 
felled by blight and age and an 
ever-expanding parking lot. Dave 
imagined that the summer cus­
tomers on a Saturday night would 
crowd the walls to bursting, but 
in February there were only a few 
tables of scattered diners, and a 
dimness of illumination that un­
intentionally directed the eye to 
the glowing cigarette machine that 
was the brightest single spot in 
view.

Dave had parked far back in the 
nearly deserted lot, and inside he 
led Helen to a table a bit out of 
the way. They chatted through 
dinner with a rapport that was al­
most like the old days, though he 
was not completely unaware of the 
occasional strain between them.

“The food is always good here," 
he said once, when the conversa­
tion threatened to lag.

“We’ve only been here once be­
fore.’’

“Still, it’s good. Want another 
drink?”

“I guess not. What time is it?”
“A little before nine. Why? Got 

a late date?” He said it with a 
chuckle, but she did seem edgy 
about something. She had kept her 
coat over her shoulders, the new 
red one with the black speckles 
that matched her hair, but he 

thought still that he detected a 
shiver. “Are you getting a cold?”

“I don’t think so, honey. I’m just 
nervous, I guess. I’d like to get out 
of here, head south.”

“Then you couldn’t wear the 
coat.”

“No kidding, Dave, when are 
we going?”

“I don’t know.”
“Are you still thinking of leav­

ing me?”
“Let’s talk about it on the way 

home,” he said, postponing the 
conversation.

Coffee came, and an after-dinner 
drink. Finally, Helen excused her­
self while he motioned for the 
check. He watched her go off in 
the direction of the ladies’ room, 
and sat for some moments wonder­
ing whether he could really go 
through with it. Then, almost re­
luctantly, he rose from the table 
and started for the door. It was 
just five minutes after nine, by 
the clock in the checkroom.

Outside, his breath white against 
the night air, he climbed behind 
the wheel of the car and started 
the motor. He turned the car a 
bit, into position, aiming it down 
the driveway like a torpedo.

He waited, the motor purring, 
ready for a touch of his foot on 
the pedal. Waited for Helen to 
come running out.

As in the dream.
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But then perhaps all of Efe was 
but a dream, and Dave Krown, 
sitting in the dark, was only a 
vision conjured up by nightmare. 
Perhaps all this would pass, as 
it had the night he’d shot the man 
in the gas station, halfway across 
the country.

Had he ever died, finally? Don’t 
we all die, finally?

Helen, Helen . . . forgive me.
And there she was, running out 

of the doorway, her new red coat 
bundled against the cold, black hair 
barely visible over the fuzzy col­
lar. His foot went down and the 
car shot ahead.

Forgive me, Helen.
He closed his eyes at the last 

instant, feeling, rather than seeing, 
the thud and crunch of metal 
against flesh.

“It was an accident,” he kept 
saying over and over. “I didn’t see 
her. It was an accident!”

Someone had covered the body 
with a tablecloth from inside, and 
far in the distance he could hear 
the beginnings of an approaching 
siren. One of the bartenders 
stepped forward through the sparse 
crowd of onlookers. “He’s right. 
I saw the whole thing through the 
window. This dame came tearing 
out and ran right out in front of 
him. He couldn’t have stopped 
for her.”

One or two others mumbled in 

agreement, and Dave began to 
relax for the first time. He still 
averted his eyes from the sprawled, 
broken body, though, even after 
the first police car pulled into the 
parking lot.

“She dead?” the officer asked, 
reaching for the clipboard he kept 
on the dash.

“She’s dead.”
“Anybody here know her?” he 

asked, his voice reflecting the pro­
fessional’s only half-concealed 
boredom with death.

“I knew her,” Dave started to 
reply. “Her name was Helen . . .**

He stopped, the words frozen in 
his throat like a lump of suddenly 
congealed sweat There in the 
doorway, not twenty feet away, 
stood Helen Reston. There was a 
slight smile playing about her lips, 
and of course she wasn’t wearing 
her coat.

“This the woman you know?” 
the officer asked, lifting the table­
cloth and turning the head for a 
better view in the sparse lighting 
of the parking lot.

Dave didn’t answer. He knew 
without looking that the dead 
woman at his feet had become, 
fantastically, not Helen, but his 
Susan.

“Driver’s license in her purse 
says her name is Susan Brogare. 
Looks like she worked at the Mo­
tor Vehicle Bureau. She the one 
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you knew?'* the officer queried.
“I knew her,” Dave answered 

mechanically.
“Well, you’ll have to come along 

with me for questioning. Just rou­
tine, you know.”

He nodded, then asked, “Can I 
speak to a friend over there for a 
moment?”

“Sure. I got all the time in the 
world.”

Dave pushed his way through 
the people and walked over to 
Helen in the doorway. “What did 
you do? God help us, what did 
you do?”

The smile, if it was a smile, still 
played about her lips. “I called her, 
told her I had to see her. I said I 
knew all about you two and had 
reached a decision. She met me in 
the ladies’ room at nine o’clock. I 
told her she could have you, told 
her you were waiting in the park­
ing lot to take her away. I even 
gave her the coat, because I said 
you wanted her to have it. She ran 
out there to meet you.”

“But—but you knew I’d be wait­
ing to—”

“I knew, Dave.”

“There never was a dream, was 
there? You made it all up. You 
knew just what I would do.”

“I’ve always known what you 
would do, Dave. And there have 
never been any dreams, not really.”

“No dreams,” he repeated, 
not understanding. Understanding 
only that this woman before him 
had depths of which he had never 
dreamed—depths of wisdom, and 
hate.

“You’ll get off,” she said. “It was 
an accident.”

“Sure.” But he was remembering 
the letter, the damning letter, Su­
san had written on that day so long 
ago, a week ago. The letter that 
would send him to the electric 
chair.

“I couldn’t let you go, Dave. I 
couldn’t.”

“How did you know about her?”
“I said I didn’t dream, Dave. I 

never have. But you talk in your 
sleep. You’ve talked in your sleep 
every night for two years.”

Behind him, like a voice from a 
dream, the police officer said, 
"Come on, mister. We’d better 
get going.”
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The lasting sense of filial duty having been proclaimed these 
many years, one could be properly shocked should he en­
counter contradiction.

•.Joe Colucci opened his eyes and 
stared up at the ceiling. Wednes­
day, he thought. Wednesday, and 
Vince was coming to see him to­
day. Vince would help him, he 
was certain of it.

THE TARGET

He sat up, swinging his legs off 
the side of the cot. The little clock 
next to his bed read seven-fifteen. 
Vince would be there at ten; he 
had plenty of time. Slipping his 
feet into house shoes he stood up 
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and walked across the room to the 
window. Looking out through the 
bars he saw it was drizzling rain. 
He cursed briefly. You’d at least 
think the sun would be shining; 
the weather should be pleasant 
when a man was about to see his 
only son again for the first time 
in eight years.

Had it been that long, really? 
Colucci's face curled in a thought­
ful frown. Vince was thirty-four 
now. Thirty-four years old; and a 
doctor. Dr. Vincent Colucci. Only 
he didn’t use the family name any­
more. He called himself Dr. Vin­
cent Collins. My name isn’t good 
enough for him. Not anymore, not 
since he’s a big shot doctor and 
gets his pictures in fancy medical 
journals. Ah, well—

How the years passed, Colucci 
thought almost in wonder. Why, in 
another two years he himself 
would be sixty. Sixty! A lot of 
water under the bridge.

He turned from the window and 
went into a small lavatory cut into 
one corner of the room. Stripping 
off his pajama top he washed and 
lathered his face and began to 
shave. He didn’t look nearly sixty, 
he decided. Fifty maybe, because 
of the grey hair, but not sixty. If 
it weren’t for the grey hair he 
might be able to get by with forty- 
five, if he had a reason.

When he had finished in the lav­

atory Colucci returned to his bed 
and opened a narrow metal locker 
next to it. He took fresh under­
wear from the shelf, and slacks 
and a white shirt from a hanger. 
He dressed, then sat down on 
the cot and put on clean sox and 
changed the houseslippers for a 
pair of loose loafers. Seeing that it 
was still five minutes before eight 
o’clock, he set about making his 
bed.

At eight the outer wooden door 
and inner barred door to the room 
were opened and one of Colucci’s 
three permanent guards came in. 
It was Robar, the swing shift guard 
whom Colucci disliked the most. 
He was carrying Colucci’s break­
fast tray and had the morn­
ing newspaper tucked under one 
arm. He put the tray on a small 
table near the wall and walked 
over to where Colucci sat. Unfold­
ing the paper, he dropped it on 
the cot so Colucci could see it.

“Well, you’re still worth a mil­
lion bucks today," the guard said 
casually. Colucci glared at him for 
a moment, then snatched up the 
paper and began reading it.

SYNDICATE CRACKDOWN 
CONTINUES, the headline read; 
its sub head said: INFORMER 
COLUCCI, MILLION DOLLAR 
TARGET, REPORTED STILL 
ALIVE.

The story that followed was 
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much the same in content as pre­
vious news stories carried through­
out the past week. Joseph Colucci, 
a high executive in the crime syn­
dicate, was still alive now seven 
days after his life had been put on 
the underworld trading block with 
a bounty of one million dollars. 
Colucci, brought to trial three 
months earlier by the government, 
had been convicted of engineering 
the kidnap-killing of a federal 
agent who had infiltrated the un­
derworld ranks. Facing execution, 
Colucci had agreed to testify be­
fore a crime committee in exchange 
for a commutation to life in prison, 
with the provision that he always 
be kept separate from the rest of 
the inmate population to protect 
his life. His testimony, which last­
ed four full days, had split the 
seams of the crime syndicate wide 
open; at last count some sixty-five 
of its gangster members had been 
arrested by federal officers.

Following his performance, Co­
lucci was removed to special guard­
ed quarters in an isolated wing of 
a federal jail hospital. Twenty-four 
hours later a startling thing hap­
pened; newspapers in every major 
city in the country received simul­
taneous anonymous telephone calls 
announcing that a price of one 
million dollars had been put on 
Colucci’s head for any hired gun 
—or anyone else—who could man­
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age to assassinate the gangland 
traitor. The fact that so many news­
papers in so many cities had been 
phoned at exactly the same time 
was considered undeniable evi­
dence that the price was a legiti­
mate offer being participated in by 
the widespread underworld net­
work. The syndicate had taken 
clever advantage of the newspa­
pers’ policy of printing anything 
sensational; they had used it to run 
a front page want ad for a killer.

Colucci had known, of course, 
that his testimony would make 
him a marked man; that an auto­
matic price would be put on his 
head for the temptation of every 
syndicate torpedo in the country; 
but he had not dreamed the boys 
would go to such extremes with 
their vendetta. A million dollars! 
That made him the target of every­
one; not just the hoods, the pro­
fessional triggermen, but every 
hustler, every punk.

Even, Colucci thought now, for 
the thousandth time in the past 
week, even his guards.

“A million dollars is a lot of 
money to pay for a punk,” Robar 
said, looking over Colucci’s shoul­
der. Colucci tossed the paper aside.

“I wasn’t a punk,” he said tight­
ly. “I was a big man.”

“Was isn’t is," the guard remind­
ed him. “You’re a punk now.”

Colucci ignored the remark and 
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stretched out on his cot to wait 
until ten o’clock when his son, 
Vince, would arrive to visit him.

“Aren’t you going to eat your 
breakfast, Joe?” Robar asked.

“You know I’m not,” Colucci 
said coldly, “so why ask ?”

Robar laughed. “Just because I 
won’t take a bite of everything 
first to show you it isn’t poisoned? 
Just because of that, you’re going 
to pass up a good hot breakfast?”

“That’s right, screw,” Colucci 
said. He had not eaten breakfast 
in a week, since the day the bounty 
was announced. And if it were 
not for Landman, the day guard 
who came on at nine o’clock, he 
would not be eating lunch or sup­
per either; but Landman liked to 
keep his shift running smoothly 
so he humored Joe by sampling 
every dish to prove it was untainted.

“Well,” Robar grinned gleefully, 
“if that’s the way you want it, Joe.” 
He picked up the tray of food and 
started to leave. At the door he 
stopped and looked back at Coluc­
ci. “You know,” he said thought­
fully, “with a million bucks a man 
could drop out of sight and nev­
er be found. He could live like 
you used to live, Joe, like a real 
big shot. Couldn’t he?”

Colucci did not answer. Robar 
smiled coldly and went out, mutter­
ing to himself.

Joe Colucci’s agreement included 

a stipulation whereby he was per­
mitted to receive visitors whose 
identity did not have to be made 
known to jail officials. As long 
as Colucci personally approved the 
visitor, he was to be admitted. This 
infraction of normal prison se­
curity was not as revolutionary as 
it might sound, for two reasons: 
first, Colucci was kept separate 
from the other inmates, so the vis­
itor did not have to enter the pris­
on proper to see him; and second, 
it was a well known fact that 
Colucci was safer in jail than any­
where else, therefore was not an 
escape risk.

Vincent Colucci arrived incog­
nito at the jail at the appointed 
time. He identified himself sim­
ply as Mr. Vincent and was 
brought under guard to Joe’s pri­
vate quarters. Joe looked at him 
through the peephole in the door 
and gave the guards permission 
to let him in.

“How’ve you been, Vince?” Co­
lucci asked when they were alone. 
There was no embrace, no joy in 
the reunion, not even a handshake; 
the years had left a wide gap be­
tween them.

“I’ve been fine,” Vince said. 
“How are you?”

Joe waved one hand around the 
room in a peremptory gesture that 
took in the drab metal furnish­
ings, the aged-yellow walls, the 
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barred windows. “Alive,” he said 
tonelpssly, “that’s about all.”

Vince nodded silent understand­
ing. He was a tall, clean-cut man 
with his father’s thick hair and 
even white teeth. His fair com­
plexion he had inherited from his 
mother, now long dead.

Joe Colucci looked closely at his 
son whom he had not seen for 
eight years. “You look like you 
need a rest,” he said. “Your eyes are 
tired.”

“I suppose I do,” Vince admit­
ted.

“You still knocking yourself out 
to get that place built? You know, 
that home for crippled kids or 
whatever?”

“It’s a research hospital,” Vince 
corrected. “Yes, I’m still at it.”

“I seen your picture in the paper 
about a year ago when you gave a 
talk about it.”

Vince nodded. “That was a 
fund-raising speech. We were try­
ing to get enough money together 
to buy the land for the hospital.”

“Did you get it?”
“No. We got enough for a down 

payment though. The rest we’re 
paying a little at a time.”

“When do you think you’ll final­
ly build the place?”

“Ten years or so, we figure.”
Colucci grunted. “Long time,” 

he remarked.
A silence fell between the two 

men then, heavy and uncomfort­
able. Joe walked over and sat 
down on his cot. Vince drew a 
chair out from its table and turned 
it to face his father. He took a pack 
of cigarettes from his pocket and 
offered one to Joe.

“No, thanks,” Joe said, “I got 
ulcers, can’t smoke on an empty 
stomach.” He explained to Vince 
why he no longer partook of 
breakfast. “That’s why I wanted 
to see you, kid; I need help.”

Vince’s face hardened a little. 
“I don’t want to get involved with 
you,” he said levelly.

Joe grunted again. “You’re al­
ready involved, Vince; I’m your 
father, remember?”

“As far as I’m concerned,” Vince 
said coldly, “that’s a biological 
fact, nothing more.”

“Now wait a minute I did a lot 
for you, Vince—”

“All you ever did for me was 
drive my mother to an early grave 
and put a stigma on me that I had 
to change my name to get rid of!” 
Vince suddenly stormed.

“What about your education?” 
Colucci asked calmly, unmoved by 
the outburst. “What about the eight 
years it took you to learn how to 
be a big shot doctor?”

“That was conscience money you 
paid to Ma,” Vince told him 
knowingly, “so you could sleep 
nights.”
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“Great,” Joe said emotionally, 
throwing up his hands in dramatic 
surrender, “swell, wonderful. 
Okay, I never did anything for 
you; not a thing. I’m a no-good 
gangster and you’re the salt of the 
earth, all right?” He jabbed a fin­
ger in the air toward Vince. “But 
I’m still your blood father and 
you’re still my blood son," he said 
slowly and emphatically, “and I 
don’t believe you’re gonna sit there 
and let me get killed without even 
trying to help.”

“There’s no way I can help you,” 
Vince said, his voice softening. 
“There’s no way anyone can help 
you.”

“There is a way,” Joe said ur­
gently, “believe me, there’s a way!”

Vince got up and walked over 
to the window. Beyond the hori­
zontal bars he could see the rain­
swept, grey-walled jail courtyard 
looking like some forlorn, deserted 
place out of another world. And it 
was another world, he supposed, 
in a way; a world far removed 
from his own, from his wife and 
children, his medical practice, the 
research foundation hospital that 
would take forever to complete.

Vince sighed and turned back to 
his father. “How?” he asked sim- 
pIy’

Colucci sat forward on the very 
edge of the cot, tense. “Go see 
Martino for me—” he began.

“Nick Martino?” Vince almost 
whispered, as if to say the gang 
lord’s name aloud might summon 
instant reprisal.

“That’s right,” Joe said, “the big 
boy. He’s completely in the clear; 
I didn’t say nothing to that com­
mittee that could hurt him in any 
way. But I could have, see? I could 
have nailed him to the cross with 
railroad spikes, but I didn’t, I held 
back.” Joe grinned cunningly. “I 
held back so I’d have an ace in the 
hole in case I needed one. Well, 
now I need one.”

Vince nodded perceptively. Still 
the same old Joe Colucci, he 
thought, still with the same animal 
nature that had brought him from 
driving a bootleg liquor truck thir­
ty years ago to his recent high 
lieutenancy in the organized army 
of gangsterism. Still the plotter, 
the conniver, the big fixer. Only 
now he did his fixing from a bare 
jail room instead of a penthouse. 
Nearly sixty years old, Vince 
thought, and he ends up with 
nothing; no friends, no real fam­
ily, nothing. Just ulcers and a long- 
shot chance of living his few re­
maining years in a drab room 
with barred windows.

“What would I have to tell Mar­
tino?” Vince asked resignedly.

“You wouldn’t have to tell him 
nothing,” Joe said. “Just take him a 
letter in a sealed envelope. You 
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won’t even know what the letter 
says, so you’ll be protected that 
way. But I’ll tell you this much, it 
will contain certain information 
that Nick doesn’t even know I 
know; stuff I got from that federal 
man who worked his way into the 
organization; stuff that can put 
Big Nick right in the death house. 
But you’re not gonna know what 
it is. All you got to do is deliver 
the letter. Just give Nick my re­
gards—and tell him if the bounty 
isn’t taken off me in twenty-four 
hours I’ll write the same letter to 
the feds. I want it taken off the 
same way it was put on, too—in the 
headlines, so I’ll be sure.” Joe wet 
his lips nervously and seemed to 
sit more tensely on the edge of 
the cot. “Will you do it for me, 
Vinny?”

Vince felt a soft pull at his heart. 
It was the first time Joe had called 
him Vinny in twenty-five years or 
more, since he was just a little 
kid; back before his mother packed 
up and took him and moved to an­
other city and gave him another 
name in another world. Twenty- 
five years or more. And still it 
pulled softly at his heart to hear it.

But then Vince remembered 
who it was he was dealing with; 
he remembered that this was Joe 
Colucci, gangster, public enemy, 
killer of men. The soft tug went 
away as the ache of bitter memo­

ries returned. His anguish swelled.
“All right, I’ll do it,” Vince said 

around the ache.

Landman, the day guard, 
brought Colucci his lunch tray an 
hour after Vince had left. He put 
the tray on the table and paused for 
a moment to look out at the rain.

“Lousy weather today, Joe,” he 
said idly.

“Yeah, lousy.” Colucci was ly­
ing on the cot, hungry from his 
self-imposed morning fast, but on 
the whole feeling much better, 
much less nervous than he had all 
week. Now that Vince was on 
his way to see Martino, every­
thing, he was sure, was going to be 
all right. He got up and put on 
his house slippers and went over to 
the little table where his lunch 
waited.

"Come on,” he said to Landman. 
“I’m hungry.”

The day guard sat down across 
from him. There were two forks 
on the tray; one for Colucci and 
one for Landman to sample the 
food. Colucci waited for Landman 
to begin his. ritual of taking a bite 
from each dish, but the guard 
merely sat back with a thoughtful 
expression on his face.

“This rain,” he said, “reminds 
me that I’ve got a leak in my roof 
at home. Right over the kitchen 
stove, of all places. Been meaning

THE TARGET 25



to have it fixed for quite a while 
now, but can’t seem to be able to 
work it into the old budget.”

Colucci pushed the tray a little 
closer to Landman. “Come on—’’ 
he said impatiently, “the meal’s 
getting cold.” Still Landman did 
not touch the fork.

“You know, Joe,” the guard 
went on, “a guy like me don’t earn 
as much money as some people 
might think. Do you know that 
guards earn less than common la­
borers? That’s a fact. I tell you, 
it’s a problem sometimes just mak­
ing ends meet.”

Colucci’s eyes narrowed in slow 
understanding. “If you’re trying 
to shake me down, Landman,” he 
said flatly, “forget it. I haven’t got 
a dime.”

“If it wasn’t for me, Joe,” the 
guard said pointedly, “you would­
n’t even be able to eat two meals 
a day. I’m the only one who will 
watch the cooks get your food 
ready, and I’m the only one who 
samples it for you to prove that 
it isn’t spiked. That’s not part of 
my job, you know; I can quit do­
ing it anytime I get ready.”

“Look,” Colucci repeated evenly, 
“I just told you, I don’t have a 
dime.”

“Don’t con me, Joe,” Landman 
said. “A smart boy like you, I’ll 
bet you’ve got plenty stashed—”

Colucci glared coldly at the day 
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guard. Dirty low-life screw, he 
thought bitterly. Take the food 
right out of a man’s mouth. All 
right, screw, we’ll just play it your 
way. I can go without eating until 
Vince fixes it up for Big Nick to 
take the price off me. After that, 
when I’m not worth a million 
bucks anymore, I won’t have to 
worry about people poisoning me.

Colucci got up from the table 
without a word and returned to 
lie on his cot. Landman grinned 
and shrugged his shoulders.

“Suit yourself, Joe,” he said eas­
ily, picking up the still full tray. 
“We’ll see how you feel at supper.”

Colucci refused to eat supper 
that evening. Landman went off 
duty at six and Thorn, the night 
guard, came on. Thorn was the 
youngest of the trio, a new guard 
who had worked at the jail for 
only a few months. He often came 
to chat with Colucci before lights 
out.

“I hear you’re on a hunger 
strike,” he said to Colucci that 
night. Colucci nodded without an­
swering. “It’s too bad I’m not on 
duty at any of the mealtimes,” 
Thorn went on speculatively. “The 
officer’s commissary is closed this 
late too, else I’d go get you some­
thing. Guess you’re pretty hungry 
by now, huh?”

“Yeah, I’m pretty hungry,” Co­
lucci said flatly, wishing the young
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guard would stop all the talk.
“I get a relief break at ten,” 

Thorn said. “There’s a little cafe 
about a mile away that stays open 
until midnight. I could bring you 
sandwiches and pie every night if 
you wanted. Only thing is, it 
would take me too long going by 
bus. ’Course, if I had a car—”

Colucci sneered up from his cot 
at the baby-faced night guard. 
“Forget it, punk,” he said levelly. 
“I wouldn’t even buy you a bicy­
cle.”

Thorn shrugged in wide-eyed 
innocence. “Up to you, Joe,” he 
said. He went over to the door to 
lock Colucci in for the night. 
“Have a nice sleep.”

Colucci muttered a curse under 
his breath. They really had him 
good, those lousy punks. All three 
of them, Landman on days, Thorn 
on nights, and that rotten Robar 
on the swing shift. And there was­
n’t a thing he could do about it. 
He couldn’t even complain to the 
federal men because there was ac­
tually nothing to complain about; 
Landman and Robar weren’t hold­
ing back his food, they were sim­
ply refusing to guarantee it hadn’t 
been poisoned by one of the cons 
in the kitchen. And Thorn, that 
bug-eyed little thief, hadn’t actually 
asked for a bribe; he’d only sug­
gested that he could use a car. 
Pretty smart boys they were.

Colucci closed his eyes and tried 
to figure out how long it would be 
until his son got back. Vince was 
probably in New York at that 
very moment. Of course, seeing 
Big Nick would take some doing. 
You don’t just walk in on the head 
of a national crime syndicate; there 
were phone calls to be made, ar­
rangements to be agreed upon, a 
meet set. But say Vince got to see 
him sometime tomorrow, he 
would be back before noon the 
next day, at the latest. That was— 
let’s see—thirty-nine hours. And 
how long since he ate last? Not 
since supper the previous evening; 
that was twenty-eight hours ago. 
That made a total of sixty-seven 
hours he would have to go without 
eating. Nearly three days and three 
nights. Your ulcers aren’t going to 
like that, Joe, he told himself. And 
you won’t be able to smoke either, 
don’t forget.

But I’ll make it, Colucci silently 
vowed. I’ll make it.

The entire next day was agony.
When Colucci awoke, an hour 

earlier than usual, his stomach was 
already growling. Hunger had 
tightened his nerve ends until they 
were raw, and the bile inside him 
felt as if it was rising right up into 
his esophagus.

He got shakily out of bed and 
rinsed his mouth, being careful to 
swallow only a little water to
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keep his glands moist. Any more 
than that would only make his 
ulcers react more violently. He 
washed his face and combed his 
hair, but did not even try to 
shave.

Robar came in with his break­
fast tray at eight and put it 
on the table. Colucci ignored it, 
lying facing away from the table.

“Nice hot cereal this morning, 
Joe,” Robar said pleasantly, “with 
two crisp slices of bacon on the 
side, buttered toast, grape jelly and 
some nice cold milk. Milk’s good 
for your ulcers, isn’t it, Joe?”

Colucci did not answer or even 
look at Robar. If he did not re­
spond in any way, maybe Robar 
would cut short the torture and 

leave him alone to think things out.
“Not hungry, huh?” Robar 

asked.
Colucci clenched his jaw and re­

mained silent. The aroma of the 
bacon was beginning to reach him.

“Well, I’ll just leave the tray 
here, Joe,” the big guard said, “in 
case you work up an appetite la­
ter.”

Colucci heard the doors open 
and close again and lock. He got 
up quickly and hurried over to the 
table. The tray was uncovered. Co­
lucci peered suspiciously at the 
food. He wondered if he dared eat 
just a little of some one dish. The 
steaming cooked cereal looked par­
ticularly inviting; but that was 
probably the most easily poison­
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able dish on the tray. The toast 
maybe? No, not that; the bread 
had come from the big bakery 
ovens in the jail kitchen and some 
money-hungry convict baker 
might easily have rolled a special 
loaf just for Joe Colucci. What 
about the milk? That would be 
the best thing for him, at least for 
his ulcers; but like the cereal, it 
was too easily poisoned. That left 
only the bacon. Was it possible to 
poison a strip of fried bacon?

Colucci heard a chuckle behind 
him and whirled to see Robar grin­
ning at him through the peephole 
in the door.

“Go ahead, Joe,” the guard 
prompted jeeringly, “go ahead and 
have breakfast—”

Colucci grabbed the big cereal 
spoon from the tray and hurled 
it at the door. It rebounded harm­
lessly away from Robar, who 
laughed aloud at his prisoner.

“Temper, temper, Joe,” Robar 
chided. He closed the peephole, 
still laughing.

Colucci did not touch the food, 
not even the bacon. He went back 
to his cot and forced himself to lie 
there quietly. After awhile he 
somehow managed to drift off to 
sleep.

When he awoke again it was 
nearly noon. The breakfast tray 
was gone. But Landman, the day 
guard, had arrived with lunch. He 

came over and put the tray on 
Colucci’s chair next to the cot

“How are you today, Joe?” he 
asked.

“I’m still here,” Colucci said 
tightlipped.

“Give any more thought to what 
we talked about yesterday?"

“Yeah,” Colucci said.
“What did you decide?”
“I decided to have some friends 

of mine put your feet in cement 
and drop you in the river,” Coluc­
ci told him with as much relish 
and delight at the thought as he 
could muster. Landman laughed.

“That might worry me, Joe,” he 
said, “except you don’t have any 
friends anymore. Come on now, 
let’s you and me talk a deal.”

“No deal,” Colucci said.
Landman sighed heavily. “Guess 

you wouldn’t care for any lunch 
then. Shame, too, Chicken soup, 
assorted cold cuts, sliced cheese, 
bread and butter, milk and rice 
pudding.”

Landman picked up the tray and 
left. Colucci rolled over and stared 
at the clock. Twenty-four hours to 
go.

During the afternoon he was 
sick twice. The acid was building 
up in his empty, shrinking, scream­
ing stomach.

The more severe pain of his ul­
cers festering did not begin until 
suppertime. He suffered terribly all 
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the while Landman was trying to 
tempt him with beef pie, potatoes, 
milk and chocolate cake; but he 
managed to present a calm out­
ward appearance so the sadistic 
day guard would not have the sat­
isfaction of knowing that his in­
sides were on fire. Finally Land- 
man simply gave up on his victim 
for the day, took the supper tray 
away, and went off duty.

After that, there was Thorn. The 
big-eyed young night guard again 
sympathized with Colucci’s pre­
dicament, all the while telling Co­
lucci about the fabulous supper he 
had eaten just before coming on 
duty; a meal he described so lav­
ishly it sounded as if he might 
have dined at the White House. 
Colucci silently tolerated the sup­
posedly subtle persuasiveness 
which, coming from the immature 
Thorn, sounded more like the 
boasting of a loud-mouthed ado­
lescent. The hungry man listened 
attentively, looking right at Thorn 
all the while, but did not respond 
in any way. Colucci’s attitude final­
ly got on Thorn’s nerves and an 
hour later he left in complete frus­
tration, locking Colucci in for the 
night.

Then there was only the long 
night to face; fourteen hours of 
being totally alone, with only the 
gnawing hunger for a companion. 
Colucci went to bed and tried to 

force himself to sleep; but he could 
not. The ruthless, maddening, ani­
mal starvation was consuming 
him; its pressure was relentless. 
Colucci felt he had to move 
around, keep active in some way, 
or else he would go raving mad 
before morning. Somehow he 
found the strength to do it. He got 
out of bed and slowly paced the 
length of the room until dawn.

At 9:00 Vince was there, three 
hours earlier than Colucci had pre­
dicted. The prisoner, weak now 
almost to the point of total col­
lapse, had to brace himself against 
the wall in order to stand up to 
look through the peephole and 
identify his visitor. When Vince 
was let in and the door closed be­
hind him, Colucci stumbled back 
to his cot, asking haltingly, “What 
—did—Martino say?”

“He said okay,” Vince told him. 
“He said it was a deal. The mil­
lion-dollar bounty is off you.”

Colucci slumped down, burying 
his face in his hands. It’s over, he 
thought. As soon as the story gets 
in the papers I’ll be safe again. 
Safe again—

He looked up at his son through 
dark-welled, bloodshot eyes. That 
was when he saw, for the first 
time, the small white bakery bag 
that Vince carried.

“What—what’s that—?” he
asked almost dumbly, his heart
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seeming to climb up into his 
throat.

“Donuts,” Vince said. “I remem­
bered you used to like them.”

Colucci’s eyes narrowed suspi­
ciously. “Where’d you get them?” 

“A little bakery near the train 
station. Why? What’s the matter?” 
Then, recognizing the animal sus­
picion etched in his gangster fa­
ther’s face, Vince continued, “Oh, 
I see. You don’t trust me, is that 
it? You think I’d sell you out for 
the money, don’t you? Well,” 
Vince’s voice grew very quiet, very 
sincere, “you’re wrong.” He 
opened the bag and took out a 
donut. Looking straight into his 
father’s eyes, he began eating it.

Colucci forced himself off the 
cot and stumbled over to Vince. 
Clutching at the bag his son held, 
he grabbed a donut and crammed 
it nearly whole into his mouth, 
reaching with both hands for an­
other even before he had swal­
lowed the first. Like a starving dog 
he ate in perpetual motion, stuffing 
as much into his mouth as space 
and breath would allow. Vince 
gradually let go of the bag and 

Colucci took it into his own hands. 
Feeling suddenly ill, he staggered 
weakly back to his cot and sat 
down. The nausea passed quickly 
and he tore the bakery bag apart 
on his knees and resumed gorging 
himself. It was a sickeningly ex­
hilarating feeling to eat again, to 
put food into his mouth and chew 
the taste out of it, to feel it bring­
ing wakefulness back to his dry, 
dying stomach.

Colucci ate and ate and ate, un­
til all the donuts were gone. Then 
he looked up. Vince was gone too.

Around the corner from the jail, 
Dr. Vincent Collins entered a wait­
ing taxi. He sighed heavily as he 
settled back in the seat for the drive 
to the airport.

At least, he thought, he hadn’t 
lied to his father. He hadn’t done 
it for the money, not really; he 
had done it for the research hos­
pital and for the hundreds of chil­
dren he hoped would someday be 
cured there.

Vince, rationalizing thus, 
opened a small vial of antidote and 
poured it down his throat.
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'Tis lamentable to profit from another's misfortune, yet bear 
in mind, "Four things come not buck: the spoken word; the 
sped arrow; time past; the neglected opportunity."

Frank Tweddle, attorney, al­
though addicted to shady and un­
scrupulous practises, had never 
done anything actually criminal 
until he got involved in a jury­
tampering case. He thought he 
had handled the matter with the 
utmost discretion, but the Bar As­
sociation had heard about it and 
was about to start an investigation. 

There was one witness who could 
ruin him, if he got a chance to 
testify, and he was worried. Per­
haps this was why “Frankie” re­
garded his appointment to defend 
Duane Duncan with only a frac­
tion of his usual interest and en­
thusiasm.

On a hot summer morning he 
parked his sports car near the jail 
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and approached the Sheriffs of­
fice. As he paused to mop sweat 
from his round, ruddy face, his big 
nose shone like the stop light on 
a car.

When he entered the Sheriff’s 
dingy office, fanning himself with 
his Panama hat, the lanky officer 
looked up.. His keen gaze took in 
the middle-aged shyster’s rumpled 
blue suit, soiled shirt, and run-over

shoes, and his scraggly grey mus­
tache seemed to curl in disdain.

“Howdy, Tweddle,” he said, 
leaning back in his creaky swivel 
chair. With a gnarled hand he ges­
tured toward a seat on the opposite 
side of the battered oak desk. 
“Set.”

Frankie sat. “Howdy, Sheriff,” 
he grunted. Taking a fat cigar 
from his breast pocket without of­
fering the officer one, he lit it and 
took several puffs.

“You’ve got Duane Duncan in 
custody,” he stated. He squinted 
fiercely, a habit he had formed in 
m effort to hide his widely pop­
ping eyes which, he knew, gave 
surprise and amazement.

“Right,” answered the officer. 
‘Brought Rail in last night.” He 
looked at the zircon ring on the 
lawyer’s chubby finger in sharp 
disapproval. “Everybody calls 
Duane ‘Rail’. You’ll know why 
when you see him.”

“Charged with manslaughter?”
“Right.”
“Confessed?”
“Well-sort of.”
“What do you mean—sort of?”
“Well, he told the darndest yarn 

1 ever heard in all my born days. 
I don’t know if he’s gone crazy, 
or if he’s full of that mountain 
dew that he makes back there in 
the hills.”

“Can I talk to him?”
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“Guess so. If you’re his attor­
ney."

“I am. Court appointed me.”
The officer led Frankie down a 

gloomy corridor that smelled of 
unwashed bodies and disinfectant, 
to a cell at the back of the jail. He 
unlocked the door, then walked 
away, jingling his keys.

“Holler when you’re done.”
Frankie sat on a bunk opposite 

Rail and stared at him specula­
tively. Rail’s yellow hair looked 
like a wind-blown straw heap, 
his skinny-face had a sickly pallor, 
his hands were never still. His fad­
ed blue shirt and jeans seemed to 
give off stale whisky fumes.

“Tell me about it, Rail,” said 
Frankie from one side of his cigar.

“You’ll never believe me,” 
moaned Rail. His milk-blue eyes, 
set too close together, were full of 
misery. “Nobody will ever believe 
__>» me.

