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LOOKING INTO PEOPLE

Wife Killers,

Pops’ Predicament,

Kneaded Relief,

and Ole Casey Jones

BY AMRAM SCHEINFELD

Kneaded relief. If neurotic women
kneaded more dough for bread. they
might need less “dough” for psycho-
analysts. This yeasty idea rises from the
discovery by psychiatrist Maria Giwjorra
(University of Heidelberg) that knead-
ing and tossing around modeling wax
helped mentally disturbed women re-
lease their pent-up emotions and aggres-
sions and speeded up cures. Kneading
dough should be €qually effective for

letting off steam. (“So John won’t buy
me that mink stole?” Thump! Squoosh!
“The nerve of Mrs. Jones, telling people
I'm fat!” Gloob! Squoosh! Blump!)
Maybe that’s how grandma kept her
nerves steady.

Wife killers. Since the victims of
deranged murderers are most frequently
their wives, Dr. Albert A. Kurland
(Maryland) warns that whenever a men-
tally sick man has shown homicidal
tendencies, he should not be allowed to
go on liying with his wife until a psy-
chiatrist has fully explored and approved
the couple’s relationship. Dangerous fore-
warnings are the hushband’s growing hos-
tility to his wife, threats with weapons,
physical assaults, increasing alcoholism,
extreme jealousy, ideas of infidelity and
persecution, complaints about sex life,
and inability to talk things out. The sit-
uation can be brought to a disastrous
head if the wife berates her husband,
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" while picturing herself as blameless, and

threatens to leave him.

Woman-talk—man-talk. Notice
how a woman gets bored when she
listens very long to men talking? Or
how a man fidgets in a circle of women?
Psychoanalyst Theodor Reik says it’s be-
cause different languages are prescribed
for the two sexes everywhere, and the
words and phrases one sex uses make
the other uncomfortable. American ex-
amples: Only women may acceptably
call one another “honey” or “dearie,” or
say, “I could just scream!” “Isn’t that
adorable!” “I saw the darlingest shirt!”
etc. And only a man may properly say,
“Let’s chew the fat,” “He’s got no guts,”
“Guess I'm getting too big for my pants,”
“I’ll make him pay through the nose,”
etc. Even when men and women use the
same words—*“love,” “sex.” ‘baby,”
“dear”—the meanings may be different
and often cause misunderstandings, says
Dr. Reik.

Pops’ predicament. False notions
that fathers aren’t he-men if they’re
too loving, gentle, or kind are hurting
many American families, warns Dr. Leo
Bartemeier (Detroit). Children may
grow up warped if the father either acts
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stern and tough because he’s afraid to
be otherwise, or if he’s so soft and sweet
that they mistake this for weakness and
don’t respect him.

Respectable jags. If a female tem-
perance leader comes staggering to the
door, bleary-eyed and with a confused
smirk on her face, don’t suspect the
worst. Her condition may well be due
to something out of a bottle—not whisky,
however, but carbon tetrachloride fumes.
Dr. Harold Stevens and Dr. Francis M.
Forster (Georgetown University), re-
port that such cleaning-fluid poisoning
produces symptoms much like drunken-
ness. Taking calcium diminishes the se-
verity of this intoxication.

Sex and divoree. Sexual maladjust-
ment is given as the reason for seek-
ing divorce much more often by wives
(one in six) than by husbands (one in
ten), reports sociologist William M. Kep-
hart. In Philadelphia divorces with sex
grievances, husbands usually complain
that wives aren’t sexy enough; wives,
that husbands want too much sex or seek
“improper” relations. Wives find fault
sexually more frequently with second
husbands than with first husbands.
Among upper-level couples. sexual mal-
adjustment is cited in one in four di-
vorces; among laboring-class couples, in
one in ten.

“Mm!” Why do you say “Mm!” when
you like something or are deeply satis-
fied? Analyst Ralph R. Greenson (Bew
erly Hills, California), delving into his
patients’ subconscious, finds the “Mm!”
goes back to pleasurable memories of
suckling in infancy. It’s the sound a baby
makes with his lips around a nipple, the
only sound of pleasure possible with
closed lips. (Try it!) Though at first
infants may also say “Mm!” to express
discomfort, at about six months they
make the sound when contented or await-
ing satisfaction. and presently the re-
peated “Mm!” shapes into “Mama.” Dr.
Greenson notes that in many languages,
the word for mother has the “mm” sound.

Oh, nurse! Alas for male patients who
have ideas about their nurses. the popular
romantic picture of the gals in white
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you marry me, Alicia, or we stop seeing
one another.”

Now, consciously relaxing. leaning
back against the couch, she said, “All
right, Harry—"

He was a tall man, and lean. He had
a thin, secretive face, one which was
rarely surprised into betraying expres-
sion. He was a little white now, his
mouth a straight line. his very blue eyes
guarded. He said, reasonably. “You're
in love with me, yet you won't marry me
. .. or at least, you keep putting me off.
I don’t understand, Alicia.”

“I am in love with you. Harry. But you
aren’t the kind of man I want to marry.
I've been hoping that I was mistaken,
and that after all you were.”

He made a small gesture of impatience,
unusual for him.

“Suppose,” he suggested, “we analyze
this.”

“I’ve tried,” she said simply. “I can’t.”

e said, “You love me. and have told
H me so. I am not physically re-

pellent to you.” He smiled. “I
am four years your senior. Our back-
grounds are similar. We like the same
things, genesally speaking; that is. mu-
sic. books, theatre—although there are
variations in our personal selections. We
agree that living in the country has ad-
vantages which outweigh the disadvan-
tages. There are certain sports which in-
terest us both. On the practical side,
while I have not yet met your parents,
you believe they would approve of me
as mine approve of you. On my next trip
to the Coast I had planned to call upon
your people, Alicia. I am a little reac-
tionary; I would like to ask for. and ob-
tain, their approval. As far as finances
are concerned, I am sufficiently eligible;
in addition to my partnership in my
father’s law firm, I have a small inherited
income.”

Anger rose within her. reddened her
cheeks. She said. “We've gone over all
this before,” and leaned over to pick up
a cigarette. Mechanically, he moved over
to her to hold the flame of his lighter to
it, and she said, “Thank you.” also me-
chanically. Then she said. “You are so
logical, Harry, and so didactic. So.” she
added half to herself, “like Mr. Thomp-
son.”

There. She had said it. and he looked
at her in amazement.

“You say that as if it were—an in-
dictment. What’s the matter with Jason
Thompson?”

“Nothing,” Alicia admitted. “He’s a
fine man, as far as I can determine.
Also impersonal, just, and humorless.”

“I am like that?”

“Quite often. Not all the time.” She
thought, But in a discussion like this he
is just, didactic, impersonal, and with-
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out humor. Why isn’t he violent? Why
doesn’t he plead, storm, take me in his
arms? But no, he wouldn’t—not any
more than Mr. Thompson would in the
same situation.

He said, “I am trying to be just and
impersonal. I love you very much. I want
to marry you. Our relationship is unsat-
isfactory as it stands. A moment ago yvou
complained that I was logical. It isn't
easy to be logical about you. Alicia. Still,
I must be. I can't continue in this blow-
hot, blow-cold atmosphere.”

She felt the urge to tears pressing
against her throat and back of her eyes.
She swallowed hard and =aid faintly,
“That isn’t a very—romantic appeal.”

Now he sat down on the couch, at
the other end. He did not attempt to
touch her. He said slowly. “I could. you
know, break down your resistance, tem-
porarily. I could reach out for you.
Alicia. But I won’t. It wouldn’t be fair
to either of us. By tomorrow night we
would he quarreling again.” He looked
at her directly. “How do you know.” he
inquired. “how romantic any man is?
Or do you judge only by the surface
manifestations?” He shrugged his shoul-
ders. “Isn’t your attitude somewhat ado-
lescent?” he inquired.

She was twenty-seven years old. For
five years—ever since her parents had
retired to California—she had been
wholly on her own. She was moderately
realistic, she told herself. Of course she
dreamed; what girl did not? Naturally,
she was moved by the verities, tender-
ness, the excitement of love. the world
about her. people. ideas. But to be
called adolescent!

She said hotly, “Is it adolescent to
want more than you. apparently, are
capable of giving me?”

“How do yvou know what I'm capable
of giving?” he demanded.

and steadied it. After a while she
said bluntly. “You could become
like Jason Thompson.”

His face was blank. Then he laughed.
“That’s a reason?”

‘$Yes-1,

He said. “You don’t mean that as flat-
tery, yet it is. I would give my right arm
to be like Thompson.”

“That’s what I thought.” she said.

“And you don’t like it—or him? Yet.”
he said. puzzled. “you are in love with
me.”

“Physically.” she said. “from the first
moment. And I admire you and respect
vou, just as I admire and respect Mr.
Thompson.” She looked up with some
defiance. “A great many secrctaries
would like to marry the boss. or some-
one like him. The last man I want to
marry is anyone like Jason Thompson.

She felt her mouth tremble a little,

And you are like him, Harry; you even
have the same sort of concentrated, con-
secrated drive in your work. although
voure a lawyer and he's a writer. It
frightens me,” she said, low.

He said, after a minute, “All right,
Alicia. If you change your mind, you
know where to find me. I don’t fall in
love easily.”

She said. with the spark of anger
which had sustained her during the past
minutes, “You’ll get over it. Harry.”

“I daresay.” he agreed casually. “Peo-
ple usually do. But it will take a long
time.”

He rose and moved to stand over her.
Looking down, he said, “I love you,
Alicia.”

The door closed presently. Alicia put
her hands over her face. After a mo-
ment she began to cry. . ..

n the office next day. Mr. Jason
I Thompson spoke to his secretary

with his habitual impersonal con-
cern. He asked, “Is something troubling
you. Miss Warren?”

He noticed when she had a cold or a
headache. or when she seemed de-
pressed. He noticed these small matters
whether the person was Alicia or the
elevator man. He was kind and cool;
he learned what the difficulty was. and,
if he could assist in any way. he did so
in the interest of efficiency. If he couldn’t.
he let it go at that.

For the first time in the six years of
their association Alicia permitted herself
an informality. She answered truthfully,
“My—TI suppose you’d say—young man
and I have come to the parting of the
ways.”

Mr. Thompson smiled slightly. He
said. “You mean young Haines? I'm
sorry. I like the little I have seen of him.
A pleasant. clever young man. I know his
father. as it happens. A sound man,
Haines. I judge his son to be. as the
cliché goes. a chip off the old block. But
at your age. Miss Warren. a parting of
the ways need not be a tragedy . . . nor,”
he added. “permanent, at any age.”

She said. “I’m sorry to have intruded
my personal upsets. Mr. Thompson. And
I'll be all right.” She smiled. fleetingly,
and looked at the desk clock. “It is al-
most time for lunch.” she told him.

Thompson was a man of unvarying
habit. He belonged to one good and,
Alicia imagined. stuffy club. He walked
there for lunch. leaving the small office
at twelve-fifteen promptly. He walked
back. arriving at two. He walked to work
—to and from his house in the East
Sixties in any weather. He dined at six-
thirty sharp when he was in town and
at home. When he went on trips, he
flew. leaving minutely detailed instruc-
tions as to where he could be reached.



He was a free-lance writer of analyiica!
political articles for certain magazines
and for years had written a daily col-
umn for a conservative metropolitan
newspaper. The column was syndicated.
Now and then he lectured in various parts
of the country. He was considered the
dean of all the men in his profession.

licia lunched alone. She had a good
Amany friends but today was not in
the mood for companionship,
male or female. She had, this morning,
accepted a dinner invitation from a per-
sonable young man. He was in advertis-
ing. and the dynamic, ulcer type. She
had known and liked him for some years.
He had called her at the apartment, early,
as Mr. Thompson did not encourage per-
~onal calls at the office.

“I haven’t seen you around,” said the
caller. “Are you still too involved with
voung Abraham Lincoln to have dinner
with me tonight? 1 just got back to town;
I've been in Hollywood. It’s dying on
the vine but still fabulous. Want to hear
about it, or are you. as has been rumored,
out of circulation?”

She’d like to hear. Jim would take her
to an elegant saloon for dinner, to a more
elegant one later for dancing. No, she
said, she was not involved, nor out of cir-
culation, and. much as it hurt her vanity,
she was free that evening.

During her meal. Alicia wondered with
whom Jason was lunching, if anyone.
He had no professional appointment, she
knew. She kept his appointment book
and also his checkbook. That was part of
her job. Thompson did not sign his
checks. After the first few months, he
had given her power of attorney. She
paid all his bills. his servants—a good
elderly couple—his taxes, and allocated
his budgeted charities. There was noth-
ing she did not know about his finances.
He earned a good deal, and—like Harry

-also had an inherited income. Alicia
did not know whether this was from his
parents or his late wife.

She thought about her employer be-
cause she did not wish to think of Harry
Haines. She thought of his appearance,
<o unlike Harry's, Thompson was of me-
dium height. always meticulously dressed.
He had a shock of white hair and the
only cold-brown eyes she had ever seen.
He wore a small mustache. which hid
his mouth. He had fine hands and teeth
and a spare figure. His daily exercise
and caution in eating and drinking took
care of that.

He took a month off in the summer,
and during that month Alicia was also on
vacation. He went to a place in the moun-
tains. where. he told her. he had gone for
many years. He did not actively engage
in any sport and was. she thought,
wholly uninterested z—zn as a spectator.

He read a great deal, rarely fiction. He
enjoyed radio, opera, concerts, but ab-
horred television and ballet and rarely
went to the movies.

She shivered. She could no more live
in intimacy with a man like Jason Thomp-
son than she could have lived with his
antithesis, a gross, vulgar man. She
would dry up; she would freeze to death
once the early years had passed. She
thought of children. She liked children.
and she and Harry had discussed the
possibility of having them. He had ad-
vocated a careful. planned interval he-
fore the first “so that we will have time
together.” and between the first and the
second. Three children. he had xaid. four
at the most. It hadn’t been her idea. She
wanted children, but not planned like
a travel-agency trip to Europe.

Walking back to the office. Alicia was
conscious of the emptiness within herself
which had nothing to do with lunch. She
felt suspended in a vacuum. She thought,
I could call Harry before Mr. T. gets
back.

No. What was there to say? Only one
statement would bring him to the apart-
ment tonight—and cancel her engage-
ment with Jim. “I’ve changed my mind.”
But she had not, and would not. despite
the emptiness, the longing. the surge of
conflicting and fatiguing emotions.

A week later, Mr. Thompson. return-
ing from a trip to Washington, did
something unusual. He complained of
not feeling up to par. He rarely men-
tioned anything as personal as his state
of health to his confidential secretary. On
that day. he walked home forty minutes
earlier than was his custom: and during
that night. in his sleep. he died.

pon hearing the news. it was impos-
l sible not to feel extreme shock.

To die alone, Alicia thought. how
terrible, how sad!

His housekeeper, Mrs. Lane. tearfully
telephoned her. And Alicia. stunned.
called Mr. Dixon. the banker. at the pre-
breakfast hour.

He =aid. “Mrs. Lane called me.” He
added. in a bewildered sort of way. “And
vet. I can't believe it. . . .”

