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6 A KIND OF MURDER .

case spattered with travel labels. Al-
though it was a bitter March day he
wore a thin, summer-weight top-
coat. He stopped beside a kind of
brown lump in the snow. That
brown lump was Teddy, the school
dog.

Teddy was an ancient collie.
They said that in the old days you
could throw a stick for Teddy to
retrieve until you, not he, dropped
from exhaustion. Now the old,
gray-muzzled dog was pretty much
ignored by everyone except the
chef, who fed him scraps from the
dining room after the noon meal.
Teddy would be at the kitchen
door, promptly on time, and then
find a comfortable spot to lic down.
He’d stay there until someone
forced him to move. ’

Mr. Warren stopped by Teddy,
bent down, and scratched the dog’s
head. The old, burr<clotted tail
thumped wearily in the snow. Mr.
Warren straightened up and looked
around. He had narrow, stooped
shoulders. His eyes were pale blue,
and they had a kind of frightened
look in them. Heé’s scared, 1
thought; coming to a new place in
the middle of a term, he's scared.

I guess most of the other fellows
didn’t see Mr. Warren until he
turned up at supper time at the
head of one of the tables in the
dining room. We marched into the
dining room and stood behind our
chairs waiting for the cadet major
to give the order to be scated. The
order was delayed. Mr. Henry

Huntingdon Hadley, known as Old
Beaver because of his snowy white
beard, made an announcement.

“Mr. Warren has joined our
teaching staff to fill the vacancy
created by the unfortunate demise
of Mr. Etsweiler.” Old Beaver had
false teeth and his s's whistled mu-
sically. “I trust you will give him a
cordial welcome.”

“Be seated,” the cadet major
snapped.

We sat. Old Beaver said grace.
Then we all began to talk. T was at
Mr. Warren’s right. He had a gen- |
ial, want-to-be-liked smile.

“And your name is?” he asked
me, in a pleasant but flat voice.

“Pentecost, sir.”

He leaned toward me. “How’s
that?” he asked.

“Pentecost, sir.”

Sammy Callahan sat  across

from me on Mr. Warren’s left. Sam-
my was a fine athlete and a terrible
practical joker. I saw a gleam of in-
terest in his eyes. As Mr. Warren
turned toward him Sammy spoke -
in an ordinary conversational tone.
“Why don’t you go take a jump in
the lake, sir?”

Mr. Warren smiled. “Yes, I guess
you're right,” he said.

Sammy grinned at me. There was
no doubt about it—Mr. Warren
was quite deaf!

It was a strange kind of secret
Sammy and I had. We didn’t really
know what to do with it, but we
found out that night. Old Beaver
was not a man to start anyone in
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‘gradually. It would have been Mr.
_ Etsweiler’s turn to take the night
~study hour, so that hour was passed
_““on to Mr. Warren.
.. He sat on the little platform at
- the head of the study hall—smiling
‘and smiling. I- think there must
have been terror in his heart then.

.1 think he may even have been

- praying.

. Everyone seemed unusually busy
studying, but we were all waiting
for the test. The test always came
for a new master the first time he
had night study hour. There would
. be a minor disturbance and we'd

- find out promptly whether this
.. man could maintain discipline or
© not. It came after about five min-
o+ utes—a loud,-artificial belch.

Mr. Warren smiled and smiled.
He hadn’t heard it.

Belches sprang up all over the
room. Then somebody threw a
- handful of torn paper in the air.

. Mr. Warren’s smile froze.

“Now, now, boys,” he said.

More belches. More torn paper.

“Boys!” Mr. Warren cried out,
like someone in pain.

Then Old Beaver appeared, his

. eyes glittering behind rimless spec-

- tacles. There was something I never

understood about Old Beaver. Or-
~dinarily his shoes squeaked. You
- could hear him coming from quite
a distance away—squeak-squeak,
" squeak-squeak. But  somechow,
when he chose, he could approach
as noiseless as a cat, without any
-squeak at all. And there he was.

-7

The study hall was quiet as a
tomb. But the silence was frighten-
ingly loud, and the place was lit-
tered with paper.