“Try me,” said Frankie.
“Do you reckon there’s such 

things as flying saucers?” asked 
Rail weakly.

“You were right the first time. 
I don’t believe you.”

“But you gotta believe me. You 
gotta listen anyway.”

“All right, fella, go on.”
“It was night ’fore last. Me and 

my old woman had just had a 
ruckus; she nags me somethin' aw­
ful, and I went out on the back 

stoop to cool off. I never hit her in 
all my life, though I’ve plumb felt 
like doin’ it sometimes.”

Frankie had seen Rail’s wife. 
Built like a battleship, Luella could 
have broken Rail into bits, and 
Frankie could well believe that 
Rail would never dare to lift a 
hand against her.

“Go on.”
“It was just about sundown 

when I seen this queer thing in 
the sky. It soared along like a tur­
key buzzard, but it didn’t make no 
racket, and it looked like it came 
to earth the other side of Old 
Baldy. Honest, Mister, I seen it 
just as plain as I see you right here 
afore me.”

Frankie snorted in disbelief. 
“What did you do? Go out there 
and hitch a ride?”

“I knowed you wouldn’t believe 
me,” Rail said defiantly, “but I 
know what I seen.”

He stood up for a moment and 
rubbed his skinny rump. The bunk 
he was sitting on was hard. “I 
snuck out there and went up over 
the knob. Just as I got to the top, 
I seen that thing fly away. Then I 
looked down in the clearin’ and I 
could see where it had squatted 
down in the dirt like a big bird. 
And somethin’ was layin’ there 
with the last rays of sunlight glit­
terin’ on it.”

“I suppose you went out there 
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and picked it up,” Frankie re­
marked, knocking the ash from 
his cigar, “but what has this fairy 
tale got to do with the man­
slaughter charge against you?”

“I’m cornin’ to that, Mister, if 
you’ll just listen.”

“All right, Rail, I won’t inter­
rupt again.”

“I went down in the holler and 
got that thing. At first I cal’lated it 
was just a plaything, like you give 
a kid at Christmas time. It looked 
like one of these here toy death­
ray guns that young’uns play with 
when they’re lettin’ on that they’re 
men from Mars.”

“Is that all it was?”
“That’s all I allowed it was then. 

But now I know it was dropped 
out of that flyin’ saucer.”

“How do you know that?”
“Well, I brung it home, thinkin’ 

I’d give it to one of my kinfolk’s 
kids. I and Luella ain’t got no kids 
of our own, you know. So I toted 
it home with me, and when I went 
in the house, Luella started in on 
me all over again. She gave me 
billy-blue-blazes for wanderin’ 
around on the hills when she 
wanted me at home. She called me 
every name she could think of, and 
she got so mean that I plumb blew 
my top. That’s when it happened.”

“What happened?”
“I started yellin’ right back at 

her. Then I pointed that thing at 

her and I says, ‘If this thing was a 
real gun, I’d shoot you plumb 
dead-center, like this.’ Then I 
pulled the trigger.”

“You’re nuts!” exclaimed Frank­
ie.

“But I shore did! And this is 
the part nobody’ll ever believe.”

Half-pleadingly and half-defi- 
antly, Rail looked at the lawyer. 
He had been called worthless, 
shiftless, and a drunk, but this was 
the first time he had ever been 
called crazy, and he was miserable.

“When I squeezed the trigger on 
that thing—and mind you, I 
thought it was a plaything—a flash 
like chain lightnin’ came out of 
the muzzle. Then Luella turned 
into a cloud of smoke, like the 
haze over the mountains on a fall 
day, and just faded away. There 
wasn’t nothin’ left but—but—emp­
ty air.”

“You don’t expect me to credit 
that, do you?”

“Honest to God made little ap­
ples, Mister Tweddle, that’s just 
what happened. I hope He strikes 
me deaf and blind, if that ain’t just 
what happened.”

Frankie realized that Rail sin­
cerely believed that he was relat­
ing an actual experience or, super­
stitious as he was, he would never 
have sworn such an oath. He 
stared at the grimy bars thought­
fully.
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Luella had disappeared, and the 
Sheriff evidently believed that Rail 
had done away with her. Was she 
Siding from Rail to punish him? 
Possible, but not likely. Or had 
Rail killed her, then dredged up 
this story from his subconscious to 
mitigate guilty thinking? Psycho­
paths did that sometimes. Or did 
they? Frankie wasn’t quite sure, 
but probably the best defense 
would be a plea of insanity.

If Frankie wasn’t disbarred for 
jury tampering before he could 
bring the case to trial, that is!

“Sure she isn’t playing a trick 
on you?” the lawyer asked. “Maybe 
she’s hiding somewhere.”

“No, she ain’t. I looked all over 
for her. Like I says, she was there, 
big as life, one minute. Then the 
next minute, she was gone into 
thin air.”

Rail’s voice broke. “You gotta 
get me out of this. Luella’s a Hat­
field, and them Hatfields is a mean 
lot. When they find out she’s gone, 
they’re just liable to start a lynch- 
in’ party.”

Frankie thought of another ques­
tion. “What did you do with this— 
er—deadly weapon?”

“I hid it in a holler tree beyond 
the henhouse. If you got it, do you 
think you could sort of explain 
things to the judge and get me 
off?”

“Maybe we can work something 
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out,” Frankie said evasively. 'Til 
go out there now.” And see what 
really did happen, he added men­
tally.

In a few minutes, Frankie was 
driving his second-hand car out 
the winding, rutted road into the 
mountains. Rail’s wretched farm 
lay on the side of a barren hill 
known as Old Baldy. As scrawny 
hens and razor-backs scattered 
noisily in every direction, the law­
yer drove into the yard and parked 
by the sagging front porch.

Getting out of the car, he yelled, 
“Anybody home?”

There was no answer. He en­
tered the ramshackle dwelling and 
went from room to cluttered room. 
There was nobody there. He 
searched the tumble-down barn, 
but there was no sign of Luella. 
The mule had nothing to eat. 
Frankie took pity on him and let 
him out where he could graze and 
get water.

He went past the henhouse to a 
big hollow oak. He started to reach 
his hand into the hole in the trunk, 
then thought better of it. There 
might be a wasp’s nest or some­
thing else unpleasant inside. He 
got a stick, poked it inside, and 
moved it about. Something gave 
out a metallic sound. Gingerly he 
reached into the dark interior and 
brought out a strange object.

“Just as I thought—a toy. Some
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kid lost it and Rail found it. 
Then, in shock after killing his 
wife, he imagined that fairy story 
to rationalize his act. I’ll have to 
study up on psychiatry now for 
sure.”

As he stood there, a shadowy 
form, grey and white, with enor­
mous ears, emerged from the dense 
woods a few yards away. With a 
blood-curdling growl and gnash­
ing teeth, it approached the trem­
bling lawyer.

If there was one thing Frankie 
was afraid of, it was a vicious dog 
and, if he had known that Rail 
owned one, he never would have 
ventured out here. Being too fat to 
run, he backed up against the tree 
with stark terror in his eyes.

The dog advanced menacingly, 
his lips curled in a savage snarl. 
Frankie tried desperately to over­
come his fear and assume a con­
fident demeanor. Perhaps he could 
win over the animal.

“Nice doggyl” he said shakily, 
but the canine ignored his ad­
vances and acted even more fero­
cious.

Realizing that he was getting no­

where with pretended kindness, he 
tried to frighten the animal. Point­
ing the weapon at the dog, * he 
yelled, “Get away from here, or 
I’ll kill you!”

As the dog came still closer, 
Frankie’s shaking finger involun­
tarily squeezed the trigger. Then, 
to his. amazement, a blinding flash 
issued from the gun. As if suddenly 
frozen in his tracks, the dog stif­
fened, then turned into a cloud of 
smoke which drifted harmlessly 
away.

“Holy smoke!” he exclaimed.,“I 
never would have believed it in a 
thousand years, but Rail was tell­
ing the truth.”

For a long time he stood there, 
looking down at the weapon in his 
hand. His expression of terror and 
amazement gradually changed to 
one of simple disbelief. Then disbe­
lief gave way to certainty, and a 
sly, calculating look crept over his 
face.

Frank said, aloud, “Tonight I 
think I’ll make a call. Yes, sir. 
I’m going to make a call on the 
witness who says he’s going to 
testify that I tried to bribe a juror!”
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Repetition may, in some instances, 
it may also be efficaciously

create monotony; however, 
used to underscore a message.

JYJJohTOTHE
As he moved, noiselessly, along 
the narrow asphalt walkway, his 
eyes searched the pleasant sur­
roundings of the quiet park. He 
thought about the girl he was 
looking for, pictured her in his 
mind, knew that she had to be 
found tonight, tonight in the next 
few hours.

He had started in downtown

L.A., seven nights ago, had moved, 
relentlessly and systematically, 
westward through the city, paus­
ing in a hundred dingy bars, 
wandering through the smoky lob­
bies of a dozen cheap hotels.

Now, he had gone as far west 
as he could go without boarding 
a boat. The city and the land end­
ed. The ocean took over.

The Chamber of Commerce of 
Santa Monica sign had welcomed 
him to this grassy park, shaded by 
towering palms and bordered 
along one edge by a jagged cliff 
that provided an aura of danger 
for the sightseers. It was called In­
spiration Point Park.

The headache, more agonizing 
now than ever before, pounded 
at his temples without mercy. The 
pressure, steadily mounting for a 
week, since this latest search had 
begun, threatened to blow apart 
his skull.

His pace slackened. With his left 
hand he massaged the back of his 
neck. So tight, the muscles there 
so tense. His shoulders, too, were 
locked and aching from the ten­
sion that gripped his body.
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His right hand remained in the 
pocket of his neatly tailored sport 
jacket, his fingers around the 
smooth wooden handle of the ice 
pick.

He stopped, his attention drawn 
to the sun just disappearing into 
the ocean, a gold coin slipping into 
a magic slot along the blue hori­
zon.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, 
“beautiful.”

He stood perfectly still for sev­
eral minutes, admiring the sight, 
his hands resting on the top board 
of the low fence that traced a wavy 
line ten feet back from the sheer 
drop-off. Two hundred feet direct­
ly below him ran the Coast High­
way. Along the other side of the 
road stood a line of fancy swim­
ming clubs interspersed with ex­
pensively rustic private beach 
houses. The sandy beach, continu­
ally attacked by the onslaught of 
the pounding, white-frothed 
waves, was almost deserted. Only 
a handful of brave swimmers, 
practically dots from where he 
stood, bobbed in the surf. Here 
and there a beach towel being 
shaken off fluttered in the air.

When the only thing left of the 
sun was an orange glow at the 
edge of the horizon, he turned 
away, saddened. His mind com­
pared it to the sight of a woman 
dying. But then none of them had 
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died as beautifully as the sun bur­
ied itself every day.

He was almost to the end of the 
park when he saw her. She sat 
alone on a bench, looking out to­
ward the sea.

He stopped, shammed weariness 
by taking a deep breath. He ad­
justed the ice-pick so it wouldn’t 
stick him in the side as he settled 
on a bench twenty feet from where 
she waited.

Waited? He laughed to himself. 
Why was he always so positive 
they were waiting, waiting just 
for him ?

He studied her face first. Her 
red hair was cut short, too short 
for his taste. But it was the right 
color. She appeared to be reason­
ably attractive. He guessed her to 
be close to thirty. Close enough, he 
thought, close enough for the plan.

As he watched her, she arched 
her back and stretched her arms 
over her head and yawned. Her 
short-sleeved red sweater tightened 
against her breasts. She crossed her 
legs after adjusting her skin-tight 
black Capris.

She hadn’t looked directly at him 
but she was aware of his presence, 
his attention. Each one of her little 
maneuvers had been timed for his 
benefit. He was certain of all this. 
He’d seen enough of these easy 
pickups to recognize their tactics 
instantly.
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She flicked open a fighter, 
torched a cigarette, and sensually 
inhaled. When she blew ottt the 
smoke it dispersed and quickly 
drifted away on the ocean breeze 
that raced up and over the cliff.

Finally, she did look at him. 
Their eyes met. A smile crossed 
her lips.

Without hesitating, he stood up. 
She continued to watch him as he 
walked toward her bench. He sat 
down next to her, took out a ciga­
rette for himself.

“Nice view,” he offered, with­
out looking at her.

“Yes, isn’t it?” He saw that she 
had difficulty forming her words.

“Mind if I sit here?”
“Mind?” She giggled. “I was be­

ginning to wonder when you’d 
get around to it.”

Her bourboned breath stung his 
nostrils. Pretty well loaded. Good, 
he thought, that’s good.

Neither wedding band nor en­
gagement ring graced the third 
finger of her left hand, or any 
other finger. Her skin was dark, 
suntanned. Obviously, no ring had 
been removed recently.

Unmarried. So far, so good. So 
far, perfect.

He matched her frankness. “I’ve 
never been called a slow worker 
before.”

“You do all right, Mister."
“Thanks.”

He moved closer to her on the 
bench. She smiled, dreamily, 
drunkenly.

“Jo’s the name,” she told him, 
allowing cigarette smoke to float 
out of her mouth as she spoke. 
“Jo, for Joanne. What’s yours?”

“David.” There was no need to 
lie to her—she had no more than 
two or three hours to live.

“Well, Davey old boy, how 
about a drink or two? Or three 
or four?”

“You seem to be a few ahead of 
___ n me.

“Wanna try catching up?” She 
grabbed his arm and stood up. 
“We can take care of it in a hurry. 
Come on, handsome.”

He allowed her to guide him 
away from the bench. When they 
had gone ten steps he pointed to­
ward the curb. “There’s my car.”

She waved a careless hand. 
“Car? Who needs a car?” She gig­
gled at the look of surprise on his 
face, and squeezed his arm. “My 
place is right over there.”

She nodded toward what looked 
like a small white building sur­
rounded by a parking lot The 
driveway leading into it was no 
more than thirty yards from where 
the car stood.

When they reached the very edge 
of the park, he saw then that the 
parking lot was actually the top 
floor of a high-rise apartment

THE ZIGZAG UNE 41



house. What he had thought was 
a small building was simply the 
lobby entrance.

A sign told him the place was 
called THE SURFWATCHER. 
The Surfwatcher’s south side 
hugged the face of the cliffs. Pri­
vate verandas on every floor, fac­
ing the Pacific, rose directly above 
the highway. He counted eight 
stories. The building was set on a 
plateau at least fifty feet higher 
than the road.

“You live alone?” The Surf­
watcher seemed hardly a haven for 
single girls.

She nodded. “Surprised?”
“I was just wondering how you 

could—”
“Afford it? You don’t read the 

papers much, do you?”
“No, I—should I know you?”
She laughed. “I’m no big star. 

But I have had my face on page 
one a few times. Kirk Bannister 
—does that ring a bell?”

“Sure. Plays that part—uh, yeah! 
Sheriff Pat Grant, on TV, doesn’t 
he?”

“That’s the one. The great Sher­
iff Pat Grant. Ha! If he ever pulled 
a real gun he’d shoot off his own 
knee cap.”

David remembered now. “And 
you were married to him.”

“Right, I was married to him. 
But he wasn’t married to me. But 
that’s a long, dull story. Anyway, 
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his lawyer sees that I get fifteen 
hundred bucks a month to live 
on.”

Divorced. The plan had called 
for a divorcee. She lives alone. His 
mind checked the items with cold 
detachment. She has red hair. She’s 
the right age. She’s perfect. She’s 
the one.

They were in the elevator, go­
ing down. It ran along the north 
side of the building, and a picture 
window showed them the ocean 
and a string of sparkling lights 
along the highway, toward Malibu. 
She stopped the elevator one floor 
down. He stayed alert, automati­
cally memorizing every step of the 
way.

The elevator opened into a hall­
way, dimly lighted. Along the left 
wall were two doors, 810 and 811. 
On the right side was 812. Down 
at the end of the hallway was a 
door marked STAIRS.

He checked the ice pick again— 
fingered the sharp tip as she un­
locked the door to 812.

He followed her into an enor­
mous livingroom, luxuriously fur­
nished. The thick rug was spongy 
under his feet. She smiled at his 
silent appraisal of the apartment.

“It’s livable,” she sighed as she 
moved across the room, swinging 
her hips. She pulled on a drape 
cord. Floor-to-ceiling drapes, red 
and gold, parted to reveal a breath-
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taking view. She posed dramatically.
He couldn’t help it—he sucked 

in his breath.
“What’ll you have, David?” She 

walked toward a black and gold 
bar in the corner.

“Same as you,” he answered, 
without looking away from the 
glass wall.

“Not fussy, huh? That’s what I 
like, a man who’s not fussy.”

He opened the sliding door and 
stepped outside. The veranda was 
semi-circular and completely pri­
vate. He walked to the four-foot 
high railing and looked down. 
Cars moved, silently, along the 
highway, directly below him. He 
closed his eyes as a dizzy feeling 
overcame him. He stepped back, 
opened them again and looked out 
toward the vast, foreboding dark­
ness of the deep blue-black water 
stretching to meet the lighter blue 
of the early evening sky.

In a moment she was beside 
him, handing him his drink.

“Long way down,” he told her.
“I know. You have to be cleared 

by a head-shrinker before they let 
you move in here.”

“Suicide?” He tried a sip of the 
bourbon. It set fires in his throat.

“Uh huh. You know, I had to 
pay an extra five hundred to get 
the doc to sign me off. Plus I had 
to convince him I wasn’t the jump­
ing type.”

He looked down to the pave­
ment, and knew the plan would 
have to be altered. Just this one 
time. He’d never done it before. 
He had always followed the plan 
to a letter. But a man had to be 
adaptable, willing to take advan­
tage of opportunities. He had to be 
adaptable to situations. And this 
was turning into an ideal situation.

The plan had called for an ice 
pick tonight. He hadn’t used one 
before. But then, neither had he 
seen to it that any of them had 
fallen from a building. He was 
saving that sort of thing for the 
bridge in 'Frisco. But yes. Yes! 
He was certain now! The ice pick 
must wait.

She put her arms around him, 
pressed her lips suddenly, force­
fully, against his. The thought of 
making love to her almost made 
him sick. It was wrong. One does­
n’t make love to—

She pushed him back, gently. 
“Hold on, honey, I’ll climb into 
something more comfortable.”

He took the plastic container 
from his pocket as she disappeared 
into the bedroom. He twisted off 
the lid and poured a small amount 
of white powder into her glass. It 
dissolved immediately, leaving no 
residue.

He watched the waves roll in, 
listened to the steady roar of the 
surf. He took a deep breath of the 
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salt spray. The pain in his head 
was already beginning to subside.

Three hours had passed. Three 
hours of sitting, and waiting, and 
looking at her body, sprawled out 
on the couch. The ceramic ashtray 
on the coffee table was filled with 
his cigarette butts. Five minutes 
after finishing the drink she had 
passed out cold, on schedule. She 
hadn’t moved a muscle since then.

He walked out to the railing, 
leaned over and cocked his head 
to listen for the sound of voices 
above or below him. Only silence 
answered him. Silence and the 
rumbling of the ocean’s restless 
pulse. Two cars, racing side by 
side, came into view at the south 
end of the highway. He watched 
them until they passed the build­
ing. The road was visible for miles 
along both directions. The mid­
week traffic was light, very light 
now.

It was time. He took a deep 
breath. The longer he waited, the 
more likelihood of being surprised 
in her apartment. Of course, if 
someone came in now, all he 
would have to do is tell them the 
truth. He had picked her up in the 
park and she’d fallen asleep on 
him. Fine pickup!

He looked at her face. He 
squinted, blinked. Her features 
were changing, hardening, sharp­

ening. Wrinkles appeared on the 
forehead. Her lips thinned. The 
makeup thickened and cracked. 
Her mouth drooped. She looked 
like an old woman desperately try­
ing to appear young. He recog­
nized her—it was the same every 
time. He sat down beside her. His 
head was pounding again!

“An easy pickup, Mother. Such 
an easy pickup. You always were, 
weren’t you? Everybody on the 
block knew it. Everybody in school 
knew it. The pickup’s kid, that's 
what they called me. All my 
friends. Even the teachers. Remem­
ber that history teacher, Mother? 
Sure you do—old Mr. Foster with 
the big, fat potbelly. He even tried 
to get me to fix him up with you, 
said he’d give me an A.”

He stood up, and went to the 
bar. He washed and dried the glass 
he had used. Then he wiped the 
faucet handles with his handker­
chief. As he walked toward the 
apartment door, the girl on the 
couch smiled at something in her 
dream.

“Dreaming, Mother ? Dreaming 
about getting picked up by some 
handsome young man? Like me! 
Like me, dear Mother?”

He fixed the chain on the door 
so nobody could surprise him un­
til it was over. He dumped the 
cigarette butts into his coat pocket. 
As he did, his fingers touched the
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ice pick. He took it out and looked 
at it. He fought the temptation to 
use it, to use it just once. One little 
jab wouldn'tno, it could wait. He 
shoved the ice pick back into its 
place, He lifted the girl from the 
couch.

The phone rang!
He froze, stared at her face. Her 

eyes were still closed.
Another loud ring! Like a bur­

glar alarm in a deserted dime store. 
He fought an insane urge to clamp 
his hands over her ears.

As he set her back down on the 
couch, the next ring blasted into 
his ears with painful percussion. 
He grabbed a satiny, giant-sized 
pillow from the end of the couch. 
Don’t panic! His mind screamed.

Another ring. Her arm moved. 
She was waking up!

He lowered the pillow toward 
her face, stopped when it was 
inches away from her mouth. In­
stead, he forced it down on the 
white princess telephone, muffling 
the ring. He waited it out, watch­
ing her face as the phone rang four 
more times. Finally, the room was 
silent again, a deadly silence that 
made him fidgety. Her eyes were 
still closed.

He exhaled the breath he hadn’t 
realized he was holding, moistened 
his lips with his tongue,’ He used 
his handkerchief to lift the receiver, 
and set it aside on the table.

She seemed much heavier when 
he picked her up this time. He 
carried her onto the veranda. The 
air was decidedly cooler now. He 
lifted her, held her poised over 
the railing as he checked the high­
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way. No cars in sight. He was lucky.
Her body suddenly trembled— 

a slight convulsion. She opened 
her eyes. She looked into his face, 
and opened her mouth to scream. 
She clutched at his arms!

He dropped her just in time. He 
did not stay to watch her journey, 
much as he wanted to. He turned, 
quickly hurried through the liv­
ingroom, replacing the telephone 
receiver as he went. He unhooked 
the chain on the door, looked out 
into the hallway. Nobody there.

Was that a thud? He looked 
back toward the veranda. Impos­
sible! It had to be the slam of 
a door somewhere in the building. 
Or an extra heavy crash of the 
surf. Or could it be his own heart­
beat?

He stepped from the room, care­
fully closing the door behind him. 
The elevator indicator read the 
second floor. No time to wait for it. 
He took the stairway entrance.

The parking lot and lobby were 
deserted when he reached the up­
per level. He walked, unhurriedly, 
fighting the urge to run, from the 
building, then covered the short 
distance to his car.

Groups of people were scattered 
around on the park grass, several 
couples strolled along the path­
way, and kids ran around playing 
tag. None of them paid him any 
attention.

His headache had vanished by 
the time he sat in his car. He drove 
along Ocean Avenue, turned east 
on Wilshire. He stopped at the first 
PIZZA sign because it reminded 
him he had skipped dinner. He 
was famished.

He woke up, refreshed and rest­
ed, late in the morning in a Bakers­
field motel room, a hundred miles 
from Santa Monica.

The L.A. papers were in the 
lobby when he checked out at noon. 
The late edition headlines told of 
a SUICIDE BY THE SEA. Ac­
cording to the papers, the Santa 
Monica police detectives hadn’t 
even considered the possibility of 
homicide, especially since Joanne 
Bannister had tried to kill herself 
on four previous occasions, and 
her friends and relatives reported 
her to be extremely despondent 
since her divorce.

He was safe. Again.

The time came again in Reno. 
The periods between the headaches 
were definitely shortening. It had 
only been a week since the last 
one, since that beautiful view from 
the balcony of the Surfwatcher. 
Only a week but the pains were 
back again.

In his hotel room, he set his 
suitcase up on the bed, snapped 
open the latch and raised the lid. 
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He buried his hands among the 
socks and underwear, his fingers 
searching until they found the 
notebook. He took it out.

He sat down before the writing 
table and opened the plain black 
binder. He withdrew a folded map 
that was tucked into the front. He 
opened it out, spread it on the 
desk like a general laying out a 
plan of attack. A heavy, red line 
zigzagged across the country. He 
traced its path with his eyes, re­
calling the events of his trip.

It began in Milwaukee, circled 
in red with a number one next to 
it. The line followed the western 
edge of Lake Michigan down to 
Chicago, circled with a two beside 
it. His gaze moved to Toledo, east­
ward to Cleveland, then on to 
New York, which carried two 
numbers, down to Miami Beach, 
back up to New York, then west 
to Salt Lake City, doubling back 
to St. Louis, and south to New 
Orleans. El Paso had an eleven 
below it. The blood-red line con­
nected El Paso to L.A.

L.A. was numberless. He wrote 
a tidy twelve in the blue space of 
the adjacent Pacific. Then he drew 
a line from L.A. to Reno. There 
was no hesitation in his wrist 
when he jotted the number thir­
teen next to the town of quickie 
divorces. He wasn’t superstitious, 
but he knew somebody was in for 

a stroke of bad luck. It was time 
to figure out what she was like.

The top page in his notebook 
was neatly laid out with a series 
of straight-lined columns. The 
headings across the top of the page 
were: number, city, name, age, oc­
cupation, color hair, marital status, 
lives with, method. As neat as a 
CPA’s ledger.

The top line read: 1, Milwaukee, 
Ellen Farley, 37, prostitute, blond, 
single, alone, knife.

The second line told a different 
story: 2, Chicago, Pat Darr, 23, 
dental assistant, red, single, mother 
and father, strangled with stock­
ing-

Now, he carefully filled in the 
data for number 12, remembering 
what he’d read in the papers: 12, 
Joanne Bannister, 29, Santa Mon­
ica, actress, red, divorced, alone, 
dropped from building.

The master plan—to insure that 
he would vary the ages, hair col­
ors, occupations, types of girls, the 
means he used to kill them.

Only he, David Cronin, knew 
the common denominator of all- 
the girls on the list. The single 
characteristic common to all twelve 
—they had all been easy pickups. 
And in most of the cases the local 
authorities had not even realized 
the girls had been picked up on 
the night they had been murdered.

He had been careful to move 

THE ZIGZAG LINE 47



from city to city. There was no 
single set of authorities who could 
detect a pattern or even a connec­
tion between the twelve cases. Not 
like that strangler in Boston. He 
was bound to get caught.

But a man with a scheme that 
was foolproof! Perfect! He had 
committed not one, but a dozen 
perfect murders. He would never 
be caught. The next time around 
the country he would pick small 
towns. The cycle was endless.

He studied his chart, formed 
the image of the next girl. She 
would be a dark-haired girl this 
time. And she would be single and 
never-married. And it would be 
the ice pick’s turn.

He encountered no little difficul­
ty fulfilling one of the plan’s speci­
fications. He was almost prepared 
to relax the “never-married” re­
quirement. So few of the women 
in Reno fit that category he almost 
decided to deviate, for the second 
time, from the plan.

But he found her. Of all places, 
in the cocktail room of his hotel, 
after looking everywhere else in 
the city.

She was young, possibly twenty- 
two or three, hair so coal-black 
that it looked unreal. She talked 
easily, but not loquaciously. She 
was friendly, but not forward. She 
was attractive, but not beautiful.

After two drinks he knew 
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enough about her to decide she 
was qualified. She nestled up 
against him. They said no more 
until after the next drink.

“Would you like to go some­
where else?” He knew she was 
ready.

She smiled at him, and 
shrugged. “Why not?”

They left the hotel, arm in arm. 
He showed her to his car. He 
closed the door for her and 
switched the ice pick to his left 
pocket as he walked around be­
hind the car.

It was past midnight by the time 
he found a motel with a flashing 
VACANCY sign. His head 
throbbed in rhythm with the blink­
ing neon. She didn’t say a word 
when he stopped in front of the 
manager’s cabin. As he got out, 
she suggested, with surprising 
shyness, that she wait in the car 
while he registered. He agreed it 
was a good idea.

He used the name of Mr. and 
Mrs. Cecil Goodman. The man­
ager, a short, bald man with blood­
shot eyeballs, took the twenty and 
laid a key on the counter without 
taking his eyes from the love scene 
of a 1940 movie on the late, late 
show. It was better than David had 
hoped.

She turned off the light in the 
room as soon as he closed the 
door behind him. But enough 
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moonlight filtered in so that he 
could see her shadowy form.

“Why did you do that?”
“It’s nicer this way, don’t you 

think?”
“Yes,” he answered.
“You pick up girls like this all 

the time, don’t you ? I can tell.”
“Does that matter?”
“It matters very much.”
She was facing him. He could 

tell she was breathing heavily. Her 
handbag hung from her left arm. 
She reached into it. Reaching for a 
cigarette, he assumed. But she 
would never have time to smoke 
it. He knew how he was going 
to do it. He would walk up to 
her, put one arm around her, and 
then as he kissed her, he would—

“Don’t come any closer.” Her 
voice had changed. It wasn’t the 
soft, girlish voice he had been lis­
tening to for the past two hours. 
It was the voice of an older wom­
an.

He took a step toward her.
The moonlight reflected from 

something in her hand. It was nei­
ther a cigarette package nor a cig­
arette case. He stared at the gun 

with a deadly silencer attached to 
its barrel.

“I warned you, Father.” Her 
words came fast. “I warned you 
about picking up girls all the time. 
I told you it would kill mama if 
she ever found out. But you didn’t 
believe me, did you?”

Her voice crackled with hatred, 
like that of an old woman. It be­
came a familiar voice. It sounded 
just like—

“Just any cheap tramp who 
would give you the eye—”

It sounded like his—but it could­
n’t be—

“You knew it would break her 
heart.”

It was—it was her—she was back 
again. How many times did he 
have to kill her? He took out the 
ice pick. He opened his mouth to 
speak, “Moth—”

The gun flashed. The force of 
the bullet knocked him down. She 
stood over his body, fired a second 
bullet into his head.

She shook her head, disbeliev- 
ingly. “You keep coming back, 
don’t you, Father? I keep killing 
you—but you keep coming back."
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Dissimulation is believed to be innate in woman, yet her 
maternal instinct seems to endow her with the subtlety to 
distinguish between imagination and fact.

"Mother! Come here!" “There’s someone out there. 1
There was something in her 

daughter’s voice that brought Mar­
garet fully awake in an instant.

Margaret stepped quickly to the
port where she had been dozing window and pulled the ruffled
She jumped up from the daven-

Kathy’s room.
“What’s the matter?” she de­

manded, unable to see anything 
in the dark except the vague out­
line of Kathy’s bed near the win­
dow. She fumbled for the lamp 
on the dressing table, and the next 
second the room leaped into reas­
suring view.

“Turn out the light! Hurry!”
Kathy was sitting up in bed, 

the blankets pulled almost to her 
eyes, which were shocked to twice 
their normal size.

Instinctively Margaret snapped 
off the light and stood stock-still. 
“What is it, dear? What’s wrong?” 
she whispered. 

saw him.” Kathy was whispering, 
too, but even in a whisper her 
voice revealed her terror.

face to the cold glass and stare out. 
A yellow beam of light from the 
livingroom window shone on the 
three huge maples that stood stout­
ly between the little farmhouse and 
the outside world. For one heart­
plunging moment she thought 
something moved at the edge of 
the deeply rutted driveway just 
beyond the trees, but it was only 
the long dead grass blowing in the 
March wind.

She stood there for several min­
utes searching the wintry yard, but 
nothing stirred except the wind 
and the dead grass; beyond the 
small slice of golden lamplight, the
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night crouched unseen and hushed.
Margaret turned from the win­

dow, and spoke reassuringly to her 
daughter. “There’s no one out 
there, Kathy. It was just the wind.”

“Mother, I saw him! He was 
leaning against the tree, watching 
me!

“It was only your imagination, 
dear. Come and look; there’s no 

one out there. I expect the wind 
moved the branches of the tree, 
and you thought it was a man.”

But Kathy was still terrified, and 
remained huddled in her bed, in­
sisting she had not imagined the 
man outside her window.

“It was a man! I’d just turned 
off my light and started to kneel 
by my bed, when I happened to 
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look out and there he stood! He 
was on this side of the tree, away 
from the light, but I could see 
him.”

“It’s so dark out there,” Mar­
garet protested. “You couldn’t be 
sure.”

“I could see enough to know it 
was a man,” Kathy insisted with 
unshaken certainty.

Margaret dared not think how 
thoroughly frightened she really 
was. Their house topped a lonely 
little hill far back from the main 
road, and farther still from neigh­
bors. Even if the old party-line 
wall telephone could be cranked 
into life, which was always doubt­
ful, there would be quite an inter­
val before anyone could come to 
their rescue.

If only Jim were at home! There 
had been many times when Mar­
garet had been glad of meetings 
her husband had to attend. She 
enjoyed the time spent alone with 
Kathy. In the ten years since their 
marriage Jim had been kind to her 
daughter, but she always felt the 
little current of jealousy that was 
generated by her attention to 
Kathy, and it was with a sense of 
freedom that she devoted herself 
to the child during his infrequent 
absences. But tonight Margaret 
would gladly have traded the fun 
she and Kathy had shared during 
the evening for Jim’s comforting 

presence. He might be a little 
stern at times, but she thought of 
him now with longing.

Margaret tried, however, to con­
ceal her fear from Kathy. To com­
fort the shivering girl she sat 
down on the bed beside her and 
told her about a frightening night 
she had spent when she was a 
child, and how she had laughed 
next morning to find the “shot” 
she’d heard in the basement was 
only a jar of tomatoes exploding. 
She went on reminiscing, as much 
to divert herself as Kathy. But she 
was aware that she was almost 
whispering, and her entire body 
strained for the sound of their old 
car.

She was still sitting on the edge 
of the bed, although Kathy seemed 
relaxed now and almost ready to 
accept the theory of the moving 
tree branches, when she finally 
heard the familiar motor.

"There’s Dad!”
The relief in Margaret’s voice 

gave her away, but it didn’t matter 
now—they were safe! Swiftly she 
bent and kissed Kathy good-night 
—it would upset Jim to find her 
in the girl’s room—and hurried 
out to the kitchen. She turned on 
the light, and moved the coffeepot 
forward on the stove. Jim was 
probably chilled through.

She could hear Jim moving 
about in the garage, and the next 
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moment he came through the con­
necting door into the kitchen. She 
ran to meet him, and the unex­
pected warmth of her welcome 
caught him a little off balance. 
Awkwardly he embraced her, and 
then turned to hang his heavy 
jacket and cap on the hooks be­
side the door.

“What’s all this?” Jim eyed her 
a trifle warily. “What’s this going 
to cost me?”

Margaret laughed shakily, and 
moved to the round table in the 
center of the room. As she set out 
cups and saucers and brought the 
cream from the refrigerator, she 
told him about the prowler, in a 
voice that trembled a little from 
relief and reaction.

“Did you see anything?” he de­
manded.

“No, but Kathy did,” Margaret 
said, pouring the hot coffee into the 
thick old cups.

Jim snorted. “I thought so! Prob­
ably her imagination. Who would 
be standing out in the cold to 
watch a fifteen-year-old kid un­
dress ?”

“She’s sixteen,” Margaret cor­
rected automatically.

“Sixteen, then.”
Margaret could see that Jim was 

impatient to be through with what 
he obviously considered an imagi­
native child’s nonsense, and to get 
on with the news of his meeting. 

In the light of his common sense, 
her own fright faded, and the 
whole episode began to seem un­
real.

Obligingly, Margaret changed 
the subject to ask him about the 
meeting. As he answered, she 
turned on the automatic pilot 
which enables the long-married to 
make admiring sounds at proper 
intervals without really listening.

They finished their coffee, and 
Jim stumbled off to bed, yawning 
and stretching. But Margaret lin­
gered, straightening the kitchen. 
If there was anything she hated, 
it was getting up to a messy kitch­
en.