Alicia said. “I can’t either.”

Dixon said. “You knew he had no rela-
tives? I have just talked with Evan Pen-
fold. . . . ’'m afraid a great deal will
devolve upon you. Miss Warren . . . the
notices to the papers, the biography. . . .
I'll meet you at the office at nine-thirty.
if that is agreeable to vou. and we will
discuss this further.” He added. again.
“I can’t believe it.” and then. “I am
aware that this must be a great shock.
Miss Warren. You—we all—will miss
him <o much.”

Yes. you missed a man. whether or not
vou had been close to or fond of him.

When she went into the office at nine
o’clock and looked around, it seemed
another place. Something had gone from
it. an atmosphere perhaps. She went to
Thompson’s desk and looked at it. It was
big and orderly. There were no pictures
on it. and on the walls of his private
office. only one painting, that of uniden-
tified mountains.

hen Mr. Dixon arrived. it was

s‘/ with the lawyer Evan Penfold.

He motioned to the private ofhce.

and Alicia went in. followed by the two

men. Mr. Penfold took a legal document

from his brief case. He said, “This is

Mr. Thompson’s will.” He glanced at

Alicia. He added. “The contents may
come as a surprize to you.”

They did.

Alicia and Dixon had been made exec-
utors. In reference to Alicia, Mr. Thomp-
son had made the usual alternate provi-
sions in case she were, as the term goes,
“incapable.” or did not wish to undertake
the task. He had added, “However, as
there is no one who understands my
affairs as intimately as Alicia G. Warren,
I hope she will consent to my request.”

In addition. “in consideration of her
competent. faithful services during the
last six years.” he had left her twenty-
five thousand dollars, tax free.

She found it difficult to speak. She
stammered something. anything. It was
not the sum of money; it was the fact
that he had thought of her.

There were many bequests: to Pen-
fold. to Dixon. to a woman named Mrs.
Mary Allen. resident in Florida—this
was a considerable sum, something over
thirty thousand—to charities, and to the
church he attended. He had left his
housekeeper and her husband a generous
annuity. and sums in varying amounts
to the people who had served him in the
office building. And also “to my late
wife’s niece. Frances Lord of Brookdale,
New York, the sum of fifty thousand dol-
lars. her aunt’s jewelry now in my safe-
deposit box. and in trust for her children,
the rexidue of the estate.”

Alicia had never heard of Mary Allen:
she had known of Mrs, Lord. for Jason
Thompson had written her pleasant prosy
letters regularly once a week. They were
answered. Alicia assumed. but the replies
must have gone to the house; she had
never seen them: he did not bring Mrs.
Lord’s letters to the office, merely dic-
tated the replies.

Late in the morning it was agreed that
Mr. Penfold and Mr. Dixon would make
the funeral arrangements, as clearly
stipulated in the will. the services to be
held at the church of which Mr. Thomp-
son was a member. and burial with his
wife in the plot he owned in Westchester.

It was also agreed that Alicia should
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undertake the business of going through
his personal papers. She had the combi-
nation of the office safe. At the proper
time, she and Mr. Dixon would present
themselves at the bank for the opening of
the safe-deposit box. The executors had
been instructed to sell the stock con-
tained therein.

Later. after talking to the newspaper
people and supplying the bones of biog-
raphy—birthplace, schooling. marriage.
the date of his wife’s death. achievements.
memberships. and the like—and finding
a picture taken ten years ago and think-
ing that he had changed very little,
Alicia. exhausted. taxied home.

Harry_phoned half an hour later. He
said he’d called her earlier. There was
no answer. and so he’d called the office
just now. News of Thompson’s death had
been on the radio. of course.

“I'm sorry.” he said heavily. “Alicia,
is there anything I can do?”

“Nothing.” che <aid. and thanked him.

“The services are private?”

“Yes. he wanted it that way; just a
very few people.”

There was a silence. She had an over-
whelming desire to weep. to implore him
to come immediately. But that was be-
cause of shock. fatigue. and because she
had heard his voice—he had one of the
pleasantest voices she had ever heard,
very much like Jason Thompson's, she
thought.

She said. “Thank you. Harry.” and
hung up.

Alicia was very busy for the next few
days. When she went to the house. Mrs.
Lane fussed over her. and brought her
tea in the library. Alicia had often been
in the library. a quiet room, with many
books. The only picture she had ever
seen of Mrs. Thompson hung there. It
was a portrait of a pretty young woman.
with a radiance of expression caught—or
manufactured—by an excellent artist.

worked alone at night. was unclut-

tered. There were no letters in it;
there was nothing but stationery. check-
books. and in a filing section of the desk.
canceled checks.

Alicia looked at these and the check-
books in astonishment. This was not the
bank at which he kept what she had
believed were his only accounts. a cur-
rent aceount. a special account for taxes.
another for gifts. She thought incredu-
lously. But iwchat did he deposit?

Plenty. according to the yellow state-
ments. also neatly filed. And then she
recalled what she considered Thompson’s
sole and inexplicable eccentricity. the
withdrawal of rather large sums of cash
monthly from the other bank.

She began looking through the checks.
The name of Mary Allen was constantly
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Thnmpson's library desk. where he

on these. Here were six years of check-
books and canceled checks. She began
to search methodically. Every month for
six years—and how many more?—he had
sent this woman a check for a consider-
able sum.

What occurred to her was natural
enough, yet she could not bring herself
to believe it. Since his wife’s death?
Perhaps before his wife’s death. Yet the
woman lived in Florida, and Jason had
never, to Alicia’s knowledge, been to
Florida. But why not? He went off oc-
casionally on unexplained travels and
lecture trips. There are planes to Florida.

She thought. How little we know any-
one. She was amazed to discern within
herself the stirring of distaste, disappoint-
ment, as though this man had failed. even
hurt, her.

All the checks she found were made
out to people of whom she had never
heard. No, that wasn’t true. William
Jones. He was the older of the daytime
elevator men. Five hundred. one check
read. And another. drawn three years
ago, for three hundred.

Sometimes there was a little pencil
mark on a check. and underneath it the
word, “Paid.” also in pencil.

ment and pulled out the checkbook

for that year to see whether some
pattern would emerge. The checks—
sometimes to men, sometimes to women—
varied in amounts from one hundred to
a thousand dollars or more. They had
been loans, she deduced. or why would
they have that notation? In every instance
she found the matching deposit. She
thought. Thousands of dollars, lent to
people I have never heard of!

She thought of his gifts to organized
charities, ranging from five to one hun-
dred dollars. never less nor more. Each
year a certain sum was deposited in the
gift account. It covered charity. Christ-
mas largesse. the sending of flowers and
such to occasional hostesses. the meticu-
lous remembrance of a few birthdays. of
Mrs. Lord and her family. It varied very
little.

Now she stared down at the checkbonk.
She thought. But why?

The answer came. unbidden. He had
not let his left hand know what his right
hand was doing.

All very well. but what about Mary
Allen?

She had a letter from her, a day or
so later.

“Dear Miss Warren.” wrote Mrs. Allen.
“I have heard from Jason Thompson’s
lawyer and have written him. but I want
to write you. too. Jason often spoke to
me about you. He said you were such a
fine girl: he liked you very much. Per-
haps you don’t remember writing to me

She experienced a mounting excite-

for him. a couple of years ago, when he
had bursitis and could not write himself.
It was when my son was in an accident.
I have two children, a boy and a girl.
My husband was a newspaperman; he
and Jason worked together for some
time, though Peter was much younger.
He died of pneumonia ten years ago. In
a way, he sort of left us to Jason. I saw
a good deal of Jason and Frances when
I was first married. And after Peter died.
Jason came to see us every year.

“There wasn’t much money, just a
little insurance; Peter was never a
money-maker nor a saver. I went to work.
of course. but it didn’t quite cover. Be-
cause of Jason, I am able to own this
little house and have put the children
through college. He was the kindest. most
understanding man I’'ve ever known. I
know how fond he was of Peter. and
also of me. It was not easy to accept so
much, yet I would have hurt him greatly
if I hadn’t. In a way we were all the
family he had after Frances died—except
for her niece.

“I shall miss him terribly. I wish you
would write to me now and then; in a
way it would be as though I were still
in touch. There is no one else to whom
I can write and say how grateful we
are and always have been and how much
we loved him. . ..”

Alicia put the letter aside. She would
keep it. she decided, in case either Dixon
or Penfold said anything. But they
wouldn’t, she thought humbly; perhaps
they knew him. I didn’t, she told herself.
I’'m just learning to. . . .

She went on learning in the days that
followed: William Jones, for instance.
with the tears streaming down his dark
face. stood beside her desk at the office.
He said, “If it wasn’t for Mr. Thompson.
my wife would have died—and that other
time when we stood to lose the house.”

ifts. Loans. The letters poured in:
G“I don’t know who I should write
to now. But it was in the news-
paper about your being at the funeral
and his secretary.” Or “Mr. Thompson
spoke to me about you” or “Once you
wrote me when Mr. Thompson was sick.”
All these people. from every station in
life. men. women. old. and young whom
he had helped. not only with money!
“If it hadn’t been for Jason Thomp-
son.” wrote a young man whose first
novel had been an enormous success. “I
wouldn’t have had the guts to quit a job
I hated and stake myself. with my sav-
ings. and write. I used to go to see him
at his home. He was very patient with
me. I took up a lot of his time. He said.
“Unless vou are happy in your work. it’s
no good. If you don’t take a gamble
when you are young. you never will.””
She went with the lawyer and the
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had sheltered him through three such
happy years. But only at first. For the
past two years it had no longer been a
treasuring of the past that kept him a
solitary householder in a village of young
and growing families. Now it was hope
for the future—a need to be near the
woman with whom he had fallen in love
and whom he hoped to marry.

He packed his pipe and spread his
newspaper. He had his routine. When he
finished his pipe and the news, he would
turn to the crossword. He would no
more than glance at his seat mate, no
matter who he was, and never, if he could
help it, talk with him. It was his com-
muter’s code of privacy.

“May I share this with you, Bruce?”

Trainor looked up. Frank McKensie
was standing in the aisle beside him.
McKensie was tall and sandy-haired, a
man in his early thirties, as was Trainor.
His eyes stayed on Trainor with a pecul-
iar intensity. Trainor had known him for
three years, but the two were not firm
friends. He often met McKensie and his
attractive wife, Anne, at social affairs at
the golf club, and he and Anne McKensie
were active in the town’s Theatre Group.
He had also, on occasion, visited the
McKensie home for dinner and cocktails
and bridge. But he did not particularly
like Frank McKensie. There was an odd
reserve about him that no one could
penetrate. It seemed a shield for some
deep-rooted and unexplained resentment.

McKensie waited. There was, of course,
nothing Trainor could do. “Sit down,
Frank,” he said. “Glad to have you.” And
he turned to his paper again.

he train pulled out of the station.

I Trainor could not be unaware of

the sharp, nervous movements of the

man beside him, nor of the quickness of
his breathing.

“Bruce?”

Trainor did not turn. “Yes?”

“I’ve got to talk, Bruce. Do you mind
very much?”

Trainor looked at him then, and no-
ticed his flushed cheeks, the tightness of
his lips, and the fear in his eves. “Is
something wrong?” he asked.

“Something may be terribly wrong
soon,” McKensie said.

Reluctantly, Trainor put aside his
paper. “If there’s anything I can do—"

“I’m frightened!” McKensie said tense-
ly. “I'm scared to death, Bruce.”

Trainor stared at him. McKensie put
his two hands over his face, his fingers
pressing hard into his forehead until the
knuckles showed white. He moaned soft-
ly. Trainor stirred uncomfortably. He
wished McKensie had found some other
seat and some other friend.

“Anne’s not home,” McKensie went on,
his voice muffled behind his hands. “Her
sister in Florida has a new baby. Anne
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is going to stay with her for another two
weeks. That’s what makes it so dangerous.
I'll be alone in that house.”

Trainor studied him carefully. “If you
feel you're going to be sick—"

“I'm already sick,” McKensie broke
in. He still talked through his hands.
“It’s a horrible sickness, Bruce.” He low-
ered his hands then and turned to
Trainor, and there was a terror in his
eyes such as Trainor had not seen since
his combat days in the war. *“Just before
I got on this train.” McKensie went on
slowly, “I had two drinks.”

Trainor frowned. He remembered he
had never seen McKensie take a drink
either at the club or at his home.

“I must be crazy! I don’t know

why I did it. I'd sold this man a
large policy, and he wanted to buy me a
drink. So I had two. And now it’s started.
That fire’s burning inside me again.” He
shook his head. “People like you can’t
know what it’s like.”

“How long has it been?”

“Five years. It was before we moved
to Harrison. We’ve never talked about it.
It was all behind us. It was finished and
done with. I had it licked. I was just a
man who never took a drink. There was
no need to explain why.”

“Was it bad that first time?”

McKensie’s face twisted. “As bad as
anything you've ever heard or read. It
got so I was having a water glassful
before breakfast. I had built up my own
small business in New Jersey. It went,
of course. And Anne’s money went with
it. But worst of all was what I did to
Anne. The way I hurt and humiliated
her.” His voice became a whisper. “There
were times when I struck her,” he said.

Anger showed in Trainor’s eyes. “But
she stayed with you?”

“She stayed. She was wonderful. And
now, when she’s so confident and sure of
me, if it’s starting again—if I do it to
her a second time—"

“You can’t!” Trainor broke in.

“Can’t I? You don’t know. You don’t
know what the fire’s like.” He put his
hand on Trainor’s arm. “You've been to
my home. You know I have that cabinet
in the living room. I keep it well stocked.
Anne and I entertain a lot. We always
serve drinks to our friends.” His hold on
Trainor’s arm tightened. “I’ll be there
alone tonight.,” he said. “If I don’t stay
away from that liquor cabinet—"

“You’ve got to make yourself.stay away
from it!” Trainor said angrily.

“Bruce, come home with me!” McKen-
sie said, and his voice trembled with
urgency. “You'’re free. You have no one
waiting for you. No one to explain to.”

“But I don’t know how to help,”
Trainor protested. “I've never—"

“Just being with me will help,” McKen-

« !fter all this time!” McKensie said.

sie said. “Just talking to me.” He watched
Trainor frown and shake his head. “If I
can only see it through tonight, I think
I’ll be all right tomorrow.” His voice rose
pleadingly. “I can make it, Bruce, if
you'll help me. I've made it for five years,
until today.”

Trainor sat thinking for a long time.
Then he said, “I have my car parked at
the station. We'll go in that.”

“And you’'ll stay with me?” McKensie
asked eagerly. “All night, if you have to?”

“I’ll stay with you.”

They finished the train ride without
speaking. At the Harrison station, McKen-
sie, with Trainor close behind him, was
the first off the train.

Trainor drove to McKensie’s home and
parked in the drive. He followed McKen-
sie into the house, and McKensie switched
on the hall light and then the light in
the living room. Trainor saw his glance
go swiftly to the cabinet in the corner.

“Is there a lock on that thing?”

“I’'ve never needed a lock,” McKensie
said. “Not until tonight.”