“There will be ten demerit marks
against every student in this room,”
Old Beaver said in his icy voice. “I
want every scrap of paper picked
up instantly.”

Several of us scrambled down on
our hands and knees. Mr. Warren
smiled at the headmaster.

“Consider the lilies of the field,”
Mr. Warren said. “They toil not,
neither do they spin. Yet I tell you
that Solomon in all his glory—"

There was an uncontrollable out-
burst of laughter.

“Silence!” Old Beaver hissed,
with all the menace of a poised cob-
ra. He turned to Mr. Warren. “T'll
take the balance of this period, Mr.
Warren. 1 suggest you go to your
room and prepare yourself for to-
morrow’s curriculum.”

I didn’t have any classes with Mr.
Warren the next day, but all you
heard as you passed in the corridors .
from one class period to the next
were tales of the jokes and disor-
ders in the physics and chemistry
courses. Somehow nobody thought
it was wrong to take advantage of
Mr. Warren.

The climax came very quickly. In
the winter, if you weren’t out for
the hockey or winter sports teams,
you had to exercise in the gym.
There were the parallel bars, and
the rings, and the tumbling
mats. And there was boxing.

MURDER
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The boxing teacher was Major
Durand, the military commandant.
I know now that he was a sadist.
Major Durand was filled with con-
tempt for everyone but Major Dur-
and. I saw the look on his face
when Mr. Warren appeared.

Mr. Warren had been assigned to
help in the gym. He was something
to see—just skin and bones. He
had on a pair of ordinary black
socks and, I suspect, the only pair
of shoes he owned—black oxfords.
He'd borrowed a pair of shorts that
could have been wrapped twice
around his skinny waist. Above
that was a much mended short-
sleeved undershirt. He looked
around, hopeless, amiable.

“Mr. Warren!” Major Durand
said. “T'd like you to help me dem-
onstrate. Put on these gloves if you
will.” He tossed a pair of boxing
gloves at Mr. Warren who stared
at them stupidly. Onc of the boys
helped him tie the laces.

“Now, Mr. Warren,” Durand
said. The Major danced and bobbed
and weaved, and shot out his gloves
in short vicious jabs at the air.
“You will hold your gloves up to
your face, sir. When you’re ready
you'll say ‘Hit'—and 1 shall hit
you.”

I'd seen Major Durand do this
with a boy he didn't like. You
held up the gloves and you covered
your face and then, with your
throat dry and aching, you- said
“Hit!"—and Major Durand’s left
or right would smash through your

guard and pulverize your nose or
mouth. It was sheer strength 1
know now, not skill.

Mr. Warren held up his gloves,
and he looked like an actor in an
old Mack Sennett comedy—the ab-
surd clothes, the sickly smile.

Durand danced in front of him.
“Whenever you say, Mr. Warren.
Now watch this, boys. The feint—
and the jab.”

“Hit!” said Mr. Warren, his voice
suddenly falsetto.

Pow! Major Durand’s left jab
smashed through the guard of Mr.,
Warren’s nose. There was a sudden
geyser of blood.

“Again, Mr. Warren!” the Major
commanded, his eyes glittering.

“I think I'd better retire to repair
the damage,” Mr. Warren said. His
undershirt was spattered with blood
and he had produced a soiled hand-
kerchief which he held to his nose. -
He hurried out of the gym at a
sort of shambling gallop.

That night the payoff came in
study hall. Mr. Warren was called
on this time to substitute for Old
Beaver, who had taken over for him
the night before. Sammy Callahan
staged it. Suddenly handkerchiefs
were waved from all parts of the
room—handkerchiefs stained red.
Red ink, of course.

. “Hit!” somebody shouted. “Hit,
hit!” Nearly all the boys were bob-
bring, weaving, jabbing.

Mr. Warren, pale as a ghost, cot-
ton visibly stuffed in one nostril,
stared at us like a dead man.
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Then there was Old Beaver
again. '

Somehow the word was out at
breakfast the next morning. Mr.
Warren was leaving. He didnt
show at the breakfast table. 1 felt
a little squeamish about it. He
. hadn’t been given a chance. Maybe
he wasn’t such a bad guy.