Then before she could go to bed, 
she had to slip into Kathy’s room 
once more to assure herself the girl 
wasn’t still lying awake, nervous 
and frightened. As she bent over her 
daughter, the soft, even breathing 
told her Kathy was peacefully 
asleep, but some impulse of cau­
tion drew her to the window for 
a last look outside.

A thin sliver of an old moon 
had brushed aside the racing 
clouds, and palely illuminated the 
frozen yard. As her eyes became 
accustomed to the faint light, Mar­
garet could make out the bare 
bushes and dead flower stalks lin­
ing the drive beyond the guardian 
trees. Intently she stared at the 
tree nearest Kathy’s window, un­
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der which her daughter claimed to 
have seen the man standing. Sud­
denly she realized there was some­
thing dark lying in the dead grass 
at the foot of the tree—something 
that didn’t belong there.

Margaret turned from the win­
dow, and tiptoed out to the front 
hall. Softly she opened the door, 
and stepped outside.

It was only a short distance to 
the dark object she had seen from 
the window. Margaret stood lis- 
tening, but she heard nothing ex­
cept the pounding of her own 
heart. The wind had died down; 
the trees were hushed and still. 
Nothing moved. Everything 
looked just as it had on countless 
other evenings when she closed up 
the house for the night. She could 
almost believe there was nothing 
lying there among the tree roots 
almost.

Margaret crept forward, stopping 
and listening at every step, strain­
ing her eyes in the filmy moon­
light, and trying to swallow the 
knot of fear that threatened to 
close her throat.

Finally, after an endless night­

mare of creeping and listening and 
staring, she reached the tree. For a 
moment she thought her imagi­
nation had deceived her; then she 
realized she was approaching the 
tree from a different angle than 
that of Kathy’s window. Swiftly 
she circled the huge trunk, and 
there in the pale, dead grass lay 
something dark and shapeless.

Margaret warily probed the ob­
ject with outstretched foot. Then, 
cautiously, she lifted it by her fin­
gertips and ran, it seemed to her 
with the agonizing slow motion of 
a dream, back to the safety of the 
house. Once inside, she bolted the 
door and sank down against it.

Almost immediately, curiosity 
overcame both fear and exhaus­
tion; she rose and crept stealthily 
to the kitchen. Closing the door 
quietly behind her, she turned on 
the light and bent to examine her 
prize.

There in her hand lay the new 
hand-knitted scarf she had given 
Jim when he left this evening for 
his meeting.

Margaret felt her blood drain 
away, leaving her numb with cold.
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While the ordinary intellect may accept the pattern of coinci­
dence without question, one of superior acumen is apt to prove 
it a happenstance which beclouds the view.

My esteemed brother,” said Solar 
Pons as I walked into our quarters 
one autumn morning for break­
fast, “has a mind several times 
more preceptive than my own, but 
he has little patience with the proc-
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esses of ratiocination. Though there 
is nothing to indicate it, it was cer­
tainly he who sent this packet of 
papers by special messenger well 
before you were awake.”

He had pushed the breakfast 
dishes back, having barely touched 
the food Mrs. Johnson had pre­
pared, and sat studying several 
pages of manuscript, beside which 
lay an ordinary calling card bear­
ing the name Randolph Curwen, 
through which someone had 
scrawled an imperative question 
mark in red ink.

Observing the direction of my 
gaze, Pons went on. “The card was 
clipped to the papers. Curwen is, 
or perhaps I had better say ‘was’, 
an expert on Foreign affairs, and 
was known to be a consultant of 
the Foreign Office in cryptology. 
He was sixty-nine, a widower, and 
lived alone in Cadogan Place, Bel­
gravia, little given to social affairs 
since the death of his wife nine 
years ago. There were no children, 
but he had the reputation of pos­
sessing a considerable estate.”

“Is he dead, then?” I asked.
“I should not be surprised to 

learn that he is,” said Pons. “I have 
had a look at the morning papers, 
but there is no word of him there. 
Some important discovery about 
Curwen has been made. These pa­
pers are photographs of some con­
fidential correspondence between 

members of the German Foreign 
office and that of Russia. They 
would appear to be singularly in­
nocuous, and were probably sent to 
Curwen so he might examine them 
for any code.”

“I assumed,” said an icy voice 
from the threshold behind me, 
“that you would have come to the 
proper conclusion about this data. 
I came as soon as I could.”

Bancroft Pons had come noise­
lessly into the room, which was no 
mean feat in view of his weight. 
His keen eyes were fixed unswerv­
ingly upon Pons, his austere face 
frozen into an impassive mask, 
which added to the impressiveness 
of his appearance.

“Sir Randolph?” asked Pons.
“Dead,” said Bancroft. “We do 

not yet know how.”
“The papers?”
“We have some reason to believe 

that a rapprochement between Ger­
many and Russia is in the wind. 
We are naturally anxious to know 
what impends. We had recourse to 
Curwen, as one of the most skilled 
of our cryptologists. He was sent 
the papers by messenger at noon 
yesterday.”

“I take it he was given the origi­
nals.”

Bancroft nodded curtly. “Cur­
wen always liked to work with 
the originals. You’ve had a chance 
to look them over.”
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“They do not seem to be in 
code,” said Pons. “They appear to 
be only friendly correspondence 
between the foreign secretaries, 
though it is evident that some in­
crease in trade is being contem­
plated.”

“Curwen was to have tele­
phoned me early this morning. 
When seven o’clock passed without 
a call from him, I put in a call. I 
could not get a reply. So we sent 
Danvers out. The house and the 
study were locked. Of course, 
Danvers had skeleton keys which 
enabled him to get in. He found 
Curwen dead in his chair at the 
table, the papers before him. The 
windows were all locked, though 
one was open to a locked screen. 
Danvers thought he detected a 
chemical odor of some kind; it sug­
gested that someone might have 
photographed the papers. But you 
shall see Curwen. Nothing has 
been touched. I have a car below. 
It isn’t far to Cadogan Place.”

The house in Cadoga n Place 
was austere in its appointments. It 
was now under heavy police 
guard; a constable stood on the 
street before the house, another 
at the door, and yet another at 
the door of the study, which was 
situated at one corner of the front 
of the house, one pair of windows 
looking out toward the street, the 
other into shrubbery-grown 
grounds to a low stone wall which 
separated the building from the 
adjacent property. The house was 
Georgian in architecture, and like­
wise in its furniture.

When the study door was un­
locked, it revealed book-lined 
walls, the shelving broken only 
by windows and a fireplace. The 
walls framed what we had come 
to see—the great table in the cen­
ter of the room, the still-lit lamp, 
the motionless form of Sir Ran­
dolph Curwen, collapsed in his 
armchair, arms dangling floor- 
ward, his head thrown back, his 
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face twisted into an expression of 
agony. Beside him stood, as if also 
on guard, a man whom Bancroft 
Pons introduced as Hilary Dan­
vers.

“Nothing has been disturbed, 
sir.”

Bancroft nodded curtly and 
waved one arm toward the body. 
“Sir Randolph, Parker. Your divi­
sion.”

I went around immediately to 
examine the body. Sir Randolph 
had been a thin, almost gangling 
man. A grey moustache decorated 
his upper lip, and thin grey hair 
barely concealed his scalp. Pince- 
nez, one eyeglass broken, dangled 
from a black silk cord around 
his neck. He appeared to have 
died in convulsive agony, but there 
was certainly no visible wound on 
his body.

“Heart?” asked Pons.
When I shook my head, he left 

me to my examination and walked 
catlike around the room. He ex­
amined the windows, one after the 
other, tested the screen on the half­
opened window to the grounds, 
and came to a pause at the fire­
place, where he dropped to one 
knee.

“Something has been burned 
here,” he said. “Part of the origi­
nal material?”

Bancroft said peevishly, “A cur­
sory examination suggests that 
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someone burned papers with fig­
ures on them, as you can see. 
We’ll collect the ashes and study 
them, never fear.”

Pons rose and came around to 
the table. He stood to scrutinize it, 
touching nothing. Most of its top 
was spread with the papers from 
the Foreign Office; these were 
divided into two piles, with one 
sheet between them, this one evi­
dently being the paper Curwen 
was reading when he was stricken. 
A pad of notepaper, free of any 
jottings, was at one side of this 
paper. The perimeter of the desk 
was covered by an assortment of 
items ending with a small white, 
rose-decorated cottage of china, 
with an open box of incense pas­
tilles beside it. Curwen’s chair had 
been pushed slightly back from the 
table and around to one side, as if 
he were making an attempt to rise 
before death overtook him.

“Well, Parker?” asked Pons im­
patiently.

“A seizure of some kind,” I re­
plied. “But I fear that only an 
autopsy can determine the cause of 
death precisely. If I had to guess, 
I’d say poison.”

Pons flashed a glance at his 
brother. “You mentioned an odor 
on entrance.”

“We believe the odor emanated 
from the incense burner,” Mr. 
Danvers said.
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“’Ah, this,” said Pons, his hand 
hovering over the china cottage. 
He gazed inquiringly at Danvers.

“We have tested for fingerprints, 
Mr. Pons. Only Sir Randolph’s 
were found.”

Pons lifted the cottage from its 
base, where, in a little cup, lay the 
remains of burned pastilles. He 
bent his face toward the cup and 
sniffed. He looked up with nar­
rowed eyes, picked up the base of 
the china cottage, and thrust it at 
me.

“What kind of scent might that 
be, Parker?”

I followed his example and 
sniffed. “Almond,” I said. “They 
make these pastilles in all manner 
of scents.”

Pons put the china cottage back 
together and picked up the box of 
pastilles. “Lilac,” he said dryly.

“The room was locked, Mr. 
Pons,” put in Danvers. “No one 
could possibly have got in, if you’re 
suggesting that someone came and 
poisoned Sir Randolph.”

“Child’s play,” muttered Bancroft 
impatiently. “What did he find in 
the papers that someone should 
want to kill him? Or burn his 
findings?”

“You’re irritable today,” said 
Pons. “There’s nothing here to 
show that Curwen found anything 
in the papers.”

“On the contrary, there is every­

thing to suggest that somehow 
someone managed entrance into 
this room, killed Sir Randolph, 
and burned his notes.”

“Why not take them along? If 
he were clever enough to enter 
and leave a locked room without 
a sign to betray him, he must cer­
tainly have known that something 
could be determined from the 
ashes. I believe the papers in the 
grate were burned by Sir Ran­
dolph himself. He tore off what 
was on his pad and what had 
accumulated in his wastebasket un­
der the table, emptied the waste­
basket into the fireplace, and set 
fire to the contents. The ashes are 
substantial. There is among them 
at least a page or two from the 
Times, no reason for burning 
which I could adduce on the part 
of a foreign agent. Yours is the 
Foreign Office approach, all in­
trigue and espionage.”

“It is indeed,” said Bancroft 
shortly.

Pons turned again to the china 
cottage. “If I may, I should like to 
take this back to Praed Street.” He 
picked up also the box of pastilles. 
“And this.”

Bancroft stared at him as if he 
were convinced that Pons had 
taken leave of his senses.

“This is bone china,” Pons said, 
with a hint of a smile at his lips. 
“Of Staffordshire origin, it dates, 
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I should say, to the early nine­
teenth century. This china, though 
translucent, will tolerate a surpris­
ing amount of heat.”

“Pray spare me this lecture,” said 
Bancroft icily. “Take it.”

Pons thanked him dryly, slipped 
the box of pastilles into his pocket, 
and handed the china cottage to 
me. “Handle it with care, Parker. 
We shall examine it at our leisure 
at 7B.” He turned again to his 
brother. “Sir Randolph lived alone. 
Surely there were servants?”

“A Mrs. Claudia Melton came in 
to clean the house twice a week,” 
said Bancroft. “And there was a 
man-servant by day, Will Davin- 
son. He prepared Sir Randolph’s 
meals and tended to the door. He 
has come in, if you wish to ques­
tion him. If so, let us get about it 
at once.”

Bancroft signalled to the con­
stable who stood at the threshold, 
and he led us out of the room to 
the rear quarters. In a combination 
kitchen and breakfast room, there 
sat waiting a middle-aged man 
who, immediately on our entrance, 
clicked his heels together, stand­
ing like a ramrod.

“Mr. Davinson,” said the con­
stable, “Mr. Solar Pons would like 
to ask you some questions.”

“At your service, sir.”
“Pray sit down, Mr. Davinson.” 
Davinson regained his chair and

sat waiting expectantly. His eyes 
were alert and conveyed the im­
pression of youth the rest of his 
body belied.

“You were Sir Randolph’s order­
ly in the war?” asked Pons abrupt- 
•y-

“Yes, sir.”
“You had reason then to know 

his habits very well?”
“Yes, sir.”
“He seems to have been addict­

ed to the burning of incense.”
“He has burned it for as long 

as I’ve known him.”
“You will have had occasion to 
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ascertain how many pastilles a day 
he customarily burned.”

“Sir, he released the fragrant 
smoke only when he retired to his 
study. This was usually in the eve­
ning. He seldom burned more than 
three in an evening, and commonly 
but two.”

“His favorite scent?”
“Lilac. But he also had pastilles 

scented with rose, almond, thyme, 
and, I believe, lavender. He always 
had a good supply.”

Pons took a turn down the room 
and back. He stood for a few mo­
ments in silence, his eyes closed, 
his right hand pulling at his ear­
lobe.

“Sir Randolph was a reclusive 
man?”

“He saw very few people.”
“Whom did he see in the past 

fortnight?”
Davinson concentrated for a mo­

ment. “His niece, Miss Emily Cur­
wen. She had come to London 
from her home in Edinburgh and 
came to call. That was perhaps a 
trifle over two weeks ago.”

“No matter,” said Pons. “Go 
on.”

“Mr. Leonard Loveson of Love- 
son & Fitch in High Holborn. 
That was a business matter. Sir 
Randolph held a mortgage on their 
place of business.”

“Sir Randolph held other such 
mortgages?”

“I was not in Sir Randolph’s 
confidence, sir, but I believe he 
did.”

“Go on, Mr. Davinson.”
“Well, then there was a great­

nephew, Ronald Lindall, the son 
of Miss Emily’s sister, also from 
Edinburgh; he was at the house 
six days ago, paying a courtesy 
visit, I took it.”

“Anyone else?”
“Yes,” said Davinson hesitantly. 

“There was a legal gentleman two 
days ago, all fuss and feathers. 
They had words, but briefly. Sir 
Randolph soothed him and sent 
him off. I believe the matter con­
cerned another of Sir Randolph’s 
mortgages.”

“He was a hard man?”
“No, sir. Quite the contrary. 

More than once he remitted inter­
est due him—even cancelled it. 
And on one occasion he forgave 
a small mortgage. No, sir, he was 
far too easy a man to deal with. 
Some of them took advantage of 
him.”

Pons took another turn around 
the room. "Of these people, which 
were familiar visitors?” he asked.

“Mr. Loveson.”
“You had not seen Miss Emily 

before?”
“No, sir. Sir Randolph had 

spoken of her, but she had not 
visited at any time that I was in 
this house.”
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“You admitted her?”
“Yes, sir. Sir Randolph never 

answered the door. If I had gone, 
unless he had an appointment, he 
did not answer the door at all.”

“Will you cast your mind back 
to Miss Emily’s visit? How did 
she seem to you?”

“I don’t follow you, Mr. Pons.”
“Was she composed—sad, gay, 

what?”
“She seemed to be a trifle agi­

tated, if I may say so. But that was 
when she left, Mr. Pons. When she 
came in she was very much a 
lady.”

“She and her uncle had words?”
“I could not say.” Davinson was 

suddenly prim.
“Mr. Lindall, now.”
“He was a somewhat truculent 

young man, but apologetic about 
disturbing Sir Randolph. They had 
a pleasant visit. Sir Randolph 
showed him about the house and 
garden, and he took his leave.”

“Mr. Loveson. Do you know, is 
the mortgage a large one, presum­
ing it has not been settled?”

“I don’t know, but I had the im­
pression that it is quite large.” Da­
vinson swallowed and cleared his 
throat. “I must emphasize again, 
Mr. Pons, that while Sir Randolph 
did not take me into his confi­
dence, I was able to come to cer­
tain conclusions about his affairs.”

“One could hardly expect other­

wise of a companion of such long 
standing.”

Davinson inclined his head 
slightly as if modestly accepting 
faint praise.

“The gentlemen from the For­
eign Office,” Pons said then. “Did 
you admit them?”

“No, sir. They came after I had 
gone to my flat.”

“You answered the telephone 
while you were here. Do you re-
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call any appointments after your 
hours during the past two weeks?”

“The foreign gentleman, three 
nights ago.”

“Did he leave his name?”
“No, sir. He asked to speak with 

Sir Randolph. He spoke in a Ger­
man accent. Sir Randolph was in 
his study. I made the signal with 
the buzzer, and Sir Randolph took 
the call. I stayed on the wire just 
long enough to be sure the con­
nection had been made.”

“You heard their conversation?”
“Sir, only enough to know that 

Sir Randolph was very much sur­
prised—I took it, agreeably. After­
ward, he came out and instructed 
me to prepare some sandwiches and 
chill some wine. So I knew he ex­
pected someone to come in during 
the evening. I assumed it was the 
foreign gentleman.”

Pons nodded. “Your leaving ar­
rangements were by your choice, 
Mr. Davinson?”

“No, sir. That was the way Sir 
Randolph wished it. He never 
wanted to be valeted, didn’t like it. 
But he needed someone to do the 
ordinary things in the house dur­
ing the day.”

“You have your own keys?”
“Yes, Mr. Pons.”
“Sir Randolph was secretive?" 
“Only about his work. He was a 

gentleman who, I should say, pre­
ferred his own company to that of 
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anyone else. He treated me very 
well. Indeed, if I may say so, I 
should not be surprised to find 
myself mentioned in his will. He 
hinted as much to me on several 
occasions, and that ought to be 
proof enough that he was not un­
necessarily secretive.”

“Thank you, Mr. Davinson. I 
may call on you again.”

“I want to do anything I can to 
help, sir. I was very fond of Sir 
Randolph. We were, if I may say 
so, almost like step-brothers."

“Was that not an odd way of 
putting it?” asked Bancroft, when 
we were walking away from the 
kitchen. “One says, ‘we were like 
brothers’. Step-brothers, indeedl”

“Probably not, for Davinson,” 
said Pons. “I fancy it was his way 
of saying they were like brothers 
one step removed on the social 
scale, Sir Randolph being a step 
up, and he a step down.”

Bancroft grunted explosively. 
“You’ve frittered away half an 
hour. To what conclusions have 
you come?”

“I daresay it’s a trifle early to be 
certain of very much. I submit, 
however, that Sir Randolph was 
murdered by someone he had no 
reason to fear. He appears to have 
been a cautious man, one not given 
to carelessness in the matter of his 
relationship with the public.”

“You have some ingenious the­

63



ory about the murderer’s entrance 
into and exit from the locked 
room, no doubt,” said Bancroft 
testily.

“I should hardly call it that. Sir 
Randolph admitted him, and Sir 
Randolph saw him out, locking 
the doors after him. Until we have 
the autopsy report, we cannot 
know precisely how Sir Randolph 
was done to death.”

“We are having the papers gone 
over once again.”

“A waste of time. You Foreign 
Office people think in painfully 
conventional patterns. I submit the 
papers have nothing to do with 
it.”

Bancroft protested, “Surely it is 
too much to believe that Sir Ran­
dolph’s possession of these papers 
at the time of his death amounts 
only to coincidence?”

“It is indeed an outrageous coin­
cidence,” said Pons. “But I am 
forced to believe it.”

“Is there anything more here?” 
asked Bancroft.

“If possible, I should like to have 
a copy of Sir Randolph’s will sent 
to 7B without delay.”

“It will be done.”
Back at our quarters, Pons re­

tired with the china cottage and the 
box pf pastilles to the corner where 
he kept his chemicals, while I 
prepared to go out on my round. 
When I left 7B, he was in the 

process of breaking apart one of 
the scented pastilles; when I re­
turned two hours later, he had 
broken them all apart and was 
just rising from his examination, 
his eyes dancing with the light of 
discovery.

“Sir Randolph came to his death 
by his-awn hand.”

“Suicide!”
“1 have not said so. No, one of 

the pastilles contained cyanide. It 
was prepared and placed among 
the pastilles in the box on the 
desk, unknown to him. Since he 
used not less than two pastilles a 
day and not more than three, and 
the box contains normally two 
dozen pastilles, we can assume the 
poisoned pastille was placed there 
not more than twelve days ago. 
From the ashes in the china cot­
tage it is possible to determine that 
the cyanide was enclosed in in­
flammable wax, and this enclosed 
in the customary formula. Sir Ran­
dolph fell victim to a death trap 
which had been laid for him by 
someone who both knew his hab­
its and had access to his study.”

“I thought it poijon. What was 
the motive?”

“It was certainly not the papers, 
as was evident the moment I con­
cluded that the incense burner was 
the source of Sir Randolph’s death. 
That faint odor of almond, you 
will remember, was indicative,”
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“His estate then?”
“We shall see. Only a few min­

utes before your return a copy of 
Sir Randolph’s will arrived. I was 
about to examine it.”

He crossed to the table, took up 
the sealed envelope laying there, 
and opened it. He stood for a few 
moments studying the paper he 
unfolded. “An admirably clear doc­
ument,” he murmured. “To his 
faithful servant, Will Davinson, 
twenty-five hundred pounds. To 
Miss Emily ‘who is otherwise pro­
vided for,’ the sum of five hun­
dred pounds. To Mrs. Claudia 
Melton, two hundred pounds. The 
bulk of his estate distributed equal­
ly among five charitable institu­
tions. All mortgages forgiven I”

“There is certainly not much in 
the way of motive there,” I said.

“Murder has been committed for 
as much as ten pounds,” said Pons. 
“And less. But hardly with such 
care and premeditation. I fancy the 
stake was considerably more than 
two or five hundred pounds."

“Davinson has motive and op­
portunity.”

“He could hardly deny it,”, ob­
served Pons with a crooked smile.

“He knew he was mentioned in 
the will. He told us as much.”

“Rack up one point against his 
having planned Sir Randolph’s 
death.”

“I recall your saying often that 

when all the impossible solutions 
have been eliminated, then what­
ever remains, however improbable, 
must be the truth.” Parker contin­
ued, “Davinson spoke of a for­
eigner, a German, who visited Sir 
Randolph only a few days before 
his death.”

“We have only Davinson’s word 
for it,” said Pons.

“If not the papers from the For­
eign Office, we seem to be left 
with only Sir Randolph’s estate for 
motive,” I pointed out, with some 
asperity.

“His estate seems to be well ac­
counted for.”

“The mortgage holders!” I cried.
“I have thought of them. Even 

before I saw this document, I sug­
gested that some inquiry be set 
afoot about them. But I venture to 
predict it will be disclosed that 
Sir Randolph did not hold many 
unpaid mortgages, and that the to­
tal sum involved is not as large as 
Davinson, for one, believed.”

“The man Loveson?”
“I have not forgotten him. His 

will very probably turn out to be 
the largest outstanding mortgage. 
He may have had motive in addi­
tion to having opportunity. The 
probability, again, is remote, for it 
must surely have occurred to him, 
should any thought of killing Sir 
Randolph have crossed his mind, 
that his motive would be instantly 
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perceived. Moreover, we have Da- 
vinson’s word for Sir Randolph’s 
lenience with his debtors, and this 
is given adequate support by the 
terms of Sir Randolph’s will, for­
giving his mortgages. No, there is 
something else here of which we 
have as yet no inkling, something 
that induced his murderer to go to 
great pains to prepare a deadly pas­
tille, secrete it among those on 
the table during the time of his 
visit with Sir Randolph—or his se­
cret entry into the house, if it were 
that—and then be safely away 
when his victim by chance selected 
the poisoned pastille for use. It was 
all very carefully premeditated; 
there was nothing impulsive about 
it. That is why, patently, the papers 
have nothing to do with the mat­
ter, for whoever put the pastille 
into the box did so well before 
even Sir Randolph knew that he 
would be sent the papers for ex­
amination. By the same process 
of deduction, the foreign visitor 
lacked motive—if there were such 
a visitor.”

“And if not?”
“Then, I fear, we should have to 

put Davinson through it. But there 
is little reason to doubt Davinson’s 
story. A foreign visitor to Sir Ran­
dolph is not unlikely. And Davin­
son does not seem to me to be 
capable of so elaborate a plan.”

“Who then?”

“We must consider that Davin­
son was gone by night. Sir Ran­
dolph was alone. He could have 
given entry to anyone he pleased, 
regardless of what Davinson be­
lieves.”

“Well, then, we get back to mo­
tive.”

“Do we not?” So saying, Pons 
sank into a reverie, from which he 
stirred only to eat, with a preoc­
cupied air, a lunch Mrs. Johnson 
sent up. He still sat, smoking pipe 
after pipe of his abominable shag, 
when at last I went to bed.

Pons’ hand at my shoulder woke 
me while it was yet dark.

‘“Can you spare the day, Parker?” 
he asked, when I sat up. “We have 
just time to catch the four o’clock 
from King’s Cross for Edinburgh.”

“Edinburgh?” I queried, getting 
out of bed.

“I have an unyielding fancy to 
learn what the late Sir Randolph 
and his niece had words about. We 
lose a day by traveling later. The 
four o’clock brings us into Edin­
burgh by one-thirty this afternoon. 
We shall have ample opportunity 
to make our enquiries of Miss Em­
ily Curwen. You will have hours to 
sleep on the train.”

“Miss Emily!” I cried. “For five 
hundred pounds? Preposterous!”

“Unlikely, perhaps, but hardly 
preposterous,” retorted Pons. “Poi­
son, after all, is primarily a wom­
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an’s weapon so she is a suspect.” 
Pons had already summoned a 

cab, which waited below. As soon 
as I had dressed and made ar­
rangements for my locum tenens 
to call on my patients for the next 
two days, we were off for King’s 
Cross station, which we reached 
just in time to catch the train for 
Scotland.

Once in our compartment and 
northward bound out of London, 
Pons sank again into cogitation, 
and I settled myself to resume the 
sleep Pons had interrupted.

When I woke in the late morn­
ing hours, Pons sat watching the 
lovely countryside flow by. We had 
crossed the Scottish border, and 
soon the familiar heights of Ar­
thur’s Seat, the Salisbury Crags, 
the Braid Hills and Corstorphine 
Hill would come into view. Here 
and there little pockets of ground 
mist still held to the hollows, but 
the sun shone, and the day prom­
ised to be fine.

The tranquil expression of Pons’ 
face told me nothing.

“You cannot have been serious 
in suggesting that Miss Curwen 
poisoned her uncle,” I said.

“I am not yet in a position to 
make that suggestion,” replied 
Pons, turning away from the pane. 
“However, a curious chain of 
events offers itself for our consid­
eration. There is nothing to show 

that Miss Emily visited her uncle 
at any time previous to her recent 
visit. Then she comes, they have 
words, she hurries off, distraught. 
Does not this suggest anything to 
you?”

“Obviously they quarreled.”
“But what about? Two people 

who have not seen each other for 
many years, as far as we know, can 
hardly, on such short notice, have 
much to quarrel about.”

“Unless there is a matter of long 
standing between them.”

“Capital! Capital, Parker,” said 
Pons, his eyes twinkling. “But 
what ancient disagreement could 
exist between uncle and niece?”

“A family estrangement?”
“There is always that possibil­

ity,” conceded Pons. “However, 
Miss Emily would hardly have 
come, in that case, unannounced 
and without an invitation to do 
so.”

“PerhapSj unknown to Davinson, 
she had been invited to come,” I 
said.

“Perhaps. I am inclined to doubt 
it. Miss Emily yielded to the im­
pulse to confront her uncle to ask 
some favor of him. His failure to 
grant it angered her and she 
rushed off.”

“That is hardly consistent with 
the premeditation so evident in the 
careful preparation of a poisoned 
pastille,” I couldn’t help pointing
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out. As usual, it was superfluous.
“Granted, Parker. But there’s 

nothing to prevent such premedi­
tation in the event that the favor 
she asked her uncle were not 
granted.”

“What could it have been that, 
failing its granting, only his death 
would serve her?” I protested. “If 
a matter of long standing, then, 
why not longer? No, Pons, it 
won’t wash, it won’t at all. I fear 
you have allowed your latent dis­
trust of the sex to darken your 
view of Miss Emily Curwen.”

Pons burst into hearty laughter.
“Where are we bound for? Do 

you know?”
“Miss Emily lives in her father’s 

house on Northumberland Street, 
in the New Town. I took time 
yesterday to ascertain this and 
other facts. She and her sister were 
the only children of Sir Randolph’s 
brother, Andrew. Her sister mar­
ried unwisely, a man who squan­
dered her considerable inheritance. 
Both the elder Lindalls are now 
dead, survived by an only son, 
Ronald, who is employed in a 
bookshop on Torpichen Street. 
But here we are, drawing into 
Edinburg! ”

Within the hour we stood on 
the stoop of the house on North­
umberland Street. Pons rang the 
bell three times before the door was 
opened, only a little, and an in- 
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quiring face looked out at us there.
“Miss Emily Curwen?”
“Yes?”
“Mr. Solar Pons, of London, at 

your service. Dr. Parker and I have 
come about the matter of your 
uncle’s death.”

There was a moment of pungent 
silence. Then the door was opened 
wide, and Miss Curwen stood 
there, unmistakably shocked and 
surprised. “Uncle Randolph dead? 
I saw him within the month. The 
picture of health!” she cried. “But 
forgive me. Come in, gentlemen, 
do.”

Miss Emily led the way to the 
drawing room of the old-fashioned 
house, which was certainly at one 
time the abode of wealth. She was 
a woman approaching fifty, with 
a good figure still, and betraying 
some evidence in the care she had 
taken with her chestnut hair and 
her cosmetics of trying to retain 
as much of a youthful aspect as 
possible.

“Pray sit down,” she said. “Tell 
me of uncle’s death. What hap­
pened? Was it an accident?”

“Perhaps, in a manner of speak­
ing, it was,” said Pons. “He was 
found dead in his study.”

“Poor uncle!” she cried, unaf­
fectedly.

She seemed unable to fix her 
eyes on either Pons or myself. Her 
hands were busy plucking at her
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dress, or lacing her fingers togeth­
er, or carrying her fingers to her 
lips.

“Perhaps you did not know he 
left you five hundred pounds?”

“No, I did not.” Then her eyes 
brightened quite suddenly. “Poor, 
dear uncle! He needn’t have done 
that. Now that he’s gone, I shall 
have it all! All!”

“Somewhat over a fortnight ago 
you called on your uncle, Miss 
Curwen.”

“Yes, I did.” She grimaced.
“You found him well at that 

time?”
“I believe I have said as much, 

sir.”
“You left him, upset. Was he un­

kind to you?”
“Sir, it was the old matter. Now 

it is resolved.”
“Would you care to tell us about 

it?”
“Oh, there’s no secret in it, I as­

sure you. Everyone knows of it 
here in Edinburgh.” She tossed her 
head and shrugged, pitying her­
self briefly. “Uncle Randolph was 
as hard a man as my father. My 
older sister, Cicely, made a very 
bad marriage in our father’s eyes. 
He had settled her inheritance on 
her, and when he saw how Arthur 
wasted it, he made certain I could 
never do the same. So he put my 
inheritance, fifty thousand pounds, 
in trust, and made Uncle Ran­

dolph guardian of the trust. I could 
have only so much a year to live 
on, a pittance. But the world has 
changed, and everyone knows that 
it is not so easy to live on a re­
stricted income as it was twenty- 
five years ago when my father 
died. But now all that’s over. Now 
that Uncle Randolph’s dead, what 
is mine comes to me free of his or 
anyone’s control.”

“You must have had assistance, 
Miss Curwen,” said Pons sympa­
thetically.

“Oh, yes. My nephew, my dear 
boy! He’s all I have, gentlemen. 
He has cared for his old aunt quite 
as if I were his own mother. I’ve 
been very much alone here. What 
could I do, what society could I 
have, on so limited an income? 
Now all that is changed. I am sorry 
Uncle Randolph is dead, but I’m 
not sorry the restrictions on my 
inheritance are removed.”

Pons’ glance flickered about the 
room, which looked as if it had 
not quite emerged into the twen­
tieth century. “A lovely room, Miss 
Curwen,” he observed.

“My grandfather planned it. I 
hate it,” she said simply. “I shall 
lose no time selling the house. 
Think of having fifty thousand 
pounds I might have had when I 
was in my twenties! Oh, Mr. Pons, 
how cruel it was! My father 
thought I’d do the same thing my 
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sister did, even after I saw how it 
went with them.”

“I see you, too, are given to the 
use of incense, Miss Curwen,” said 
Pons, his gaze fastened to a china 
castle.

“Any scent will serve to diminish 
the mould and mildew, gentle­
men.”

“May I look at that incense burn­
er?” persisted Pons.

“Please do.”
Pons crossed to the mantel where 

the china castle rested, picked it 
up, and brought it back to his 
chair. It was an elaborate creation 
in bone china, featuring three 
lichen-covered turrets, and evident­
ly three burners. Carnations 
adorned it, and a vine of green 
leaves, and morning glories. Its 
windows were outlined in soft 
brown.

“A Colebrook Dale marking on 
this Coalport castle identifies it as 
prior to 1850 in origin,” said Pons.

Miss Curwen’s eyebrows went 
up. “You’re a collector, sir ?”

“Only of life’s oddities,” said 
Pons. “But I have some interest in 
antiquities as well. He looked up. 
“And what scent do you favor, 
Miss Curwen?”

“Rose.”
“One could have guessed that you 

would select so complimentary a 
fragrance, Miss Curwen.”

Miss Curwen blushed prettily as 

Pons got up to return the china 
casde to the mantel, where he 
stood for a few moments with the 
opened box of pastilles in his hand, 
inhaling deeply the scent that em­
anated from it. He appeared to 
have some difficulty closing the 
box before he turned once more 
and came back to where he had 
been sitting. He did not sit down 
again.

“I fear we have imposed upon 
you long enough, Miss Curwen,” 
said Pons.

Miss Emily came to her feet. “I 
suppose you will take care of such 
legalities as there are, gentlemen?”

“I fancy Sir Randolph’s legal 
representatives will do that in 
good time, Miss Curwen,” said 
Pons.

“Oh! I thought . .
“I am sorry to have given you 

the wrong impression. I am a pri­
vate enquiry agent, Miss Curwen. 
There is some question about the 
manner of your uncle’s death; I am 
endeavoring to answer it.”

She was obviously perplexed. 
“Well, there’s nothing I can tell 
you about that. I know he was in 
what looked like perfect health 
when I last saw him.”

She did not seem to have the 
slightest suspicion of Pons’ objec­
tive, and walked us to the door, 
where she let us out. From the 
stoop, we could hear the chain 
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being quietly slid back into place.
“I must hand it to you, Pons,” I 

said. “There’s motive for you.”
“Poor woman! I’ll wager she’s 

dancing around by herself in cele­
bration now,” he said as we 
walked back down to the street. 
“There are pathetic people in this 
world to whom the possession of 
money is everything. They know 
little of life and nothing of how to 
live. Presumably Andrew Curwen 
was such a one; I fear Miss Emily 
may be another. One could live 
well on the income of fifty thous- 
sand pounds if one had a mind to, 
but Miss Emily preferred to pine 
and grieve and feel sorry for her­
self, a lonely, deluded woman. I 
shall be sorry to add to her loneli­
ness, but perhaps her wealth will 
assuage her. But come, Parker, we 
have little time to lose. We must be 
off to the police. With luck, we 
shall be able to catch one of the 
night trains back to London.”

Inspector Brian McGavick 
joined us when Pons explained his 
need. He was in plain-clothes, and 
looked considerably more like an 
actor than a member of the con­
stabulary.

“I’ve heard about you, Mr. 
Pons,” said McGavick. “This 
morning, on instructions from the 
Foreign Office. I am at your 
service.”

“Inspector, you’re in charge here.

I have no authority. I shall expect 
you to take whatever action the 
events of the next hour or two 
call for.” He outlined briefly the 
circumstances surrounding the 
murder of Sir Randolph Curwen. 
By the time he had finished we 
had arrived in Torpischen Street.

“Let us just park the car over 
here,” said Pons, “and walk the 
rest of the way.”