“I can pour the stuff down the drain
if that’ll end it.”

“It wouldn’t end it,” McKensie said.
“It’s no good that way. It has to be there
where I'm free to get it. I've got to lick
it that way. If I don’t, it'll be the same
in the morning.”

“Is there food in the house?” Trainor
asked.

“There’s cold meat in the refrigerator.
You eat it, Bruce. I can’t.”

“You need some dinner.”

“I'd choke on it.”

“Coffee, then,” Trainor said. “Come
with me.”

They went together to the kitchen.
Trainor took the cold beef from the re-
frigerator. He prepared the coffee and
put it on the stove. McKensie sat at the
table in the dining alcove. He put his
elbows on it and rested his head in his
cupped hands. The coffee bubbled in the
percolator. There was no other sound.

“Please don’t leave me alone, Bruce.”

“You have my word.”

“You don’t know what it’s like.”

“I’m learning.”

“If you knew, you’d understand. You
wouldn’t leave me.”

“I promise you, I won’t.”

“It’s on account of Anne mostly. I used
to hate myself so afterwards. She mustn’t
go through it again.”

“I know,” Trainor said.

cKensie drank three cups of black
M coffee. They went back to the liv-
ing room. McKensie sat facing the
cabinet. His eyes stayed on it fixedly.
“How about a shower and then bed?”
McKensie laughed harshly. “Bed,
Bruce?” he said. “The way I am now
nothing on earth could keep me in a bed.”
Trainor pointed to the record player.




































undone, sulking somewhere in the mind’s
cave, still formless but waiting to spring
forth with dripping fangs? . . . To forget
is something that a damage-control of-
ficer—especially a junior dewy from col-
lege and recently married—cannot per-
mit himself. What had he forgotten? He
ate a little faster, intending to get back
to the damage-contro] center and take a
quick reading of the dials on its walls,
his masters.

But before he could finish. the squawk
box. the voice of the ship. cleared its
raucous throat with a bosun’s piping
whistle. A second later, in all the scores
of compartments of the Schenectady, his
name was uttered, flatly, neutrally, dis-
interestedly, but with a precise insist-
ence.

“Now, Mr. Storck.” said the voice, “lay
uy to the open bridge.” A short pause
followed, during which three or four
sailors who knew him glanced upward
from their huddled positions to see
whether he had gotten the word. “Mr.
Storck.” repeated the box. and was still.

Chucking his ice cream into a recep-
tacle and wiping his mouth with a hand-
kerchief. Adrian made for the nearest
ladder. He emerged on the deck near a
five-inch-gun mount. with the blue sea.
glinting and alive. streaming past. fling-
ing its white tassels. Taking to the out-
side ladders for speed. he hurried up-
ward and in a moment was facing
Commander T. Thurston Cawley. exec of
the Schenectady.

« ow much do you know. Storck.”
H inquired Commander Cawley im-
mediately, “about vice?”

“Maybe he means advice,” thought
Adrian hopefully. “Maybe the chap-
lain . . .”

But the expression on the commander’s
muscular face seemed to suggest that he
did not mean “advice.” He was a short,
forceful man in his early forties. with
black hair parted exactly in the middle.
His eyes conveyed that sense of hold but
unavoidable experiment which the ver-
satile alumni of the U.S. Naval Academy
can never quite suppress when assigning
peculiar duties to ordinary. campus-
trained mariners.

Just behind Commander Cawley. an
intuitive signalman. his head on one side
as if lost in meditation. languidly spelled
out in wigwag the letters V-I-C-E. then
let his long, tattooed wrists droop in help-
less sympathy.

“The captain,” said Commander Caw-
ley. “is taking Gaffney over to Port
Lyautey tomorrow to plan the drone-
shoot with the admiral. So you pull Gaff-
ney’s shore patrol. Ever had similar duty
before?”

“Nao, sir,” said Lieutenant Storck.

“Ever meet a foreign chief of police?”

“Yes, sir.”
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“Where?"” said Cawley, perking up.

“Canada. I was speeding.”

Cawley lost his cheer. “Ever see the
inside of a cat house?”

“No, sir.”

“Know what one is?”

“Yes, sir.”

The eyes of Commander Cawley wan-
dered to the watery horizon. where three
destroyers were bucking along with wet
decks. the gray jai-alai scoops of their
radar rotating merrily. “In a cruiser,”
said Commander Cawley delicately. “a
junior officer tries everything. Now, Gaff-
ney pulled shore patrol in Oran and
Genoa. Go alongside him and ask him
to pass you the word about Tangier.”

Adrian caught up with Lieutenant

Gaffney, a mustang of forty, known
throughout the Schenectady for his
worldliness. Gaffney was watching a
novice gunner shine the joints of a brassy
shell tray in the automatic hoists. The
hoists inside the turret were flying up
and down. opening and closing their
giant jaws like yawning frankfurter
rolls. Gaffney. watching the gun’s breech
clanging open and shut like a guillotine,
was unaware of Adrian until he touched
his shoulders. Then Gaffney stopped the
pandemonium and remarked, “Hi, Sul-
tan.”

“I wish somebody else could take Tan-
gier.” said Adrian. “I'd gladly swap
Tangier for Palma. say. or Lisbon.”

“Why?” said Gaffney. wiping his
hands. “Tangier has character.” He
looked up abruptly and winked.

“Yes, but my wife is flying down from
Villa to meet me. What'll she say?”

Gaffney looked at him with the wary
wisdom of twenty-two years below decks,
the easy vigilance of chief petty officers,
supple backbone of the navy. “Stow your
bride,” he said mildly. “in a clean hotel
way back of the beach.” He meditated
upon his own remark. found nothing to
add. nodded. and started the multiple
arms of his guns at their clanging calis-
thenics.

Tangier rose slowly out of the sea. a
hill scattered with white blocks against
the grayish-green of the African coast.
From afar it seemed low. primitive. and
Phoenician. a crude stone-and-leather
hinge for the Gates of Hercules. And
then. before Adrian's eves. Tangier be-
gan growing up. What he took at first to
be small white houses on a limestone cliff
grew taller and clearer. until he grad-
ually realized that Tangier was a modern
city. He was comforted by the height of
the apartment houses. seven or eight
stories of flower boxes and terrace suites.
a sort of Miami or Telegraph Hill trans-
planted into Morocco.

What disturbed him. however. was the
voice of the crew. They, too, were watch-

Inside the No. 2 eight-inch turret,

ing Tangier, from the walkways above
the three-inch turrets, from the signal
bridge, from the hangar-deck hatchtop
where the gray helicopter rested astern
like a ruminant grasshopper. And wher-
ever they conversed and wherever they
stared. it had nothing to do with the
Tangier of the white apartment houses.
They pointed instead at a tumble of
cracked brown houses just above the
water front. where crows and hawks were
circling, driving away the white sea gulls.
And the name of what they were looking
at was what they kept saying: Casbah.

The Swedish special director of water-
front police and his Lebanese assistant
spread out both maps of Tangier on a
scarred table, the U.S. Navy’s map and
their own. The Swede turned to Adrian.
“Your radio message,” he said. “asked
for playing fields. Here.” he pointed to
his own map. “is a field of fine green
grass for baseball. Mark it on your map.
please.”

Adrian penciled “softball” on his map.

“And here is our best beach, La Balné-
aire. Shark nets. shallow place for non-
swimmers, segregated bathhouses tor
both sexes. sun-bathing under supervi-
sion. soft drinks at exposed prices. Mark
it, please.”

Adrian obeyed. writing. “Balnéaire, all
precautions.”

“We also reserved another field for
touch football.” said the Swede. “al-
though I do not know that game.” He
stood up. “Every recreational facility of
Tangier.,” he said. “is at your disposal.
We have every confidence that the Sixth
Fleet will live up to its fine record in the
past. Speed limit is twenty miles per
hour. For what I have not covered—as.
for example, our diversions after dark—
let me hand you to my deputy. Major
Shukri Hamsoun.” The Swede gave Adri-
an’s palm a clean. athletic wrench.
walked out to his Jaguar, and was driven
away.

ajor Hamsoun was a corpulent,
M fiftyish I.ebanese with large un-

derstanding eyes. In a shy voice.
he said, “We admire your desire to en-
courage games. That is good. But. if you
will excuse a personal question. was it
also necessary to bring your wife? Are
both necessary?”

“This duty was dropped on me.” ex-
plained Adrian. “My wife was already
under way from Villefranche to Tan-
gier.”

“I see.” said Major Hamsoun. “Your
responsibility is doubled. while your op-
portunity is halved.” With a sympathetic
shake of his head. he put his little finger
in his ear and wrung it around like a
watchman’s key. then wiped it off with
a red silk handkerchief. “I wonder.,” he
said. “whether your sailors will be satis-
fied to enjoy themselves by running






thin. but she broadened it with lipstick.
Before they married. when she was work-
ing, she had usually worn very simple
blue or black tailored suits. feeling more
like him that way. Even after three
months at the staff colony at Villefranche
as a bride. she hadn’t yet gone over to
the frilliness of a navy wife.

“What duty is it this time?” she asked.
“How come you could get off the ship to
meet me?”

“It’s this.” said Adrian. taking out the
brassard and motioning for her to put
it on his arm. “SP stands for 'shore pa-
trol.””

“Shore patrol in Tangier.” she said.
“Why. that’s not bad. is it? In a way
that’s very nice of them. when I'm here
and all.” Having clasped the brassard,
she put her arm through his. “I'm going
to have fun.” <he said. “watching you
lead all those sailors through the mu-
seums and the mosques and things. Tan-
gier—| remember this from what the air
hostess said—is on the city site of an-
other free city of Roman times called
Tingis, of Pheenician and Greek origin.
Tangier was captured by Vandals. Arabs,
Spaniards. and Portuguese. and then in
1662 became British. Then in 1684 the
British left it 10 the Moors. . . .”

“This is the hotel. darling.” he said,
opening the cab’s door.

hile Kitty was showering at the
SK/ Rembrandt. he phoned to Major

Hamsoun and met him at the Café
Normandie. The major had been working
on the navy’s map of Tangier. and it was
a far more practical map now. Inked on
it were “La Paloma.” “Piccadilly,”
“Black Cat.” “Vesuvio.” “Le Tambour,”
“Select,” “Club Caresse.” and several
others. all ringed inside a big balloon
which the major. in his lacy French hand,
had titled “Casbah.”

“What are those places, cabarets?”
asked Adrian.

“If you show this map to your wife,”
said Major Hamsoun, ‘““cabarets is a good
name to call them.”

They got into the grayv navy pickup
and drove down along the water front
until they came to a staircase called the
Escalier des Muses.

“At these stairs.” said Major Ham-
soun, “you must meet the sailors. The
Cashah people will see that they get this
far.”

“Nothing deing.” said Adrian firmly.
“We've got to haul them in closer than
that. Our watches have got to be sta-
tioned wav up high in those dirty little
alleys. right outside those—uh—caba-
rets.”

“But how can you take this truck up
there?” ohjected Major Hamsoun. “If
they are angry. if thev attack your truck.
how can vou turn it around and escape?
The streets are too narrow.”
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“What can they take from a guarded
truck?”

“The tires! The battery! Cushions!
Lights!”

“Who will?”

Major Hamsoun looked at the ground,
in a strange access of shyness. His voice
was low. but had a certain guilty local
pride. “Those naughty hoys of the Cas-
bah,” he murmured.

made a quick reconnaissance out-

side the sprawling complex of an-
cient houses. He played tourist. keep-
ing his brassard in his pocket. The more
he saw, the more convinced he became
that the major was right. The pickup was
useless.

The early liberty party—the tamest
and smallest—was due to hit the beach
at one o’clock. just after noon mess call.
He had already arranged for his shore
patrol—twelve rated men and an ensign
—to reach shore on the preceding launch.
Working his way through the water-front
wareliouses about noon. he saw the cap-
tain’s gig. golden brass and bright white
canvas. come racing in on a hig bhow
wave. He ducked into a doorway until.
with relief. he saw the captain driven off
in the big black limousine of the Amer-
ican minister.

Not far behind came the crew launch
with the shore patrol. Far out. on the
cruiser. he could see the first liherty
party mustering at the ladder. then filing
down. He hoped they had cameras.
“Cameras.” he had heen told by Lieu-
tenant Gaffney, “are almost as good as
wives to keep a man safe on liberty. This
navy needs a cheap night camera for
late liberties.”

Sandy-haired Ensign Loomis. his single
stripe looking very thin on his slight
shoulders. came up the stone stairs out
of the launch and handed him a note
from Commander Cawley. “This basic
detail ought to meet your needs till sun-
set,” the note read. “For the late liberty
you will receive twelve men with clubs
and a chief for every seventy-five liberty
passes.”

“And he said.” Ensign Loomis added,
“that he expected to issue up to three
hundred passes tonight. You'll be com-
manding fifty-two men. right there.”

They walked around to the office of a
small fishermen’s union, where the heach
guard had been set up to run the launch
service. with a portable radio on the
Schenectady’s frequency.

“You look worried,” ventured Loomis.

“This Cashah,” said Adrian. “It’s like
trying to patrol a piece of cheese a mile
square for mice. Look at it.”

Loomis cast his innocent eyes upward
at the tangle of roofs. Not far above the
oozy Escalier des Muses, on the third
floor of a shaky-looking house, a metallic

! lone, using the improved map. Adrian

green curtain was slowly pulled aside by
a careful white arm. A small young face
framed in a coppery halo of hair ap-
peared at the window, and a hand waved
at them.

“Without this
back.” said Loomis.

Somewhere bevond the front row of
tired houses. a piano began to play. It
broke off. Then it began again at the
same place as before, playing exactly
the same tune. It was an automatic piano.
and someone had fed it the first coin of
the day. The Casbah was open.

“Come on, I'll show you vour stations,”
said Adrian, map in hand. The sailors
followed him docilely up the Escalier
des Muses, tapping the parapet with their
clubs and stepping over the descending
scum.

brassard, I'd wave

Adrian entered their room at the

Rembrandt. Last shoots of sunlight
were striping the floor. Kitty was sitting
at a pink dressing table, combing her
long, obedient brown hair. “A lot of
Tangier you’ve shown me.”

“It’s still hardly six o’clock,” said
Adrian. “I phoned. but the desk said you
were napping. Come on. Buy you a
drink.”

“Don’t want a drink.” she said. “Want
to be taken to the Cashah.”

He threw open the curtains. Across the
city. from the Casbah’s dark, crumpled
edge. over the hill to the family bunga-
lows of the suburb “California.” Tangier
was lighting up. Light broke from elec-
tric signs over banks, travel companies.
restaurants. and auto salesrooms—the
places where Europe’s tax fugitives spent
their surpluses. Only the Casbah. un-
mended. introspective, brooded in its own
twilight. a blob of lost shadows between
the bright jewel case of the upper town
and the lonely, steady blink of the break-
water’s sentinel down by the sleeping
harbor.

