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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

THE TARGET

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’
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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Luella had disappeared, and the
Sheriff evidently believed that Rail
had done away with her. Was she
hiding 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? Psychp-
paths did that sometimes. Or did
they? Frankie wasnt 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
ﬁ?”

“Maybe we can work something

out,” Frankie said evasively. “Tll
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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