We got out of the police car and 
walked leisurely down the street 
to a little shop that bore the sign, 
Laidlaw's Booles. There Pons 
turned in.

A stout little man clad almost 
formally, save for his plaid weskit, 
came hurrying up to wait on us.

“Just browsing, sir,” said Pons.
The little man bowed and re­

turned to resume his place on a 
stool at a high, old-fashioned desk 
in a far corner of the shop. The 
three of us began to examine the 
books in the stalls and on the 
shelves, following Pons’ lead. Pons 
soon settled down to a stall con­
taining novels of Sir Walter Scott 
and Dickens, studying one volume 
after another with that annoying 
air of having the entire afternoon 
in which to do it.

In a quarter of an hour, the 
door of the shop opened to admit 
a handsome young man who 
walked directly back to the rear 
of the shop, removed his hat and 
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ulster, and came briskly back to 
attend to us. Since Pons was near­
est him, he walked directly up to 
Pons and engaged him in conver­
sation I could not overhear until 
I drifted closer.

“There is merit in each,” Pons 
was saying. Scott for his unpar­
alleled reconstruction of Scotland’s 
past, Dickens for the remarkable 
range of his characters, however 
much some of them may seem car­
icatures. I think of establishing 
special shelves for each when I 
open my own shop.”

“Ah, you’re a bookman, sir? 
Where?”

“In London. I lack only a part­
ner.”

“I would like to be in London 
myself. What are your qualifica­
tions?”

“I need a young man, acquaint­
ed with books and authors, cap­
able of putting a little capital into 
the business. Are you interested?”

“I might be.”
Pons thrust forth his hand. 

“Name’s Holmes,” he said.
“Lindall,” said the young man, 

taking his hand.
“Capital?” asked Pons.
“I expect to come into some.”
“When?”
“Within the next few months.”
“Ample time! Now tell me, Mr. 

Lindall, since I am in need of some 
other little service^ do you know 

any chemistry? Ever studied it?” 
“No, sir.”
“I asked because I saw a chem­

ist’s shop next door. Perhaps you 
have a friend there who might 
make up a special prescription for 
me?”

“As a matter of fact, I do have. 
A young man named Ardley. Ask 
for him and say I gave you his 
name.”

“Thank you, thank you. I am 
grateful. In delicate little matters 
like these, one cannot be too care­
ful.”

Lindall’s interest quickened, He 
ran the tip of his tongue over his 
lips and asked, “What is the na­
ture of the prescription, sir?”

Pons dipped his hand into his 
coat pocket, thrust it out before 
Lindall, and unfolded his fingers. 
“I need a little pastille like this— 
with cyanide at the center, to dis­
pose of old men and middle-aged 
ladies.”

Lindall’s reaction was extraordi­
nary. He threw up his hands as if 
to thrust Pons away, stumbled 
backward, and upset a stall of 
books. Books and Lindall together 
went crashing to the floor.

“Oh, I say! I say now!” called 
out the proprietor, getting off his 
stool.

“Inspector McGavick, arrest this 
man for the murder of Sir Ran­
dolph Curwen, and the planned 
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murder of his aunt, Miss Emily 
Curwen,” said Pons.

McGavick had already moved in 
on Lindall, and was pulling him 
to his feet.

“You will need this poisoned 
pastille, Inspector. I found it in a 
box of rose pastilles in Miss Emily’s 
home. You should have no diffi­
culty proving that this and the one 
that killed Sir Randolph were 
manufactured for Lindall at his 
direction.” To Lindall, Pons added, 
“A pity you didn’t ask after my 
Christian name, Mr. Lindall. Sher­
lock. A name I assume on those 
special occasions when I feel in­
ordinately immodest.”

In our compartment on the 10:15 
express for London Pons answered 
the questions with which I pelted 
him.

“It was an elementary matter, 
Parker,” he said, “confused by the 
coincidence of Sir Randolph’s pos­
session of the Foreign Office pa­
pers. The death trap had been laid 
for him well before anyone at all 
knew that he would see the papers 
in question. This motive eliminat­

ed, it became necessary to disclose 
another. Nobody appeared to dis­
like Sir Randolph, and it did not 
seem that any adequate motivation 
lay in the provisions of his will.

“We were left, then, with Miss 
Emily’s curious visit, angrily ter­
minated. She went to London to 
appeal to her uncle for an end to 
the trust. She came back and com­
plained to her nephew—her ‘dear 
boy’ who is ‘all’ she has—her des­
ignated heir, as an examination of 
her will will certainly show. In a 
fortnight, familiarized with Sir 
Randolph’s habits by Miss Emily, 
he paid him a visit on his own, 
managed to slip the posioned pas­
tille into his box, and was off to 
bide his time. He had had two 
made, one for his aunt, and felt 
safe in slipping the other into her 
box of pastilles. He might better 
have waited, but he had not count­
ed on the death of Sir Randolph 
being taken for anything but a 
seizure of some kind. He under­
estimated the police, I fear, and 
greed pushed him too fast. ‘The 
love of money,’ Parker, is indeed 
‘the root of all evil.’ ”
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The welcome mat before the door is a recognized symbol of 
hospitality. As with homing pigeons, however, one must be 
alerted to an occasional preemption by a stray.

The autumn darkness came 
quickly that night, creeping over 
the freshly-plowed fields like a 
black fog and clogging the state 
highway that ribboned past the 
farmhouse.

Into the driveway drifted a clot 
of blackness which soon took the 
shape of a man, huge in size and 
features, but moving as quietly as 
a shadow. He paused near the 

house while his glance studied the 
small light burning above the front 
door. There were other lights 
showing behind the curtained 
windows. Finally he swung his 
head slowly from side to side, as 
though debating whether to try the 
front or the back entrance.

Now he strode out silently, and 
as he neared the front door he 
could hear a man’s voice within.
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When he stopped in the yellow il­
lumination of the tiny bulb and 
listened intently, he recognized the 
voice of a newscaster, either on 
radio or TV.

“. . . And police are intensifying 
their efforts to locate the patient 
who escaped from the Graham 
State Hospital this afternoon, after 
killing one of the staff. Again 
we’ve been asked to repeat an ear­
lier warning: although appearing 
harmless, the escapee is capable of 
becoming extremely dangerous 
when aroused . . . More details 
on that, and an eye-witness account 
of an attractive blonde in a bizarre 
filling station holdup, immediately 
after this important message . . .”

He waited until the commercial 
had begun before he knocked. Im­
mediately the animated jingle was 
cut off. Now there was only the 
stir of light footsteps within the 
house, then silence.

Although he knew that the 
screen door was unlatched when 
he had rapped on it, he saw that 
the inner wooden door was closed. 
He assumed that a preliminary in­
spection of him was now being 
made through the peephole. Non­
chalantly he glanced about, then 
down at his feet. He saw the blue 
door mat with THE FIELDS 
printed in white block letters.

No one answered the door, and 
when he’d waited the proper in­

terval he rapped again patiently.
“Hello," he said. “It’s Gorgon. 

Bart Gorgon. Bellamy’s new hired 
man. He sent me down the road
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to borrow some tools, wrenches.”
Again he heard the sound of 

light footsteps, and a moment later 
the inner door opened. A small 
woman with dark hair peered out 
at him.

“Mrs. Fields?” he asked through 
the screen.

"What was it you wanted?”
“I’m sorry to bother you on a 

night like this. I’m Bart Gorgon. 
Bellamy’s new hired man. He sent 
me over to borrow your husband’s 
set of tools. The one with all the 
socket wrenches. Bellamy said 
your husband would know which 
set.”

He saw Mrs. Fields frown as she 
pushed a lock of hair away from 
her cheek. “Well, I don’t know—”

“I don’t blame you for being sus­
picious, not having met me before. 
I just went to work for Bellamy 
today. But if you’ll let me talk to 
your husband, he’ll know about 
the tools. Bellamy set it all up 
with him.”

“My husband—he’s not here 
right now,” Mrs. Fields said.

Gorgon rubbed his chin. “Well, 
maybe I can wait around until 
he gets back. Bellamy took his wife 
and kids into town to see a movie. 
That’s why he sent me over. He 
wanted to be sure and have the 
tools first thing in the morning.” 
Gorgon nodded solemnly. “I’d 
better wait around for your hus­

band. Do you expect him soon?” 
“No!” Mrs. Fields said quickly.

Then she smiled. “What I mean is, 
I’d rather you came back in the 
morning. My husband will be 
home then.” She started to close 
the door.

“Mrs. Fields, could I bother you 
for a glass of water before I go? 
That walk from Bellamy’s place 
was a bit farther than I thought.”

“Of course. I’ll get it for you.”
The moment she’d gone Gorgon 

slipped noiselessly inside and 
moved just as quietly through the 
front room. He was standing in 
the kitchen doorway when she 
turned away from the sink with 
the glass of water.

Fright widened her eyes and . a 
bit of the water leaped out of the 
glass. Angrily she said, “Nobody 
asked you into this house!”

“Please don’t get sore, Mrs. 
Fields. I don’t intend to do you 
any harm.”

“You scare a person to death, 
sneaking up behind them like 
that.”

“I know.” Gorgon nodded, 
while a smile tried to brighten 
his ugly face. “I know what you’re 
trying to say. I’m big and ugly 
and not very smart. You can go 
ahead and say it because I’ve heard 
it all before. Lots of times.”

“I didn’t mean it that way, Mr. 
Gorgon, really I didn’t. And I’m 
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sorry. I wasn’t thinking about your 
—the way you look. Here’s your 
water. And then leave. Please.”

He drank quickly, emptying the 
tumbler as though it were a shot 
glass. Her hand came out to take 
the glass, but he didn’t give it to 
her.

“You know,” he said, “you 
shouldn’t be here all alone on a 
night like this—”

“I’ll be all right. Now if you’ll 
just leave—”

“—especially when I heard them 
announcing how that patient 
slipped out of Graham today. 
That’s not too far from here and 
he could have traveled that stretch 
by now. And they get awfully 
mean at times. You just can’t tell 
what they might do, finding a per­
son all alone.”

“I believe I can take care of 
myself, thank you. Now if you’ll 
just leave me and let me lock all the 
doors, I'll manage fine.”

Gorgon frowned and shook his 
massive head. “You don’t under­
stand at all, Mrs. Fields. Doors 
and windows don’t stop them 
when they make up their minds to 
get something, or go somewhere. 
Why, they can get into and out of 
places as easy as monkeys, and 
when they get worked up they’ve 
got the strength of a bull, and they 
can break, and tear, and kill. And 
yet they’re no different in looks 
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than you or me. Most people don’t 
know that. Why, you could see one 
walking down the street, coming 
right towards you, and you would­
n’t think anything about it.”

Gorgon tried to reassure her 
with a grin. “What I’m trying to 
tell you is, that the one that got 
out of Graham today could come 
right up to your door, and you’d 
probably let him into the house be­
cause he wouldn’t look mean or 
wild-eyed. You’d probably think it 
was just somebody wanting help 
with a car that broke down, or 
wanting to use your phone, or any 
simple excuse like that. You would­
n’t suspect a thing. And then with 
your husband gone and all, he 
could turn on you, and you might 
get killed. They’re so unpredict­
able.”

Mrs. Fields’ face had become 
colorless while she stared up at 
him. Finally she said, “You seem 
to know a lot about those—about 
those people at Graham.”

“I was there two years.”
Mrs. Fields stepped back and 

bumped against the sink. “Oh, no,” 
she said.

Gorgon caught the fear in her 
voice. Quickly he said, “Not as a 
patient, Mrs. Fields. I was the gar­
dener. Supervisor of the Grounds 
they called it. I quit about three 
years ago.”

After a deep breath Mrs. Fields 
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said, “You certainly had me go­
ing there for a minute.”

Gorgon grinned broadly. “You 
see, it’s exactly what I was trying 
to tell you. Because I look like this, 
you were afraid I’d run away from 
Graham today. I tell you, looks of 
a person means nothing. Why, I’ve 
seen lots of women there that look 
just as sweet and as harmless as 
you, Mrs. Fields.”

“Yes,” she said, “I can imagine. 
But I really don’t believe it will 
be necessary for you to wait 
around for my husband. I won’t let 
any strangers into this house. I 
promise you that, Mr. Gorgon. And 
you’ve been very kind to warn me 
of the dangers.”

“That’s the thing, Mrs. Fields. 
Don’t let anyone into your house 
when you’re alone. Better than 
that, don’t even talk to anyone 
that comes up to the door, stran­
gers, that you don’t know. Oh, 
Fve talked to lots of them out at 
Graham. Lots of times. And the 
things they’ll tell you. You’d swear 
they were telling the absolute 
truth, as long as you didn’t know 
any better. Actors, they are, you 
might say.”

“Well, as soon as you leave I’ll 
bolt and lock everything, Mr. Gor­
gon. And I assure you I won’t 
even speak to anyone that might 
drop by.”

She reached for his empty glass 
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again, and this time he gave it to 
her.

As she set it into the sink Gor­
gon said, “I sure appreciate the 
way you’ve put up with me, Mrs. 
Fields. A lot of people, women es­
pecially, can’t stand the sight of 
me. When I try to talk to them 
they either run or scream for help. 
I don’t get much chance to talk to 
women. And that’s all I wanted to 
do, chat a bit, when I followed 
you into the kitchen. You don’t 
know how nice it’s been, standing 
here and passing the time of day 
with you.”

Mrs. Fields smiled. “Well, you’re 
welcome to stop by and chat any 
time—”

When the urgent knocking be­
gan at the front door he saw her 
stiffen with fright, while panic 
glazed her eyes. Suddenly she be­
gan whipping her head from side 
to side, like a trapped animal 
searching for a means of escape. 
Her mouth opened to let out a 
scream. Gorgon lunged forward, 
his huge hand smothering most of 
her face.

Her hands fought the gag and 
she tried to jerk free of him, but 
Gorgon slammed her back against 
the refrigerator and pressed him­
self against her so she couldn’t 
move. Briefly he listened to the 
renewed pounding. Satisfied that 
they were positioned so they could- 
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n’t be seen through the screen 
door, Gorgon spoke just above a 
whisper.

“I couldn’t let you scream, Mrs. 
Fields. They’d get the wrong idea. 
They’d think I’d been bothering 
you. Then Bellamy would fire me. 
So you see, that’s why I acted like 
that. It’s probably a neighbor stop­
ping to call. Once you settle down 
I’ll let you go to the door.”

He felt her trying to speak un­
der his palm, and she squirmed 
powerfully, trying to slip away 
from him.

“Come on now, Mrs. Fields. Re­
lax, the way you were when we 
were talking. It’s probably just a 
friend that’s come visiting. I can’t 
have you going to the door all 
upset, because that wouldn’t be 
good for me. I know. I’m going 
to turn you loose in a minute so 
you can go to the door. If it’s some­
one you know, then they’ll see that 
we’ve just been visiting a bit out 
here. And if it’s a stranger out 
there, don’t worry, I’ll take over. 
I’ll see to it they don’t harm you.”

Slowly he slipped his hand away 
from her face, and then he took 
her arm. Gently he moved her for­
ward so that both of them came 
out of the kitchen together and 
walked into the front room.

He stopped then, and Mrs. 
Fields continued walking towards 
the door. Through the screen he 

could distinguish the figure of a 
slim blonde girl.

In a frightened voice Mrs. Fields 
asked, “Who is it?”

“I need some help with my car. 
I’ve got a flat out on the high­
way.”

“Come in, my dear.”
Gorgon stood quietly, watching 

the girl as she entered. She was 
young, wearing a black sweater 
and slacks. The soiled and wrin­
kled trenchcoat was open in the 
front, and it was way too big for 
her.

The girl smiled. “My car’s about 
a quarter of a mile from here. Be­
lieve it or not, I don’t even know 
how to change a tire.”

“This is my husband,” Mrs. 
Fields said. “Perhaps he’d be good 
enough to change it for you.”

Gorgon stiffened, and then he 
realized that Mrs. Fields was being 
smart. Because the girl was a stran­
ger, Mrs. Fields wanted him to 
take over.

The girl said, “Oh, that would 
be sweet of him.” She smiled at 
Gorgon. “You’re a doll.”

“Of course he is,” Mrs. Fields 
said.

Gorgon’s face reddened. She’d 
called him a doll but he could tell 
she didn’t mean it. They never did. 
Fighting the anger in his voice 
he said, “You women are all the 
same. Smile and sweet talk a man 
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when you want some dirty work 
to be done for you. But when an 
ugly guy like me wants to talk to 
you, just to be friendly, you run 
scared.” His breath was whistling 
through his nose. “Lady, you can 
get somebody else to change that 
tire.”

When the girl’s right hand came 
out of the trenchcoat pocket it was 
holding a revolver.

She pointed it at Gorgon’s chest. 
“Okay, Buster, if that’s the way 
you feel about it! Now we’ll take 
your car. Mama comes, too.” She 
Stepped back and waved them to­
wards the door with her gun. 
“Let’s go.”

“Oh, please,” Mrs. Fields said 
softly.

Gorgon suddenly remembered 
the newscaster’s comment about 
the blonde and the filling station 
holdup. Looking at the girl now, 
and at the gun she was holding, he 
realized it had to be the same 
blonde. He’d been careless because 
he’d been too concerned about the 
escaped patient.

“Come on!” the blonde snapped. 
“Move, Creep!”

Gorgon’s anger turned his face 
into a hideous mask.

Grimly he strode towards the 
door, but suddenly his left arm 
lashed out. Like a tree branch, it 
struck the girl’s gun hand at the 
wrist and the gun flew across the 

room, crashing against the wall.
Gorgon lunged at her, caught 

her, and briefly fought her legs and 
fingernails. Then his fist sledged 
against her chin.

She sank to the floor. As he 
turned away from her the gun 
barked behind him, and plaster 
sprayed from the wall near his 
head.

Roaring angrily, Gorgon hurtled 
across the room. Mrs. Fields had 
the gun up, and she was trying to 
get away another shot when he 
crashed into her.

He knocked her backwards, but 
his rush enabled his long arms to 
reach out and grab her before she 
fell. She screamed and fought 
wildly, trying to get away from 
him so that she could use the gun. 
Gorgon clubbed it out of her hand, 
and then a short chop at the back 
of her neck knocked her uncon­
scious. She sank limply to the floor.

His face contorted, and gasping 
for breath, Gorgon scooped up the 
gun before he planted himself in 
the center of the room and studied 
the two women. Then he shook 
his head. Some women, like that 
blonde, could never understand 
how it maddened him when they 
referred to his looks. He had hit 
her hard, and she would be out 
for quite a while. He’d call the 
police about her later.

Right now, he was concerned 
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about Mrs. Fields. Somehow he’d 
known from the very beginning 
that she would panic in a situation 
like this. It was a good thing he 
had stayed around, instead of 
leaving immediately. She would 
have been at the mercy of the 
blonde, and probably kidnapped, 
or even killed.

Now he had to look after Mrs. 
Fields. Poor thing.

He bent down and picked her 
up very gently. He’d take her into 
the bedroom. That was the best 
place. He would put her on the 
bed, and then revive her with 
cold towels.

He started down the hall, and 
the first door he came to turned 
out to be the bathroom. Next to it 
was another room, dark, until 
Gorgon switched on the light.

Gorgon sucked in his breath and 
stared at the woman on the bed. 
She was a redhead, and she was 
dead. A knife was imbedded in 
her heart.

Gorgon scowled. Then he shook 
his head, trying to comprehend 
what he saw. Numbly he pulled 
his glance away from her and let 
it move about the room.

He saw the colored wedding 
photo on top of the dresser. The 
man had a flower in the lapel of 
his coat, but Gorgon’s glance fixed 
on the white-gowned bride. She 
had flaming red hair, and she was 
the same woman now dead on the 
bed.

Gorgon studied the woman he 
was holding in his arms.

Why, she didn’t look like the 
one from Graham at all.
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Aspiring applicants to a society, when given the nod, generally 
experience a spirit of relief; somehow, I mistrust this phrase 
is applicable here.

JMerriam Halloway crouched on 
a velvet chair in the corner of her 
large Victorian livingroom and 
waited for the ghost of her hus­
band, Harley, to appear.

He hadn’t missed a night in 

seven months, and he wasn’t likely 
to miss tonight, the seventh anni­
versary of his rather messy death. 
In fact, Merriam was crouching 
because she expected him to put on 
a special show. She thought he 
might bring with him some flames 
or brimstone, or perhaps a new set 
of horns to model for her. She 
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could never be sure how far he 
would go in celebrating a special 
day. One of these times, she 
mused, he would be careless and 
set the house afire. She supposed 
she would be blamed for that, too.

Merriam had been blamed for 
many of Harley’s little tricks since 
he died. There was the time he was 
demonstrating a new three­
pronged fork and knocked over 
the priceless Ming vase her father 
had brought from China when she 
was a child. Merriam had feared

creating just such havoc herself, and 
therefore wasn’t surprised when 
the nurse, Miss Bingham, had 
rushed in, tsk-tsking, and slapped 
her crossly.

“Why did you want to go and do 
that?” she asked. “You’re being 
a naughty girl again, and we’ll 
have to get out the straight jacket 

if you don’t behave.” Of course 
she couldn’t see Harley, holding 
his sides with laughter in the far 
corner and mimicking her sharp 
tone, with his face all twisted and 
ugly. Merriam had frowned and 
signaled him to be still, and the 
nurse slapped her again. “Don’t 
make faces at me,” she said firmly. 
“Respect is very important. Re­
member that.”

Then there was the time Harley 
flew into a rage because Merriam 
had become so accustomed to his 
evening visits that she was no 
longer afraid of him. He tried to 
strangle her. It rather surprised 
both of them that, as an apparition, 
he exerted somewhat less than live 
strength. His hold did leave 
marks on her throat, though, and 
Miss Bingham retaliated by pro­
ducing a pair of red rubber gloves 
and tying them firmly on Mer­
riam’s hands with string. “Let’s see 
you hurt yourself with those on,” 
she said, “and—” swinging around 
as Merriam was about to open her 
mouth in protest, “don’t say it was 
Harley. I swear, sometimes I al­
most expect to see your old Harley 
myself, you describe him so well. 
But don’t go trying to push your 
silly hallucinations off on me.” 
After seven months, Miss Bingham 
was close to losing her patience.

Harley was, of course, lying on 
the floor doubled up with mirth.
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He did enjoy it so when Merriam 
was punished for his misdeeds. She 
sighed, now, thinking of it. She 
supposed she was only getting her 
due since it was her fault that 
Harley had died in the first place.

The trouble was that Harley had 
been a practical joker. Not an in­
nocent, pinch-you-in-the-elevator 
joker, but a man who had never 
grown out of the little-boy-hurting- 
flies stage. Only, as an adult, he 
preferred to hurt people. He drove 
his car like a madman, leaving be­
hind him a trail of other cars run­
ning over sidewalks and up lamp 
posts to get out of his way. He 
zoomed his motor boat to terrify 
swimmers and, indeed, came close 
to beheading one, here and there. 
He specialized in exploding cigars, 
with real gunpowder in them, 
which was very hard on his vic­
tims. And, since people tended to 
fade quietly away after a very short 
exposure to Harley, he was con­
stantly seeking new ways in which 
to infurate his captive audience, 
Merriam, so that finally even her 
long-suffering soul was outraged 
and she threatened to leave him.

Then another of Harley’s little 
jokes was revealed to her. He had 
juggled her patrimony and man­
aged it badly. There was very little 
money left, and none at all that 
Merriam could get her hands on. 
All that remained was the old 

house which had been her prison 
since infancy, first under her dom­
ineering father, and then with the 
outrageous husband that father had 
chosen for her.

Worse was in store for her when 
Harley died. Merriam shuddered, 
thinking about it. She felt respon­
sible for the whole mess, although 
certainly she had not put the re­
volver in his mouth, nor had she 
thought of pulling the trigger un­
til he suggested it as a way of re­
lieving herself of his presence. He 
could never have believed that she 
would be brave enough to put a 
finger on the gun, could he? It 
must have been another one of his 
crazy jokes—mustn’t it? Certainly 
his stare was one of astonishment 
in that last second when she 
leaned forward and pressed the 
trigger. He stared, that is, until 
the top of his head flew off.

Then it was Merriam's turn to 
stare. For, of course, she hadn’t 
believed him when he said the gun 
was loaded. In a way, this made 
the whole thing an accident, so 
she didn’t feel it necessary to tell 
the police that she had helped. It 
obviously didn’t occur to them that 
any man would put a loaded 
gun in his mouth for any reason 
other than to commit suicide. They 
didn’t know Harley.

Merriam shuddered again. It 
had been very nasty, indeed, and 
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she could never quite forget it, es­
pecially in the evenings when she 
was waiting for Harley’s visit.

His little trips back to haunt her 
were his way of getting even. They 
started the night he died, and after 
Merriam got over her first shock 
and terror at his coming, she be­
gan to enjoy the feeling of penance 
they gave her. They filled up the 
emptiness of her days.

For Harley, being Harley, had 
arranged his revenge doublefold. 
He left her the house—her house, 
really—and such funds as were left, 
providing only that Merriam 
should have life tenancy, and a 
private nurse. He had chosen Miss 
Bingham himself, some time be­
fore he died.

So here they had been for seven 
months—Miss Bingham a despot, 
turning Merriam’s life into a series 
of petty discomforts and frustra­
tions, and Merriam, brooding and 
hoarding her tremendous store of 
patience, learned during her years 
with Harley.

One of her small satisfactions 
was in hiding things from Miss 
Bingham. Like the red rubber 
gloves. It had taken her hours to 
get them off, patiently untying the 
multitude of knots with rubbered, 
slippery fingers. Then she hid 
them in a sliding wall panel so the 
infuriated nurse couldn’t find 
them.

She had paid for that with slap­
pings and starvation.

The other things laid by in Mer­
riam’s little hoard came mainly 
from Harley’s tricks. The time he 
propped the door closed with a 
chair to keep the nurse out while 
he tore down all the curtains and 
ripped them into little pieces, the 
practical Merriam followed along 
behind him, garnering the hooks 
which had held the curtain rods. 
And when he tore the springs out 
of several chairs, flinging the 
horsehair stuffing around with 
great gusto, so that Merriam 
sneezed until her eyes ran, she still 
managed to see the good stout 
cord which had tied the springs 
together, and this was carefully 
added to her store. When Harley 
unravelled her best black sweater, 
Merriam patiently rolled the wool 
into a ball, and hid it. Each time 
he created mischief, she added to 
her hoard the bits and pieces left 
in his wake. It was a curious col­
lection, the pride of her life.

On such occasions, Miss Bing­
ham became very upset. It didn’t 
matter how often she was told that 
Harley was causing all the trouble, 
she went right on punishing Mer­
riam. The nurse, after all, couldn’t 
see Harley, and though she lis­
tened to Merriam’s descriptions 
and even shuddered a little at 
times, she was far too sensible a 
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person to believe in any such ghost 
Miss Bingham had, however, ad­

justed her schedule so that she was 
usually on hand during Harley’s 
visits, and rather than reveal him­
self, the devilish ghost had become 
quite tame lately. With his nature, 
it couldn’t last.

Merriam glanced at the sour­
faced clock on the mantel. Shad­
ows were pooling around the feet 
of the furniture. Harley was late 
tonight. Having nerved herself for 
an interesting evening, Merriam 
felt a little flat. She shivered.

“If you’re cold you should put 
on a sweater,” said Miss Bingham, 
gliding silently in from the hall. "I 
haven’t seen your black one around 
lately. I suppose Harley took it?” 
She was wearing the things that 
most irritated Merriam—her cross 
expression, her sarcastic tone and 
her rubber-soled shoes. I shan’t 
speak to her, Merriam decided. 
That makes her the maddest. Tit 
for tat—mouse and cat. She gig­
gled at her neat little rhyme and 
stuck out her tongue at Miss Bing- 
hem’s starched back.

“In one of your moods, I see.” 
The nurse never missed a thing. 
“You get more childish every day.” 
She strode around the room 
plumping up cushions, no doubt 
persuading herself that she was 
earning her pay. “Where’s your 
friend husband tonight?”

Merriam looked beyond her, at 
the hall doorway. She widened her 
eyes and licked her lips, Harley 
had appeared sporting a multitude 
of tails, each one sharpened and 
the whole bunch of them weaving 
about each other in impatience, 
like an octopus reaching for his 
dinner. Carefully Merriam counted 
them—seven. Ah, he remembered 
the date, then. Seven months, seven 
tails. Wasn’t it a magic number or 
something?

Miss Bingham followed Mer­
riam’s glance, but to her, of 
course, there would be only the 
open door to the hall. “He’s come, 
has he? And what does he look 
like tonight?”

Merriam almost forgot her de­
cision not to speak. She longed to 
describe the tails, which were rub­
bing against each other as a man 
rubs his hands in anticipation of 
pleasure. She could feel the excite­
ment in them, and in Harley. Oh, 
he was planning something special 
tonight. Tingles chased each other 
up and down her spine, and her 
hands shook.

“I don’t like your eyes,” said 
Miss Bingham. “When they glitter 
like that you’re up to something. 
You just calm down, you hear 
mer

Merriam’s glance brushed her 
aside. She was busy watching Har­
ley over the nurse’s right shoulder. 

86 Alfred Hitchcock’s mystery magazine



He was crouching, flexing his fin­
gers and licking his chops. Behind 
him the tails waved and stretched 
in a snake dance.

Miss Bingham spun around. 
“Don’t do that!” For a moment 
Merriam believed she was speak­
ing to Harley. But the nurse was 
only reassuring herself that no one 
was there, for the next moment 
she seized Merriam and was shak­
ing her roughly. “Speak to me, 
tell me what’s going on,” she de­
manded. Her voice was high with 
excitement.

Merriam opened her mouth in 
silent laughter, her eyes still watch­
ing Harley over the nurse’s shoul­
der. Suddenly she stared in horri­
fied surprise. Oh no! He wouldn’t! 
Even Harley would never dare . . .

Miss Bingham dropped her 
hands and turned slowly to stare 
behind her. The shadows were 
long in the room now; a car 
swished by outside, its headlights 
glaring for a moment in the win­
dow, leaving everything a little 
darker when they were gone.

Miss Bingham shook herself. 
“Phooey—ghosts,” she said, strid­
ing to the open hall door. “All we 
need is a little light on the subject. 
I swear, though, sometimes I al­
most believe you really do see 
something. I’m glad it’s not catch­
ing.” She reached out and flipped 
the light switch. Nothing hap­

pened. There was complete silence.
She flipped it again, down and 

up. A little sound of exasperation 
escaped her. “We’ve blown a fuse,” 
she said.

Merriam was hardly conscious 
of her. She stared at Harley, and 
her whole body trembled. She 
moaned a little as her eyes fol­
lowed him about the room, to the 
mantel, where the clock suddenly 
pitched forward on its ugly face, 
to the plush chair, which crept for­
ward a few inches, teetered on its 
bowed legs and tipped over with a 
crash, then toward the nurse . . .

Miss Bingham stood rooted. She 
stared at the chair with her mouth 
frozen in a scream. Never before 
had she seen Harley at work. Nev­
er before had she had any real 
reason to believe that he existed. 
Now Merriam’s eyes rested on a 
spot not two feet in front of the 
nurse, and those eyes contained a 
look of such unbelief, such hor­
ror .. .

Miss Bingham turned to flee, 
stumbled, and Harley’s clammy 
red hand brushed her shoulder. 
She saw it. She saw it! For an in­
stant it rested against her neck, 
and its cold deadness must have 
pierced to her very heart. She 
crumpled . . .

Merriam’s face relaxed. Carefully 
she climbed on a chair to tighten 
the bulbs in the ceiling fixture, and 
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the lights came on. She moved the 
chair a few feet and climbed back 
on it to unscrew from the beams 
the three curtain rod hooks which 
bore the weight of a piece of stout 
chair-spring cord and, dangling 
from its end, just at shoulder 
height, a red rubber glove stuffed 
with the cold porridge hoarded all 
week from her breakfast tray. She 
chuckled a little, remembering her 
schoolgirl days and how new stu­
dents were initiated into the mys­
teries of the upper class by “shak­
ing hands with a dead man.” 
Carefully she set the clock upright, 
removing from its base the black 
wool which, with a well-timed 
tug, had upset it. She untied more 
wool from the leg of the velvet 
chair and moved the chair back to 
its corner. Having thus collected 
all the items from her hoard of 
goodies, she tucked them back into 
their hiding place and looked 
around with satisfaction. Then, 
ponderously, she knelt beside the 
nurse and fingered the ring of keys 
which meant freedom from this 
hated prison.

Merriam had never seriously 

considered escape. Friendless, pen­
niless, heavy with years, she knew 
there was no place to go. Still, for 
a brief moment, her mind wan­
dered delightful byways in the 
outside world and she sighed for 
what could never be. Regretfully, 
she took her hand from the keys 
and moved it to the nurse’s shoul­
der. She shook Miss Bingham 
firmly. The fun was over. No 
doubt the punishment would be 
awful.

Miss Bingham sat up. Her lips 
made a small, bubbling sound, and 
her eyes were unfocussed. After a 
moment she was able to whisper. 
“Did you see him?” she asked. 
“Seven tails. You didn’t tell me 
he had seven tails!” Clinging to 
Merriam’s hands with a drowning 
grasp, she looked over her shoul­
der. “Don’t let him touch me.”

Merriam couldn’t help herself. 
After one astounded moment, she 
threw back her head and bellowed. 
Her massive frame shook; her 
sides ached. She pounded Miss 
Bingham on the shoulders.

“Welcome to the club,” she 
gasped. “Harley will be delighted!”
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Albeit a countenance lacking deceit generally depicts a man 
of character, one might possibly regard askance a calm deter­
mination which never wavers.

A MAN OF

Ofp.
kind and 
his fam- 

aware of

Be was a good man, 
thoughtful, devoted to 
ily, loyal to his job,
his civic responsibilities. From the 
days of his youth he had lived 
in a very circumspect manner. 
He was never arrested, never fined 
for double parking. So far as was 
known, he was never in serious
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trouble. If he quarreled with his 
wife, it was in secret. He never 
lost his temper, never shouted at 
his children. For forty-one years 
he had lived in peace, a gentle 
kind of peace which never dis­
turbed anyone.

His name was George Howell. 
A tall, slender man, with a fixed 
smile on his face and a soft and 
pleasant voice, he never seemed 
to hurry, but he handled his work 
at the bank effectively. He remem­
bered people, was aware of their 
problems, and was sympathetic to 
their troubles. Mrs. Henrietta Don­
ald told Charles Koch, the presi­
dent of the bank, it always cheer­
ed her up to spend a few minutes 
talking to George. This was a 
real tribute. Henrietta was an em­
bittered woman who had little 
respect for anyone.

A cashier’s job was not impor­
tant, but George made it impor­
tant. Whether accepting money for 
deposit or cashing a check, he 
always offered a smile and a 
friendly comment. If it was a 
woman he was handling he might 
ask about her children, or the fam­
ily vacation plans. If he was deal­
ing with a man he might com­
ment on the tax cut, or the plans 
for a new athletic field. He was 
clever enough to pick safe subjects.

George knew almost everyone in 
town. Central Springs was not a 
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very large place. The regulars who 
came to the bank week after week, 
year after year, he got to know 
very well. Henrietta, as an exam­
ple, had been coming to the bank 
for almost twenty years. George 
had seen her grow more and more 
bitter, as time went on. When he 
talked to her he never said any­
thing to upset her, never touched 
a moral problem. Henrietta’s hus­
band was an alcoholic. Or as an­
other example, when Miss Nettie 
Cawthorne, a teacher, came in, he 
might refer to some magazine arti­
cle on juvenile delinquency. Nettie 
loved teaching, loved the children 
who passed through her hands, 
and worried about them.

That year, when George was 
forty-one, his wife died of cancer. 
He took three days off to handle 
the funeral, then he reported back 
to the bank. He smiled bravely. To 
those who showed an expression of 
sympathy he would respond sadly. 
Then he would change the subject. 
He refused to dwell on his own 
sorrows. Noble, that was what he 
was; a man, shattered by the death 
of his wife, but still unafraid.