By scanning the ragged rooftops of
the Casbah. however, Adrian perceived
two or three rosy. irregular glows. as of
hidden fires. deep in the slitted streets.
Was it the Jolly Boys coming to life. or
the Silver Slipper, or the Andalusia? He
started to break out his map to identify
the cabarets. Then he changed his mind
and folded it up. Kitty was a thorough
girl. and if she saw the map. she might
insist on seeing every cabaret in the
Cashah.

Perhaps, he thought suddenly. the best
time for me to take her down there is
right now. Get her sight-seeing over early.
before the boys get vine leaves in their
hair. Walk her fast both ways. down to the
Casbah and back again. Bring her back
tired; buy a good wine for dinner. and
get her off to bed. Then hurry back to the
beach and try to lock on to the late

uFine husband,” said Kitty. when



liberty party before they overwhelmed
l.oomis,

‘The phone huzzed by his bed. He an-
<wered “Yes?”

*Is that Lieu-tenant Storck, of dem-
mage controlle?” said a female voice,
persuasive and inquisitive at once.

“This is Lieutenant Storck,” he said
neutrally.

“Ah. good. Here is Josette Buhari—
Jusette, you know me?”

“I’'m afraid I haven’t the honor,” he
-aid. Kitty was listening with both ears.
her rhythm of combing falling to dead
slow.

*“Then can you descend, please? I have
~umething to tell you.”

Kitty, he saw over his shoulder, had
turned fully around and was watching
him. She lifted her brush and did a sin-
«le measured, vigilant stroke.

“Why. Mrs. Storck is here—we’re just
coing out—I’m not sure—"

A burst of laughter washed through
the phone like an opened faucet.

“This is beezness only. not for flirt,”
said the voice. “I am Josette Buhari, Jo-
«ette of the New Moulin Rouge. . . .
Don’t be ’fraid. . . . Come down. . . .
Bring Madame. . . . It is only beez
ness, . . -"

A masculine voice cut in—the grave
organ tones of Major Hamsoun. “Come
down, lieutenant.” said the deep voice.
“To help you. I will come upstairs and
explain to your madame that it is all
right.”

By hurrying, Adrian managed to meet
the major on the mezzanine. The major
put his fingers on his lips and drew him
back into a corner.

“Josette,” he whispered, pointing
downward. “is the most important, the
richest woman in the Casbah. Or in Tan-
gier. Or in Morocco.” His eyes rolled
round and round. white and brown by
turns. “She owns hotels, here, in Rabat,
in Algiers. In Casablanca two radio
«tores and a beauty shop. In the moun-
tains of the Rif. half a mine. At Bizerte,
an ice company. . . . Be careful. Buy
nothing. Sign nothing. Make no deposits.
My cousin is a lawyer.” He squeezed
\drian’s arm and raced on upstairs.

drian checked his tie and shoes,
A then sauntered down, his cap
straight. Only one woman was in
the lobby. She was about forty and still
Jim, therefore not wholly Moroccan. She
had the complexion of a speckled peach,
but her eyes were as black as the Atlas
at twilight. She was dressed in clothes
deliberately chosen heyond her age: it
was the clothes that were fortyish. not
«<he. Thick-soled Majorcan shoes cheated
her ankles. The diamond on her forefin-
ger was twenty times the size of Kitty’s
engagement ring, and all her fingernails
were purple.

“Are you still here?” she said. “Why
not down in the Cashah, like Mister
Loomi=. persecuting us?”

“Nobody is persecuting anybody,” said
Adrian flatly, measuring her. “We have
cur orders. that’s all.”

She said nothing. Direct rebuttal was
too trivial for her. “I am Josette Buhari,”
she said.

“Yes, ma’am. I caught the name the
first time.”

“Whose husiness you are ruining.” She
paused again. then allowed herself a
short smile. “I came to ask you for
mercy.”

“Did Major Hamsoun bring you up
here?” asked Adrian coolly.

“Major Hamsoun told me only where,”
said Josette. “I came for myself. Who
sent me was my own girls.” She held
up her hand. violet fingernails outward.
“Alaya—Michelle—Zeppa—and Popi—
Teresa—Raquel.” She looked him square
in the eye. “Isabhella,” she said accusing-
ly, “menaces me that she will leave and
go back to Zaragoza. She weeps. Some-
times she even embroiders.”

embroiders,” said Adrian. “We still

have our orders. Here they are.”
He unrolled the SP brassard and dangled
it before her.

“Very well,” said Josette. “Ruin us,
then. But at least do so like Americans.
Come and visit my New Moulin Rouge.”

“I'm afraid that wouldn’t solve any-
thing.”

Her eyes gleamed. “But of course it
would. Explain. Explain to my nice,
clean. sweet girls why you will not let
them entertain their friends.” The out-
rage was too great for her; she closed
her eyes. then opened them slowly again.
“You. You have done it. You explain.”

“I'll explain nothing, Mme. Buhari,”
said Adrian crisply. “Some day you may
have a chance to look at a little book we
put out entitled Shore Patrol Manual.
You'll find the doctrine explained there.”

“What does it say?”

It explains that we don’t allow per-
sonnel to patronize—to frequent—uh.
that is—places—areas of entertainment,
they mean. .. .”

Josette refused to help him. then re-
lented. “Cabarets,” she mocked. She drew
off a little. lifting her head, her thin
nostrils dilating. “Whatever these so ter-
rible places are. you should come and
see them. And why not begin with the
best, the oldest, the New Moulin Rouge?”
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“My car is outside,” she said. “You
see how we are desperate.” she smiled
faintly. “to obtain a single customer.”

After all. he thought. why not? This
lull was actually the best time for a
scouting mission. while the men of the
early liberty were eating in restaurants

“I can’t help it if Isabella weeps or

with their cameras around their necks,
and the main mob had not yet hit the
beach.

“Well—"

“Come now,” said Josette. getting up.
“Major Hamsoun, of course, has told you
everything there is about the Cashah.
But he is a policeman, and I am not.
Perhaps I know—a little more?”

e looked at his watch. Just time
H to check the New Moulin Rouge,

race down to the beach guard
and find out whether any drunks had
come in yet, go back and get Kitty and
maybe the major, run them through the
Cashah with the major as Kitty’s escort
if Commander Cawley pulled a surprise
inspection. rush. Kitty back to the Rem-
brandt, feed her and send her to bed
worn-out. and then hustle down again to
the Casbah for the real work of national
defense.

Josette was drawing on her long
gloves. “I could speak to your wife by
telephone,” she suggested. “Talking to
wives, I know how.”

“Not on your life,” said Adrian quick-
ly. He walked over to the house phone
and rang the room. Kitty answered.

“I’'m having a drink here with Major
Hamsoun,” she said, unexpectedly cheer-
ful. “When are you joining us?”

“I've got to rush off on an errand,
darling,” he said. “I'm sorry. It won’t
be over an hour. The major knows about
it. He’ll tell you. Let me have him, will
you, darling?” When the major’s deep
growl reached him, Adrian said, “Look,
Mme. Buhari wants me to go down and
check her place. She seems to have
worked up some sort of grievance.”

“The entire Casbah.” bayed the major,
“has a grievance. It is like war for the
Communists, indivisible.”

“I see what you mean.” said Adrian.

“They have one evening to make a six
months’ profit.” said the major in the
tones of a Wagnerian basso. “You are
taking that evening away from them. Can
they sue an admiral ?”

“Well, now, major.” said Adrian
soothingly, “I'm sure it isn’t that bad.
We want to meet them halfway. After
all, there’s a question of local good will,
too. isn’t there?”

“Good will in everything.” said the
major icily. “Suppose you cultivate your
own. Meanwhile let me accompany Mrs.
Storck on the evening pasco. We shall
walk from the Grand Socco to the Me-
dina. Everyhody will see us. Everybody
will talk. Nobody—I say nohody—must
see you cultivating good will. So. nobody
will talk about you, everybody ahout me.
Is it good?”

“Perfect,” chirruped Adrian. “Can
Mrs. Hamsoun join us for dinner?”

“I am not married,” said Major Ham-
soun, very distinctly.

57



Josette was driving one of those small
British cars, neat and black. She took the
wheel purposefully, and Adrian slipped
in beside her. Her musky perfume filled
the car. He could almost feel it soaking
into his uniform. Kitty would be sure to
notice it.

She drove in a long loop around the
upper or landward side of the Casbah,
the part he thought was impossible. By
backing and turning at the corners of the
slanting alleys, as Josette demonstrated,
it was possible to penetrate deep into the
cobbled passages.

studded Arab door. leading to a

medieval camel corral. From some-
where near by came the whine of a juke
box. playing either Saharan or hillbilly
music, too mixed up with the echoes from
alleys to be distinguishable. Josette
beeped. A small boy appeared bhetween
the broken blinds on the second story.
then disappeared. In a moment. he
tugged open the big door and Josette
drove in. Josette produced a small flash-
light. Clouded in her perfume. Adrian
followed her through three doors and
two passages. Then they emerged on an-
other alley and almost fell upon two
white hats of the shore patrol. Like two
white towels hanging on a rack. they
were standing outside Josette’s place.
balancing their clubs. Above their heads.
a neon showed “New™ in green. then
“Moulin Rouge” in red. then “New
Moulin Rouge” in both colors.

When the sailors turned around. they
looked rumpled. They straightened their
neckerchiefs and saluted. One sailor had
a yéllow stain on his shoulder.

“What’s that?” Adrian asked.

“Egg.” <aid the sailor. “Lucky it
wasn’t a flowerpot. They don’t like us
stationed like this. putting a crimp in
their business.”

“Any men get past you vet. inside?”
asked Adrian.

The sailors looked at each other. “Not
unless'n we missed him, sir.” said the
tall one. “Mostly they stop engines down
the bottom of the alley. When they look
up. they see us. They see the channel’s
mined. so they just keep on cruisin"—
somewhere else.”

“Yes. somewhere else.” said a voice
behind them. It was Josette. She was
standing at the top of the stairs of the
New Moulin Rouge. “She’s hoisting
storm signals. lieutenant.” whispered one
sailor. Her face. as she stood there, re-
minded Adrian of Judith Anderson in a
Greek play he had once seen.

“0Of course they go somewhere else.”
said Josette in a voice corded with anger.
“And when you come in. lieutenant. I
will tell you where!” She turned and
stalked inside. and a moment later the
alley was filled with the sound of girls’
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Finally, they faced a broad. nail-

voices, beseeching her, arguing, grieving.

Adrian turned to the sailors.

“I’'m going to phone our office on the
water front, from inside,” he said. “I'll
try to get relief so that you two can
go and eat.”

“But we can't go. I just read the
blinker on the ship: ‘Liberty boats away.’
That mob will hit the beach any minute.
Maybe”—the taller sailor looked at the
swinging doors—“we could grab ourself
something inside. I mean to eat, only.”

At a second-floor window, the heads of
four girls were profiled, their chins rest-
ing on their little hands as they listened.
Adrian hesitated.

“A sandwich and a quick beer, say,”
said the shorty.

“Eat it just inside the door.” wheedled
the tall one. “That way we could club
any wise guv the minute he gets his
head in.”

hat Josette’s proposition would
SK/ be, Adrian had no idea. Of one

thing he was sure: he didn’t want
what she said to become part of the scuttle-
butt of the Schenectady. An edged insult
from a woman—especially a woman like
Mme. Buhari—could follow an officer
through years of the navy. Turret Talk,
the ship monthly. would pick it up. An
insclt could grow into an anecdote. then
into a legend. perhaps perpetuated in
some ugly nickname. Nobody with a
really hairy nickname. somehow, ever
becomes an admiral.

“Stay out here till I pass you the
word.” he blurted. and went up the stairs
two at a time.

From the bar. a girl in a clinging silver
dress smiled at him as he barged in.
Josette had disappeared. but the efforts
she had made to get ready for the Sche-
nectady were all around him. The lights
were suffused in red till the place was
as dim as the corridors of the cruiser
with her standing lights on. You sure
know how to dark-adap* vour ship, Jo-
sette, thought Adrian. Paper garlands
swung in loops from the lights. On the
mirror behind the bar. a wavering hand
had scrawled “Welcome. dear ship-
mates.”

Five or six girls—not the ones who
had been leaning out the upstairs win-
dows—were scattered at the tables. read-
ing French and Spanish comic books.
They looked at him and smiled. more
shyly than he expected.

“Now then. lieutenant.” said Josette’s
voice. He turned and saw her. parting
the hanging beads of a doorway marked
“pIRECTION.” She had changed into black
silk. ankle length. Her arms were bare
and beautiful. her shoulders naked and
ripe. “Sit down.” she said. edging into
a table. To the silvery girl at the bar she
said. “Bring the lieutenant a tomato
juice. For me. a Cinzano.”

They sat down and faced each other,
cool eyes meeting. “You never drink on
duty, I believe,” she opened.

“Glad I don’t have to fight you on
that point.,” he said.

She took her drink and raised it. They
drank. “And your wife is waiting for
you at the Rembrandt.” He said noth-
ing. “She is really your wife, isn’t she?”

“She is.” He offered her a cigarette,
which she took.

“That leaves me.” said Josette. “with
only one kind of offer I could make you.
And being American,” she smiled wryly.
“you are—What is the expression—out
of my briquet.”

“Bracket.”

“Bracket.” She smoked a little. “So
you are inaccessible. The Americans are
like their country: closed to us.”

“It is a pity.” said Adrian. “we killed
ofl all the poor Americans. First the In-
dians, then the poor.”

“I never like joking about money.”
said Mme. Buhari. stirring and lifting
her white shoulders. “Look around you.
You see an investment. all for one night.
Even that bar girl’s gown. it is hired. For
one night. Tonight. How can you force
mc to waste it?”

He sipped the tomato juice. “What do
you expect me to do?”

“Let us begin by looking at your map.”
she said evenly.

He reached for his cap. removed the
map and unfolded it on the table. I
like your hair.” she said. as if to her-
self. “So short.” Abruptly she pulled the
map over to her side of the table and
looked hard at it. “Very complete.”

“Thanks to Major Hamsoun.” he said.

“He has found you all the obvious
places.” she said. “Every place he has
named you has a neon light. He has
saved you twenty-four hours. But ...”

“But what?”

“But you do not have the nameless
places.” She held her cigarette aside and
leaned forward through the smoke. “You
de not have the filthy little places. with
the filthy little girls who come to Tan-
gier only for this evening.”

“For instance?”

er forefinger with its purple nail
H fell on the map. “Here. around
the back of Le Tambour. is the
locale of a Sudanese expelled from
Tripoli. Nine girls. Not nice girls.” Her
finger flew across three alleyways and
tapped again. “And here is the very re-
spectable calle of the mosque. And here.
opposite the side door. is the apartment
of a Swiss who was expelled from the
Legion because of his pursuits. Under
him. four girls. Not a nice Swiss. Not
nice girls.”
“Excuse me.” said Adrian. He picked
up the map and went to the phone on the
wall. He threw the silvery bar girl two



pesetas, and she flicked a switch under
the bar. With his free hand he found
the number in the book of L’Association
Libre des Pecheurs de I'Afrique du Nord,
and dialed it. Loomis answered, “Gosh,
where are you, Mr. Storck? 1 was just
sending out a detail to find you.”