It was during the morning class-
room period that we heard it. It
was a warm day for March and
the ice was breaking up on the
lake. The scream was piercing and
" terrified. Somebody went to the
window. The scream came again.

“Somebody’s fallen through the
“ice!”

The whole school—a hundred
and fifty boys and masters—hurried
down to the shore of the lake. The
sun was so bright that all we could
see was a dark shape flopping out
there, pulling itself up on the ice
and then disappearing under water
as the ice broke. Each time the fig-
ure rose there was a wailing scream.

Then the identification. “It’s Ted-
dy!” someone shouted.

The school dog. He'd walked
out there and the ice had caved in
on him. The screams were growing
weaker. A couple of us made for
the edge of the ice. Old Beaver and
" Major Durand confronted us.

“I'm sorry, boys,” Old Beaver
said. “It’s a tragic thing to have to
stand here and ‘watch the old dog
drown. But no one—no one con-
nected with the school—is to try to

get to him. I'm responsible for your
safety. That’s an order.”

We stood there, sick with it. Old
Teddy must have seen us because
for a moment there seemed to be
new hope in his strangled wailing.

Then I saw Mr. Warren. He was
by the boathouse, his old suitcase
in his hand. He looked out at the
dog, and so help me there were
tears in Mr. Warren’s eyes. Then,
very calmly, he put down his bag,
took off his thin topcoat and suit
jacket. He righted one of the over-
turned boats on the shore and
pulled it to the edge of the lake.

“Mr. Warren! You heard my or-
der!” Old Beaver shouted at him.

Mr. Warren turned to the head-
master, smiling. “You seem to for-
get, sir, I am no longer connected
with Morgan Military Academy,
and therefore not subject to your
orders.”

“Stop him!” Major Durand or-
dered.

But before anyone could reach
him, Mr. Warren had slid the flat-
bottomed rowboat out onto the ice.
He crept along on the ice himself,
clinging to the boat, pushing it
across the shiny surface toward
Teddy. I heard Mr. Warren’s thin,
flat voice. ,

“Hold on, old man! I'm coming.”

The ice gave way under him, but
he clung to the boat and scrambled
up—and on.

“Hold on, old man!”

It seemed to take forever. Just
before what must have been the
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last, despairing shriek from the
half-frozen dog, Mr. Warren
reached him. How he found the
strength to lift the water-soaked
collie into the boat I don’t know;
but he managed, and then he came
back toward us, creeping along the
cracking ice, pushing the boat to
shore.

The chef wrapped Teddy in
blankets, put him behind the stove
in the kitchen, and gave him a
dose of warm milk and cooking
_ brandy. Mr. Warren was hustled to

the infirmary. Did I say that when

he reached the shore with Teddy
the whole school cheered him?

Old Beaver, for all his tyranny,
must have been a pretty decent

. guy. He announced that night
that Mr. Warren was not leaving
after all. He trusted that, after Mr.

Warren’s display of valor, the boys

would show him the respect he de-

served.

I went to sce Mr. Warren in the
infirmary that first evening. He
looked pretty done in, but he also
looked happier than I'd ever seen
him.

“What you did took an awful lot
of courage,” I told him. “Every-
body thinks it was a swell thing
to do.”

Mr. Warren smiled at me—a
thoughtful kind of a smile. “Cour-
age is a matter of definition,” he
said. “It docsnt take courage to
stand up and let yourself get
punched in the nose, boy. It takes
courage to walk away. As for Ted-

dy—somebody had to go after him.
There wasn't anyone who could
but me, so courage or not, I went.
You'd have gone if Mr. Hadley
hadn’t issued orders.” He sighed.
“I'm glad to get a second chance
here. Very glad.”

Somchow I got the notion it was
a last chance—the very last chance
he’d ever have. )

It was a week before Mr. Warren
had the night study hall again. It
was a kind of test. For perhaps fif-
teen minutes nothing happened,
and then I heard Sammy give his
fine, artificial belch. 1 looked up at
Mr. Warren. He was smiling hap-
pily. He hadn’t heard. A delighted
giggle ran around the room.