Now and then he looked back 
on his life, and it amazed him how 
empty it had been. He and Laura 
had been married twenty-one years. 
That was more than half of his 
life, but what had he accom­
plished? During those twenty-one
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years, he and Laura had reared 
two children, but neither had been 
exceptional in school. Their daugh­
ter had been married when she 
was seventeen, and she and her 
husband had moved away. George 
seldom heard from her. Their son 
had joined the Army when he was 
eighteen. He was somewhere in 
Germany. He never wrote.

George was now very much 
alone, his wife dead, the children 
gone. He had a house, still mort­
gaged. He had a car, mortgaged. 
He had almost five hundred dol­
lars in the bank, and that was all. 
That was very little to show for 
twenty years of service. Nettie 
Cawthorne, teacher and spinster, 
had done much better. She had 
saved almost twenty thousand dol­
lars.

George could have explained 
where his money went. He had 
not been a spendthrift, a man of 
poor judgment in money matters. 
His salary was rather low, had al­
ways been low. Over the years it 
had done little more than pay ex­
penses. Add to that his wife’s ill­
ness and the funeral expenses, and 
you have what is left. Just about 
nothing. Henrietta was bitter to­
ward the world because of her 
husband’s worthlessness and his 
drinking, but at least she had all 
the money she needed.

He looked ahead. It was bleak 
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in that direction, too. His salary 
was still low. It would never be 
much higher. In time, he might 
own his house, and his car, and he 
could afford a short vacation if he 
did not spend too much money. 
But that was all. There would be 
no extras.

This was a sad state of affairs. 
Ten more years, or fifteen, and 
people would be considering him 
a senior citizen looking toward re­
tirement. Maybe he would be able 
to glow about shuffleboard, or 
checkers, or quiet walks in the 
park, but he doubted it. He did 
not want to be put on the shelf. 
On the shelf! What a horrible 
thing to think about. He had never 
lived!

That was it. He had never really 
lived. When he re-examined him­
self, he was amazed at how nar­
row his life had been, how com­
pletely restricted. Trains went 
through every day but he seldom 
took one, and never far. Planes 
roared overhead. Other people took 
them but he never had. There was a 
super-highway nearby. He had 
never been on it.

“It’s about time for George to do 
something about George,” he said, 
half aloud. “Maybe I ought to look 
around.”

“What did you say, George?” 
asked a voice through the cage.

He smiled and handed the worn- 
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an a deposit slip. “I said I thought 
it was going to be a beautiful 
spring.”

“A very beautiful spring," the 
woman repeated, beaming.

It became spring, then summer. 
George had another birthday, and 
the bank employees celebrated it 
after work one day, providing a 
birthday cake and bottled drinks 
from the coke machine. Mr. Koch, 
the president, honored the event 
and made a short speech, praising 
George’s enduring loyalty. He even 
slapped George on the shoulder.

George smiled. He was properly 
humble. He said the proper things. 
No one listening to him, or look­
ing at him, would have guessed he 
was at the edge of rebellion, that 
his thoughts were almost explosive. 
George had always been George. 
Why should he ever change?

As close as George was to a 
crackup, he had no idea what to do 
in order to get out of the rut of 
ordinary living. Habits can become 
deeply ingrained. That was what 
had happened to him.

Just the evening before, he had 
been summoned to the home of 
Nettie Cawthorne. He had not 
known why he was wanted, but 
when he got there he found Nettie 
in bed, and the doctor and Sheriff 
Roy Anderson, waiting for him. 
Then, before the evening was over, 
he found himself tied up in a civic 

responsibility he could not refuse.
Nettie was dying from cancer. 

She might last through the sum­
mer, but she had very little time. 
She had no relatives, but she had 
saved some money, and she wanted 
it to be used for needy children. “I 
have picked you three people, to 
decide how to spend it,” she said, 
and she smiled. “My doctor, whom 
I trust; Roy Anderson, who un­
derstands children; and George, 
who is good and thoughtful. I had 
my attorney set up a trust agree­
ment. If you will read it and sign 
it—”

George read the agreement and 
signed it. It did not occur to him 
to refuse. Things like this, a per­
son did. It was too bad about Net­
tie, dying. Too bad she had not 
used the money herself, but Nettie 
was not the kind to think of en­
joyment. Saving the money and 
spending it this way probably gave 
her more pleasure than she would 
have found if she had gone around 
the world.

Once he had been like that. But 
no more. George was getting rest­
less.

The next day, when Henrietta 
Donald came in to deposit a divi­
dend check, he mentioned Nettie’s 
illness, and what she meant to do 
with her money. This was not gos­
sip, really. Already, the story of 
Nettie’s plans were rather well 
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known and always interesting.
“A wonderful thing she is do­

ing,” George said. “But I wish she 
could have gone somewhere, had 
a little fun.”

“Is that what you would have 
done?” Henrietta asked.

“If I had the money, I’d be gone 
tomorrow.”

She looked at him curiously. 
“That’s very interesting,” Henriet­
ta said, and she turned away.

George was a little uneasy after 
she left. He was afraid what he 
had said had been too revealing. 
This didn’t fit into character, into 
the shape of what he was like— 
steady, dependable, safe. Undoubt­
edly, he was changing.

It was pleasant that evening and 
unseasonably warm. He didn’t feel 
like staying in. Instead, he headed 
for the park. Other people were 
there, walking, young couples, and 
older couples. A few of the lonely, 
and a few of the restless. Amaz­
ingly, Henrietta was there. He 
stopped and talked to her for a few 
minutes.

“I like a small town,” she said, 
smiling. “In a small town it’s safe 
for a woman to take a walk in the 
evening. That isn’t true of some of 
the larger cities.

“I’ll find outsome day,” George 
said.

“Are you still thinking of a 
trip?”

“I suppose I’ll get over it,” 
George said. “But right now, I’d 
do anything to get away.”

“No money?”
“Only the bank’s money. If I 

just took some, I’d probably get 
caught.”

“But if you could take it, safely 
and—”

“There isn’t a way.”
“I’d like to go away, too,” Hen­

rietta said. “Far, far away. Some 
day I will.”

“You have the money for a trip.” 
“Not a long trip. I want to go 

away forever. Someday I’ll tell you 
why.”

Three times in the evenings, by 
chance, George met Henrietta in 
the park. The third time he took 
her home. She was a rather attrac­
tive woman, not too tall, not too 
thin, not too heavy. In fact, she 
was just about right. She might 
have been a little closer than he, 
but just a year or two. And they 
got along very well. She despised 
her husband, but he had known 
that for a long time.

That third time, when he took 
her home, she made a blunt refer­
ence to her husband. “This will 
sound terrible to you, George, but 
I wish he would die. Are you an­
gry at me?”

He shook his head. “Of course 
not. I think it is good to be honest 
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about your feelings at all times.”
She leaned toward him. “You’re 

so understanding, so comforting.”
He put his arm around her. 

“You’ve had a hard life.”
“Very hard.”
“I wish I could help you.”
Hardly realizing how it hap­

pened, he suddenly found himself 
kissing her, and he rather liked it.

They went riding the next night, 
and he kissed her again. They 
went riding again, and again. By 
this time he realized he was in 
love with her, and that she loved 
him. Unfortunately, there was 
nothing they could do about it 
Henrietta had a husband. He was 
a poor husband, a faithless husband, 
an alcoholic husband, a hated hus­
band—but still a husband.

“He comes upstairs,” Henrietta 
whispered. “He is staggering, 
shaky. If he should ever fall—but 
he never does. He never does.”

George held her in his arms, 
patted her. “That’s all right, Hen­
rietta. It’s all right.”

“But it isn’t,” Henrietta said. “I 
want you. I want to go away with 
you. If he would only slip some 
night at the top of the stairs—but 
he never does.”

George moistened his lips. 
“Some night he might.”

“No one would ever question 
it,” Henrietta whispered. “He comes 
home drunk every night. If he 

slipped and fell, no one would ever 
be surprised.”

George was silent, but he was 
thinking. And what he Was think­
ing made him shaky. He could see 
words, burning like fire through 
his mind. He comes upstairs— 
drunkstaggering-—shaky. No one 
would ever question it if he slipped 
and fell—or if someone pushed 
him!

Henrietta whispered, “We could 
have such a wonderful life togeth­
er. But we will never make it, will 
we?

“We might,” George said. “We 
might.”

“No, we’ll never make it.” 
“When does Harold get home?” 
“Usually before midnight.” 
“Are the lights on?” 
“Dim lights.”
“Do you lock the front door?”
“Not usually. I leave it open for 

Harold. But I don’t want to talk 
about it.”

“We won’t talk about it,” George 
said.

“Just hold me,” Henrietta said. 
“Just hold me tightly, and think 
about how wonderful it would be 
if we could go away together. Far, 
far away, just you and me—”

He tried to smile, but it was 
hard. It was going to be delightful 
to go away with Henrietta, but it 
struck him as interesting that he 
was going to have to pay for it. He
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had a job to handle before he and 
Henrietta would be free. But then 
maybe that was true of everything 
in life, that things had to be paid 
for.

George took Henrietta home 
about ten-thirty. He kissed her 
goodnight, but he did it rather 
brusquely, for his mind was on 
other matters. Even when Henri­
etta whispered that she loved him, 
he scarcely responded. He left her, 
drove to his own house, then took 
a walk. He thought, and thought. 
This helped him very little. The 
pattern in his mind was very nar­
row, very tight, and it seemed to 
be foolproof. He flinched from 
what he had to do, but there 
seemed no other way to accom­
plish his purpose. His purpose and 
Henrietta’s.

After a time George stopped 
thinking, checked the time, and 
then walked back to Henrietta’s. 
It was then eleven-twenty. There 
were dim lights inside. The front 
door was unlocked. He went in­
side, found the stairs, climbed 
them. He made as little sound as 
possible, and apparently Henrietta 
did not hear him. At least, she 
made no appearance.

He waited in the shadows in the 
hallway at the top of the stairs, 
and he was shaky, which amazed 
him. He felt no better at eleven­
forty, or at eleven-fifty, or at

twelve-fifteen when Henrietta’s hus­
band came in.

He was drunk all right. He 
could hardly make it to the top of 
the stairs, but he finally got there. 
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That was as far as he went. George 
met him, right at the top, and gave 
him a push. A hard push. That 
was all that was needed. The man 
made a lot of noise, tumbling back 
down the stairs. It killed him. But 
the sounds failed to waken Henri­
etta. She must have been sound 
asleep.

George made sure the man was 
dead. Then he left the house and 
went home. He slept very poorly, 
but that might have been because 
of his excitement. Now, and with­
out any question, the way was 
open for him and Henrietta to go 
away together. They could not do 
it right away. They would have to 
wait a reasonable time but that was 
unimportant.

The people of Central Springs 
were not greatly surprised that 
Henrietta’s husband slipped and 
fell to his death, down a flight of 
stairs. His alcoholic habits were 
well known. The only amazing 
thing was that he had not fallen 
much sooner. There were a dozen 
witnesses that said, when he left the 
tavern that night, he could hardly 
walk.

One other fact about his death 
was rather interesting. Henrietta’s 
husband had been insured for one 
hundred thousand dollars. That 
was a tidy amount. George was 
surprised. Henrietta had never 
mentioned it. But then maybe she 

never thought about such things.
He was anxious to see her but 

he had avoided her. Overnight, she 
had become a widow, and even 
though most people might guess 
she was not heartbroken, the re­
spectful thing was to let her face 
her own sorrows, in her own way.

She came to the bank the third 
day, and George did have a few 
words with her, alone.

He lowered his voice. “I want 
to see you, Henrietta, as soon as 
possible.”

She nodded. “Yes, but not now.” 
“Next week?”
“I want to wait until the insur­

ance claim has been allowed. That 
might be two weeks.”

“All right. I’ll watch for the 
claim check.”

She nodded, looked away, and 
smiled. She was in black. She 
looked very good in black.

A week passed, and another 
week. For several nights George 
was busy with Nettie Cawthorne, 
Roy Anderson, and her doctor, 
discussing the use of her trust fund 
for the needy children of Central 
Springs. Nettie looked very ill. 
George, really, was not very inter­
ested in her trust fund. He would 
not be around very long. But until 
he and Henrietta left, the smart 
thing to do was to live normally.

Then, Henrietta’s insurance 
check came in. The same day she 
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came to the bank, and came up to 
the counter to see him.

“Your insurance check is here,” 
he mentioned.

“Yes. Mr, Koch telephoned me.”
She looked straight at him, then 

looked away, her expression im­
passive, saying nothing.

George lowered his voice. “I’ll be 
up tonight.”

“Why?”
“Why? Why, we have plans to

make. We were going to—”
“I’m sure I don’t know what 

you are talking about,” Henrietta 
said. “We have no plans to make. 
I do, but I certainly do not intend 
to include you.”

He was shocked. He moistened 
his lips. “We—we were going away, 
you and I, together. We were—”

She turned back to face him and 
her eyes could not have been any 
colder. “I don’t know what you 
are talking about, George. You and 
me together? Don’t be silly 1”

“You said—you said you loved 

me. Several times you declared .. .**
“Ridiculous! When?”
“That night your husband died. 

We were out together—”
“We certainly were not.”
She sounded angry. George 

couldn’t believe what she was say­
ing. He made another desperate 
effort to reach the truth. He low­
ered his voice. “That night your 
husband died—do you know what 
happened?”

“Certainly I do,” She snapped 
the words at him. “My husband 
came home late. He slipped and 
fell. If I thought anything else hap­
pened, I would certainly call in 
Roy Anderson and ask for an in­
vestigation. Do you understand 
me, George. Do you?”

He stared at her, but all he could 
read in her face was a total rejec­
tion of himself.

He leaned toward her. “Henri­
etta—”

She shook her head and her lips 
were thin and straight. “George, 
please don’t be difficult. I will be 
leaving town, very soon. Alone. It 
would be nice to remember you as 
a good friend. Of course if I have 
to complain to the sheriff—”

George was silent. He said noth­
ing more. But as Henrietta left the 
bank he was raging inside. He had 
been duped, beautifully. He had 
been used and then discarded. He 
had been made a fool, and he 
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knew no way of cleansing the tor­
ment inside himself.

Henrietta left the bank. Then 
she returned and went to see Mr. 
Koch, the president. She was there 
only a minute, and after that 
marched to the door without a 
glance at George.

A little while later, Mr. Koch 
sent for George. He was frowning, 
and he said, “George, you talked 
to Henrietta. Did she seem perfect­
ly normal?”

“She was a little brusque,” 
George said cautiously. “Of course, 
we never have any trouble. Some­
times—”

“Do you know what she 
wants?* Mr. Koch interrupted. 
“She wants to withdraw her mon­
ey, in cash. Cash! Today! With the 
insurance, that’s over a hundred 
and seventy thousand dollars. What 
does she want to do with it? Sit 
and look at it? Count it? I just 
can’t understand it.”

“Didn’t she explain?”
“No, she just said she wanted it. 

Period.”
George was silent, but he 

thought, She wants to get away 
from me before I can do anything. 
She’ll get into her car and take off. 
I'll never be able to guess where 
she went. She’ll get her attorney to 
sell her house and her property, 
but she’ll make him promise never 

to say where she is. He might be 
wrong about this, he knew, but he 
could think of no other reason 
why she wanted her money in 
cash. If she changed her account 
through the normal processes, he 
could tell where she was. If she 
took the money in cash, she could 
vanish.

“I don’t like this,” Mr. Koch 
said. “It isn’t safe to hold that 
much cash.”

“You could say, at least, that the 
insurance check hasn’t been 
cleared,” George suggested.

“I suppose we could,” Mr. Koch 
said. “But Henrietta will explode. 
The insurance check is good. Ac­
tually, there’s no reason Henrietta 
can’t have the money.”

“Then you’re going to give it to 
her.”

“I’m going to use Roy Anderson 
as a messenger, have him deliver 
the money. Maybe, as sheriff, he 
can talk some sense into her. Don’t 
talk about this, George.”

George nodded, turned away, 
but he was thinking. He had been 
a fool. Henrietta did not love him. 
She had used him. And if she had 
used him, she owed him some kind 
of consideration. The hundred 
thousand dollars from the insur­
ance company, for instance, was 
being made available because of a 
push at the top of the stairs. His 
push.
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Toward closing time Roy An­
derson came in with a black brief­
case. He gave it to Mr. Koch, who 
took it and went back into the 
bank’s vault, with one of the tell­
ers.

While they were there, Anderson 
walked toward George. “I suppose 
you know about it,” he said, and 
he was scowling. “A batty thing to 
do. I tried to talk to Henrietta, but 
she wouldn’t listen to my warn­
ings.”

“A stubborn woman,” George 
said.

“Too stubborn, but it’s her mon­
ey. If you’re not too busy, I wish 
you would drop by and see Nettie 
Cawthorne. The doctor said today 
she had only a little more time.”

“I’ll try to see her,” George said.
He said that automatically, al­

most without thought. It had oc­
curred to him that he was prob­
ably the only person in town who 
had worked out a way to get to 
Henrietta’s house, without much 
chance of being observed. It was 
through an orchard and along a 
hedge to Henrietta’s back yard. 
She had used this with him, when 
they went driving. Both had been 
as careful as possible, not to be seen 
together.

He was smiling when Roy An­
derson left the bank with the brief­
case filled with Henrietta’s money. 
He had the notion he would see 
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that briefcase again—if Henrietta 
failed to leave town before dark. 
I wont hurt her, George thought. 
But I want my share of the money 
I earned. He was going to be very 
stubborn about it.

As soon as it was dark he start­
ed for Henrietta’s, through the or­
chard, along the hedge, and into 
her back yard. He tried the back 
door. Amazingly, it was not 
locked. He opened it, stepped in­
side, and the moment he got there, 
someone clicked on the-lights.

It was Henrietta. But of course 
it was. No one else was here. Just 
Henrietta, with a gun in her hand. 
She was not smiling. Her eyes 
were hard, glistening. Her lips 
were thin, straight. They hardly 
moved as she said, “Hello, George. 
I expected you. I think you would 
have come, anyhow, but I knew 
you would if I drew out my mon­
ey. Did you think I was running 
away?”

He watched that gun in her 
hand. It was very steady. It was 
pointed straight at him. It was 
hard to say anything but he did 
manage a few words. “I—I thought 
we ought to talk things over.”

She shook her head. “No, 
George. We have nothing to talk 
about.”

“I—I helped you, with your hus­
band. I mean—”

Her smile was not very pleasant.
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“Yes, I know. I saw you push him 
down the stairs. I think I could 
have done it myself, but if any­
thing had gone wrong—”

He swallowed the lump in his 
throat. “That gun, Henrietta. We 
don’t need a gun.”

“But I do,” Henrietta said. “I 
want all the money, all of it. I have 
a very nice place for you—down 
in the basement. Of course you 
will be missed, but no one would 
ever think you came here. Never 
in the world.”

George shook his head. This was 
impossible, unrealistic, but it was 
frightening, too. He had the shaky 
feeling that he would never get 
away from here. He would hear 
the gun, he would feel a sharp 
burst of pain, and that would be 
all. If Henrietta could fire the gun, 
she was tough enough to dig a 
grave in the basement. The one 
thing hard to understand was why 
she had not killed her husband, 
herself. Maybe it took special cour­
age to kill a husband, or more 
likely, someone was available to be 
used, a man named George.

He said, “Henrietta—”
She smiled that tight smile, and 

said, “Good-by, George.” And she 
leveled the gun at him and fired.

George heard a click, and an­
other click, and another. It took 
him that long to realize the gun 
was not firing.

He dived forward, dived straight 
at Henrietta, carried her to the 
floor, reached for her throat. He 
heard a gasping scream. That was 
all. His fingers tightened, dug in, 
and held. For possibly a minute 
Henrietta struggled. After that she 
didn’t, and in a little while, she 
was dead.

George stood up. He looked 
down at her figure Aoughtfully. 
She was not very pretty, right now. 
In fact she had never been very 
pretty. He could do much better. 
In a way it was good she was 
gone. Now, if he could find her 
money—

He did find it, in her room in 
the black briefcase. Over a hun­
dred and seventy thousand dollars, 
all for him. He would take it 
home, hide it for a time. Then in 
a few months he would leave town 
with it and never come back. The 
mystery of Henrietta’s death might 
disturb a number of people, but no 
one would ever suspect George, 
good old George, safe, stodgy, un­
imaginative. He would have to 
play that role for a little while 
longer.

He spent half an hour, making 
sure he had left no fingerprints in 
Henrietta’s house. Then he left. He 
was very careful, walking home, 
that he stayed in the shadows, and 
that no one saw him. He had sev­
eral blocks to walk after he left the 
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orchard, but he took a side street. 
He was almost home when a car 
pulled over to the curb, and some­
one inside hailed him. “Hey, 
George! Wait a minute.”

He pulled up, looked around. 
He was carrying a briefcase, the 
one he had taken from Henrietta’s 
room, filled with her money, but 
then it was a normal thing for him 
to be carrying a briefcase. He often 
used one, to take work home from 
the bank. It should not be surpris­
ing he was carrying one tonight.

He raised his voice. “Yes? What 
is it?”

“I’ve been looking for you every­
where,” said the voice from the 
car, Roy Anderson’s voice. “Nettie 
Cawthorne is much worse. There’s 
nothing much we can do for her, 
but I think we ought to be stand­
ing by at a time like this. If you’re 
not too busy—”

“I’ll just leave my things in the 
house,” George said. “It won’t take 
more than a minute or two.”

He slanted toward his house, 
and for one terrible moment he 
was afraid that Roy Anderson 
would stop him. But no one called 

after him. He reached the house, 
went inside, and wondered where 
to hide the briefcase, quickly.

He had no chance to reach a de­
cision. Even as he was wondering 
where to put the briefcase, Roy 
Anderson appeared in the door­
way. He had followed him to the 
house, had come in without knock­
ing, and there was a tight scowl 
on his face.

George tried to steady himself. 
“What is it, Roy?”

“You’re carrying a briefcase,” 
Roy Anderson said. “But you 
weren’t at the bank. I know, be­
cause I went there some time ago 
and the bank is closed, dark.”

“I—I’ve been walking,” George 
said.

“Maybe,” Anderson said. “But 
let me look at that briefcase. It 
seems exactly like the one I deliv­
ered to Henrietta. If I’m wrong—”

He stepped forward, took the 
briefcase from George’s hand, 
looked inside.

George was silent. What could 
he say that would be of any value? 
He shook his head, sadly. He 
should have stayed being George.
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Should one thinly himself more clever than others, he might 
find it wise not to bypass the superstition of keeping his fingers 
crossed.

BJichols was slouched on a bench 
in the hall when I reached the 
apartment shortly before ten that 
night. With his sandy crewcut and 
ruddy complexion, the man typi­

fied a brash Ivy Leaguer rather 
than a private investigator. Only 
his forty-year-old eyes belied the 
Joe College prototype; shrewd and 
appraising, they had plainly tak­
en in much, winked at as much 
more.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” I 
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told him as we went inside and I 
stowed my sample case in the foyer 
closet, “but I got hung up in a 
traffic jam.”

He nodded. “I thought it might 
be something like that, Mr. Hur­
ley. You said you wanted the wrap- 
up tonight, so I hung around.” He 
took several folded sheets from his 
pocket, handed them to me. 
“That’s the whole week, just as 
you ordered,” he said. “Times, 
places, the works.”

I tossed the sheaf on a coffee ta­
ble. “Give me the essentials.”

He studied me closely. “You 
won’t like it,” he suggested.

“I was aware of that possibility 
when I hired you,” I said. “Let’s 
have it.”

Nichols shrugged, took a few 
more seconds to fire a cigarette. 
“As you suspected, your wife’s 
seeing another man.”

I kept my expression wooden. 
“Who?”

“A fellow named Ehret.” He in­
haled deeply, watching me. “The 
man’s an artist, has an apartment 
in the Village.”

I swore. “An artist!”
“Maybe I should say, would-be 

painter,” Nichols amended. “He’s 
apparently new to the scene, really 
serious, doesn’t mingle.” A slow 
grin accompanied his words. 
“Whatever, he hits the full gamut: 
Vandyke, dark glasses, sloppy 

sweater, the whole Bohemian bit.”
I said, “I can’t believe Helen 

would be attracted to a man like 
that.”

He waved the cigarette toward 
the coffee table. “It’s all there, Mr. 
Hurley. Believe me, it’s true.”

I picked up the sheaf, scanned 
the pages hurriedly, threw them 
down again. “You’ve actually seen 
my wife with this—character?”

“I have,” he told me. “As I said, 
he seems to be all Art, doesn’t cir­
culate much. But your wife’s been 
meeting him nights at a neighbor­
hood espresso house.”

“And tonight?”
“I tailed her right to his apart­

ment.”
I drew a full breath. “She’s still 

there?”
Nichols started to manufacture 

a knowing smile, thought better, 
held himself to another small 
shrug. “She was when I quit 
watching the place,” he said. 
“I would’ve stayed on, but you 
said . . .”

I confirmed my wish for his 
assignment’s finish. “You’ve done 
a good job,” I added shortly. I 
crossed to a corner table, got out 
a 38 automatic and a checkbook. 
I asked, “Fifty a day, wasn’t it?”

His gaze flicked to the table 
top, lingered on the gun. He 
stubbed his cigarette, his voice 
holding an uncertain edge when 
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he spoke again. “And expenses.”
“Of course.” I wore a gun rig 

under my right arm; I thrust the 
38 into it, then filled out a check, 
handed it to Nichols. “That 
should cover everything,” I said.

He pocketed the slip almost 
without looking at it. His shrewd 
eyes narrowed as they met mine. 
“What’s with the gun?” he queried 
bluntly.

I smiled at him without humor. 
“As I said, your work’s finished. 
Good night, Nichols.”

He made no move to leave. 
Rather, his jaw set and the glint 
in his gaze turned challenging. 
“What about the gun?” he re­
peated.

I retained my smile. “That, I be­
lieve, is none of your concern.” 

He shook his head. “If you’re 
thinking of blasting Ehret or your 
wife, maybe it is,” he said thinly. 
“The police might not believe I 
didn’t know about the idea when 
I ran them down for you.”

I said, “If they don’t, that’s 
your problem.”

His ruddy features darkened; 
he started to say more when 1 
cut him short. “Forget it. You 
did a job and you’ve been paid. 
Now get out of here.”

“Listen, Hurley—”
I stopped him again, this time 

by drawing the automatic, care­
lessly waving it in his direction. 
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“That’s all, Nichols. Now get out.” 
For a moment he hesitated, 

eyeing me stolidly, lips quirking. 
Then he turned, slammed out of 
the apartment.

I went back to the table, re­
placed the 38, took off the shoul­
der rig, then settled down with a 
sports magazine. I’d read for some 
thirty minutes when the apart­
ment buzzer sounded.

My caller was a stocky indi­
vidual with expressionless features 
but a pair of eyes as calculating 
as Nichols’. He regarded me for 
a moment, then gave a short nod. 
“Mr. David Hurley?”

“That’s right.”
He drew an ID card from his 

pocket. “Sergeant Reid, police 
headquarters,” he informed me. 
“I’d like to talk to you.”

“Of course.” I motioned him 
inside, indicated a comfortable 
chair. “What’s it all about, Ser­
geant?”

Reid declined to be seated; after 
a brief appraisal of the room, he 
brought his gaze back to me, said, 
“I’ve been sent here because of 
a complaint, Mr. Hurley.”

I hiked one brow. “Complaint?” 
“Yes. By one Harry Nichols.”
I frowned at him. “You’re los­

ing me, Sergeant,” I said.
He studied me, made his words 

a statement rather than a question. 
“You know the man.”
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I assented. “He’s a private de­
tective I engaged to do some work 
for me."

“And tonight, after he had 
brought you his report, you drew 
a gun, ordered him out of this 
apartment.”

I shook my head. “I did noth­
ing of the sort.”

Reid said, “Nichols claims other­
wise.”

“Then the man’s lying.”
“Why should he lie, Hurley?”
I said shortly, “I don’t know. 

Perhaps to make trouble for me 
because I refused to meet his de­
mand for more pay than we’d 
agreed on.”

“I see.” He appeared to consider 
the possibility, abruptly asked, 
“What sort of work had Nichols 
done for you?”

I shook my head again. “That’s a 
personal matter,” I told him.

His tone hardened. “Not neces­
sarily. Nichols informed head­
quarters you hired him to check on 
your wife’s seeing another man, 
that when he gave you his report 
you put a gun on your person, re­
fused to tell him your intention and 
then threatened him with the 
weapon.” He paused. “Aside from 
menacing Nichols, the question of 
your primary intent with that gun 
makes it a police matter.”

I sighed. “I told you, the man’s 
lying. There wasn’t any gun.”

“What about your relationship 
with your wife?”

“No comment,” I said. “Now, if 
you’ll excuse me, I’ve a reservation 
on the midnight plane to Denver.”

Sergeant Reid watched me in­
tently. “What’s your business, Hur­
ley?” he asked.

“I’m a courier for a diamond 
merchants’ association,” I told him. 
“I’m flying a consignment to Den­
ver tonight if,” and my sarcasm 
was thinly veiled* “I can get the 
necessary clearance.”

He wasn’t disturbed by my 
tone but moved to leave. At the 
door he turned, shot me a final 
sharp glance. “No gun?”

“No gun, Sergeant.”
I opened the door for him. 

Alone once more, I waited ten 
minutes, then retrieved from the 
closet the sample case with the 
most valuable consignment I’d 
ever handled, $100,000 worth of 
near-perfect stones, and left the 
apartment,

I had parked my car on the 
street and as I swung into traf­
fic, drove slowly across town, I 
noted with satisfaction the pair of 
headlights which followed me, 
matching my every turn.

The apartment I sought was 
in an ancient brownstone in the 
heart of the Village. I left my 
car at the curb, climbed the build­
ing’s scarred front steps and the
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pungent interior stairway with un­
hurried deliberation, sample case 
tucked under my arm.

Reaching the third floor, I 
moved slowly down the dingy 
hall. I was standing before the 
door of the end apartment when 
a footfall echoed behind me. I 
turned to again face Sergeant 
Reid.

“I thought you had a plane to 
catch?” The sergeant’s query was 
taut.

I indicated annoyance. “I have 
time,” I said. “I’m taking care 
of a personal matter first.”

His lips thinned. “I think not.”
I swung back to the door. 

“Stay out of this,” I ordered him 
curtly. “This is not your affair.”

Reid caught my shoulder, pull­
ed me around, pinned me against 
the wall while he went over me 
for a gun. Finding none, his 
mouth pinched tighter but he 
wasn’t dissuaded. “I’m making it 
my affair,” he said. “I figure you 
lied, that’s why I followed you. 
You’re not assaulting anybody—”

I jerked free. “No man makes a 
play for my wife,” I said with heat. 
As I spoke, I thrust against the 
apartment door, wrenching the 
knob. The latch was off; the door 
opened and I stormed inside.

The apartment lights were on. No 
one was in the livingroom, but a 
partially closed door masked an ad- 
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joining room. I started for that 
room.

“Hold it, Hurley—”
I ignored him, lurched across 

the threshold. The neatly-swung 
sap caught me flush behind the 
left ear. My skull exploded in myr­
iad pinwheels; I dropped the 
sample case, fell forward into a 
bottomless well, faintly hearing 
the heavy thud of the door being 
slammed shut and bolted. Then 
blackness . . .

The return to consciousness was 
a painful trip. When I finally made 
it, shaking my head gingerly and 
perching uncertainly on the edge of 
the bed, I found Sergeant Reid re­
garding me somberly and my wife, 
Helen, slumped in a chair across the 
room, staring vacantly at the floor. 
She studiously avoided looking at 
me.

Reid asked, “How much was 
it worth, Hurley?”

I blinked at him. “Eh?”
“The diamond consignment you 

were taking to Denver.”
I said, “About a hundred thou­

sand—” and then I stopped, looked 
hastily about the room. My sam­
ple case was missing.

The sergeant’s gaze was bleak 
as he watched me. “That’s right,” 
he said, indicating the room’s open 
window which admitted to a fire 
escape. “They went that way—the
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diamonds and Ehret, gone . . .” 
I felt my throbbing head. “You 

mean . . .?”
“Your wife has told me enough 

to piece it together,” Reid said. “Ar­
tist or whatever, Ehret had you 
tabbed for a windfall. He played up 
to your wife, welcoming your sus­
picions and the private operator you 
hired because they both fitted in with 
his plan. He waited until tonight, 
when he’d learned you would be 
carrying a small fortune, then in­
vited your wife here, confident 
you’d learn of the tryst through 
Nichols and would react as you 
did. When you showed, he threat­
ened your wife against crying out, 
slugged you when you barged in, 
then grabbed your diamond case 
and skipped.”

The sergeant jerked a thumb 
at the splintered door lock. “He 
couldn’t have expected me to be 
with you,” he finished, “but slam­
ming and locking the door gave 
him time to make it.”

I threw a hard look at my 
wife. “Nice,” I said. “Very nice.”

Helen bit her lip, still averting 
her gaze. “I—I’ve been a fool, 
Dave. I don’t know what to say.”

The sergeant wanted no part 
of any marital recriminations. He 
used the excuse of steadying me 
as I moved from the bed to head 
off any further exchange. “You all 
right?”

“I’ll make it,” I said gloomily. 
He nodded. “I wouldn’t worry 

too much about that consignment. 
It’ll be too hot for a quick turnover. 
I think there’s a good chance we’ll 
nab Ehret fast.”

I gave Helen another grim 
glance. “Get started on it, Sergeant," 
I said bluntly. Then I strode out of 
the apartment.

I was sitting stiffly behind the 
wheel of my car when Reid and 
Helen reached the street after me. 
The sergeant brought her across, 
handed her into the car. Still con­
scious of the cold awkwardness of 
the moment, he had only a brief 
parting comment. “Both of you will 
have to come to headquarters tomor­
row for a statement. Take care of 
that head, Hurley.” Then he went 
to his own vehicle and drove off.

Helen waited until the tail 
lights of Reid’s car winked around 
a corner before she turned to me 
anxiously. “I—I didn’t really hurt 
you, Dave?”

1 grinned at her. “You swing a 
wicked sap, hon, but it was worth 
it. We couldn’t risk faking it.” I 
fingered my skull again. “For a hun­
dred grand I’ll suffer a hundred 
headaches,” I said. “You shoved 
the case under the mattress?”

She nodded. “Do we get it back 
tonight?”

“No,” I said. “One of the ten­
ants may have heard the ruckus, 
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might see me go back. There’s no 
rush; the pad’s paid for until the 
end of the month.”

Helen flashed a tiny grin of her 
own. “At which time the police still 
will be looking for Ehret.”

“The police and my association’s 
own investigators,” I smiled. Then 
I sobered. “We still haven’t carried 
it off,” I reminded Helen. “Tomor­
row’s statement will be only the be­
ginning. There will be plenty of 
hard questioning. You’ll have to 
keep your head.”

Her assurance was quick. “I 
will, Dave; you’ll see.” Then she 
added, “Do you have to move 
out tonight?”

I started the motor. “As an em­
bittered husband, I would likely 
go to a hotel,” I told her. “The 
sergeant’s a trained cop; he would 
wonder if I didn’t.” I headed for 
our apartment. “We’ll only be 
apart a week or so,” I went on. 
“Just until the first hue and cry 
dies down. Then you can skip to 
Mexico with the stones. I’ll quit my 
job, join you. We’ll have it made the 
rest of our lives.”

Helen squeezed my arm in 
blissful anticipation. I was feeling 
a warm glow myself. A tidy little 
fortune in diamonds, all tax free.

I’d just finished packing a bag 
for the hotel when the phone rang. 
Answering, I stiffened as a familiar 

voice murmured, "Clever play, Hur­
ley; set me up for a complaint to the 
police with that gun bit, then arouse 
the sergeant’s doubts so he’d follow 
you, be right on the scene to give of­
ficial credence to the heist.”

My breath caught. I said, “What 
are you talking about, Nichols?”

“This week’s masquerade,” he 
said. “The false beard and dark 
glasses buildup for the heister who 
wasn’t there. You had me fooled 
too, until I remembered you’d han­
dled that gun, signed that check 
with your left hand. ‘Ehret’ was 
also a southpaw. I got to wonder­
ing about that coincidence. I tailed 
the sergeant when he followed you, 
hung around outside, I’m not sure 
just what sort of caper you pulled 
or how you staged it, but consid­
ering that association you work 
for I can guess.”