“Well, cancel it,” said Adrian. “Listen,
are the liberty parties on the beach yet?”

“They sure are,” said Loomis. “In and
gone. We couldn’t hold 'em. They took
off like white Leghorns after corn, up
the hill and into the Casbah. And say,
your wife called.”

“What’d she want?”

“Said she was tired of waiting for you,
and so was Major Hamsoun. Wanted to
know where to meet you in the Casbah.”

drian gulped. He had a feeling

A things were getting away from

him. “Loomis? Now listen. Send

out those new patrols. And listen, here

are two new stations for their maps. Got

yours and a pencil? All right: from the
back door of the Tambour—"

“We didn’t know it had a back door!”

“Look inside the front and you’'ll prob-
ably find sailors pouring in the back.
Listen: from back door of Tambour, take
a course southwest, turning right rudder
after forty yards. Look for a Sudanese.”

“What's his neon say?" asked Loomis.

“No neon, no name. Now second sta-
tion: from the mosque’s side door, bear
165 degrees 2 lengths, then orbit around
till you find a Swiss with four girls. Not
nice girls.”

“Got it. And your wife?”

“I'm calling her now. And Loomis,
tell the new patrols that the minute they
see a man wobbling, give him a slip.
Cancel his liberty, and tell his liberty
partner to get him back to the beach.
If those girls get him inside those houses,
he’s lost to us until morning. If the pa-
trols are lax. put ’em on report and send
’em back to the ship.” Loomis grunted
the affirmative of the cornered.

Adrian hung up. feeling someone close
behind him. He turned and found his face
near Josette's. “For favors, do you ever
say thank you?” she said.

“I'm sorry.” he said. “Thank you for
the addresses. Maybe I can return the
favor someday when you'd like to see
Newport or Norfolk.”

Then he faced the bar and got a
shock. The two sailors had slipped in-

side. Under the presiding eye of the bar -

girl. they were eating corned-heef sand-
wiches smeared with ketchup and drink-
ing big beakers of tomato juice. At a
distance of a yard from them. and clos-
ing fast, were a blonde in flaring red.
probably Italian, and a little blue corn-
flower job with a horsetail hairdo and
flat shoes, a Cannes type.

“Who authorized you men to enter
that door?” demanded Adrian.

“She did,” said the bigger sailor, chaw-
ing and nodding toward Josette. “We're
all friends, ain’t we?”

Adrian swung around on Josette.
“Mme. Buhari, | give the orders to my
men,” he said.

Josette came softly toward him. “Soyez
raisonnable,” she said under her breath.
“They have been standing lonely in that
alley since three this afternoon. Until
they saw you come in, they were trés
corrects.”

“All right,” he said. He turned back
to the sailors. “You two are relieved of
duty. Go back to the ship. Send me up
two new men.”

“You going to put us on report?”

“Just for a sandwich, sir?”

“No,” said Adrian. “Just turn in your
clubs and brassards. Shove off.” They
saluted and were gone.

Josette drifted nearer. Something dif-
ferent had come into her manner. “Is
there a misunderstanding between us?”
she said clearly.

“Don’t know what you mean,” said
Adrian, looking for his cap.

“We had an agreement, I thought,” she
said distinctly. “You and I. A deal.”

“Deal?” He tried to make her sound
insolent by sounding indignant himself,
and almost brought it off. Not quite,
though.

of-one-syllable tone. “exactly where

the Sudanese and the Swiss are.
And, of course, I was not surprised
that you sent patrols there. What sur-
prised me was your second order to those
men. Once you have taken away a patrol
from my place. and once you have seen
how the Moulin is respectable, yourself,”
she looked down swiftly, then up again,
“I do not expect you to restore the guard
on me again.”

“Then you are dead wrong. Mme. Bu-
hari,” said Adrian, as quickly and dryly
as possible. “In ten minutes, the relief
patrol will be here. You are off limits.”

“To remain how long?”

“Until a half hour after midnight, the
end of liberty.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “Ah.” she said.
No more. but her eyes never left him.
She added something in Arabic. too. but
not to anybody that he could see. For
a second. nobody moved. Then the girls
faded back toward their tables and sank
there as softly as ballet dancers. Two
nearer the staircase started upstairs. It
seemed very quiet. Adrian had a feeling
it was time to shove off. He held out his
hand to Josette. “Thanks again, Mme.
Buhari.” he said.

She parted the curtains under the sign
“pIRECTION.” “Before you go.” she said,
“I have something more for your map.”
To the bar girl she said. “Bring the lieu-
tenant a fresh tomato juice.” It seemed

u]: told you.” said Josette in a words-

a pity to disappoint her a second time,
and Adrian followed her inside.

after his eyes opened like eggshells,

was Kitty. She was still combing her
hair, but this time she was wearing her
traveling suit. She was packed. too.

He sat up in bed and found he
was in pajamas. “Whuh—who’s—what
time’s it?”

Kitty came to the side of the bed.
“Come on,” she said. “I've got to make
my plane again.” His eyes were roaming
the room. “Here,” she said, holding up
a garment, “I sent to the ship for an.
other uniform. The one from last night
is being steamed. What’s that woman use
on herself, Channel Crossing?”

“HowdI...? Who brought me...?”
He found his watch. “Say!”

“From eight o’clock to midnight, not
a word from you,” Kitty recited, with a
wife’s relish for disaster righteously
averted. “So Major Hamsoun and I took
our walk through the Casbah alone. My,
isn't that a depressed area?”

Adrian grunted and let his head fall
into his hands, Weighted as it seemed,
it nearly fell between his knees.

“But there’s one woman living in all
that backwardness,” said Kitty, “whom
I'm sure I'll never forget. I'm going to
have to write someone about her, maybe
Mrs. Roosevelt. Anyhow, her name is
Josette Buhari. She keeps a sort of late
tea room called the New Moulin Rouge.
She sells embroidery, too, made by very
clever seamstresses: she trains them
herself. By eleven o’clock. when we got
there. her place was covered with handi-
work: shawls. table covers, slips, hand-
kerchiefs. Didn’t you meet her? Why,
everyhody was there!”

“Dunno.” said Adrian. “Too many
things. All happening.”

“But she was the one, Ensign Loomis
said. who told the men with the pickup
where to find you. After you drank too
much. . . . I can forgive a woman like
that even her awful perfume.”

“Forgive her anything.” said Adrian.
“You're so right.”

“And look what she gave me. Adrian!”

She held up a large tablecloth. On it
were carefully worked the words: “For
a Beloved Friend, Souvenir of Tangier.
Bon Voyage.” Tue Exp

The first thing Adrian recognized,
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—he had done well enough. He couldn’t
help smiling a little at this. Now he
wanted to put the exam from his mind, to
be back in his room, packing. The train
for home left in two hours, which meant
that in nine hours, he’d see Ellie. He had
lovked forward to this week: the country-
club dance Thursday night, dinner with
the Hollisters, the party Saturday. It was
going to be a fine week.

He capped his pen, gathered up his
examination sheet and booklet and his
overcoat from the adjoining seat. At the
lecture table, he turned in his booklet
and went out into the hall. feeling flushed
and lightheaded and vaguely uneasy. He
walked quickly along the corridor, and
it wasn’t until he reached the top of the
staircase leading to the ground floor that
he stopped dead. With cold hands, he
carefully searched the pockets of his
coat, then his pants pockets and his over-
coat. He leaned heavily against the ban-
ister. The paper containing the equations
was still in his examination booklet.

t that moment. the hall filled with

A outcoming students. and he had to

make his way against them. Dimly

he heard someone say, “Hey. Phil. how'd

vou do?” He got through the doorway

and went over to the instructor sorting
hooklets on the long lecture table.

“Yes Marbury?”

“I left something in my exam booklet,
sir—some scratch paper.”

The instructor continued sorting.
“Well. we’ll come to it during the grad-
ing this afternoon.”

“It’s nothing important—just scratch
work.” Feverishly, he scanned the piles
of booklets. “There—I think that’s mine
on top of that pile, sir.”

The instructor glanced up now. studied
him through steel-rimmed glasses. “Any
work passed in with the booklet becomes
part of the examination, Marbury.”

He stood a moment, staring blankly at
the instructor. There was nothing more to
be done. “Yes. . . . Of course.” he man-
aged to say. and turned away toward the
exit,

Leaving Riley Hall. he assured himself
it wasn't serious. The sheet would prob-
ably be discarded during the grading.
Even if it weren’t, even if he were called
up on it. he could explain: he had used
his scratch-pad to make sure of the an-
swer before entering it in his booklet.
Yes. that would take care of it. There
was really nothing to worry about. May-
be. though. it would be a good idea to
stay over until tomorrow, until the exams
were marked; then he could pick up his
grade at the Chem. Department. The
week at home would be ruined. thinking
about it. waiting for his grades to be
mailed. Yes. that’s what he'd do. Stay
over. just in case; take the twelve-five

train tomorrow. It was going to be all
right.

He spent an uneasy afternoon in his
room reading The Great Gatsby, getting
a head start on next term’s American
Lit. course. That helped a little. It was
reassuring to think about next term. After
dinner, he went alone to a double feature,
returning to his room about midnight.
He couldn’t get to sleep; all night he al-
ternately tossed and dozed. He was doz-
ing off again when a fraternity brother
woke him the next morning. Dean White’s
secretary was on the phone. Would he
please report to the dean’s office in half
an hour? He shaved with numb fingers,
dressed, and started across campus, will-
ing back his confidence, anticipating pos-
sible questions, formulating answers. It
was going to be all right.

But by the time he reached Murdock
Hall, self-assurance had slipped into
growing panic. And for good reason.

He hadn’t thought it through clearly,
hadn’t considered three indefensible bits
of evidence: the scratch paper contained
equations other than those referring to
the examination question; it was folded
several times, unlikely if he had utilized
it on the spot; it was written in pencil,
his examination booklet in ink.

The living room of Sigma Tau was
deserted. Most of the boys had already
finished their exams and left for home.
Philip went upstairs and along the cor-
ridor to the phone cubicle. His hands
were clammy, and he missed the number
the first time. He dialed again.

“Bob Hollister. please.” Bob was Ellie’s
brother and a member of the student
council. The council dealt with such cases
as his, passed on recommendations to the
dean. Why hadn’t Bob phoned him?
Surely he could do something. . . .

The boy at the other end returned.
“Sorry. Hollister left last night.”

Then he shook himself. got up. and
went down the hall to his room.
He looked around. his mind numbing
with a hundred details, that ought to
be attended to—his books. locker key to
be turned in. history volumes due at the
library. . .. There wasn't time for all that.
not if he wanted to get home today. And
he had to see Bob Hollister today. The
student council could review the facts of
a case. change their recommendation.
Bob would have to try to do something
for him. His father would want him to,
and Mrs. Hollister. and of course Ellie.
He had never before in his life pleaded
for anything. but this time he would. This
time he needed help. needed it badly.
and someone would have to come through
for him.
He got his suitcase out and began
taking shirts and underwear from the

Philip slowly replaced the receiver.

dresser. One mistake. They can’t ruin
your life for one mistake. He hadn’t
stolen or raped or been caught carrying
a gun. He had been the victim of a mo-
mentary temptation, of an idiotic lapse
of memory—that and a faulty alarm
clock. But no matter how he tried to
rationalize, it was still there: cheating.
dishonesty. Forget it, he told himself.
Forget it. I’s done, finished. You can’t
bring back yesterday.

good many years—he felt the hot

sting of tears against his lids. He
squeezed them back, methodically gath-
ered up his toilet articles from the bu-
reau top. His glance fell on the twin
leather-backed brushes his father had
given him in his freshman year.

Now for the first time, he wondered
how he was going to tell his father. They
had never been close, had never been
able to talk easily to each other. Ever
since he could remember, he had always
felt uncomfortable in the presence of his
father, a vague, soft-spoken man, whom
he invariably compared with Judge Hol-
lister and the fathers of the fraternity
brothers whose homes he had visited dur-
ing vacations. They were vigorous men.
successful lawyers, businessmen, engi-
neers. His father was a college graduate,
too. and had planned to be a doctor. But
he had never gotten around to it. For the
past twenty years, he had made an -un-
certain living as a salesman for numerous
textile concerns, an occupation for which
he was singularly unfit. His one passion
in life, it seemed to Philip. was a love of
fine books. and this he had indulged to
the extent of filling two floor-to-ceiling
bookcases with worn, secondhand edi-
tions. Funny thing. he hardly ever read
them; he hadn’t gotten around to that
either.

He thought now of those stacks of
books, faded and dusty, and how they
always reminded him of home, of his
father. And he remembered the time four
years ago when his father had tried to
fulfill his parental responsibility by
speaking. in his quiet, half-apologetic
way, on the subjects of integrity and
values and persistence. He had succeeded
only in embarrassing them both.

And there was Aunt Helen, the other
third of the household. a spinster sister
whom his father had asked to come and
live with them when his mother died.
Philip had tried—really tried—to feel
something toward her. She was a gentle.
nervous woman and a bad cook, and. in-
tent on her new station in life, she had
done her best to mother him.

On the bureau were other reminders
of home. more pleasant ones: stuck in
the mirror frame. a snap-shot of Ellie.
taken last summer on the Hollisters’ front
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Surprisingly—it hadn’t happened in a
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lawn, and a two-week-old birthday card
from Judge and Mrs. Hollister. Even if
Bob couldn’t do anything for him, he
thought, brightening. the judge might be
able to; he was an influential man, and
State was hix alma mater. And the judge
liked him. he knew. He had been dating
Ellie for over a year now and had been
to the Hollister home many times. They
always made him feel welcome. While
he waited for Ellie to get ready. Mrs.
Hollister would bring in a tray of cakes
and soft drinks, and she and the judge
would ask him about school, his studies.

Of course, in a way they were playing
a part. he realized. As yet. there was
nothing definite hetween him and Ellie.
hut he could tell that they were pleased
about it. that they looked upon him
favorably as a prospective son-in-law.

“I like to see a boy who knows what
he’s about,” the judge had said to him
one night. “There’s always room in a law
firm for an ambitious young man who
isn’t afraid to roll up his sleeves.”

The judge had had a kind of glint in
hix eye and from the way he'd said it. it
seemed fairly certain that he had meant
his law firm.

Yes. Judge Hollister would help him.
If for no other reason than Ellie.

He looked at the photograph now. It
wasn't a very good picture; Bob had
snapped it when she wasn’t quite ready.
She was xquinting against the sun. her
close-cropped blonde hair flattened by
her swimming cap. Strange. he hadn't
thought of her at all since yesterday
morning. He tried to imagine how she
was going to take the news and was
disturbed to find that he wasn’t quite
sure. He'd made up his mind to give her
a ring next year. when he knew about
law school. But now . . .