My heart was thudding against 
my ribs. I blurted, “You’re talk­
ingnonsense!”

His laugh was confident. “You 
know I’m not, Hurley. But don’t 
panic. I don’t want it all. Just fifty 
per cent—or I blow the whistle.”

“No!” I said. “You can’t prove 
a thing!” My voice broke as I 
slammed down the receiver.

Helen was staring at me, wide- 
eyed. “Dave, what is it?” But the 
shrewd operator wasn’t bluffing 
and I knew it. Nichols could 
prove it all.
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Although many a night call is answered with apprehension, a 
certain element appreciates the excitement accompanying the 
unknown.

Johnny Cocoa woke quickly at
the sound of the telephone. Grop­
ing on the night table he found 
the lamp, snapped it on, and squint­
ing in the sudden light, he looked 
at the clock. Four-ten. He lifted 
the phone.

“Yeah?” he said.
The answering feminine voice 

was controlled but urgent.
“This is the switchboard ” it 

said. “Please remain calm but act 
quickly. There is a fire in your 
wing of the hotel. All guests are

advised to leave by their nearest 
fire exit. Put on shoes and a coat 
or robe and leave without delay. 
You will find your fire exit marked 
in red on a diagram on the door 
of your room. Act quickly. I do 
not have time to answer questions.” 
There was a click as the connection 
was broken.

For one awful moment after he 
dropped the phone back into its
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cradle, Johnny lay in a state of 
paralysis, propped on one elbow. In 
Johnny’s life mortal risks were to 
be taken in stride, but not this one; 
his great fear had always been that 
one day he would be trapped high 
in a burning building. Now that 
the moment was upon him, his 
mind tried to reject it. This could 
not be reality. Yet wasn’t there al­
ready an odor of smoke? Was it 
coming through the open window, 
or could it be seeping in around the 
door on the far side of the room? 
Johnny’s stomach convulsed as he 
pictured the corridor outside the 
door swirling with smoke and heat.

His _ first instinct, when he was 
able to move, was to run to the 
window and peer out, even though 
he knew quite well what he would 
see; the rubble of a vacant lot ten

floors below, with nothing in be­
tween but the stifling air of the 
midsummer night. Johnny’s feet al­
ready were on the floor when the 
mental watchdog that monitored 
every action of his life awoke suf­
ficiently to make him pause, de­
spite his panic.

Something doesn't quite figure, 
Johnny, said the watchdog. Risl{ 
ten seconds to call the operator 
back before you start running.

He reached for the phone and 
picked it up just as it started ring­
ing again.

“Say, look—” he began, but an 
excited voice overrode him.

“This is the switchboard,” it 
said, speaking rapidly. “There is a 
fire in your wing of the hotel. Put 
on shoes and a coat—”

“You told me, you told me!” 
Johnny cried. “What I want to—’’

“You mean the other operator 
called this floor?” The girl seemed 
close to hysteria. “O.K., just get out 
fast. It’s getting worse, and—”

That did it. Johnny reached into 
the closet beside the bed and 
grabbed for his trench coat.

On the window sill of a cold 
water flat on the side of the small 
vacant lot, a silenced rifle moved 
into line with the window of John­
ny’s room as the light from his 
bedside lamp suddenly identified 
it among the others on the dark 
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wall of the building. The man 
crouching behind the gun kept his 
eyes on the latticed rectangle of 
light while he shared a telephone 
with a woman close behind him. 
Suddenly a figure appeared at the 
hotel room window, silhouetted 
against the louvres of the partially- 
opened Venetian blind. The watch­
ers tensed.

“You goin’ to wait till he lifts the 
blind?” the woman whispered.

“Can’t. He might not,” said the 
man.

In rapid succession but with great 
precision, he fired twice. A small 
sound of glass followed the muf­
fled noise of the shots. The Venetian 
blind shimmered for a second and 
was still again. Without an outcry, 
the form behind it dropped from 
sight.

The man with the rifle drew 
back into the blackness of the cold 
water flat. He stood up and let 
out a long breath. He was shaking 
now. Very quietly, he closed the 
window. The woman pressed 
against him and together they 
stared at the lone lighted window 
across the vacant lot.

“I can’t believe it,” she whispered. 
“You sure you got him?”

“Twice,” said the man. “He’s 
done, kid.”

“We leaving now?”
“In a few minutes. Stay quiet." 
“You think somebody heard?"

“Who wants to get involved, this 
time of night? But if anybody woke 
up, we’ll give ’em time to get back 
to sleep.”

“Paul, you know what? At the 
last minute I thought, ‘This is nut­
ty. Nobody can put Johnny Coca 
on the spot this easy.’ ”

“Like I said, kid, everybody’s got 
his weakness. I been hearin’ for 
years from Johnny how scared he 
was of gettin’ trapped in a fire in 
some hotel. This old flea bag scared 
him worse than most, too. I never 
could figure why he didn’t stay 
somewhere else when he was in 
town.”

“How’d you know he’d go to the 
window?”

“Anybody would, first thing. 
Wouldn’t you?”

“I guess so. Yes, I guess I would.”
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“Your telephone act was swell, 
kid. Especially the way you were 
panicky the second time, and the 
different voice you used.”

“That was a cinch. It was you 
that was smart, Paul, making the 
two calls that way to catch him 
if he tried to get the operator back. 
And you putting in the calls in­
stead of me, too.”

“Yeah, well, a girl calling this 
time of night, the hotel operator 
might get nosey and listen in.”

“How did you ever think of this 
way to put him on the spot, Paul?”

“Well, you know Johnny called 
me up to his room when he got 
in town. I was looking out the 
window there, saw this place across 
the lot, and all of a sudden I 
thought of it.”

“You’re the greatest, Paul. And 
you won’t have to worry any more 
about the squeeze Johnny was put­
ting on you.”

“That’s right, kid. Things will 
sure be different.”

In the lighted room across the 
vacant lot, Johnny Coca looked 
ruefully at the two bullet holes in 

his trench coat, shoulder high.
“Could have got a finger,” he 

muttered, noting the splintered 
wood of the hanger on which he 
had held the coat out in front of 
the window. He put the coat in the 
closet, lay down on the bed, picked 
up the phone and waited.

Presently there was the click of 
a switchboard connection, and a 
voice spoke softly.

“Johnny?”
“Who else, in this room, baby?” 
There was a hushed giggle.
“Me,” the operator whispered, “I 

hope. Say, who was the guy that 
just called you a couple of times?”

"Guy? . . . Oh, that guy. Just 
an old pal, baby.”

“What a nut, calling this time 
of night. I would have listened 
only you told me what you’d do to 
me if I ever did.”

“That’s right, baby, you better 
remember. You coming up to say 
hello?”

"]ohn-ny\" The voice sank to an 
intimate whisper again. “You \now 
I can’t tonight. I told you the other 
girl is sick. I wasn’t kidding, John­
ny. I’m all alone on the board.”
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As one has learned to expect, Sheriff Dan Peavy solves this in 
his inimitable manner, somewhat as an oarsman rows in one 
direction while looking in another.

Sheriff Dan Peavy pushed blunt 
fingers wearily through his wild 
thatch of white hair, hitched up his 
unpressed khaki trousers, and 
stared again at the dead man. 
Slumped forward on the table, his
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head resting with the right cheek 
against the left forearm, the dead 
man stared back. The reason for 
his condition was apparently the 
knife which protruded from be­
tween his shoulder blades.

Dan lifted his gaze balefully to 
the four persons who waited im­
patiently for him to get on with it. 
“Alright now,” he drawled. “Who 
was it found him?”

Mr. Duvall Pratt, a blustery, fat 
individual who had been growing 
progressively irritable since Dep­
uty Jerry Sealey and yours truly, 
Pete Miller, answered the call half 
an hour earlier, gave a tremulous 
sigh. “Sheriff, we have told all that 
to your deputies! Is it absolutely—”

Dan Peavy nodded vaguely. “But 
I wasn’t here, so tell me.”

Pratt’s cheeks gave a little gelatin­
like tremble. “We all found him! 
We came down here to Findlay's 
cabin for our regular ten a.m. con­
ference and found him exactly as 
you see him now. Naturally, we 
left everything exactly as it was 
and had the manager at the inn 
call your office at once.”

"Naturally,” Dan murmured. He 
looked around at the table. ‘Every­
thing’, as referred to by the fat 
man, consisted of the corpse, the 
table, and a portable typewriter a 
foot or so to the right of the body, 
with several keys jammed against 
the empty roller, where the depart­

ed seemed to have struck it when 
he pitched forward.

“This regular ten o’clock meet­
in’,” Dan said. “What’s that all 
about? This some kind of business 
trip you folks were on?”

“We are here in your lovely 
county purely by accident, let me 
assure you!” Pratt said. “Carlton 
Findlay—” he bowed respectfully 
toward the dead man “—and we 
four were en route to Miami in 
our company plane. Some sort of 
malfunction developed in one en­
gine and we prudently put down 
at your local airport. Carlton has 
been a pilot for years and the de­
cision was his. Repairs were neces­
sary and certain parts had to be 
ordered, so we rented these five 
beach cabins at the Guale Inn, Un­
fortunately, there was some mix-up 
on the airplane parts and we have 
now been here for two days.”

Dan said, “Hmmmm,” and gave 
his bulbous nose a tentative pull. 
“Now then,” he said to the fat 
man, “the victim here is Mr. Find­
lay, and you say your name is 
Pratt, and you’re the vice president 
of this here . . .” He glanced over 
at Jerry’s notepad and attempted 
to decipher the jottings thereon.

“Interstate Land Development 
Company,” Jerry whispered.

The fat man rolled his eyes in 
complete exasperation. “That is 
correct, Sheriff! And this—” he 

114 Alfred hitchcock’s mystery magazine



indicated the lone female of the 
group “—is Miss Mitzi Block. She 
was Findlay’s secretary.”

And, I noted, taking mental in­
ventory of a neatly curved figure, 
large blue eyes, and honey-blond 
hair, a very nice dish, indeed.

Pratt made a gesture toward the 
tall, saturnine fellow who had 
been standing near the front win­
dow gazing out at the ocean. “Col. 
Barrington, sales director of I.L.- 
D.C.” The colonel acknowledged 
with a silent click of the heels of 
his sneakers, and a virtually im­
perceptible bow.

Almost as though it were an af­
terthought, the fat man indicated 
the final member of the group, a 
rodential young man who sat 
glumly astraddle a straight chair, 
his arms folded across the back, 
and stared at the corpse. “This is 
Edwin McChesney, Findlay’s 
nephew.” I judged him to be some­
where in the neighborhood of thir­
ty, which put him roughly in the 
same age bracket as Miss Mitzi 
Block, and perhaps some twenty 
years the junior of Pratt, Col. Bar­
rington, and possibly the late Carl­
ton Findlay.

McChesney looked around at 
the mention of his name. “I’m in 
the promotional end of the game, 
Sheriff,” he said, to which Pratt 
immediately made a snorting 
sound and turned away.

McChesney bristled. “And just 
what was that supposed to con­
vey?” he demanded. He darted a 
suspicious glance at the others, 
then nodded slowly as his eye­
brows rose and. his lips pursed into 
a neatly puckered little ‘o'. “So . . . 
that’s it! Pin the tail on Edwin, 
eh ? Because he happened to be my 
uncle!”

Pratt favored Dan Peavy with a 
pained smile, then spoke to Mc­
Chesney. “You can only do your­
self harm, Edwin, by trying to 
keep certain—ah—facts from the 
sheriff. I’m sure you realize it was 
no secret that Carlton informed 
you quite recently he had bailed 
you out on your stupid gambling 
debts for the last time. Now, 
abruptly, you stand to come into a 
sizeable inheritance.” He shrugged 
at the unavoidable implication.

“There’s a term for it,” McChes­
ney hastened to say in his defense. 
“Good fortune.”

The colonel spoke for the first 
time. “Or murder?”

McChesney’s nose began to 
twitch violently. He spluttered in­
effectually for several moments, 
then aimed a shaking finger at 
Pratt. “Alright—alright! I would 
have kept my mouth shut. Now 
then, let’s get all the bloody cards 
on the table! You, Pratt, are you 
going to have the temerity to try 
denying that you and Uncle Carl­
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ton have been fighting tooth and 
nail over how to run this blasted 
company for the past two years? 
You hated his guts, and now, 
abruptly, as you yourself so aptly 
put it, you are right in line for the 
top job! You don’t have the thorn 
in your side, you can run things as 
you damned well see fit!”

The fat man seemed to be puff­
ing up. “See here, Edwin! See 
here-”

But McChesney was not finished 
in his battle to come out of the cor­
ner. He spun around and re-aimed 
the finger at Miss Mitzi Block. 
“And you, dear sweet Mitzi, you’ve 
been sitting back looking for re­
venge ever since you landed this 
job! Oh, Uncle Carlton knew all 
about you, even if you didn’t think 
he did! In fact, all of us knew— 
me, Pratt, the colonel—how Uncle 
Carlton backed your father against 
the wall a couple of years ago in 
that Atlanta deal. When the pres­
sure got too great your old man 
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shot himself. That’s business, but 
not to you it wasn’t. What would 
be your word for it?”

“Murder!" she snapped, obvious­
ly without thinking. Her big blue 
eyes became saucers, then blinked 
at the realization of what was hap­
pening.

“Is this the truth, ma’am?” Dan 
Peavy inquired in his gentlest tone.

Her lips tightened, and if looks 
were lethal, McChesney would 
have been reunited with his uncle 
on the spot. “Alright, it is true! I 
worked hard to get this job, and 
every day since I’ve had it I’ve 
worked even harder trying to find 
something that I could use against 
Carlton Findlay. But I wanted 
legal revenge. I wanted to see him 
in prison!” She glanced haltingly 
at the corpse. “I ... I didn’t do 
. . . that!"

“You’ll have to grant there is a 
motive, Mitzi,” the colonel remind­
ed her.

“Very well, Col. Barrington, I’ll 
grant there may be a motive!” she 
came back hotly. “And while we’re 
on the subject of motives, I’ve 
learned quite a few things by keep­
ing my eyes and ears open on this 
job. Let’s take you, for instance. 
What about your abortive attempt 
at swindling? Did you think I 
wouldn’t know all about how you 
took options on that tract outside 
Tampa under a fake name and 

Alfred hitchcock’s mystery magazine



then tried to turn a whopping 
profit by selling to Interstate Land 
Development? But your inside in­
formation backfired, didn’t it? Re­
gardless of what else Carlton Find­
lay may have been, no one would 
deny that he was a very smart 
man. He found out about your fit- 
tie plan, and he told you he was 
going to leave you holding the 
bag—”

“You’ve no proof of these absurd 
allegations!” the colonel snapped 
crisply. He smoothed one side of 
his mustache with a nervous mo­
tion. “No proof at all!”

It had all happened so quickly, 
there was an unexpected and de­
cidedly uncomfortable moment of 
silence, as if the dead man was the 
only one remaining to have his say.

But, of course, it was not Carl­
ton Findlay who spoke. It was 
Dan Peavy. “Now, gettin’ back to 
the murder. You all say you came 
down here at ten o’clock. Did any­
body see him before that this 
morning? I mean, anybody who 
wants to admit it? It’s right plain 
that somebody saw him.”

“The last I saw of Uncle Carlton 
was at dinner last night,” said Mc­
Chesney. “All of us had dinner to­
gether at the Inn.”

“I spoke to him this morning,” 
Miss Mitzi Block said, and added 
hastily, “on the telephone, that is. 
I believe it must have been ten 
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minutes or so before ten o’clock.”
Jerry flipped the pages of his 

notepad. “That’s right, Dan. 
Switchboard girl at the Inn says 
Findlay rang Miss Block’s cabin at 
about ten minutes to ten, talked a 
half a minute or so, then rang 
Pratt’s cabin.” He closed his notes 
and gave the young woman a re­
assuring smile.

“There were certain papers he 
wanted me to bring to the meet­
ing,” she said, by way of explana­
tion.

The fat man nodded. “The same 
reason he phoned me.”

“Your cabin’s the one next to 
this one?” asked Dan.

“No . . .” Pratt said hurriedly. 
“Mine’s the last one of the five we 
rented!”

Jerry had his ubiquitous notepad 
out again, showing a sketch to the 
sheriff. “This one’s at the south 
end, and going north there’s Miss 
Block’s, Col. Barrington’s, Mr. Mc­
Chesney’s—”

“And mine\” Pratt said happily.
“But anybody could have come 

down here from any one of the 
other cabins and had a mighty 
good chance of not being seen,” I 
injected. “There are thick stands of 
sea myrtle between all these cab­
ins, as well as between them and 
the road.”

“So,” McChesney smirked, “Du­
vall Pratt could just as easily have 
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come down here and stabbed Un­
cle Carlton as anyone else!”

He bent his head, still grinning. 
“Maybe easier, thinking you gen­
tlemen would figure it was too un­
likely.”

The questioning went on a 
while longer, with no visible re­
sults. Dan allowed all of them to 
go back to their respective cabins 
for the time being, with strict in­
structions to stay put.

“Well, Dan,” Jerry said when the 
group had gone. “Whatd’ya make 
of it?”

We were standing in the back­
yard of Findlay’s cabin, and Dan 
rubbed his chin and gave his head 
a slow shake. “You’re right about 
this dang underbrush, Pete. An 
elephant coulda come down here 
an likely done it without a soul 
seein’ him.”

“The killer had another thing 
running in his favor,” I said. 
“Findlay was expecting all of ’em 
for the ten o’clock meeting, so 
whoever did it could have gone 
into the cabin and got right up to 
Findlay without arousing any sus­
picion.” Jerry nodded his concur­
rence. “Then he sneaked back to 
his own place and strolled back 
here with the others a few minutes 
later.”

Dan Peavy gave his nose a par­
ticularly thoughtful twist, a ges­
ture which in some unknown 

manner seemed to aid the flow of 
his mental processes. “Kinda fun­
ny . . .”

Jerry frowned. “Funny?”
“Yeah. All of these folks have 

got some kind of motive and not 
one of 'cm’s got an alibi. It looks 
to me like that’s just the thing the 
killer was bankin’ on. He knew he 
couldn’t hide his reason for want­
ing Findlay dead, at least not for 
long, but he knew the others 
wouldn’t be able to hide theirs 
either.” Dan scratched his head. 
“Which leaves us up the creek, like 
they say.”

Just about then the ambulance 
from Faircloth's Funeral Parlor 
came in the winding sand drive. 
When it pulled to a stop our ven­
erable coroner and medical exami­
ner, Doc Stebbins, dismounted and 
ambled toward us.

I finished taking all the neces­
sary pictures, Jerry marked the po­
sition of the body, and the ambu­
lance boys carted the mortal coil of 
the late Carlton Findlay away.

“That knife hit him in or dang 
close to the heart,” Doc was say­
ing in answer to Dan Peavy’s 
query. “I can let you know exactly 
after the autopsy.”

“How quick do you reckon that 
killed him?”

Doc’s bushy eyebrows went up. 
“Pretty quick, I can tell you.”

“What I mean is, how quick? A 
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couple o’ seconds? Half a min­
ute?”

Doc Stebbins shrugged. “Well, a 
man with a heart wound could 
live for a few minutes. No way to 
tell about a particular case unless 
you’re there with a watch. It ain’t 
instantaneous, if that’s what you’re 
tryin’ to make me say.” He shuffled 
toward the door and the waiting 
ambulance. “But with a knife 
planted like that in him, a man’s a 
sure goner, so what’s a half a min­
ute one way or the other?”

We walked outside with him. 
“Could be a helluva lot,” Dan 
Peavy mused, squinting against the 
sun. “Yes, sir, could be one helluva 
lot—to the guy that’s been 
stabbed.”

The ambulance backed out the 
narrow drive toward the road. 
Jerry turned to me. “I was just 
thinkin’, Pete. Suppose they was 
all in on it! Ain’t a one of ’em 
sorry Findlay’s dead. Could be 
they got together and hatched up 
this whole thing.”

I shook my head. “I can’t buy 
that at all. That’s no act they’re 
putting on, throwing all those ac­
cusations around. How about it, 
Dan, what do you think?”

We both turned and saw that 
our boss had gone back into the 
cabin. A couple of seconds later he 
poked his head out the door. “Jer­
ry! Run get all them folks back 
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here! Got something I wanta show 
them!”

The four suspects were assem­
bled in Findlay’s cabin while Dan 
Peavy briefly went over the things 
we had been discussing. “So it 
looks this way,” he summed tip. 
“Everyone of you has got a mo­
tive, none of you has got an alibi 
for the time just before ten o’clock 
when Mr. Findlay was stabbed.”

“And just where does that leave 
you, Sheriff?” Duvall Pratt asked 
with undisguised disdain. “Person­
ally, I say call in the FBI or the 
state police, somebody competent! 
With all due respect, sir, this is not 
a case for some—some backwoods 
sheriff!”

Dan Peavy favored the fat man 
with a self-effacing grin. “You may 
be right, Mr. Pratt. But first, just 
hear me out. Shouldn’t take but a 
minute or two.”

“Hear what the man has to say,” 
McChesney said. “What have we 
got to lose?”

“Now, like I said,” Dan con­
tinued, “the killer was dependin’ 
on this very thing, that we would­
n’t be able to separate the wheat 
from the chaff. But from what’s 
come out, Mr. Findlay himself 
knew each one o’ you had some 
reason for wantin’ him dead. And 
from what I gather, he was also a 
pretty smart man.” They all nod­
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ded agreement to that and Dan 
forged on. “So when one o’ you 
walked in here a little before ten 
o’clock and stabbed him, I think 
Mr. Findlay knew right away what 
the killer was plannin’; and 
sprawled there on the table with 
maybe just a few seconds left on 
this earth, he knew the killer 
would most likely get away with 
it for that very reason.”

“Granted that he must have seen 
his killer, Sheriff. There would 
have been no need in sneaking in 
here to do the job, since he was ex­
pecting all of us shortly.” McChes­
ney turned and gave a broad wink 
to the others. “What do you pro­
pose we do now? Run down to 
the morgue and have a little tfte i 
tete with Uncle Carlton?”

“It would be mighty handy if 
we could do that,” Dan replied, 
unruffled. “But things bein’ as they 
are, I don’t think it would be nec­
essary.” He walked slowly across 
the room and stopped at the table, 
where he sat down and reached for 
the typewriter. “Jerry, get out that 
notebook of yours and take down 
what I say. The rest o’ you come 
here so’s you can witness what I’m 
doin’.”

With that, he gently plucked 
back the outermost of the jammed 
typewriter keys, holding the others 
so they would not fall back. “That 
was the ‘B’,” he said. He eased the 

next one loose. “‘L’." The next 
» <q, „ |je glanced around at 
the puzzled faces and let the final 
key flip back into position. “‘C’.’’ 

Pratt, incredulous, stammered, 
“You—you think Findlay struck 
those keys purposely?"

Edwin McChesney was already 
on his tiptoes, straining to peer 
over Jerry’s shoulder at the note­
pad. “B—L-—O—C—” He mois­
tened his lips and swallowed. 
“Bloc . . . Bloc^l It’s . . . it’s Mit­
zi!”

“The poor devil must not have 
had the strength to strike the K!” 
Col. Barrington said, hopping on 
the bandwagon as it gathered 
speed. “Too much to blame on 
chance, though! One in ten mil­
lion!”

McChesney voiced agreement. 
“No jury on earth would deny a 
dying man’s last statement! He’s 
put the finger right on his murder­
er! Justice, if I ever saw it!”

The young woman stood as if 
struck dumb. “I . . . he couldn’t 
have . . .”

“Plain as the nose on your face!” 
exclaimed Duvall Pratt. The girl 
cowered as they all seemed to close 
in about her.

“Hold on there,” drawled Dan 
Peavy. “Hold everything.”

“You’re the one who figured it 
out!” snapped the fat man. “Just 
because she’s an attractive woman, 
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don’t try to make excuses for her.” 
“Can’t deny she’s a mighty pretty 

girl, but that ain’t what I wanta 
point out. When I unstuck them 
keys, I took the outside one first 
and the inside one last. Just back­
wards from the way Findlay hit 
’em. Now, dyin’ like he was, how 
come he’d go to all the trouble of 
figurin’ it out backwards?”

“Backwards—?” somebody mur­
mured, and six heads craned 
around to peer at Jerry’s notepad. 
I read aloud, from right to left,

Colb?”
“Colby?” Jerry suggested weak­

ly. “Anybody know a Colby?”
“Nobody here by that name—” I 

started, and then it struck me like 
a little tap from a hammer. 
"C^O—Lr-period Bl"

“Col. Barrington ..murmured 
Miss Mitzi Block as she sank weak­

ly onto a chair. “Col. Barrington..
The colonel was halfway through 

the back door at full gallop when 
Jerry and I brought him down 
with a pair of flying tackles.

Sheriff Dan Peavy, of course, 
was really no different than he had 
been a couple of hours earlier, 
baggy khaki uniform, snow-white 
hair that cried out for both cutting 
and combing, a face like the wind­
ward side of Stone Mountain. But 
there was precious little reference 
to ‘backwoods sheriffs’, and there 
was a definite look of respect in 
the eyes of Pratt and McChesney. I 
might add that Miss Mitzi Block 
gazed on him in a manner that 
might have given some downright 
ungentlemanly ideas to a lesser 
man.

Like me, for instance.
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Apropos the following, one might bear in mind that ESP has 
been elevated to the sphere of scientific investigation.

xMarian stopped to marvel as 
usual at the sign in front of the 
luncheonette, “Ye Oide Tea 
Shoppe.” Such a name would have 
been considered merely corny back 
in Westchester, but here, in Bear 
Creek, Alaska, it was downright 
ridiculous.

She caught sight of her reflec­
tion in the shop window and 
grinned ruefully. That was pretty 
ridiculous too. “You look like an

Eskimo,” she told herself wryly, 
but then felt contrite, remember­
ing how pleased Don had been 
when he had brought home the 
white fur jacket and parka for her. 
“Back East you would have to 
wait many a year for a real fur 
coat. In this fabulous land you can 
have one right away,” he had chor­
tled. He had looked so happy she’d 
not had the heart to remind him 
there was no comparison between 
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a mink coat in Westchester and a 
rabbit-skin jacket in Bear Creek.

Since Ye Old Tea Shoppe was 
the only beanery in Bear Creek, or 
for that matter, within fifty miles, 
she pushed the door open and 
walked in. She would order some 
hot tea before starting that cold 
ride back in the jeep. And maybe, 
just maybe, it would be one of the 
days when Lucinda, the fortune 
teller, was in. “A gypsy fortune 
teller in Alaska?” she had said in­
credulously to Don when they had 
first moved here.

But he had just laughed. “Why 
not? There are all sorts of amaz­
ing things here.” And his voice 
had that giddy lilt to it, like the 
voice of a man newly, breathtak- 
ingly, in love.

And that’s what he was, Marian 
thought, resignedly, as she settled 
herself at the dirty table and or­
dered tea from the old woman 
that ran the place. Helplessly, hope­
lessly in love with this wild barren 
country, and the worst of it was that 
their ten-year-old son, Bobby, was 
equally smitten.

It had all started so simply. Don 
had been assigned to do an article 
on Alaska. They were to be there 
only a couple of months while he 
gathered material. But the couple 
of months had dragged on, and 
when she finally questioned him 
he admitted shamelessly that the 

article had been finished long ago. 
“I’ve been thinking, though, hon­
ey. This would be as good a time 
as any to get to work on my novel. 
We have enough in the bank to 
carry us for a year. I think this 
would be the perfect time and spot 
for it, what do you say?”

Say? What could she say? She 
and Don had often discussed “his 
novel” and had looked forward to 
the day when he would knock off 
from the rat-race and finally do it, 
but always in her daydreams the 
place where he would write it had 
a much more romantic setting. 
Acapulco, or Majorca, perhaps. 
Not this cold, cruel country. For 
to Marian there was no beauty 
here, only loneliness and cold and 
the sound of wolves howling in the 
night.

Their cabin was not in the set­
tlement itself and this gave Marian 
a good argument against staying. 
“What of Bobby?” she had de­
manded. “He has to go to school.”

But Don had an easy answer to 
that. “There’s one in Bear Creek."

“Why, Don, that’s only a one- 
room schoolhouse, and it’s way too 
far for him to walk . . .”

“One year in a small school 
won’t hurt him, and we can get a 
sled and a couple of dogs. I don’t 
think he’ll mind.”

Mind? Ask any ten-year-old boy 
if he’d like to go to school by dog­
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sled for a year and see what he 
says.

From that time on Marian’s pro­
tests had been drowned by the 
strident pleas of her son and the 
only slightly less vocal pressure of 
her husband. And since she loved 
them both, she gave in. But for her 
it was a case of marking time; for 
them it was Life with a capital L. 
For them it was hunting, trapping, 
fishing, camping, all the rugged 
masculine things that modern life 
withholds from most men and 
their sons. Marian stirred her tea 
deliberately. She was happy for 
them, really, but now, thankfully, 
only three more months.

The curtains in the back of the 
shop stirred, and a bent swarthy 
woman stepped out.

“Oh, Lucinda, I’m so glad you’re 
here,” Marian called out. “Will you 
give me a reading when I’m 
through?”

The old woman nodded and 
lifted her purple lip in what was 
apparently meant to be a smile. It 
sometimes bothered Marian to real­
ize how much she looked forward 
to these readings. Back East she 
had scoffed at fortune tellers, but 
here— She shook her head impa­
tiently. No need to fret that she 
was losing her marbles—it was just 
that, what else could she do for en­
tertainment—go out and kick a 
wolf?

I’m probably just subconsciously 
hoping that one day Lucinda is 
going to say she sees a great silver 
bird in the sky carrying me back 
to civilization, Marian chided her­
self.

Her tea finished, she walked 
over to the dark corner where Lu­
cinda was sitting, a greasy-looking 
crystal ball in front of her on the 
table. Crystal, my eye! It’s prob­
ably plastic, Marian scoffed in­
wardly as she sat down, but then 
found herself gripping the table 
edge, waiting impatiently for the 
gypsy to begin.

Lucinda was not one to be hur­
ried and she stared intently into 
the globe for several minutes be­
fore beginning to speak in her 
halting, broken English, “Is hard 
to see—much hard . . .”

Resignedly Marian pulled out 
her wallet. She was inured to Lu­
cinda’s difficulty in seeing until 
some cold hard cash had been put 
on the table. She pulled out a fifty­
cent piece and placed it near the 
crystal ball. But Lucinda, for once, 
seemed not to notice the coin. She 
was still staring intently into the 
ball. “I see a strange thing—it is a 
dog. No, it is . . .” She paused to 
rub the hem of her grimy dress 
over the ball. “No, it is not a dog 
—it is a wolf! Yes, a large grey 
wolf, and there are trees and snow 
—much snow all around . . ”
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Marian felt strangely cheated. 
“Well, you’ve got the locale, all 
right,” she said drily. “I wish just 
once you’d see a few palm trees in 
my future, though. For that mat­
ter, I’d settle for the inside of an 
automat.”

The gypsy looked at her reprov­
ingly. “Missus jokes. She does not 
believe in Lucinda’s powers.”

“Oh, no, no. I do believe. Really, 
I do,” Marian said hastily. And to 
herself she sternly admonished, 
Don’t fyiocl^ the local talent. Re­
member, it’s all you have in the 
way of for the next three 
months.

Lucinda was staring again at the 
ball, a strange look on her face. 
Then she glanced up at Marian 
with an expression of—what? 
Compassion? Pity? Marian felt her 
throat go tight. “Why are you look­
ing at me like that? Tell me.” 
Even in her own ears she could 
detect, but not control, the rising 
note of fear. “Tell me what you 
see.”

Lucinda looked uneasy. “No, no, 
Missus. It is nothing, what I see.”

“What do you mean, nothing? 
Obviously you see something and 
I insist that you tell me. Here.” 
Marian threw a dollar on the ta­
ble. “I insist, do you hear?”

Lucinda looked agonized. 
“Please, Missus, it is only that near 
the great grey wolf I see a coat ly­

THE PROPHECY

ing in the snow . . .” she faltered.
“A coat lying in the snow?”
“Yes, Missus, a red coat.”
“A red coat—” Marian repeated, 

puzzled, and then awareness stole 
over her like an icy hand, choking 
off the incipient scream she felt ris­
ing in her throat. Only this morn­
ing Don and Bobby had left for a 
four-day camping trip, Bobby in 
his bright red nylon jacket.

Marian rose unsteadily to her 
feet. “You—you mean the wolf 
killed the boy—the person—who 
was in the red coat?” She felt her­
self virtually towering over the 
gypsy, who looked suddenly 
shrunken and frightened. “No, no, 
Missus, I do not say that. I see only 
the coat lying in the snow. I do 
not know how it comes to be 
there. See, now the crystal grows 
dark. It tells no more . . .”

“For five dollars I just bet it 
would tell more . . .” Fear and 
anger fought within her, making 
her words choppy.

“No, no, Missus. When it goes 
dark like that it can tell no more— 
not for million dollars, even.”

Hot tears stung Marian’s eyes. 
“You fraud, you’re lying!” But the 
horror of it was that Marian could 
not believe her own accusation. 
There was a genuineness about the 
gypsy’s manner that frightened 
her.

Stumbling, Marian turned and 
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ran from the shop and across the 
snow-churned street to the parked 
jeep.

There was no gainsaying the 
panic that leaped within her now. 
As she guided the bouncing jeep 
along the rutted road that led from 
the settlement to their cabin, her 
fingers felt cramped and cold on 
the steering wheel. It was no good 
to tell herself that she was a civi­
lized woman who knew better 
than to believe in gypsies with 
their smudgy crystal balls. It was 
no good to tell herself that Don 
would laugh at her when she 
caught up to him. For that was 
what she must do. She must catch 
up to Don and Bobby.

Their first day’s journey was to 
be a short one, she knew, as they 
expected to spend the night in that 
old abandoned trapper’s cabin. She 
had been there several times her­
self. Although they had taken the 
dog sled she was sure, with snow­
shoes for the open stretches, she 
could make it well before nightfall. 
Her only frustration was in her 
imaginary conversation with Don. 
He would laugh at her, and quite 
probably would not turn back. 
But, no matter. She would be with 
them for the rest of the camping 
trip, to guard Bobby and see that 
he did not wander off or lag too 
far behind. She had never been 
convinced by Don’s assurances that 

wolves, unprovoked, would not at­
tack a human being, and the men­
tal picture of Bobby, so young and 
vulnerable, ambushed by one of 
those grey monsters whose eerie 
howls she so often heard in the 
night, almost maddened her. If 
only she would be in time—if only 
nothing happened before she got to 
him . . .

Home at last, she sprang from 
the jeep and dashed into the cabin. 
There was no time to spare—she 
must grab the snowshoes and be 
off. As she snatched the shoes from 
the wall, her eyes fell on the light 
rifle hanging next to them. She 
hesitated. She hated to burden her­
self with a gun, for strangely 
enough she felt no fear for herself. 
It was the wearer of a red coat that 
destiny was stalking. Still, she 
knew Don would be angry when 
he found she had followed him 
through the woods unarmed. 
Quickly she lifted the rifle down 
and loaded it. One thing she had 
learned in Alaska—how to shoot a 
gun. A dubious accomplishment 
for when she returned to civiliza­
tion, but it had made Don so hap­
py to teach her. She slammed out 
of the cabin and started off, feeling 
the pulse in her throat beat an er­
ratic tattoo of fear. She must be in 
time.

It would be difficult to say when 
she first became aware that she was
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lost. But when the snow began 
taking on the strange pinkish glow 
of the dying sun, she could no 
longer deny that the large craggy 
rock she was approaching was the 
same one she had passed not more 
than an hour ago. She could no 
longer deny that she had started 
that frightening phenomenon of 
the lost-circling. Night was com­
ing on and she was tired, so tired. 
She stumbled over to the big rock 
and leaned against it, her breath 
coming in painful sobs.

As she rested there, a kind of 
dreadful sanity came over her. It 
seemed almost incredible now that 
she could have allowed herself to 
go careening heedlessly into the 
woods like a mad woman, without 
compass, or matches, or gear of 
any kind. She had been so sure she 
knew the way. But now night 
was coming on, and she had no 
way to build a fire to ward off the 
cold that already was numbing her 
limbs. The sobering thought of a 
night in the wilderness without 
fire caused her to straighten up. 
She must lose no more time. The 
sun dying in the west would serve 
for a brief time, anyway, as an ac­
curate compass. She was sure she 
had not traveled beyond the old 
trapper’s cabin so it must still lie to 
the north. She would strike out in 
that direction and this time she 
would concentrate. Surely one 

could walk in a straight line from 
a given point if one concentrated.

She started out, a new surge of 
hope in her. But the going was 
difficult. The forest seemed to 
thicken. The trees grew ever more 
closely together and the under­
brush tore at her clothes. It was 
only by sheer willpower that she 
kept the panic within her from en­
gulfing her altogether.

The air was breathlessly still. A 
voice would carry far. Even if she 
could only get near the campsite, 
she could shoot the rifle and Don 
or Bobby might hear her. When 
she reached a clearer place she 
would stop and shoot. But at that 
moment her foot caught in a tan­
gle of underbrush. She stumbled 
and fell heavily to the ground.

“Oh, dear God, no,” whispered 
Marian, groping with frozen fin­
gers for the rifle that had fallen a 
few inches away. “Oh, no, no.” A 
sudden sound behind her stayed 
her finger on the trigger. She 
turned her head. There was no 
time, really, no time at all to aim 
the rifle at the large grey she-wolf 
that lunged, snarling, at her, the 
dying sun glinting pink against the 
evil fangs.

The morning sun rose coldly, its 
icy rays touching lightly the object 
in the snow. It was a jacket. And 
it was red. Red—with blood.
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The feminine soul has been described as, “.......passive and
abounding in intuitions without method and passions without 
justice.” What more need be said?

Bmke a broken spider, the body of 
Oliver Jones lay at the bottom of 
the stairway connecting the second 
floor and the comfortable living­
room of the Jones house.

Emily looked at the awkwardly 
sprawled remains of her husband 
and slumped against the plain­
clothes policeman who had 
brought her home.

Lieutenant Bill Spivey supported 
Emily with an arm about her bony 
shoulders. He steered her the short 
distance to a livingroom chair and 
lowered her into it.

Under the wispy, dyed-brown 
nest of straw, Emily’s face was 
whiter than the generous powder 
that tried to hide the small, en­
croaching wrinkles.

Spivey murmured to a nearby 
policeman, “Check her medicine 
cabinet for smelling salts or spirits of
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done. The garden club can wait.”
“Yes. Well, if you’re sure you’re 

okay, please tell us if the man over 
there is your husband.”

“Yes, that’s Oliver.”
Near Oliver, a tall man with a 

camera was taking pictures. An

ammonia. Anything she can whiff.”
Emily took a long, shuddering 

breath. “Never mind,” she said in 
a brave little voice, “I’ll manage. 
Even though you had prepared me 
on the way home, it was such a 
shock, actually seeing him . . .”

“I’m sorry we had to bring you 
from your garden club meeting un­
der these circumstances, Mrs. 
Jones.”

“You have your duty. It must be 

older man with an open medical 
kit beside him was kneeling at the 
body. The actions were purely rou­
tine, Emily supposed. Anyone 
could see that Oliver’s neck was 
broken from a fall from the top of 
the stairs.

With the polished coolness of the 
modern police specialist, Spivey 
gave Emily a few moments longer 
in which to compose herself. Then 
he suggested quietly, “There are
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certain procedures we are required 
to follow.”

“I understand. I’ll help in any 
way I can.”

From the corners of her eyes, 
Emily watched the coroner snap 
his medical kit closed and get to 
his feet. He nodded to two young 
men in white coats who had just 
entered the room. The two young 
men unfolded a stretcher, placed 
Oliver on it, and carried him out. 
To Emily, a breath of relief 
seemed to pass through the house.

She realized that the detective 
had said something to her. “For­
give me,” she murmured. “I didn’t 
quite catch that.”

“I asked if Mr. Jones was here 
when you left the house this eve­
ning,” Spivey said.

“No. I was here alone.” Emily 
knuckled a tear from her eye. “Til­
ly Jenkins and Miranda Stone 
came by for me. We have a sort of 
car pool, you see, and take turns 
picking each other up. It was Til­
ly’s night to drive.”

“Did Mrs. Jenkins and Mrs, 
Stone come into the house?”

“Oh, yes. I wasn’t quite ready 
when they arrived. They came in 
and helped themselves to a spot of 
coffee while I finished dressing.”

“The three of you drove directly 
to the Hotel Carruthers?”

“Yes, the three of us. There was 
nobody else Tilly was supposed to 

130

pick up so we went directly there.”
“Your club had a dinner meet­

ing tonight, I believe,” Spivey said.
“That’s correct. Our quarterly 

report meeting. We try to make it 
a little bit special. We’d reserved a 
small dining room at the hotel.”

“And you were there from the 
time of your arrival until we came 
with our unpleasant news?”

“I didn’t leave the dining room,” 
Emily said. “I sat between Tilly 
and Miranda all during dinner and 
the meeting afterward.” She 
looked at Spivey slowly. “Are you 
asking me for an alibi, Captain?”

“Lieutenant,” Spivey emended. 
“Always in cases of death by vio­
lence we have to suspect foul 
play.”

“Even in Oliver’s case?” Emily’s 
tone expressed amazement. “Why, 
what happened to him is obvious. 
He came home, got dressed, start­
ed out, and fell down the stairs.”

“Do you know where he was go­
ing, Mrs. Jones?”

“He—he didn’t tell me.”
Spivey drew an occasional chair 

close to Emily and sat down. 
“Please relax and trust me, Mrs. 
Jones. Anything you say to me will 
be said in confidence.”

“But is it important where Oli­
ver was going?”

“Maybe. Maybe not.”
“Then why blacken his name,” 

Emily sobbed, “with his remains
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barely cold? It’s too heartless.” 
“Where was your husband going, 

Mrs. Jones?”
“I merely suspect, Lieutenant,” 

Emily writhed slightly in her 
chair. “I don’t really know.”

“Then tell me what you suspect. 
Was he meeting someone?”

“I . . . Yes. I suppose so.”
“Who?’
“George Carson.”
“Your next door neighbor?”
“Yes,” Emily said. “George and 

Sarah Carson, they live next door 
. . . Lieutenant, could you send for 
Sarah? I do need a friend right 
now.”

“A little later, Mrs. Jones. Mrs. 
Carson has already heard the 
news. She is quite upset.”

“Poor Sarah,” Emily sobbed.
Spivey leaned forward and pat­

ted Emily’s shoulder. “Remember 
that I’m your friend, why don’t 
you?”

“You’re such a kind young man. 
I’ll write the police commissioner a 
little note about you.”

“You don’t have to put yourself 
out, Mrs. Jones. Just tell me about 
Oliver. Was he going next door to 
meet George Carson?”

“I ... I wouldn’t think so. They 
usually met downtown,” Emily’s 
voice dropped to a shamed whis­
per, “at a hotel or a bar—with . . .”

“Yes, Mrs. Jones?”
“With girls,” Emily choked.

“Had this sort of thing been go­
ing on long?”

“I can’t say about George Car- 
son. With Oliver, I think it as­
sumed major proportions about the 
time he lost the last of his hair and 
the doctor put bifocals on him.”

“Did you talk over these activi­
ties with your husband?”

“I tried to. He denied them. He 
and George thought they were be­
ing clever. They made a pretense 
of bowling leagues and business 
meetings and activities at their 
lodge.”

“How did you learn the truth?”
“Sarah and I . . . Any woman 

... Women have instincts, you 
know, that men lack.”

“I’m sure they do, in some 
areas,” Spivey agreed.

“The lingering effects in a man’s 
clothes of strange perfume, a faint 
red smudge on a shirt collar, the 
unconscious changes in a man’s 
little habits,” Emily said brokenly. 
“These clues are just as real as any 
you find, Lieutenant.”

“I’m sure they are.”
“We followed them one evening 

recently, Sarah and I. We saw them 
meet some girls. Saw the girls with 
our own eyes, Lieutenant! Blatant 
young sex kittens, they were! Sen­
sual creatures making willing fools 
out of two middle-aged men! Sar­
ah and I had a long, hard cry 
when we got back home.”
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Emily pulled a hey handker­
chief from the bosom of her un­
attractive dress and resumed the 
long, hard cry. “I’m sorry,” Emily 
said. “It’s just that . . .”

“There, there, Mrs. Jones. You 
don’t have to explain or apologize 
to me. George Carson found your 
husband’s body and called us, but 
he mentioned none of what you’ve 
told me.”

“I don’t imagine that he would,” 
Emily said. “Recently, we’ve made 
discreet inquiries, Sarah and I. 
There was one girl in particular,” 
Emily said. “Her name is Bunny 
Malone. She . . .” Emily burst into 
a fresh upsurge of caterwauling. 
“She had George and Oliver liter­
ally vying for her.”

Spivey stared at Emily, his eyes 
turning absolutely black. Without 
moving his head, he gave an order. 
“Go next door and bring George 
Carson over here.”

The uniformed policeman 
snapped into action. A few min­
utes later the livingroom door ad­
mitted George, with the policeman 
close behind him.

Porcine and sweating, George 
stood with none of his usual extro­
verted back-slapping manner or 
wisecracking remarks. “Emily, 
I’m sorry. If there’s anything . . .”

Emily turned her face partially 
away from George. “I don’t be­
lieve I care to talk to you, George 

Carson, now nor any other time.”
Spivey got out of the occasional 

chair with a pantherish motion. 
“Mr. Carson, I believe you said you 
came in here looking for Mr. Jones, 
found him dead at the bottom of 
the stairs, and called the police.”

“That’s right.” George gulped. 
He began to glance about uncom­
fortably.

“Did you come from your house 
over here?” Spivey asked.

“Well, as a matter of fact...”
“From a bar perhaps?”
“Bar?” George said, fright glint­

ing in the robust, bulging, nor­
mally-bullying eyes.

“I think you’d better detail your 
evening, Mr. Carson.”

George made an effort to swal­
low. “So I was in a bar, and Ollie 
was late. I tried the phone but he 
didn’t answer.”

“Are you sure of that?” Spivey 
asked.

“Sure, I’m sure!”
"Go on,” Spivey invited.
“I drove by to see what was 

keeping him, that’s all,” George 
said. “The front door was un­
locked. The lights were on. I 
stepped inside and called his 
name.”

“You didn’t see his body?”
“Not at first.”
“It was in plain view from the 

front doorway, Mr. Carson.”
George’s hands began to shake.
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“I didn't see him right away, I tell 
you!”

“Is it possible he was upstairs 
when you saw him, Mr. Carson?”

“What is this . . . No, no . . . He 
was lying right there at the foot of 
the stairs.”

“Where he had fallen,” Spivey 
said.

“He didn’t fly down,” George at­
tempted to muster some of his 
natural bravado.

“No, he didn’t fly," Spivey said. 
“He fell. And the question re­
mains.”

“Question? Wh-what question?” 
“Did he fall under his own pow­

er?”
“What else? Listen, you can’t 

make a crack like that!”
“Why not, Mr. Carson?”
“Because he fell all by himself, 

that’s why. Nobody pushed Ollie 
down those stairs, least of all me!”

“Did I say he was pushed?" 
Spivey questioned mildy.

“You implied . . George said. 
He strangled for a brief instant. 
“You cops ... I know you, how 
you work. If I’d done anything to 
Ollie, would I have called you?”

“Certainly. There was the strong 
chance you’d been seen entering 
the house,” Spivey said. “Calling 
us was the only way you had of 
appearing innocent.”

George grabbed his collar with a 
fat forefinger and pulled it away 

from his neck. “I am innocent! 
What reason would I have for 
hurting my good old pal, Ollie?” 

“One of the oldest reasons in the 
world,” Spivey said. “This one’s 
name is Bunny Malone.”

“B-B-Bunny?” George stam­
mered. His eyes had reached the 
extreme limitations of their sock­
ets.

“Did you and Mr. Jones have 
many words about her before you 
gave him the shove that inadver­
tently sent him down the stairs?” 
Spivey asked coolly.

“I didn’t, I tell you. I didn’t!”
“I’m afraid we’ll have to take 

you downtown until we make 
sure,” Spivey said.

George’s frightened eyes lost 
their last glimmer of sanity. He 
turned and ran from the house.

Emily reached her front door in 
time to see George starting his car. 
The car went away from the curb­
ing with the tires screaming a pro­
test. Spivey and the uniformed po­
liceman jumped into a black car 
parked before Emily’s house.

The street dead-ended in a shop­
ping district a block away. Emily 
saw George’s car reel and slither, 
and fail to make the turn at the 
intersection. She heard the terrible 
crash of glass and metal as 
George’s car plowed into the front 
of a smart little dress shop. She 
saw the dreadful whoosh of flame 
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that suddenly enveloped the car 
and shop front. It seemed to her 
that she could smell flesh frying 
like . . .

Emily gracefully fainted.

Despite an event-filled morning, 
neither Emily nor Sarah were in­
clined to bother with food at lunch 
the next day. In Emily’s kitchen, 
they had tea with their peanut but­
ter and jelly sandwiches. Sarah’s 
long lantern jaw worked slowly on 
the food.

“Did you have any trouble?” 
Emily asked.

“Not a bit,” Sarah said in her 
nasal voice. “I watched for him to 
come home. Saw the light go on in 
his bedroom. Gave him time to 
dress. Went over, called up to him 
that I was borrowing a blouse. 
Fiddled around with your things 
up there in your bedroom, until I 
heard him enter the upstairs hall. 
Met him at the top of the stairs. 
One push,” Sarah shrugged. 
“That’s all there was to it. I didn’t 
even have to give him an extra 
crack on the head to make sure the 
job was done.”

“My, but you were cool,” Emily 
said admiringly.

“No cooler than you,” Sarah 
said.

“Credit George for the unex­
pected break,” Emily said, “when 
he got impatient to get his evening 
started and came to see what was 
keeping Oliver. I hope you don’t 
mind my changing the plan and 
taking the opportunity to . .

“Gracious, no!” Sarah reached 
across the table to pat her friend’s 
hand. “It’s much better this way. 
Now we don’t have to wait several 
months and go to the trouble of 
fixing it so I would be completely 
in the clear when you took care of 
George for me.”

Emily’s eyes began to shine. 
“When we sell the houses and col­
lect all that insurance, what will 
you do first, Sarah?”

“I’ve already decided.” Sarah 
sipped her tea. “I’m going to Aca­
pulco.”

Emily looked out the window at 
the lovely blue sky. “I believe I’ll 
go to Hawaii,” she said with a de­
lighted sigh, “and see if the things 
I’ve heard about it are really true.”
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Although admiring the trenchant perseverance of the upholders 
of the law, I am forced to concur with Lieutenant Pierce that 
the reflexiveness of domesticity never ceases to amaze.

rson 
were rewarded for their patience 
three minutes after the 10:10 
streamliner from Seattle arrived at 
10:40 that hot July night. The man 
they wanted was in one of the
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crowds surging through the doors 
into the station from the debarka­
tion platform. Pierce gauged the 
description while Anderson, the 
chain smoker, lit a fresh cigarette. 
The man was Caucasian looked 
twenty-eight, was about five-ten, 
one hundred and sixty pounds, and 
moved with a slight limp, right 
leg. His disguise was amateurish, 
dyed red hair and dyed red brush 
mustache, both near a burnt or­
ange color.

Pierce nodded to Anderson, and 
the two detectives from Central 
Police Headquarters edged 
through the mushrooming crowd 
expertly to flank the man. “Mr. 
Greene?” Pierce inquired in a 
firmly polite voice.

The man jerked and halted. His 
head pivoted between Pierce and 
Anderson. Pierce identified him­
self and the man paled immediate­
ly. Flesh pinched at the edges of 
eyes that became fear-coated.

“Your left forearm please, Mr. 
Greene,” Pierce said.

The man remained frozen.
Anderson took the arm, pushed 

up the coat sleeve and opened the 
cuff button of the shirt. Pierce 
grunted with satisfaction when he 
saw the tattoo on the underside 
of the forearm, the naked girl en­
twined in a snake.

The man looked ready to bolt.
“Don’t,” Pierce said in an even 

voice. “Seattle police picked up 
Mrs. Flora at the air terminal be­
fore she boarded her plane. They 
are holding her now. She will not 
be waiting for you. She provided 
your description, Mr. Greene, and 
she has also admitted her part in 
the slaying of her husband, nam­
ing you the accomplice.”

“I love her,” Mr. Greene said in 
a voice that was a low whisper of 
defeat.

Pierce took his suitcase, and the 
two detectives escorted him toward 
the exit doors. Pierce was looking 
forward to fresh air. The air in 
the station was dead and pressing 
in. He felt wet and he wondered 
why some people found it neces­
sary to hurry on such a hot night. 
The man ahead of them was hur­
rying. He was forty feet in front 
of them perhaps, a small man, 
neatly attired and carrying two 
new suitcases. He was moving to­
ward the idle, uniformed police­
man near the street doors with short, 
quick steps.

Pierce saw the two youths slide 
in on the man and knew immedi­
ate premonition.

One of the youths bumped the 
man on the right. The other hit 
him from the left. The youth on 
the left brought the edge of a stiff 
hand down hard against the back 
of the man’s neck. The man cried 
out. Each youth grabbed a suit­
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case. The man went down on his 
knees. His hat sailed from his 
head and rolled across the sta­
tion floor as the youths bolted to­
ward the street door. The startled 
uniformed policeman there stood 
flat-footed for a moment, then 
moved to block the escape route.

The sound of the gun shot was 
echoingly thunderous in the sta­
tion. Somewhere a man chortled 
an oath of surprise, and a woman 
screamed as the uniformed po­
liceman went up on his toes, his 
face caught in an expression of 
astonishment.

The youths burst past him. One 
of them hit his shoulder, and the 
policeman half turned and went 
down.

Pierce shoved Greene into An­
derson. “Hold him, Andy!”

Pierce bolted from the station, 
but he was too late. A sports car 
carrying the two youths leaped 
from a stall in the parking area 
and bounced toward the avenue, 
then skidded into the glut of traffic 
and was gone.

Greene was in a cell, awaiting 
the arrival of Seattle police, and a 
cop had been slain.

The pall in the shopworn squad 
room at Central Police Headquar­
ters that hot July night was a blan­
ket. The quick death of one of 
them was not new. Collectively, 

they were subconsciously aware of 
Death’s shadowed presence. It 
hung over them day and night, 
week in and week out, as an imag­
ined halo hangs over an altar boy. 
It was a hazard of their occupation, 
yet none were prepared for the 
reality that came with Death’s hap­
pening. None could quite accept, 
even with the reality, a new weight 
on their shoulders.

Sergeant Hugh Pierce, twenty- 
six, powerfully constructed, with 
dark good looks that made him a 
hellion with women, a member of 
the Detective Division ten months 
now, sat slumped at his desk. He 
had shed his suit coat and was in 
shirt sleeves, the sleeves rolled back 
from massive wrists. The fingers 
of his right hand were wrapped 
around a paper coffee cup, his con­
stant companion, as he stared 
bleakly on the broad back of Ser­
geant Crocker.

Crocker, ill-dressed and lumpy, 
stood at an opened, smoke-filmed 
window, looking out on the night. 
His pudgy hands were locked be­
hind him, and Pierce watched the 
fleshy fingers twitch reflexively. 
Crocker had been at the window 
almost five minutes now. He had­
n’t spoken since Pierce and An­
derson had escorted the natty man 
who had been slugged at the train 
station into the squad room. 
Crocker had heard about the uni-
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formed cop’s death by the time 
they had arrived and was already 
in a black mood. No one, not even 
the boys on the night trick who 
now hung in the background, 
could blame him. At forty-seven, 
he was a veteran in police work. 
He knew many of the men in the 
service—beat patrolmen, car patrol­
men, desk men, detectivesand he 
had viewed, but never had ac­
cepted, many deaths. Each was a 
blow to him even if he did_not 
know the victim. But the killing 
this night had a personal touch. 
The dead cop was a veteran, too. 
Crocker had served with him, 
walked a companion beat in their 
early years on the force.

“Gentlemen, may I inquire why 
I am being detained?”

The natty man sat calm in a 
straight back chair near Pierce’s 
desk. He had fitted a cigarette into 
a long, black holder, and now he 
held the holder almost delicately 
between two fingers of a mani­
cured hand that rested on a care­
fully crossed knee.

Pierce lifted an eyebrow at An­
derson. The chain smoker lit a 
fresh cigarette from the butt in his 
fingers and ground out the butt. 
Behind him, the night trick boys 
stood silent and grim-faced, some 
braced against the wall, some one­
hipped on the corner of vacant 
desks. No one said a word. They 
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just waited for Crocker to explode.
Crocker did not oblige. He 

turned his bulk slowly from the 
open window and fixed a gelid 
stare on the natty man. “You say 
your name is Nathan Moss?” His 
voice was flat.

“That’s right.”
“And you came in from Butte, 

Montana?”
“Again correct.”
“You’re a salesman?”
“I made my statement Sergeant” 
“You sell maps to schools.” 
Nathan Moss drew on the ciga­

rette holder, exhaled. “May I be 
released?”

“You’re a cool customer, Moss. 
Let me remind you, a police officer 
has been killed.”

Nathan Moss drew more smoke. 
“Yes. I saw the man die.”

“So maybe you can tell me why 
those two punks wanted your suit­
cases?”

“Again I say, one contained 
clothing, one contained a supply 
of world maps I was prepared to 
present in an effort to sell your city 
schools. You draw the conclusions. 
This is my first journey to your 
city—and I hope my last.”

“You’ll have to stay in town a 
few days.”

“Why?”
“I want you to identify the punks 

when we pick ’em up.”
“Then apparently you are an op-
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timist. How can you be so sure?” 
“We’ve been known to appre­

hend a man or two.”
Nathan Moss became coldly sar­

castic. He looked Crocker straight 
in the eye. “Perhaps you should 
concentrate on a quarter of a mil­
lion dollar armored car robbery?”

The detectives reacted simulta­
neously. Most stiffened and eyed 
the natty man with cold stares. 
Some shifted nervously and cast 
quick glances at each other. Crock­
er became a lump of rooted spec­
ulation. But before any of them 
could say a word, Nathan Moss 
continued, “I read newspapers in 
my spare time. An armored car 
robbery occurred in your city last 
week. A quarter of a million was 
stolen. That is a large enough 
amount to make a news story, even 
in Butte, Montana.”

“Beat it, Moss,” Crocker 
snapped.

“Thank you.”
“But stay in town.”
“Certainly.”
All eyes in the squad room 

watched the natty man stand and 
snub out his cigarette carefully in 
an ashtray on Pierce’s desk. He 
smiled at Pierce as he removed 
the butt from the holder, but the 
smile did not mean a thing. He 
dropped the butt into the tray. 
“Gentlemen,” he said in departure, 
and then he was through the rail­
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ing that separated the working 
area from the entry and was gone.

“Pierce,” Crocker snapped. “I 
want to know where he goes.”

Nathan Moss went straight to a 
downtown hotel. He left a cab and 
marched across the sidewalk and 
into the lobby of the hotel as if he 
were expected. Pierce watched him 
from a distance as he registered. 
Then Nathan Moss obtained a 
handful of change and stepped into 
a pay telephone booth. He was in 
the booth almost five minutes. 
Pierce wondered why he preferred 
the inconvenience of the pay phone 
over the telephone in his room. 
Was it because he did not want a 
record of the call?

Nathan Moss left the phone 
booth, crossed the lobby and dis­
appeared into an elevator. Pierce 
waited until the door had closed 
on him, then he found the regis­
tration clerk polite and efficient. 
Moss had registered as a resident 
of 1023 Bowie Street, Butte, Mon­
tana. He had told the clerk he 
would be retaining his room sev­
eral days, and then he had asked 
for change, enough to make a long 
distance call to San Francisco.

When Pierce returned to Cen­
tral Police Headquarters, queries 
were sent to police departments in 
Butte and San Francisco.

Wednesday was another brilliant 
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and hot day, and Sergeant Gilbert 
Crocker was in a sour mood when 
Pierce arrived in the squad room. 
Pierce put the paper cup of coffee 
he had taken from the vending 
machine on his desk, shed his coat 
and rolled up his sleeves. Lieuten­
ant Gifford, the blintz addict, ar­
rived at 8:30. He was angry. The 
death of the uniformed patrolman 
had been senseless. He wanted the 
two youths apprehended fast. He 
also wanted action on the armored 
car robbery. There was only one 
hood in town big enough to pull 
the job. Everyone knew Courtney 
Kiane had engineered the hijack 
and Kiane had been interrogated 
thoroughly, but Kiane was also 
free. Not one shred of evidence 
pointed a finger at him. Only spec­
ulation pointed the finger. There 
was no evidence. The cops were 
stuck high and dry on this one, 
so far.

“Pierce and Anderson take the 
slaying,” Lieutenant Gifford de­
cided. “Gil, the heist. Get me some­
thing. All of you.”

Crocker grunted and Gifford 
turned on Pierce. “I want those 
kids in here, Sergeant. Someone 
has to know them. Hit every tip­
ster in the city.”

“They aren’t pros. I’d stake my 
last dollar on that.”

“Why?” Gifford asked bluntly.
Pierce shrugged. “They were 

twenty, twenty-one maybe, well 
dressed. Anyway, pros would have 
let Moss get out of the station, out 
where it was shadowed and there 
was less chance of being tripped up 
by a gutty bystander.”

“One of them is a cop killer,” 
Gifford said penetratingly.

“I’ll find them, Lieutenant.”
An answer to their Butte query 

arrived at 9:40. Butte police had no 
record of a Nathan Moss of that 
city. He was not listed in the 
telephone book, city directory, or 
with the driver’s license division, 
and 1023 Bowie Street was a ficti­
tious address. As fictitious as a 
map-making company. There were 
no map-making firms in Butte.

San Francisco police provided 
the link. Nathan Moss was an alias 
used by Nathaniel Logger, a Syn­
dicate man who had been known 
to transport Urge sums of money 
from one section of the country to 
another. San Francisco’s descrip­
tion of Nathaniel Logger fit Na­
than Moss perfectly.

Crocker growled, “So now we 
know why two suitcases were so 
damned valuable.”

“Moss . . . er, Logger was 
bringing in money?” Pierce 
frowned.

“Small, used bills to be ex­
changed for some of the armored 
car stuff. I’ll bet on that, Sergeant. 
Two suitcases—I’d say that’d be 
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about $50,000, just as an estimate.” 
“But how would two kids know

about a Syndicate operation?”
“How isn’t important. The im­

portant things at the moment are 
Moss and the fence.”

“Jerold Bishop?”
“Do you know a bigger fence in 

the city?”
“No.”
“Let’s bring ’em in.”
But Nathan Moss had checked 

out of the downtown hotel and 
vanished.

Pierce and Crocker drove in si­

lence into the newly-named Ken­
nedy section of the city. Neither 
cherished returning to headquar­
ters and Lieutenant Gifford’s wrath 
when they would be forced to tell 
him of Moss’ disappearance. Pierce 
braked the official sedan at the 
curbing in front of the book store 
in the quietly substantial neighbor­
hood. The store occupied the 

ground floor of a huge, stone edi­
fice. Jerold Bishop, fence and store 
proprietor, was a softly polite little 
man of thirty-five years with a 
thick mane of gray-black hair, 
bushy eyebrows, and a hearing 
aid. Bishop acted as though he 
didn’t have a care in the world. 
He greeted the sergeants amiably.

“Get off the dime.”
“Jerold.”
“Hot.”
“Very.”
Bishop adjusted the hearing aid 

with his fingertips and led them 
back through the book shelves and 
air conditioned comfort to richly 
appointed bachelor quarters. He 
offered them brandy, which they 
refused, and put them in deep 
chairs. He sat opposite them, lit a 
large cigar and waited politely.

Crocker said, “We talked to a 
friend of yours last night, as you 
undoubtedly have heard. We’d 
like to talk to him again, but he 
has taken a flyer.”

“Friend?” Jerold Bishop arched 
a bushy brow.

“Nathan Moss, or maybe you 
know him as Nathaniel Logger.”

“Moss? Logger?” Bishop’s face 
didn’t change. “Never heard of 
him, Sergeant.”

“Get off the dime.”
Bishop shrugged. “Sorry.”
“He was bringing in exchange 

money. You’ve heard of exchange 
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money, haven’t you, Mr. Bishop?”
“I’ve never heard of Moss—or 

Logger.”
Crocker stood up. His voice 

hardened. “Okay, Jerold, let’s go 
downtown.”

Bishop didn’t move in his chair. 
“Why?”

“In our books, there’s only one 
guy in town who can move a quar­
ter of a million.”

“I believe you gentlemen have 
talked to Mr. Klane about that.”

“Right now, I’m talking to you, 
Jerold—about you.”

“I’ve never seen a quarter of a 
million in my life, Sergeant.”

“Damnit, creep, a police officer 
was killed I”

Bishop’s face changed this time. 
He looked sad as he studied the 
growing ash on the light tip of 
the large cigar. “Yeah, I heard 
about that, Crocker. Tough.”

“Out of the chair, creep.”
“Maybe you should try College 

Boy.”
Crocker glowered. Pierce inven­

toried Bishop carefully. College 
Boy. His name was Peter Ambler. 
He belonged to Courtney Klane.

“College Boy is in trouble,” 
Bishop continued. “Deep trouble, 
I hear. There’s a stable. You know, 
a guy with his looks has gotta 
have a stable. There’s a doll 
named Billie. Another’n named 
Cynthia. Others. That kind of sta­

ble—and horses—all require green.”
“How much green?” Crocker 

snapped.
Bishop shrugged and puffed on 

the cigar. ”1 hear about fifty thou.”
“Where?”
“The Shark.”
“The juice man?”
“Who else has dough these days, 

Sergeant? Not banks.”
Crocker looked at Pierce. The 

young detective was thinking rap­
idly. It could figure. Klane could 
have pulled off the heist, Klane 
could have arranged the exchange. 
College Boy would be on the in­
side. He’d know who was coming 
in with the money. He’d know 
when. And he might be just fool 
enough to stage the hijack. It 
would be suicide when Klane 
caught up with him, but College 
Boy might be a big enough fool 
to . . .

“The punks, Bishop,” Crocker 
was saying. “Who are the punks?”

Bishop shrugged. “Things hap­
pen in town, Sergeant, even I don’t 
know about.” He left his chair 
then, stood neat and at ease before 
Crocker. “Are we still going 
downtown?”

“We want them. Fast.”
“I can’t help you.”
“If I find out you’re lying to 

me, creep—”
“I’m not.”
Crocker measured him for a
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long time. “So it’s College Boy, eh?” 
“Try him, Sergeant.”
“Like I say, creep, if I find out 

you’re lying . . .”
He let the words dribble off as 

Jerold Bishop calmly turned off 
his hearing aid. He stared at Bish­
op, and then he turned and 
stomped out of the bachelor quar­
ters. Pierce trailed after him. Pierce 
knew a tremendous urge to yank 
the hearing aid from Bishop’s ear 
and stuff it down his throat.

In the heat of the sun again, 
Pierce asked, “So how do we find 
Peter Ambler, Sergeant?”

“Alive—I hope,” Crocker said 
sourly.

“Then we’d better get to him be­
fore Kiane does.”

But that Wednesday was not a 
day designed for cops or search. 
It became a day of almost un­
bearable heat, greasy bodies, short 
tempers and futile search. The de­
tectives did not find Peter Ambler, 
nor were they able to pigeonhole 
Courtney Kiane when they finally 
turned their humanized radar 
beams on him. By late afternoon 
they felt as if a poniard had been 
stuck in their bodies, individually. 
Then the poniard was twisted. A 
pick-up order for Jerold Bishop 
was sent out. But Bishop had dis­
appeared, too.

Crocker swore harshly, and the 
night trick boys who had come on 

duty at 6 p.m. wisely remained in 
the background. Only Pierce and 
Anderson met Crocker’s wrath 
head-on. And Pierce felt like 
swearing back at him.

“We should have brought him 
in this morning,” he said flatly.

“Yeah,” Crocker growled. “We 
could’ve saved his shyster a trip, 
too. Right, Sergeant? We could’ve 
swung around and picked him 
up on the way downtown.”

Anderson lit a fresh cigarette, 
snapped the used match to the 
scarred floor. “Maybe we’re going 
at this thing wrong, Gil. Maybe 
we should be concentrating on the 
two punks.”

“Concentratin’ on em!” Crocker 
exploded. “Hell, we don’t even 
know ’em!”

Pierce went out into the hall and 
got a new cup of coffee from the 
vending machine. He was tired, 
dog-tired, and he felt soiled. He 
suddenly wanted a bath and the 
soothing equanimity of his wife, 
Nancy. The equanimity was a 
quality about her he treasured. 
Nancy knew his moods, his frus­
trations. More important, she knew 
the salve.

He looked up at the ancient wall 
clock as he returned to his desk. 
Ten minutes before nine o’clock. 
Nancy could be ironing, reading, 
or merely waiting. He decided he 
needed her this very minute. He 
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said, “How ’bout calling it a day, 
Sergeant?”

Crocker ignored him and an­
swered the jangled demand of the 
telephone on his desk. He grunted, 
listened. His scowl deepened. And 
Pierce watched him with a queasy 
felling of impending doom. Pierce 
could not hear the words being 
rattled into Crocker’s ear, but he 
knew the message was not good.

Crocker slammed the phone to­
gether and sat swearing as he fixed 
Pierce and Anderson from eyes 
that gleamed with determination. 
“Another’n,” he said in a vicious­
ly soft voice. Another cop has been 
killed.”

Silence hung in the squad room.
“Patrol car,” Crocker continued, 

the words coming as if they were 
being churned out by a machine. 
“One dead, one wounded. Two 
kids in a sports car. Drunk. Our 
boys attempted to stop them.”

It was a long time before Pierce 
ventured: “Two kids in a sports 
car?”

Wednesday night became a long 
and horrendous night for Pierce. 
Not even Nancy’s piacations could 
reach him. He smoked cigarettes, 
drank coffee, paced, pondered, 
damned, vowed, tossed in their 
bed, wanted to shout at the muscle 
spasms in his legs. And Thursday 
came too soon, dawned too hot. 

He got up with a dull throb be­
tween his eyes. Coffee had a dish­
water taste. Cigarette smoke 
burned his lungs. Crocker was a 
sore boil.

A ballistics report received at 
10:20 in the morning only heaped 
misery on misery. Bullets from the 
same gun had killed the beat pa­
trolman in the train station and 
the car patrolman who had at­
tempted to halt a pair of drunks.

Then Peter Ambler was found. 
Bruised, wire-bound and dead, Pe­
ter Ambler was fished from the 
river.

College Boy had been graduated. 
The only trouble was, he was not 
wearing the traditional cap and 
gown in the photographs used by 
the afternoon newspapers.

Lieutenant Gifford had slid be­
yond the edge of caution when he 
addressed Pierce, Crocker and An­
derson in the squad room. His 
thoughts were no longer with 
shysters, adverse publicity for the 
department, or the ire of his su­
periors if he was wrong. His face 
was a mask. His words were terse. 
“Bring in Courtney Klane. I don’t 
care if you find him in Anchorage 
—bring him in.”

The three detectives stood quiet.
A girl fractured the silence. “Is 

this . . . this the Detective Divi­
sion?” she asked in a voice that 
was a combination of uncertainty 
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and desperation, almost whispered.
She was tall and lithe, with gold- 

blonde hair framing an Hellenic 
face, a girl on the brink of full­
blown womanhood who looked 
nineteen but probably was twenty- 
five. She wore a fresh white blouse 
and a fitted gabardine skirt, and 
she stood at the railing that divided 
the room, long fingers of one hand 
twitching against the top edge of 
the gate, dark eyes dancing plead­
ingly.

Pierce knew an instinctive liking 
for the girl, and a deep-seated de­
sire to set her at ease, give her 
peace of mind. Some of both 
stemmed from a taunt. She was

vaguely familiar; far back in his 
catalogued memory, she was an 
image. He attempted an appearance 
of nonchalance and an easy grin.

“Can we help you, Miss . . 
He let it hang purposely.

“Weatherly,” the girl said quick­
ly. She came through the gate. 
The dark eyes became rooted on 
him. “Lucy Weatherly.”