“Cripes. I wish I were leaving today.”
Marty Jeffers stood in the doorway. glanc-
ing ruefully at the half-filled suitcase.
He was a senior. a big hulking boy who
habitually walked into rooms and made
himself at home. He flopped down on
the bed. bunching the pillow under his
head, and regarded the snapshot in the
mirror. “Hey, you bringing that broad
up for spring house party?”

ing. It would be a relief to tell some-

one his story—that he would not be
back for the party, that unless someone
went to bat for him. he was through at
State, probably through with school.
period, because colleges don't make a
habit of accepting transfer students whose
records show—what was the expression?
~-“expelled for disciplinary action. . ..”
He’d be another guy with three years of
college and no degree. and they’d try to
hush it up at home. One of his father’s
friends or the judge, maybe, would give
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For a moment. Philip stopped pack-

him a job as a clerk—or, if he had the
guts. he'd leave home. start somewhere
else. Yex. he was frightened. all right,
really frightened for the first time in
his life. and it would help to talk ahout
it. But somehow Marty wasn’t the one.

Five minutex later he had finished
packing. He told Marty good-by and left
his room and Sigma Tau. grateful no one
else was around to say good-by to.

In from of the Student Union. he
boarded a city-hound bus. The bus had
to circuit the campus. and he didn’t want
to. but he looked past the library tower
toward the quadrangle of squat. ivy-clad
buildings. remembering how on a hot
spring day the corridors were cool and
dark and there was the smell of tobacco
when vou pas<ed the open door of a pro-
fessor’s office. In front of Murdock Hall.
the bronze equestrian statue he’d had to
straddle during initiation week, and the
grassy slope hehind Bailey Laboratory—
you could ~tudy there in the shade of one
of the huge elms. and looking down
through the treex. see Lake Monandock.
blue and shimmering like a mirror. The
bus turned and started downhill. cutting
off his view.

to Union Station. He went into the
waiting room. =tiff from the long
ride. and went into a phone booth.

The dial tone clicked slowly. six times.
before Mrs. Hollister answered.

“This is Philip Marbury. Mrs. Hol-
lister.” he =aid.

There was a pause.
ceptible. but a pause.

“Philip. how are you? Are you home?
Your aunt called. They’ve heen
worried about vou.”

“No. I got in just now.” he said. “I
was wondering—if Bob’s home. I'd like
to drop over to see him.”

“Yes. Of course. We're just finishing
dinner.” Mrs. Hullister paused. “Philip,
vou're all right? I mean. your aunt—your
father was expecting you yesterday.”

“Yes. I'm fine. Mrs. Hollister.” he an-
swered. frowning at the nervousness in
her voice. wondering if Bob had already
told them. “Then I'll be over in about ten
minutes.” he said. and hung up before
remembering he hadn’t asked about Ellie.

I ought to call home now, he thought.
But that could wait. After seeing Bob and
the judge. mavhe he could soften it. tell
them there was a chance.

He left the station and got in a taxi.
It was a mild night. but his hands were
ice-cold. and there was a gnawing hollow
in the pit of his stomach.

Bob opened the door for him. “Come
on in. Phil.”

At the entrance to the living room. he
stopped and set his bag down. “Hello.
Ellie, Mrs. Hollister.”

II was dark when the train pulled in-

almost imper-

“It’s nice to see you. Philip.”” Mrs. Hol-
lister. smiling too brightly. came over and
took his coat. Ellie nodded. She was
standing across the room in front of the
sofa. and =he was smiling at him, too. a
thin. uncertain smile.

He stood a moment inside the entrance-
way. apprehensive, seeing at a glance
that thev knew. On the way over, he had
tried to anticipate their reaction. He
wasn't quite <ure what he had expected
—svmpathy. embarrassment. maybe. hut
he hadn’t expected this: not the tense-
nes<. the fixed smiles. And the judge.
where was he? His car had heen in the
driveway.

Stiffily now he sat down. and Mrs. Hol-
lister joined Ellie on the sofa.

ob broke the silence. “I’ve told the
B folks. Phil—no one else. I hope
you don’t mind.” He sat on the
arm of a chair. his face intent. “T tried
to reach vou last night before T left.
The Chem. Department contacted us in
the afternoon. and we had a council meet-
ing abhout five-thirty.”

“l went to a movie last night.”

Bob took a pipe from his hreast pocket,
studied it a moment. “That was a pretty
stupid trick. Phil. leaving these notes in
vour exam haok.” Bob looked up at him.
“What made vou do it? You’ve heen
Dean’s List three years.”

Philip wet his lips. wishing he knew
Bobh Hollister better. wishing he had <een
more of him on campus=. Slowly. pains-
takingly. hecause everything hinged «n
how he told this. he began relating the
events starting with the night before the
exam. about the alarm’s not going off.
the notes in his pocket. unpremeditate:l.
what was in his mind at the time—is
scholarship. Dean’s List, law schoul.
When he had finished. there was a silence.

Mrs. Hollister said. “Really, T think
something should be done about tha-e
exams. The pressure vou hoys have to
work under. . ..’

“Of course my hand: were tied at 1he
meeting. Phil. The other fellows knew
vou were from home. and about Fllir
not that it would have really made anv
difference. Our procedures in such casv«
are cut and dried. We're aware thu
there’s quite a bit of cheat—of that <un
of thing going on, and the only way wr
have of stemming it is to make an ex-
ample of every case. Honestly, I wish 1
could have—"

“I thought my previous record migli
be a consideration.” Philip said quietl.

Bobh got up. carefully filled his pip~
from the bowl on the mantel. “That’s the
rotten part of it. Probably there are gus
who crib every chance they get and are
never caught. Then someone like vou. |
may be sticking my neck out. but I have
a hunch you had never tried it before.”



“First offense.” Philip said wryly. He
felt the tautness inside him give way to
resentment. “You never cribbed. Bob—
»n a prelim, a quiz?”

The other hoy returned his gaze levelly.
“No, I never have.”

1 shouldn’t have said that. Philip
thought dully. Bob can’t do anything; I
shouldn’t have counted on it. He noticed
that Ellie was still absorhed in the back
cover of a magazine. Bexide her, Mrs.
Hollister sat with a patient. vacant ex-
pression. her lips faintly pursed. and he
realized in a cold moment of certainty
that they had thrashed this whole thing
out thoroughly before his arrival. that
at the sound of the doorhell. the judge
had discreetly retired from the room. He
thought fleetingly of the date he had with
Ellie for the country-club dance Thurs-
day night and then asked in a carefully
controlled voice. “How will this appear
on my record. Boh?”

Boh sucked briefly on his pipe. “Well,
uf course. the council doe<n’t determine
that. T think. depending on vour past
record. the school makes <ome kind of
arrangement—"

“Perhaps. dear. if vou spoke to the
dean.” Mrs. Hollister intervened gently.
“something could be done about getting
you admitted to another school.”

“Yes.” Philip said. He got up. There
was nothing more to be done and he
wanted suddenly to be out of this house.
“I'd better be getting home.”

Mrs. Hollister rose. “I know Perey
would want to <ee vou. Philip. but he’s
heen working all day on a brief. It has
to be ready for court tomorrow. and [
really hate to disturh him. Why don't you
call him tomorrow. dear. or Wednesday?”

“Yes.”

Mrs. Hollister got his coat and he
turned to leave. But there was one more
thing. “I'll call you about the dance,
Ellie.” he said.

For a fraction of a moment she gazed
at him blankly. “Phil. I'm sorry—I tried
to phone you yesterday. Janice Amory
invited me up to New Hampshire for the
week. It was rather sudden. . . .”

He heard the rest of it dimly, some-
thing about a lodge. skiing. she wasn't
sure when she’d get back. but she’d call
him. . . . When xhe finiched. he picked
up his bag and let himself out the front
door.

ut on the pavement. he stopped and
O waited: in less than a minute, he
was rewarded. Through the win-
dows. he saw the judge in his smoking
jacket appear at the living-room arch-
way. It was like a scene viewed through
a stereoscope. at once vivid and remote.
The judge glanced around at his family.
his lips moving. Philip looked a moment
longer and then turned awav.

It was four blocks to his house. When
he reached the front steps, he hesitated,
knowing he couldn’t face them just now,
the pained looks, the awkward pity. He
thought dully of going back to town, to
a bar, a movie, any place for an hour
or two. . . .

is aunt must have heard him com-
H ing up the walk. The door opened,
and she stood framed in the yellow
light, a tall. sparse woman with untidy
gray hair, peering out into the darkness.

“Philip. is that you? We've been ter-
ribly worried.”

“Hello, Aunt Helen.” He drew a long
breath and went up the stairs, kissed her
cheek lightly. “I’m sorry. I should have
phoned.”

In the living room. his father rose from
his chair. “Hello. Phil.” His face was
strained and tired-looking. more so than
usual, and with dismay. Philip began to
frame in his mind the words that would
have to be said: the quicker he got it
over with the better.

“Philip. dear.” his aunt murmured be-
hind him. He turned. puzzled by her tone.
her nervous. pitying expression.

His father explained quietly. “When
vou didn’t come home yesterday, your
aunt phoned the fraternity. There was no
answer. so she tried the administrative
offices.” He hesitated. “Dean White was
put on the wire. . . . He asked to speak
with me.”

“Oh.” Philip dropped his coat on the
window seat and =ank heavily in a chair.
avoiding their eyes. “I’'m sorry you had
to find out that way.”

His aunt «started toward him, and
stopped. “It's <o terribly unjust. After
you've worked so hard—"

“Helen.” his father broke in gently. “I
think probably Phil hasn't eaten yet. Why
don’t you warm up some of the roast?”

When she had left the room. Mr. Mar-
bury went over to the fireplace. took out
a poker and needlessly stirred the faintly
glowing coals. “The dean was deeply
sorry. He spoke of your previous grades
and said that if you wished to apply to
another school there would he no refer-
ence to the matter on your record.”

Philip rubbed his hands slowly across
his eyes. He said after a time. “There’d
be no scholarship. of course.”

“Oh, we can manage that part.” Mr.
Marbury replaced the poker and stood
silently by the grating. a «light balding
man in a worn corduroy jacket and bed-
room slippers.

The silence hecame uncomfortable. and
Philip thought. F hy doesn’t he say some-
thing? Is he waiting for me? W hy doesn’t
he get angry, or say he's sorry, show some
emotion. At least the Hollisters. . . .

He got up abruptly and went to the
window. His hands gripped the crosspiece

until his knuckles were white. “One mis-
take. . . . You ought to be allowed one
mistake. . . .”

“You're not the only person who's ever
slipped and suffered for it, Phil.” His
father’s voice was quiet but firm. “[’ll
admit the punishment here seems out of
proportion. but then, you were aware of
the consequences.”

Philip shook his head. “I don’t mean
that. I've heen over to the Hollisters. 1
thought maybe—" He pounded his fist
softly against the glass pane in help-
less resentment.

His father asked after a moment.
“What did Judge Hollister have to say?”

Philip gave a <hort laugh. “The judge
was conspicuous by his absence.” He
turned away from the window and
slumped wearily in a chair. “We're
through. Ellie and 1.” How can you be
so wrong about people? he thought. How
can you know people for years, cat in
their home, like them, honestly like
them, and yet be so wrong? . . .

“I dont suppose it helps much, my
telling yvou you're fortunate it happened
now.” his father was =aving. “You dis-
cover that people have a way of disap-
pointing. Phil—not all people of course.
But I think the sooner you learn—well.
not to expect too much, the better it is
for you in the long run.”

hilip glanced at him. As before.
Pthere was the sense of distance

between them, the feeling of awk-
wardness. of embarrassment almost. With
something like pain. he looked at the
tired. uncertain eves and wondered. How
many Hollisters does he meet every day?
How many doors slammed in his face?
Philip turned his eves away.

How can I tell him that I think I know?
And that I'm sorrv? And harder yet, how
do I tell him that he doesn’t have to feel
sorry for me, that it isn’t going to be
like that for me? He said. “I'll start
writing letters tomorrow. I can probably
get accepted somewhere for the fall
term.”

“Six months isn’t a long time.” his
father said. “You can relax. do some of
the things you’ve never had time for. We
might even . . . if you'd like. we can get
in some fiching this spring. . . .”

Aunt Helen called in from the kitchen.
“I’ll have some coflee with you.”

Philip got up. wanting to say some-
thing. to say. “Yes. we'll go fishing this
spring.” but he couldn’t. not just now.
They started toward the kitchen, and he
heard himself asking. “Has Aunt Helen's
cooking improved any?”

“No.” Mr. Marbury said. and smiled.
“I’'m afraid it’s ahout the same.” As they
went through the doorway into the
kitchen. his father. in a guiding. unfamil-
iar gesture. touched his arm.  THE Enp
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pages. But like I say, I was reminded of
it when I read that piece in the paper,
so suppose I run over it lightly for the
benefit of late-comers.

the borscht-circuit resort up in the
Catskills, where I always took my
fighters to get in shape for a big bout.

We had had a pretty full day—hitting
the road early, a good workout on the
big and little bags, calisthenics, chopping
a little wood. and then going four rounds
with three different spar boys—and here
we were around the TV set. relaxing.
What we were watching. of course. was
“The Lone Ranger.” I don’t want to give
the impression anywhere here at all that
Charley Schaefer was immature men-
tally, but it is a cold fact that he almost
never misses “The Lone Ranger.”

Anyway—the picture got a little fuzzy,
and so I got up to fiddle around with the
dials; and the next thing. I had twisted
the wrong one and got a new channel,
and there was Mabel Miller.

She was seated behind a big desk. and
she had a pair of glasses on and <he was
talking seriously—but none of that took
the edge off the effect at all. She was
spectacular. She was blonde. of course,
and she was arranged in remarkable pro-
portions. Something like this could make
cities burn and small crowds riot.

It seems she was a commentator—you
know, one of those people who read the
news on the air and then tell you what
it doesn’t mean. Only she was more of a
crusading commentator. Later we found
that she would go on and on about carry-
ing switch-blade knives one night—I
think she was against that—and the next
night would start a big drive to have all
the department stores fly the Union Jack
every other Saturday to show America’s
respect for gallant Britain. and so on.
You know.

This particular night. her comment
was as foolish as ever—but it had par-
ticular interest for us. .. for me. Charley,
* Whitey Lanstein. and Benny McEvoy,
who did Charley’s training. She stuck her
finger almost out of the twenty-one-inch
screen at us.

“Have you seen the average prize
fighter ?” she demanded. in a kind of white
heat. “Tottering on the backs of his
heels, mumbling his words, begging for
a handout. broken-nosed. puffy-eared—
in all. a disgrace to our nation!” She
leaned forward and looked noble.

“] say to you. Mr. and Mrs. John Q.
Public.” she said. “that the savage and
uncivilized practice of boxing should be
outlawed forever—and now! Write your
congressman today—and sleep the sleep
of the just tonight!”

Then a commercial came on about
how we should buy some kind of croco-
dile meat for our dogs to eat.
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It started one night up in Berlinger’s,

Charley sat back. He was, you could
see, a hotbed of confusion. That first
sight of Mabel Miller, anyone could
plainly see, had unsettled him complete-
ly, but he was struggling out of his
comatose condition because something
else was on his mind. He looked a little
hurt. He looked around at us dazedly.

“Aw, now,” he said slowly, *“she
shouldn’t of said things like that—should
she?”

“It’s a free country,” I said. “Like Vol-
taire said, I will defend anybody’s right
to say practically anything.”

You could tell he was pretty much in
an uproar; any other time he would
have stopped and asked me if Voltaire
was the guy who did the sports column
for the Mirror.

“Listen.” I said, “stop worrying, will
you? The dame is only talking to hear
herself talk. The beer sponsors on TV
wouldn’t /et them outlaw boxing.”

“I ain’t worried,” he xaid. scratching
his crewcut—until he spoke, and if you
were on the far side from his eggplant
ear, Charley looked a little like a Har-
vard undergraduate who got left back a
few times—“but I do think somebody
ought to straighten her out. She’s too
nice to believe things like that about a
nice, square business like boxing. Look
at all the things I got out of it.”

“Get back to the Ranger.” I directed
him. “I think that horse of his bears out
on the stretch turn in this episode and is
disqualified from first money.”

My boy went back to the masked
rider and I went out on the porch
and lighted a cigar and sat down to
think. To begin with, Harry Slade, the
challenger in this bout, was not the great-
est drawing card in the world. He was a
cutie, a spoiler. like Joey Maxim, or like
Sammy Angott used to be—you know. hit
and grab. clinch and retreat. In the
patois. he easy could smell out the Gar-
den. I wasn’t worried ahout Charley’s
beating him. but I was worried about the
ticket sale. We were getting 3715 per
cent of the gate—only, you could ask,
“What gate?” We could use a little
publicity.

For another thing, in his simple way,
Charley was pretty good at getting things
across to people. Some fighters are. You
know how Joe Louis said we would win
the war because God was on our side.
Well. Charley boiled things down like
that. ] remember when Lester Bromberg.
the World-Telegram’s fight reporter, once
asked him why he didn’t use his left hand
more than he did. “I hit harder with my
right.” Charley explained. You could
think of a better answer?

Why not. I reasoned to myself. rig up
a big telecasted interview between Mabel
Miller. girl crusader, and Charley
Schaefer? It would be a natural. The
papers would eat it up.

“I'll tell you why not,” I said out loud
to nobody on the porch. “Because, from
that look in his eye, he is not chiefly in-
terested in this doll’s civic or political
views.” I shivered a little. It is sad but
true that when you get a good fighter
mixed up with a broad, he is not a good
fighter any more. He gets so he goes
dancing or eats ice-cream sodas. Things
like that.

“It is a chance I have to take,” I said,
again out loud. I got up and headed
back for the lobby. I went over to one of
the house phones and asked Philomena,
the night switchboard operator, to get me
Frank Leslie at the Endicott number in
New York that I gave her. Frank was a
fight fan; more to the point, he was a
big wheel in the Alliance Broadcasting
Company that operates Channel 14.
When I got Frank on the wire, I first told
him to take all the four-to-five money on
Charley he could find, and then I sprang
the gimmick on him.

“It isn't the worst idea in the world,”
he said. and I could hear him muse.

“It wiJl make Channel 14,” I said firm-
ly. He just laughed.

“Well. I still ¢hink that a fireside chat
by Eisenhower might draw a few more
viewers,” he said. “but I will go and see
what I can do. Are you sure all this isn't
prompted by a personal interest you have
in Mabel Miller?”

“I’'m married.” I said.

“So am 1.” he said. “and a great many
more employees of Channel 14 are, too.
But we all have a personal interest in
Mabel.” Then he sighed a long sigh. “It
gets us nowhere. Her idea of a good time
is to curl up with the Constitution.”

“That.” I said, “is fine. This thing will
be all business then, and there will be
no complications.” He asked me if I
spoke for Charley in making that answer.
and I said don’t worry, I can handle
Charley all the time. He just laughed a
long, mocking kind of laugh and finally
hung up. I stood there by the little shelf
of house phones for a minute, and then
I walked back slowly to the boys by the
TV set and looked speculatively at
Charley.

“Listen, Tonto.” I said to him. “sum up
in one sentence for me just how you feel
about being a box fighter.” He just
looked up at me, bland and relaxed.

“Where else could you get paid for
belting a guy in the face?” he asked. and
I must admit he had me there. I nodded
and felt confident. This thing would come
out all right so long as I had a regular
John Kieran like this, giving out with the
answers.

e drove into the city for the great
SK/ TV debate just about one week
before the Slade fight. Charley

was relaxed and unconcerned all the way
down, counting all the cemeteries on the



right-hand side of the road, as he always
does to pass the time—but when we got
into the Alliance studios and they sat us
down at a table in front of the cameras
and, five minutes before air time, Mabel
Miller walked in . .. my boy was like a
setter that had flushed a covey of quail.

“l never saw anything that pretty in
my life,” he said to me as she acknowl-
edged the introductions almost curtly and
went and sat at the other end of the
table.

“The hair comes out of a bottle and
her teeth are all capped,” I said caus-
tically. He shook his head slowly.

“Aw. stop your joking, Mike,” he said.

Even if I was right about the hair and
teeth. I could see why Charley was im-
pressed. This dame made Marilyn Mon-
roe look like a scarecrow rejected for
active duty in a cornfield. Her architec-
ture was astonishing, and even with the
horn-rimmed glasses. her face would
liave made Maureen O'Hara look like the
little sister who never has any dates.

hen they were on the air. I melted
Taway to the side lines and watched

the emcee, a slick-haired smooth
talker, explain to the viewers that Miss
Miller would 1alk for eight minutes, then
Mr. Schaefer would talk for eight min-
utes, and then they would talk together
for eight minutes, kind of question-and-
answer stuff. Then he smiled at Mabel
Miller, and she took off.

It was standard stuff—and, looking at
it one way, true. I had heard it all before
from my wife. who kept insisting 1 was
in a business full of bums and addle-
lieaded thugs. a savage. ridiculous trade.

I will say this for Mabel: she seemed
sincere.

“Look at him.” she said. near the end
of her eight minutes. turning to Charley.
“Just study this man carefully.”

Charley just grinned a little foolishly
and ran a finger around his collar. like
John Wayne in the grip of some emotion
stronger than both of them.

“In the first place.” Mahel Miller went
on, like a schoolteacher, “he has a broken
nose—the most common badge of physi-
cal damage the average pugilist sports.
Then. his right ear. I believe the term
within the trade is ‘cauliflower’ ear.
Hardly an ornament. Then look closely
at his present manner. I am not being
personal in any way, Mr. Schaefer. All
I want to do is—"

“My pleasure,” beamed Charley.

“—show how loose and easy his man-
ner is—not a deliberate, sophisticated
poise, mind you. but rather an air of not
being particularly alert. My contention,
ladies and gentlemen. is that years of
absorbing hard punches undoubtedly
have loosened this man’s brainpan and,
consequently. his thinking ability. He
has that vacuous air about him, that

loose-ends attitude that marks the veteran
box fighter. He would like to concen-
trate, but he can’t.”

She paused, dramatically, and shook
her head sadly.

I give you,” she said, “the prize
fighter. Look at him. God help him!”

She leaned back, her speech finished,
and took off her glasses.

Without those glasses—sacré bleu!

Even with the glasses. Wife or no wife.

The smooth-looking emcee then came
in with a line of falsely hearty chatter,
and finally he turned to Charley.

“Mr. Schaefer,” he said, showing all
his pearlies in what the announcers’
school had told him was a warm smile,

“the honor is all yours.” He bowed
shightly.

*“Haah?” Charley said. The emcee
coughed.

“It’s your turn. Mr. Schaefer,” he said.
Charley grinned, silly-like, and said, “Oh
—boy” (there were moments when it
seemed that this Miller dame had him
tabbed right on the button), and then
cleared his throat. He looked over at me
like he does when he is in an odd pre-
dicament in the ring, but I had nothing
to tell him this time like “Cross over
vour right hook on that left jab.” I just
shrugged.

“I will have to admit that Miss Miller
is not too far off the beam,” he hegan,
“when she tells you that I am not the
brightest boy on the street.” He chuckled.

“Let me tell you,” he went on, “that
when | was going to P.S. 341 down on
West Seventeenth Street. I almost always
stood pretty close to the bottom of my
class.” He grinned. “In fact, a good deal
of the time I just stood in the corner. I
was not a great pupil. and my advice to
any Kkids listening in to this vacking here
tonight is not to copy my ways in the
classroom. . . .

“l guess you might even say I was,
well. stupid.”

There was an audience in the studio.
just a small audience. and it laughed that
up big. Charley wasn’t particularly try-
ing for those laughs. either. He was just
trying to tell them the facts. ma’am.

« nly the thing I think ought to
O be brought up.” he went on,
“is that. insofar as I can judge.
I didn’t get this dumb in the ring. I was
this way right from the start. and you
can ask my old lady. who still lives down
there on West Seventeenth. on account of
no matter how much dough I pass along
to her. she won’t hear of clearing out of
that crummy old neighborhood. My old
lady would tell you I was a real rock-
head. and no two ways about it.”
Charley paused a moment. He just
looked down at the table in front of
him, where he was sitting; I could see
that he didn’t dare look over at Mabel

Miller, or he wouldn’t have been able to
say another word presentably.

“1 have sopped up a blow or two,” he
then said. a little philosophically, “but
none of them has scrambled me up. be-
lieve me.” He shook his head. “In the
first place. there ain’t three boys right
now in the middleweight division who
can punch their way out of a paper bag.
There is this Slade I'm fighting next
week—I will tell you. that boy can throw
a little good leather. but he don’t rarely
do it. because he is so bhusy falling into
clinches and lousing you up generally
that he has no time to throw a decent
punch of his own. And DeVito, that dumb
Italian. I was out to dinner at the Forrest
Hotel—up the street from the Garden—
with that dumb Italian the other night,
and I told him he would be fighting for
the next ten vears and he never would
hit harder than a marshmallow if he
didn’t stop hooking =0 much and throw
that right hand of his straight and short.”

e leaned back. master of the situ-
H ation. you might say.

“Well. so much for shop talk,”
he went on. “What I'm trying to say is,
even if you are in there with a guy that
can hammer vou up. well. if you know
your business—and vou ain’t got no busi-
ness in the business otherwise—you cer-
tainly shouldn’t get hit no more than is
normal for a fighter.” He tapped the table
for emphasis. “The fact is, a boy that
doesn't know enough to get out of the
way, he don’t last very long. He gets
flattened a few times and no manager
will handle him. and the next thing you
know he is driving a truck or like that,
where he belongs.” He laughed again.

“I sent a few boys back to truck driv-
ing myself.” he said. with a kind of
happy slyness. “even if I do say so. I
seen that Lester Ryvan the other day—
some of you may remember how I took
that boy out with a right to the ribs and
a left chop to the jaw. two years ago—
and he says I done him a great turn.
‘You sent me out of that lousy racket,’
Lester said to me. ‘and I am eternally
grateful.” Of course. I told him it was
nothing.” Then Charley got serious.

“Only it ain’t a lousy racket is the
point,” he said earnestly. “Look at me.
I am, the way they say. a self-made man.
I got me a baby-blue Caddy and some
real estate over around Tenafly in Jer-
sey, and my old lady got dough in the
bank on which she can lay her hands
any time. and I have fixed up my man-
ager. who is Slick Summers, with more
moola than he could rake in in any dodge
outside the bank-robbing trade.”

Tomorrow I would work that pineapple
ten rounds with the spar boys instead of
the usual six. Mister Bigmouth.

Charley held up his hands.

“And I accomplished all that stuff,”

Ul
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he said, “with these. Without I get to be
middleweight champion of the world, I
am strictly from nowhere. I am a bar-
keep or maybe I am picking up papers
in Central Park with a spear.” For a
minute I thought he was going to cry,
but he got a grip on himself. “Nobody
should say nothing against the fight
racket is what I should say. It done me
a great deal of good and many others
like me. Mr. Chairman, I thank you.”

harley sat back and everybody
C clapped and even whistled. Be-

fore it resembled a demonstra-
tion, however, the emcee came on again
and said it was time for the rebuttal, in
which Miss Miller and Mr. Schaefer
would ask each other questions and so
on. The beautiful doll leaped in.

“A very touching talk, Mr. Schaefer,”
she said, as dignified as she could man-
age, “but for one thing, you didn’t say
anything about that broken nose of
yours.” He just grinned.

“Pardon me, madam.” he said. “I know
I should of. Well. I hate to break up
that theory of yours, but the cold truth
is. I got that nose when I was nine years
old. I fell off my three-wheel bike, when
[ was going like a bat out of—I mean,
when I was going very fast up Ninth
Avenue one afternoon.”

She was disturbed, but
flinch.

“And the ear?” she asked. almost
coldly. “That poor. mangled ear?”

“Oh. I got that balloon in the ring all
right. that is true.” he replied. “I am
sorry to say that a no-good half-breed
named Max Flanagan did that. hitting
me coming out of a clinch which is il-
legal. as everybody knows. I took that
Flanagan out in the next round with a
left uppercut, so that fixed him.” Then
he kind of looked around as if for a
mirror. “I never thought that looked too
bad. now. To tell you the truth. I think
it's sort of cute. Don’t you?”

Miss Miller, the pride of the air waves,
didn’t give a Yes or No to that one. She
turned and faced the cameras again. a
little red-faced but still very tasty-look-
ing. “The ear, of course. is only what you
see on the outside.” she said hurriedly.
“Who knows what this box fighter’s brain
looks like inside? Who knows how
bruised and deformed his inner organs
are because of the blows and the brutal
poundings—"

“Question time. Miss Miller.” the em-
cee broke in. soothingly. “We have made
our major talks, now, haven't we?”

Well, little Mabel. glowering. asked a
few questions and Charley answered
them in his flawless style. as if he were
picking off punches with his gloves and
elbows. Then the half hour was up, and
the emcee summed thines un and leaned
back and waited to go off the air.
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she didn’t

You know how TV stars always are
left kind of staring at the camera with a
fixed grin when a delinquent cameraman
takes his time about fading them out for
the commercial? That’s what they were
doing there—when Charley Schaefer
made his classic remark. To this day I
am not sure he didn’t do it on purpose.
He had a sly sense of humor, the illiter-
ate thug. Anyway. he leaned across the
table in Mabel’s direction.

“Hey, Miss Miller!” he called out
pleasantly. “How about dinner, once we
get out of this mausoleum?”

“Mr. Schaefer—we're still on the air!”
exclaimed the emcee wildly.

“Oh.” Charley said. He leaned back
and began to file his nails.

We got out of there finally. When we
were at the door, Charley buttonholed the
blonde bombshell and repeated his well-
meant, if crude. question. but all he got
for his pains was a long stare. “Thank
you.” Mabel Miller said. “but I have a
previous engagement.”

“Oh. you go right ahead.” Charley
said. “I wooden think of you breaking no
date just to go out with me. That ain’t
nice. Some other time. hey?”

“Good-hy.” Mabel Miller said. So we
got out of there and took a couple of
rooms over at the Hotel New Yorker. and
then the next morning got up and drove
back to Berlinger’s in the Catskills.
Charley drove while I read the morning
papers. and I must say I was cheerier
than usual because we really lapped up
the publicity. There were two page-one
stories. and all in all it was better than
a paid ad for the Slade fight. If we
didn’t do at least eighty thousand at the
gate now. I would eat my hat.

we were passing Tuckahoe or Blue

Point or some one-horse town like
that. “I am not through with that won-
derful Miss Miller yet. you know.” I half-
listened to him and half-read all that
wonderful publicity again.