“This is the Detective Division, 
Miss Weatherly,” he said, nodding. 
“I am Sergeant Pierce.” He forced 
the grin to remain alive over dis­
turbing curiosity. He had her with 
the name.

“I came here to . . .” She hesi­
tated. The dark eyes danced away 
in a moment of indecision, flashed 
back and held with fresh determi­
nation. “A desk sergeant down­
stairs said you might be able to 
help me.”

“Yes?” Pierce said patiently.
“It’s about . . . Peter Ambler.” 

Perfect white teeth caught her low­
er lip briefly, but the eyes remained 
steady. “At least the afternoon 
newspapers said Peter Ambler was 
his name. I knew him as Danny 
Sloan.”

Pierce was unable to stem the 
sudden tenseness of his muscles, 
but he managed to resist the mag­
netic impulse to flash looks at 
Gifford, Crocker and Anderson.

“What about Peter Ambler, Miss 
Weatherly?”
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“Well . . . I just don’t under­
stand.”

Pierce waited.
“I mean—Danny Sloan, Peter 

Ambler, College Boy—what the 
newspapers say he is . . . was 
. . .” She caught the lower lip 
again. “Please . . . I’m confused.”

“He was Peter Ambler and he 
was everything the newspapers 
said,” Pierce said, wishing he was 
on the sidelines and listening to 
Gifford or Anderson or any other 
detective.

The hurt appeared in her eyes, 
but it did not push out acceptance.

“How did you know Peter—er, 
Danny Sloan, Miss Weatherly?”

She met his look and he knew 
an even greater liking for her. “We 
dated.”

“Isn’t your father Arnold Weath­
erly?”

“Yes.”
"Was he acquainted with Am­

bler—Sloan?”
“No. Father and Danny never 

met.”
“By design?”
“I—don’t understand.”
“Perhaps you didn’t want them 

to meet, Miss Weatherly.”
Her eyes changed suddenly. 

Pierce didn’t like what he found 
there now. “It wasn’t that at all, 
Sergeant,” she said, clipping the 
words slightly. “Danny Sloan was 
not like the man described in the 

newspapers this afternoon. The 
only reason he and father did not 
meet was, my father is quite busy 
these days. He seldom is home for 
very long periods of time.”

“I believe he is about to an­
nounce that he will be a candidate 
for the U. S. Senate.”

“He is.”
“Would he have approved of 

Danny Sloan?”
“He would have.”
“Peter Ambler?”
“I—” She stopped. Her nostrils 

flared slightly. “No. Father would 
not have approved of Peter Am­
bler.” Her words were suddenly 
soft.

“I’m sorry things worked out 
this way for you, Miss Weatherly.”

“Thank you.”
She turned. Pierce remained si­

lent.
“Just a minute, Pierce.”
Lieutenant Gifford’s voice was 

hard and the muscles in his face 
were set when Pierce looked at 
him. “Perhaps there are some 
things Miss Weatherly can tell us 
about Ambler,” he said. His eyes 
rooted on her. “Understand, Miss 
Weatherly, two of our officers have 
been killed and we have reason to 
think Ambler knew about those 
murdered.”

“Yes,” she said, her voice just 
above a whisper.

Pierce boiled inside as he stared 
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at Gifford. The girl had reached 
him. No one in his right mind 
could possibly conceive that she 
would have any knowledge of Pe­
ter Ambler’s—Danny Sloan’s, or 
whatever you wanted to call him 
true self. No one could even thinly 
she might know anything about 
murder or gangland slayings or 
armed robbery. Yet here was Gif­
ford bulldozing into her as if she 
had been taken from a lineup of 
street girls.

Pierce swelled but managed to 
hold himself.

After all, the Lieutenant was be­
ing a police officer. He was inves­
tigating murder. Three murders.

They used the privacy of Gif­
ford’s office for the interrogation. 
His questions were polite but 
pointed, the questions of an expert 
at work. But, surprisingly, Lucy 
Weatherly was an expert, too. She 
refuted, fended and defended beau­
tifully. And Pierce found himself 
gradually slipping into the role of 
an entertained spectator as he re­
mained in the background and al­
lowed his initial irritation to fade 
before the tide of admiration for 
the foes. He was witnessing a 
classic in query and answer, a run­
ning conflict of clever mind against 
clever mind. And it was dusk be­
fore the foes backed off and sur­
veyed their opponents anew. Each 
had earned the respect of the oth­

er, and each saw the futility of 
continuance.

Gifford said, “I think that will 
be all, Miss Weatherly.”

“Please do not thinly, Lieuten­
ant,” she said calmly. “I do not 
wish to return.”

“That will be all, Miss Weather­
ly”

“Thank you.”
She stood, smoothed the gabar­

dine skirt across her hips, and left 
the office as if she were leaving a 
beauty salon.

Pierce went after her, expecting 
a sharp summons from Gifford. 
None came. “Miss Weatherly?”

“Yes?” She stood at the railing, 
half-turned.

“Do you have transportation?" 
“I came in a cab.”
He grinned. “Then I’ll give you 

a lift."
“It isn’t necessary, Sergeant"
Pierce opened the railing gate 

for her.
“More questions?” she asked.
“No questions,” he grinned.
She rode beside him in the front 

seat of his dented sedan as if it 
was natural for her to be there. 
Their conversation was idle and 
exploratory, and Pierce was con­
scious of her oblique inventory as 
he piloted the sedan expertly 
through the city traffic and into a 
residential district. The Weatherly 
home was a massive stone struc-
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ture in the dusk of evening, set far 
back from a quiet street on a sculp­
tured lawn. Pierce braked on the 
curving concrete drive behind a 
topdown sport convertible, and 
Lucy Weatherly left the sedan with 
an economy of movement.

She leaned in the open door. 
“Thank you, Sergeant,” she said 
with a genuine smile.

He sat stonefaced, suddenly grip­
ping the steering wheel hard, as a 
blonde boy who looked twenty 
came out of the stone house and 
ran down the front steps. The boy 
was neat in dark sports coat and 
slacks and white bucks. He danced 
between the front of the sedan and 
the back of the sports car with a 
lifted arm.

“Sis,” he said in greeting.
And then he was inside the con­

vertible and the motor came to 
life.

“What’s the matter, Sergeant?” 
Lucy Weatherly’s face was pleated 
with a frown.

“Your brother?” Pierce asked, 
bobbing his head toward the car 
that was moving away now.

“Bernie? Yes.”
“Good evening, Miss Weather­

ly”
She straightened slowly, shut the 

door of the sedan, and Pierce knew 
she was deeply troubled, but he did 
not have time for explanations 
now. Anyway, she wouldn’t like 
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the explanations if he gave them. 
He drove after the sports car.

He wasn’t sure that he actually 
had recognized the car. But he was 
sure about the youth. Bernard 
Weatherly had been one of the 
youths who had grabbed a suitcase 
from Nathan Moss in the train 
depot.

The car was not difficult to fol­
low, but Pierce was cautious. He 
was positive about Bernard Weath­
erly and the train station, yet the 
connection was difficult to accept. 
His mind churned. Bernard 
Weatherly was from a family of 
wealth and stature. Why would he 
hijack a man? Why would he 
steal? Why would he kill?

Had Bernard Weatherly killed?
Pierce was forced to admit he 

did not know which one of the 
two youths had fired the fatal shot.

His thoughts leaped to the now 
dead Peter Ambler. Bernard 
Weatherly’s association with Col­
lege Boy was easy—Lucy. Which, 
in turn, almost had to mean Ber­
nard had discovered who Peter 
Ambler really had been, and what 
he had been. And this meant Ber­
nard had hoodwinked his sister 
and probably the rest of his family, 
if Lucy Weatherly had told the 
truth during the squad-room in­
terrogation.

Pierce shook his head. He didn’t 
like the thoughts, the possibility
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that Lucy Weatherly may have lied 
to them.

Taillights on the convertible 
flashed. Pierce slowed the sedan 
and watched it turn through an 
iron gate. He braked at a curbing. 
He had a clear view over a thick 
hedge of a driveway and a sprawl­
ing redwood house. He watched 
Bernard Weatherly swing the car 
through a U turn in a large, vacant 
carport and stop. Another youth, 
also neatly attired, popped out of 
the house and jumped into the 
front seat of the small car beside 
Weatherly. The car shot down the 
drive, hit the street and turned 
away from Pierce.

He followed it across the city. 
If Weatherly and his companion 
knew they were being tailed, they 
were not concerned. They slowed, 
turned from the street into a park­
ing lot beside a cocktail lounge. 
Pierce eased his sedan into a slot 
at the curbing and sat watching 
the youths leave the lot to enter 
the lounge. He looked around. It 
was dark now, a hot night. He 
recognized the area of the city. It 
was on the edge of the warehouse 
district.

He went into the carpeted dim­
ness of the neat lounge. Business 
was slow and he saw his quarry 
immediately. They were in swivel 
chair-stools at the bar. He knew he 
should call into the squad room. 

On the other hand, he had not 
had a good look at Bernard 
Weatherly’s companion yet. And 
what if he were wrong about Ber­
nard?

He sat alone at a table near the 
street door and ordered a bourbon 
and water. He did not touch the 
drink as he inventoried the youths. 
Bernard’s companion was the right 
build, the same as the second youth 
at the train depot.

Pierce beckoned his waiter 
again. “Those two at the bar,” he 
said. “Do you know them?”

“Mr. Weatherly and Mr. Pos­
wold,” the waiter said crisply.

“How often do they come in 
here?”

“Nightly.”
“Tuesday night?”
The waiter hesitated. “No, now 

that you ask, they were not in last 
night.”

“I know the Weatherly boy. 
What about the other one? Pos- 
wold?”

The waiter was frowning now. 
“I don’t believe, sir, that I should 
say—"

Pierce identified himself and the 
waiter decided to become neutral. 
“Mr. Randy Poswold, sir. His fa­
ther is Judge Poswold, I believe.”

“Thanks.”
Pierce waved the waiter away 

and sat for a long time wrestling 
with his thoughts. Judge Poswold, 
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huh? He knew the jurist by repu­
tation.

He kept an eye on the waiter 
and noted with satisfaction the man 
remained away from other em­
ployees and from the youths at the 
bar. It was a good move on the 
waiter’s part. Communication 
with others would have called for 
immediate action from Pierce, and 
he was not yet ready to move in. 
He still had not had a good look 
at the Poswold youth.

Well, there was only one way to 
get that look.

He left his untouched drink and 
went to the bar. He knew an im­
mediate need for wariness as he 
met the direct looks of Bernard 
Weatherly and Randy Poswold. He 
wanted both.

“Hey . . .” Bernard Weatherly 
let it fade as he stiffened and 
stared hard at Pierce.

The detective knew the youth 
was struggling for recognition, 
was unsure. He attempted to keep 
him off-balance. “Sergeant Pierce. 
Central Police Headquarters.” He 
moved his hand. He was in posi­
tion to take out his gun quickly. 
And watching the eyes of the 
youths, some of the tension left 
him. Both had noted the move, 
both knew what it meant.

“My sister,” Bernard Weatherly 
breathed. “He was with my sis­
ter .. .” He let it trail off.

Randy Poswold was stone. His 
expression was black, his eyes glit­
tering with hardness, but he did 
not move. He said, “What do you 
want with us, copper?” He spoke 
almost without moving his lips.

Pierce bobbed his head toward 
the street door.

Neither youth moved.
Pierce stepped back, waited, 

ready for anything. Poswold 
turned on the swivel seat of the 
chair-stool, stood. Bernard Weath­
erly followed quickly. They 
walked side by side toward the 
street door. Pierce trailed them, his 
confidence swelling with each step. 
He’d cuff them outside, before 
they got into his sedan. He didn’t 
want to stir the other customers 
in the lounge.

Suddenly Poswold hunched, 
whirled and shot a fist straight 
into Pierce. The fist drove him 
back with a gasp of breath. Blows 
pounded his body. He heard oaths. 
He struggled to get his hand to 
his gun. And then a fist came up 
under his jaw and snapped back 
his head. He knew he was reel­
ing. He heard his own hoarse 
shout. His heels caught some­
thing. He sat down jarringly.

The room swirled, cleared 
quickly. He shook his head. The 
youths were not in sight. Hands 
caught his armpits. He struggled 
up, shrugged off the hands and 
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lunged toward the door unstead­
ily. He hit the sidewalk. The 
sports car bounced out of the park­
ing lot. Street traffic swerved and 
squealed. The car roared through 
a sharp turn in front of a careen­
ing police patrol car. And then 
the sound of a shot filled the night. 
Pierce heard the whine of the bul­
let, went down on the sidewalk and 
rolled. The wail of a siren started 
low, took on stature. And Pierce 
was on his feet again and racing 
to his sedan.

He drove through the spread 
traffic expertly, using the path 
cleared by the siren and flashing 
red light of the patrol car ahead of 
him. He heard what sounded like 
gun shots. The sounds came again. 
He saw the police car weave and 
shoot at an angle into the opposite 
lane of traffic to smash head-on 
into a parked car. He saw the back 
of the police car lift off the street 
and start to come around, then he 
was past the wreck and his eyes 
were glued on the taillights of a 
weaving convertible. It had slowed, 
seemed out of control.

When the body spilled from the 
driver’s side onto the street, he 
knew why.

It required all of his skill to miss 
the body. He used his brakes to 
start into a side skid. He cut the 
steering wheel at the final second. 
The back end of the sedan 

whipped back and he was skidding 
in the opposite direction, but he 
had managed to slide around the 
prostrate form. He eased off the 
accelerator, allowed the sedan to 
right itself, and then he shot after 
the sports car that now was wid­
ening the distance between them 
rapidly.

They roared into the warehouse 
district. Good. They had lost the 
benefit of a siren or red light to 
warn traffic now. They had 
weaved in and out crazily. But in 
the warehouse district, the traffic 
thinned abruptly and Pierce was 
able to concentrate on closing the 
distance between the two vehicles.

Suddenly he saw the convertible 
go into a turn and he shouted an 
involuntary warning. He knew the 
car would never navigate the in­
tersection corner at its speed. He 
saw the small car swing wide, hit 
the curbing, bounce, go up on the 
sidewalk and then into the skid.

And then he was past the inter­
section and sliding to a stop. He 
hadn’t even tried to make the same 
turn. It would have been suicide.

Rolling from the sedan, he stum­
bled, righted himself, drew his gun 
and raced back to the corner of the 
building. The sports car was fold­
ed around a street lamp pole, the 
pole seemingly protruding from 
the driver’s seat, but instead of the 
driver being limp inside the car,
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Pierce saw him pounding down 
the middle of the street, racing 
into the heavy shadows of the 
squat warehouses.

He shouted and ran after the 
fleeing figure. He did not know 
who he was chasing, Bernard 
Weatherly or Randy Poswold, but 
he knew now that he had a 
chance. In the auto chase he had 
been at a distinct disadvantage. 
The small car was faster than his 
sedan, maneuverable. In the hands 
of an expert, it could have lost 
him easily by using corner turns. 
But the driver had not been an ex­
pert, had not seized his advantage. 
And now the odds had narrowed 
considerably.

Pierce saw the youth turn a cor­
ner and disappear. He slowed, 
slammed into a brick wall. He had 
no desire to burst around that 
same corner and into a barrage of 
bullets. With his gun gripped in 
his right hand, he gasped for 
breath and eased his head out 
from the building. The street and 
sidewalks ahead were dark with 
shadows and vacant.

He stepped out from the protec­
tion of the building, stood silent. 
Nothing stirred in the shadows. 
He moved forward cautiously. His 
slow steps sounded unusually loud 
in the still, hot night. Sweat 
poured from his pores. He felt on 
fire. He stopped in stride when he 

saw the light. It came from a door 
that was wide and open, a vehicle 
door in one of the warehouses. 
Was the youth inside the ware­
house? Pierce knew he would be 
exposed to almost any kind of at­
tack when he stepped into the 
patch of light. He stood at its edge, 
breathing heavily, listening intent­
ly, but there were only the normal 
night sounds of the city.

He drew in a deep breath, held 
it, and stepped quickly into the 
warehouse, gun poised, ready for 
anything.

The warehouse seemed empty of 
humanity. That was odd. Had 
someone carelessly departed with­
out locking up? Or would he find 
men working in the far reaches of 
the large structure?

His eyes moved constantly. To 
his right and left were solid, 
stacked wooden crates. Straight 
ahead was a wide gap, wide 
enough to accommodate large 
trucks easily. There were no ve­
hicles in the building. He listened 
again for men at work. Nothing. 
He moved slowly into the build­
ing.

The hiss of indrawn breath was 
his warning.

Pierce hunched, whirled and 
took the blow on his shoulder. His 
gun flipped from his fingers and 
clattered against the concrete floor. 
He clutched futilely at the youth’s 
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shirt front as his knees came un­
hinged. The youth was armed. He 
brought the gun down on Pierce’s 
left wrist. Pierce sprawled on his 
hands and knees, knowing that 
Randy Poswold had come out 
from a hidden aisle behind the 
stacked crates.

All he could see now was the 
polished toes of Poswold’s shoes 
as Poswold let him hang there for 
a long time. Pierce blinked hard 
against the pain in his shoulder 
and wrist. His left arm was 
numbed. Scrambled thoughts 
whirled through his head. He re­
membered the body sprawled in 
the street. It had to be Bernard 
Weatherly. Was Weatherly dead? 
He remembered the hard glitter 
of Randy Poswold’s eyes when he 
had approached the two youths in 
the cocktail lounge. Now he saw 
that glitter as Death. And he re­
membered Sergeant Crockers' 
time-worn warning, “Never take a 
punk alone, Sergeant!”

Randy Poswold shuffled his feet. 
“Up.”

The command jerked at Pierce. 
He forced his head up slowly. 
Poswold stood about four feet 
away, ugly and taut with youthful 
ferocity.

Wasn’t there anyone else in the 
warehouse? Why didn’t they 
show?

“Up,” Poswold repeated loudly.
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“Take it easy, Randy.”
Poswold grinned and stepped 

forward as Pierce pushed back on 
his knees. Pierce saw the gun flash 
but he was unable to pull his face 
out of the way. The gun slashed 
against his mouth and the yell of 
protest was jammed back in his 
throat. He spilled back and then 
on his side. He could taste the 
blood through the blinding pain 
and he knew that one of his lips, 
perhaps both, had been split 
against his teeth.

“How do you like it, copper?” 
The words came from far away. 

Pierce shook his head, attempted 
to get the youth in focus.

“You coppers shouldn’t have 
killed Bernie.”

Pierce pushed up into a sitting 
position. Everything whirled. He 
moved his legs under his body, 
remained still. His head was clear­
ing slowly. Pain was taking over. 
His mouth felt swollen all out of 
proportion. He couldn’t feel his 
teeth with his tongue. Maybe those 
teeth were gone. But he didn’t re­
member spitting them.

“You shouldn’t have killed Ber­
nie!” Poswold repeated with ani­
mal shrillness.

Pierce got him in focus. He 
pushed up on his knees, planted 
a foot and stood slowly. He bobbed, 
but he could feel the strength flow­
ing back into his muscles.
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Poswold held the gun steady in 
his right hand. His mouth was 
wire-tight, his eyes narrowed and 
gleaming. Pierce saw his own gun 
on the concrete floor. It was ten 
feet away.

Suddenly Poswold’s lips thinned 
in a grin that wasn’t a grin at all. 
His eyes flicked to Pierce’s gun, 
came back. “You’re in a jam, huh, 
copper?”

“Are you going to kill me, Ran­
dy?”

“You damn right I’m going to 
kill you!”

“Just like you killed the others.”
“Just like you coppers killed 

Bernie.”
“You’ve already killed two po­

lice officers and College Boy. 
You’ve already—”

“Not Ambler!” Poswold was 
actually grinning now.

“You and Bernie and College 
Boy. The three of you. College Boy 
knew the money was coming into 
town with Nathan Moss. He set 
up you and Bernie. He had to cut 
you two in. Nathan Moss would 
recognize College Boy but not you 
two. He-”

Poswold opened his gun, looked 
in the chamber, snapped the gun 
together again, laughed deep in his 
throat. “One slug, copper. This is 
gonna be fun.” He leveled the gun 
on Pierce. “A little Russian rou­
lette, huh?”

It hit Pierce hard. He’d been 
stalling, attempting to gain an ad­
vantage.

He saw the gun quiver and he 
knew Poswold was squeezing the 
trigger.

The snap of the firing pin strik­
ing the empty chamber was loud 
in the stillness of the warehouse.

Pierce jerked reflexively.
Poswold laughed.
The gun quivered again.
And Pierce leaped. He shot a 

large fist into the megalomaniac’s 
face. The fist hit home with the 
second empty click of the gun and 
Poswold went back with a howl. 
Pierce followed with a looping up­
percut that struck Poswold’s wrist 
and brought his arm up. The gun 
left his fingers and sailed back 
over his shoulder. Pierce drove a 
right jab into the youth’s stomach 
and sent him down to the con­
crete with a looping left. He was 
over the groveling body quickly 
and wrenching Poswold’s wrists 
back to his spine. He whipped on 
the handcuffs and then he stood 
erect and spread-legged over the 
youth, taking in air with huge 
gulps.

He found a man in a sweat- 
stained shirt and pants and check­
ered cap gaping at him round­
eyed from fifty feet away.

The man was frightened and co­
operative. The warehouse door
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had been open because he had 
been expecting a delivery truck in 
to load. He had been working 
at the back of the building, had 
heard voices, had thought the ex­
pected truck had arrived, but had 
come up front to find Pierce 
smashing Poswold into the con­
crete.

Randy Poswold was sullen and 
silent. He refused to say more than 
to give his name and address and 
demand permission to telephone a 
lawyer. Sergeant Crocker suggest­
ed calling his father. The youth 
told Crocker to, “go to hell.”

Poswold was hustled downstairs 
and into a cell to cool, the ware­
house man was dismissed, and the 
newspaper boys were given their 
story.

Crocker fixed Pierce with a 
steady look. “How’re you feelin’?” 

“Like hell.”
“You look like hell. How many 

times have I told you never to 
take a punk alone?”

“I figured I could handle him,” 
“Sure.”
Even the night trick boys 

flinched under the sarcasm.
Pierce asked, “The Weatherlys 

know about their son?”
“Yeah.”
“How ’bout our boys?”
“One wounded, the other 

smashed up in the wreck, but both 
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will make it, Doc says. Speaking 
of docs, you’d better see one.”

“My wife will take care of me.” 
“Yeah,” Crocker grunted, and 

Pierce walked out of the squad 
room.

He found the night still hot, but 
he felt better inside. A job had 
been completed. He touched his 
swollen mouth with his finger­
tips, tasted new blood on the split 
in his upper lip. His shoulder was 
sore and his wrist ached. He drove 
slowly across town to the modest 
apartment. He was thinking about 
Lucy Weatherly and the shock of 
her brother’s death to her and the 
family. The man seated in the front 
room of his apartment caught him 
unprepared. The man held a gun 
on Nancy.

Pierce became rooted two steps 
inside the open door.

“Close it,”' Jerold Bishop said 
without looking at him.

Pierce kicked the door shut. 
“What’s with you, creep?”

“He’s been here almost thirty 
minutes,” Nancy said. “What hap­
pened to your mouth?”

She was calm, but slightly wide- 
eyed as she stared at him. She sat 
on a large footstool near an iron­
ing board. She was in shorts. The 
lone signs of tension were in the 
way she pressed her knees togeth­
er and clenched her fist on her 
thighs. Across the room the tele-
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vision set was turned off now, 
probably at Bishop’s demand, but 
Pierce knew that earlier his wife 
had been ironing in the front room 
so that she might also watch the 
video shows.

“I got the flash on the radio,” 
Bishop said.

Pierce attempted to hide his ig­
norance. “Yeah?”

Bishop shrugged without taking 
his eyes or gun from Nancy. “So I 
gotta have a way out of town. Fig­
ures?”

“Maybe.”
Bishop’s laugh was a grunt. “No 

cat and mouse, Sergeant, please. 
The Weatherly kid is dead, and 
you’ve got Randy Poswold in the 
clink. I know the punk. I’ve been 
dealing with him for a couple of 
years now, although, thinking 
back, I don’t know why. The kid 
always was potential trouble. But 
he came in with some good stuff 
to move. His stuff always had 
class. I don’t know where he got 
it. 1 never asked. It brought a 
good price, so I handled it. That 
was a mistake. I can see it now.”

Some of the jumbled thoughts 
began to straighten out in Pierce’s 
mind, but he stalled. “You fenced 
for him, eh, creep?”

“I never should have. He always 
smelled of trouble.”

“And then Courtney Klane hit 
the armored car and came to you 

to set up the money exchange.” 
“Fifty thousand is big dough,

Sergeant.”
“You needed a couple of guys to 

hit Nathan Moss, somebody Moss 
wouldn’t recognize. That’d be Pos­
wold and Weatherly.”

“Randy brought in Weatherly. I 
never saw the kid in my life until 
this setup.”

“Let’s see—their cut would be 
about five thousand.”

“Ten. They came high, but I 
couldn’t quibble. It had to be 
quick.”

“College Boy?”
Bishop flicked Pierce a glance, 

grinned. “A sucker. You and 
Crocker were pressing so I give 
him to you to keep you off my 
back.”

“And then killed him so he 
couldn’t talk.”

“College Boy always did have a 
big mouth when there was a 
squeeze.”

“But tonight we got Randy Pos­
wold.”

“Yeah. Let’s quit stalling, Ser­
geant. I know punks. They bleat. 
You know all of this, so let’s quit 
stalling. I gotta get out of town. 
Klane ain’t gonna like me now. 
Nor you guys. That’s where you 
and your doll come in. You’re gon­
na take me. I figure that by this 
time you boys have got the exits 
plugged, waiting for me to make 
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my move. Well, I’m making it— 
but with you and the doll. You 
two are gonna drive me out, nice 
and quiet-like. Get it?”

“Yeah.”
Bishop got out of the chair sud­

denly, fingered his hearing aid. 
“So let’s roll.”

The reflexiveness of domesticity 
never ceased to amaze Pierce, and 
all he could do was shake his head 
when his wife stood and said, 
“You’ll excuse me a moment, Mr. 
Bishop?”

She wet the tip of a forefinger 
and touched the bottom of the iron 
upended on the board. The iron 
sizzled. She gave Bishop a tiny 
smile. “See, the place could burn 
down while we are gone.”

“Yeah,” he grunted. He swung 
his gun on Pierce, kept it there.

Pierce saw his wife lean over the 
board and pull the cord from the 
wall plug. When she turned from 
the board, Bishop was profile to 
her. The movement was smooth. 
She swept up the hot iron as she 
took the step to join her husband. 
She brought the iron up and 
around fast. Bishop flinched, but 

she managed to slap the iron 
against his cheek. He howled. His 
gun boomed.

And then Pierce was on him, 
driving a fist deep into his stomach 
and catching the gun wrist. Pierce 
whirled, brought up his knee and 
smashed Bishop’s wrist down 
across his thigh. The gun flipped 
from his fingers. Bishop stiffened 
with another howl and when 
Pierce looked, he found Nancy 
pressing the flat of the iron against 
Bishop’s spine.

Pierce spun Bishop across the 
room and followed with his fist. 
Bishop went down on the carpet­
ing and Pierce was on him fast, 
cuffing him.

It was a long time before he 
looked up at Nancy. She stood 
slightly spread legged, the iron still 
clutched in her hand. She was half 
turned, staring at the new bullet 
hole in their plastered wall. She 
faced him. He shook his head in 
amazement. “You’re dangerous 
with that thing, love.”

She hefted the iron, held it aloft 
And then a grin spread over her 
face. “Remember that, darling.”

158 Alfred hitchcock’s mystery magazine



not AjubAfJubsL io
ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

IT IS IMPOSSIBLE TO KEEP ALL NEWSDEALERS SUPPLIED WITH ALFRED 
HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE AT ALL TIMES. IF YOU HAVE DIFFICULTY 
FINDING YOUR HITCHCOCK MAGAZINE EACH MONTH

(My. not AubAXJubsLl
YOU WILL ENJOY GETTING A CRISP CLEAN COPY DELIVERED TO YOUR DOOR 
EACH MONTH AND YOU CAN MAKE A SUBSTANTIAL SAVING IF YOU ORDER 
MORE THAN A ONE YEAR SUBSCRIPTION

Why. not AjmbjuJiibsL?
STANDARD SUBSCRIPTION RATES

ONE YEAR..............................12 issues................................$6.00
TWO YEARS..................24 issues.. ..... ................. $9.00
THREE YEARS............... 36 issues...................... $12.00

There is no additional charge for postage on subscriptions from countries outside the U.S.A, on 
orders submitted directly to ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE.

(c/Ay. not Aub&cJiiba. Tlow?
99

Make checks 
payable to 

ano mail to

Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine 
2441 Beach Court, Riviera Beach, 

Florida 33404

I am a subscriber, _ _
extend my subscription:—12[3 24Q 36Q issues 
This is a new order for:—12Q 24Q 36Q issues 
My remittance of $............ .. .is attached.

NAME __________ ____________________________ ___________ _

I ADDRESS _______________ ______ ... ... - ________________

I CITY STATE ZIP CODE—
8____________________________________________________________

159



Save 50% on Back Issues
Now that you have come to the last page of your Alfred Hitchcock’s 
Mystery Magazine we hope that you just can’t wait until the next issue 
is published. Every month thousands of people buy our magazine for 
the first time. Having liked what the old MASTER OF SUSPENSE has 
presented for their suspenseful reading pleasure they want more, and 
soon. So THIS IS WHAT WE HAVE TO OFFER:

While they last, we will send you postpaid FOUR RECENT BACK 
ISSUES for $1.00. All four issues will be in MINT FRESH, A-ONE- 
CONDITION.

A RETAIL VALUE OF $2.00. YOURS FOR ONLY $1.00

These back issues make a wonderful gift to a relative or friend in the 
Armed Services, a son or daughter away at camp, a person confined in 
a hospital. These four issues of Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine 
contain the equivalent of three to four regular hard cover editions, and 
at the very low price of only $1.00, postpaid anyplace on earth where 
mail service is maintained.

USE THE ORDER BLANK BELOW OR SEND YOUR ORDER ON 
YOUR OWN STATIONERY

ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 99 | 
2441 Beach Court Riviera Beach Florida, 33404 j
Please send me your special back issue offer of four recent issues for which I enclose $1.00 I

NAME ____________________________________________________________

ADDRESS |

CITY STATE ZIP CODE |

Make checks payable to Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine. ||
______ _ ____________________________________ ___________ I

160



(Continued from other side)

worth $31.50 in 
publishers' editions

TAKE a deep breath — get 
ready for ACTION - then 
■ plunge into these great, sus- 

■ pense-filled stories of mystery, 
■ intrigue, amazing detection! 
K You get six of Erle Stanley Gard- 
I ner’s best Perry Mason master- 
I pieces — in six full-size, hard- 
| bound books. Then you get a 
E seventh Perry Mason (his latest!) 
F— PLUS 2 MORE new mystery 

thrillers — in a big Triple Vol- 
- ume. These nine mysteries would 
k cost $31.50 in the publishers’ 
“““I original editions - but YOU

J get them ALL for $1.00 as your 
f introduction to the many ad- 
f vantages of membership in The 

m Detective Book Club.
r The Best NEW Mysteries - 

for LESS than 97# each!
Out of the 300 of more new 

detective books that come out 
every year, the Club selects the

very “cream of the crop" — 
by outstanding authors like 
Erle Stanley Gardner, Aga­
tha Christie, A. A. Fair, 
Mignon G. Eberhart, and 
John Creasey. All THESE 
and many other famous 
authors have had their 
books selected by the Club. 
Many are members them­
selves!

Club selections are ALL newly 
published books. As a member 
you get THREE of them com­
plete in one handsomely-bound 
Triple Volume (an $8.85 to $11.50 
value in publishers’ regular re­
tail editions) for only $2.89.

Take ONLY the books you want
You do NOT have to take a 

volume every month. You re­
ceive a free copy of the Club’s 
“Preview” which will fully de­
scribe all coming selections and 
you may reject any volume be­
fore or after receiving it. NO 
money in advance; NO member­
ship fees. You may cancel mem­
bership any time you please.

SEND NO MONEY 
Mail Postcard for 

ALL NINE Mysteries
Simply mail postcard prompt­

ly and we will send you at once 
the SEVEN Perry Mason thrill­
ers — PLUS the two other ex­
citing mystery hits — all de­
scribed on other side. However, 
this exceptional offer may never 
be repeated. So don’t risk dis­
appointment. Mail postcard AT 
ONCE to:

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L.I., New York 11576

SEND NO MONEY-JUST MAIL THIS POSTCARD 91-273

MAIL THIS 
POSTCARD

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB CU
Roslyn, L.I., New York 11576

Please enroll me as a member and send me at once the SIX full-length hard­
bound editions of Perry Mason thrillers, PLUS the brand-new 3-in-l-volume Club 
selection containing the latest Perry Mason and 2 other great mysteries. I enclose 
NO MONEY IN ADVANCE: within a week after receiving my books, I will either 
return them all and owe nothing, or keep ALL SEVEN volumes, containing NINE 
first-rate mystery stories, for the special new-member introductory price of ONLY 
$1.00 (plus a few cents mailing charge).

As a member. I am to receive advance descriptions of all future selections, but 
am not obligated to buy any. For each future Triple Volume I decide to keep, I will 

NOW

send you only $2.89 (plus a few cents mailing charges). I may reject any volume 
before or after I receive it, and I may cancel my membership at any time. (Books 
shipped in U.S.A, only.)

FOR YOUR 
NINE 

MYSTERIES
Name

(Please Print Plainly)

NO | Address................................................................................................................................................
POSTAGE |
NEEDED |

■ City...........................................................................State..............................Zone........................



World's No. 1

STANLEY GARDNER Fans and ALL Detective Story Lovers!
This Astonishing Offer Includes 7 PERRY MASON "Cases"!

Mystery Writer

in publ H>S

in publ.

$3S°
in publ

$35°
in publ.

$35°
in publ.

$350
in publ

$31.50 WORTH OF EXCITING NEW MYSTERIES ""JSS;"'

ALL YOURS FOR 
ONLY new member

6 Murder-Mystery-Suspense Thrillers!
O The Case of the 
PHANTOM FORTUNE

Perry is forced to defend 
himself against a charge 
of framing an attempted 
MURDER!

0 The Case of the 
DARING DIVORCEE

A suspected murder 
weapon disappears — 
and the D.A. threatens 
Perry with Sen Quentin!

© The Case of the \
AMOROUS AUNT y 

Lorraine Elmore swears 
she's innocent. But SHE 
has a motive: and ONLY 
SHE was a witness!

O The Case of the 
STEPDAUGHTER'S 

SECRET
Perry tells a wealthy 
client how to handle a 
blackmailer. And one 
way is to "KILL HIM!'

O The Case of the
g MISCHIEVOUS DOLL

When Perry openly de­
ceives a jury, the judge 
demands why — and 
Perry offers "NO EX­
PLANATION!”

O The Cose of the 
ICE-COLD HANDS

A $25,000.00 horse race 
payoff leads Perry to a

A petrf Masons

~ Postage
Will be Paid 1

hr 1 
Addressee

DEATH!

AND 2 MORE

F No
Postage Stamp 

Necessary
If Mailed in the 
United States j

$IO50
Value in

publishers
editions

The LATEST
PERRY MASON

Top-Flight Detective Sto­
ries in this big 500-page

“3-in-l” Volume

BUSINESS REPLY MAIL
First Class Permit No. 47 — Roslyn, N. Y.

Q The Case of the 
W HORRIFIED HEIRS
By Erle Stanley Gardner 
Perry's client only 
met Mrs. Trent once. 
But - SOMEONE 
WANTS TO MUR­
DER THEM BOTH!

IS THERE A TRAITOR 
Q IN THE HOUSE?

By Patricia McGerr 
Government agent 
Selena Mead is NOT 
the girl her would-be 
murderers THINK!

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. I.

New York 11576

0THE SHAPE OF FEAR 
By Hugh Pentecost 

Murray Cardew 
learns a secret about 
French terrorists — 
a "grave" error on 
his part!

(See other side)
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