“Neither am I. my boy.” I yawned.
“Neither am L.” And I wasn’t.

I didn't have to twist Frank Leslie’s
arm. He thought my new idea was fine.

“Maybe you can get Charley to pro-
pose to her in his corner.” he told me
Saturday. three days before the fight.
when he motored up to our little hide-
away to relax and watch the boy work
out.

“Any laughs that come out of this will
be coincidental.” I said seriously. “I'm
in grave earnest. Now the way [ see it.
you arrange for a setup right under our
corner at ringside. and then when Char-
ley comes back for the one-minute rest
between rounds. this Miller doll inter-
views him on how he feels and what
hurts him and so on. You know. ‘Is the
lust to kill in your veins now, Mr.

uslick." Charley said thoughtfully. as

Schaefer?’ All those dopey kind of ques-
tions she is always asking.”

“I suppose Charley is going to have all
the time in the world to give his an-
swers,” Frank said a little sarcastically.
“Don’t forget that you and your unsani-
tary colleagues usually spend that min-
ute swabbing his face and patching up
his cuts and blowing air inside his belt
and things like that.” I snorted.

“Against this Slade,” I said. “we can
dispense with all that. He don’t hit hard
enough to cut a tsetse fly. If we didn’t
rig this interview thing, Charley could
spend the intermissions reading about
the Lone Ranger.”

“You certainly have confidence, I must
say that.” Frank said, shaking his head
and grinning.

“We are good and we know it,” I said,
with confidence. “Why kid around?”

« hy don’t you and Charley change
s‘[ places just for that night?”
he said, but I made out I didn’t
hear him and just yelled up to Charley
in the ring to take it easy with his com-
binations or he’d chase the last sparring
partner I had for him right out of camp.
I wish right now I had a middleweight
could throw combinations like that
Schaefer did in his prime. They don't
grow them that way these days. All they
do now is swing a bolo punch and then
clinch.

So that was how that came about—the
only. analytical telecast. if you remem-
ber, direct from the very corner of a
pug . . . the only time in history that an
audience ever was informed by a cul-
tured, calmly clinical observer—Mabel
Miller—just what was happening to a
prize fighter in the ring.

Calmly clinical. Is that what 1 said?
Well. . ..

The few days until the fight were
ticked off uneventfully. Only one impor-
tant problem occurred: I had a severe
case of unrequited love on my hands.

I didn’t learn until Monday night. our
last evening at Berlinger’s. that Charley
had been trying continually since the fa-
mous debate to get a date with Miss
Bombshell. I only gave him a light work-
out that last afternoon. but even so he
looked like a sick cat. I wasn’t worried
that he would lose to Slade. but I sure
began to think he would foul up our
reputation . . . and the next big gate for
a winter title defense in the Garden. He
told me after dinner. We were sitting on
the porch.

“I wouldn’t even ask my mother this
question. Slick.” he said glumly. “but
from you I got to have an honest answer.
Do I have halitosis?”

“How can you have it?” I asked. “You
can’t even spell it.”

“Listen. there has to be some reason
why a girl refuses to go out with me,
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in genuine surprise. The referee scowled.

“Do your homework later. children,”
he said. “This is supposed to be a fight.
Then he finished off his few hundred
well-chosen words and sent everybody
back to their corners, and we waited for
the first bell. Mabel Miller leaned over
the ropes at Charley, alone in his corner.

“Quickly, could you tell the TV audi-
ence the thoughts that are going through
your head?” she asked. “I am trying to
establish a pattern, an over-all scheme
of raw, brute behavior.” Charley just
looked foolish.

“I ain’t thinking,” he confessed. Then
the bell rang and saved him from fur-
ther ignominy.

he boys just felt each other out
Tin that first round. Charley moved

around Slade easy and tied him up
in close. but nobody landed a decent
punch, and I began to get a sneaking
suspicion that the boys might smell the
ball park up a little before they were
through. Slade was a spoiler. He wasn't
going to win, but he laid all over you
and made you work hard to beat him.

“Do you not now.” Mabel Miller asked.
when he came back to the corner, “feel
the blood slowly rising in your gorge,
as you swing at this enemy in the ring?
Is there not a kind of red haze beginning
to swim before your vision. as though
you were a bull in the ring facing a red
flag?”

Charley gloved a little of the sweat off
his cheek and just sat there. puzzled.
“Gee. Miss Miller.” he said finally, “I'm
not sure what you're talking about. To
tell the truth. what is on my mind is
how to get that dumb Irishman to drop
his left hand a little, so I can cross my
right jab.”

When he went out for round two, it
somehow seemed that his mind was not
on the job at hand. He seemed almost
unhappy. Slade came in close to him and
caught him under the heart with a good
straight right and. generally speaking.
pushed him around the ring a little. My
boy returned to his corner. and the first
thing he did when he got there was look
for Mabel Miller on her little platform.

“I heen keeping an eye out for that
red haze.” he said. kind of confused. “but
it ain’t come upon me yet.” But she was
off on another tack.

“That ugly-looking mark on your
right cheek.” she said. as if she were
Florence Nightingale. “undoubtedly is an
inner hemorrhage of the facial muscles.
Televiewers, if you can see that bruise.
vou can get some idea of just how much
the punches of prize fighters maim and
mar—"

“That ain’t no bruise. Miss Miller,”
Charley interrupted. “That’s vaseline.
Dark vaseline. They got some of that
goo-slop on Slade’s face and it rubbed
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off on me. It’s illegal. you know.” Then
he smiled faintly. “But then, what ain’t?”

The third and fourth rounds were
nothing to write home about, either.
Charley seemed in a coma. Slade was
fighting his usual fight, which is not a
picture in motion, but honesty compelled
me to admit he was ahead on points.
Near the end of the fourth he got set
flat-footed, while Charley was looking
around vaguely at his corner—and not
for instructions, you can bet—and he
belted Charley on the button, or the side
of the jaw. that is. If he could hit harder
than a flea’s kiss, he would have decked
my boy.

Charley was glowering sadly when he
wot back to his corner. I noticed Mabel
Miller’s breath was coming in pants, and
she was all nerved up.

“Now. Mr. Schaefer!” she exclaimed.
“Now you are aroused bestially, aren’t
you? Isn’t it true that you dexire to
bruise and destroy your opponent? Isn't
the blood lust on you?” Charley looked
like he was on an analyst’s couch, re-
membering childhood days of torture.

“Oh. Miss Miller.” he said. and he
looked all at sea. “that wouldn’t be nice
now to get violent feelings like that,
would it? I don’t mean to be impolite—
and I certainly would like to have a
beer with you later—but I think you're
on the wrong track here. I ain’t mad.
Honest.” He looked ready to cry.

He went out for the fifth. It was the
same thing. Charley just did not have his
mind on his work—and in this husiness.
vou’re a dead duck if you ever once stop
concentrating.

I could see him in there. looking for
that damned red haze and waiting for
the blood lust to arrive on schedule. and
getting nowhere. Harry Slade moved in
and struck him in the face and then
moved out again and. by the time Char-
ley swung at him. he was a block away.
My boy was getting his ears beat off.

ust before the seventh ended, I
J hopped up to the platform and
grabbed Mabel Miller by the wrist.
“Look, honey.” I shouted. “take it a
little easy on my Einstein of the squared
circle. will ya? You got the poor guy
so confused with this stuff of yours that
he doesn’t know if he's in there with
Bugs Bunny or Liberace.”

She looked kind of white-faced and
somewhat confused herself—I even
thought I saw her wince a little when
Slade hit Charley one of his powder-
puff right-hand swings—but all she did
was just go “Shh!” at me and indicate
that I was right in front of the TV cam-
eras and blocking the view for all
America.

There wasn’t any doubt that by the
tenth I had a beaten fighter. There were
five rounds to go, but the way Charley

was performing. he wasn’t going any-
where in those five rounds.

Well—you remember what happened.
but maybe you don’t remember what led
up to it.

corner after the ninth that the first

little thing happened. Just before
the bell. Slade backed our boy into the
ropes and one-twoed him three or four
times. One of the hooks opened a little
cut on his cheek. and, when Charley
shuffled wearily back to his corner. Ma-
bel Miller. no less. almost fell over him.

“Are you hurt?” she asked. There
was nothing clinical in the way she said
it. She wasn’t trying to prove anything
to the Freudian students glued to their
twenty-one-inch screens. She just wanted
to know whe her Charley Schaefer. boy
orator. was hurt—as if there wasn’t an-
other blessed thing on earth she cared
about.

He looked up at her while I put some
goo on the cut.

“l ain’t hurt.” he said mournfully.
“but to he truthful. Miss Miller. you can
tell the TV audience I seen better days.”

“Oh.” she said. holding her hand to
her bosom. Then she muttered and stum-
bled along and said ab=olutely nothing
and pretty soon the bell rang for the
tenth. :

I don’t know whether TViewers were
surprised at her incoherence during that
intermission—but I do know they were
astounded by her behavior in the middle
of the tenth.

Charley was still in a coma, kind of;
he slushed after Slade. pawing at him.
and Slade kept moving in and out. Then
it happened. Charley got hit by a sucker
punch. He dropped his left for a min-
ute. the way club fighters do—and
whack! Slade put everything he had in
a richt cross. and there was Charley
Schaefer. the middleweight champion of
the world. right smack on his black
pants. He wasn’t really hurt. He was
just astonished. like everybody else.

The crowd let loose an animal-like roar
that swelled through the ball park—and
above the thousands of voices was one
clear. familiar one. It was screaming.

“CHARLEY! Oh—CHARLEY! Get
up. get up . . . and kill him! Beat his
head off. Charley! DARLING!”

“Beat his head off!” You get used to
dames howling like that at fights, hut
whoever would have thought Mahel Mil-
ler would do a thing like that?

I looked at her. Her face was flushed
and her eyes bright. and there was a
little touch of agony in that perfect face.

Charley looked. too. He waited until
nine to get up. politelv. and while he
was kneeling there he looked over at her.
A big. foolish grin spread over his face.
With that schoolboy look he has and the

It was when Charley came back to hix
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Fenimore sat twisting his glass, making a
pattern of rings on the surface of the
table. Stella’s eyes were two green stones,
directed, unwinking, at Fitz.

He said, “Then when Rocca had com-
piled more than a week’s record of Bill’s
movements, the murderer threw a party
right in this house.”

Fenimore came half out of his chair.
“Now, just a minute,” he said.

I said, “Sit down, Julius. You're in for
a terrible shock but you have to know
some time.”

Fitz said, “There was a party here, and
Bill and Ashley were asked to it. That
was nothing unusual; they were both in
and out all the time. There’s nothing like
keeping open house for a couple of chums
when you’re going to murder one and
send the other to the gas chamber. Ash-
ley’s vanity was known. He had a reputa-
tion to keep up for being catnip to
women so it couldn’t have been too hard
to persuade him to try his charm on Bill’s
girl, just to see if she remembered what
it was like. And it worked out very well,
the timing couldn’t have been better, be-
cause Bill was out of circulation putting
his prints on a glass in the study. Luck
or good management, what was it? Which
do you think it was, Mrs. Fenimore?”

staring at Fitz as though he had
her hypnotized.

He went on, “Everything came off well,
including Bill’s fight with Ashley in front
of a houseful of people. Rocca was wait-
ing around somewhere, and he was given

Stella’s eyes were wide open now,

that glass. He was also given thé word
to go after Bill in a way he couldn’t
ignore, and Bill stopped him in Topanga
Canyon. After Rocca told Bill he was
working for Ashley, the situation would
have held for a week. Any time Bill went
up to Ashley’s house was fine. But he
went up there right away, and Rocca
didn’t care what they did, fight or shake
hands. The fact remained, Bill had been
up to Ashley’s.

“Rocca watched what went on and
moved in as soon as Bill left. He used the
fire iron, dragged the body out to his own
car, took it down to Malibu, and worked
quietly with his duplicate key. Then he
went off to Griffith Park to collect his
twenty-five G’s. We know what happened
there. )

“Everything was tied up without a
loose end. What was the score? Rocca
thought he was going to produce his little
black book for the police with his careful
record of going after Bill for Ashley.
But with the police looking into the
shooting of Rocca, the book still came to
light and spoke for itself.”

Fitz chuckled pleasantly. “You know,
I’'m lost in admiration,” he said. “Rocca
had done the job on Ashley and he was
dead himself, but he was still working
for his murderer. and for free. Well, any-
way, the black book would certainly link
the two killings, direct the police to Ash-
ley’s house to question him about Rocca,
if no one had called them already, and
tighten the noose around Bill’s neck. He
had Ashley’s body, but he didn’t know it.
His prints were on the fire iron and the

“Objet d’art or leftover?”
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glass. The stage was set with a fifth of
Scotch, and he had a double motive—his
girl and Joe Rocca—for killing Ashley
in a drunken rage. It was as tight as a
harpstring and it rang as true, and no
one in the Fenimore household came into
it at all. Did they, Mrs. Fenimore?”

Fenimore said thickly. “This has gone
on long enough. Okay, we took you in,
we thought a lot of you and showed it.
But I'm not sticking my neck out a
minute longer. I'm calling the police.”

I <aid. “I'll attend to it for you pre-
sently. Julius. Just bear with us a few
minutes more.”

“All this about some guy Rocca. Stella
never heard of Joe Rocca!”

Fitz said, “But she heard of Gordon
Ashley. Down on the Strip they made it
quite a story, and it always ended the
same way: how much longer could Stella
and Ashley get away with it with Feni-
more? And then the punch line: how
much longer could Ashley get away with
it with Stella?”

Stella made a hissing sound of breath
drawn in between her teeth.

Fitz said, “There were two schools of
thought on Ashley. Mrs. Fenimore. Some
girls said he made them ill. The others
couldn’t keep their hands off him. Which
kind were you?”

Her lips were drawn back from her
teeth.

Fitz caid, “But he had a string of
women from here down to the boulevard,
and the competition must have been
tough if a girl wanted to keep her place
at the head of the line.”

Fenimore was on his feet. “Get out,”
he said to Fitz. “I don’t care whether
you've got legs or not, get out or I'll
throw you out and your wheel chair after
you.”

I told him, and I meant it, “You move
an inch. Julius, and I'll break your arm.
Just answer me one question. Your wife
was crazy about Ashley. Was she crazy
enough to kill him?”

ing. “You won’t get far. I'll have
twenty cars here five minutes after
you go through the door.”
I said, “They won’t be coming for me.”
I turned to Stella. “You know, don’t you?
Come on, tell us who killed Ashley. You
were in love with him. Is that why he was
killed?”
She said. as if she were choking, “Yes,
that’s why he was killed.”
Fenimore turned on her. “Keep your
lying mouth shut!”
“But I didn’t know till now,” she said.

Fenimore’s neck muscles were strain-

" “Gordon told me. He took June out be-

cause Julius said he couldn’t get her to
himself for ten minutes and they made a
bet on it.” The glitter was coming back































