I was on my feet. “If there’s one
more sound in this room I'm going
after Old Beaver,” I said. “And
after that I'll personally take on
every guy in this school, if neces-
sary, to knock sense into him!”

The room quicted. I was on the
student council and I was also cap-
tain of the boxing team. The rest
of the study period was continued
in an orderly fashion. When it was
over and wec were headed for our
rooms,. Mr. Warren flagged me
down.

“I don’t know quite what was
going on, Pentecost,” he said, “but
I gather you saved the day for me.
Thank you. Thank you very much.
Perhaps when the boys get to know
me a little better they'll come to
realize—" He madc a helpless little
gesture with his bony hands.
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I laughed. “So that’s the way
your enthusiasm runs! You would
have liked to cross swords with
the man who stole the Liberty
Bonds?”

The landlady interrupted us.

“A young lady as wants to see
you, Mr. Poirot. Here’s her card.”

The card bore the inscription:
Miss Esmée Farquhar, and Poirot,
after diving under the table to re-
trieve a stray crumb, and putting it
carefully in the wastepaper basket,
nodded to the landlady to admit
her.

In another minute one of the
most charming girls I have ever
seen was ushered into the room.
She was about five-and-twenty,
with big brown eyes and a perfect
- figure. She was well-dressed and
perfectly composed in manner.

“Sit down, I beg of you, mademoi-
selle. This is my friend, Captain
Hastings, who aids me in my little
problems.”

“I am afraid it is a big problem I
have brought you today, Monsieur
Poirot,” said the girl, giving me a
pleasant bow as she seated herself.
“I dare say you have read about it
in the papers. I am referring to the
theft of Liberty Bonds on the Olym-
pia”

Some astonishment must have’

shown itself in Poirot’s face, for she
continued quickly, “You are doubt-
less asking yourself what I have to
do with a great institution like the
London and Scottish Bank. In one
sense nothing, in another sense ev-

13

« erything. You see, Monsieur Poirot,
I am engaged to Mr. Philip Ridge-
way.”

“Aha! and your Mr. Philip Ridge-
W;[Y—-”

“Was in charge of the bonds
when they were stolen. Of course
no actual blame can attach to him,
it was not his fault in any way.
Nevertheless, he is half distraught
over the matter, and his uncle, I
know, insists that he must carelessly
have mentioned having them in his
possession. It is a terrible set-back
in his career.”

“Who is his uncle?”

“Mr. Vavasour, joint general
manager of the London and Scot-
tish Bank.”

“Suppose, Miss Farquhar, that
you recount to me the whole
story?”

“Very well. As you know, the
Bank wished to extend their credits
in America, and for this purpose
decided to send over a million dol-
lars in Liberty Bonds. Mr. Vavasour
selected his nephew, who had occu-
pied a position of trust in the Bank
for many years and who was con-
versant with all the details of the
Bank’s dealings in New York, to
make the trip. The Olympia sailed
from Liverpool on the 23rd, and
the bonds were handed over to
Philip on the morning of that day
by Mr. Vavasour and Mr. Shaw, the
two joint general managers of the
London and Scottish Bank. The
bonds were counted, enclosed in a
package, and sealed in Philip’s pres-
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ence, and he then locked the pack-
age at once in his portmanteau.”

“A portmanteau with an ordi-
nary lock?”

“No, Mr. Shaw insisted on a spe-
cial lock being fitted to it by
Hubbs’s. Philip, as I say, placed the
package at the bottom of the trunk.
It was stolen just a few hours before
reaching New York. A rigorous
search of the whole ship was made,
but without result. The bonds
seemed literally to have vanished
into thin air.”

Poirot made a grimace. “But they
did not vanish absolutely, since I
gather that they were sold in small
parcels within half an hour of the
docking of the Olympia! Well, un-
doubtedly the next thing is for me
to sec Mr. Ridgeway.”

“I was about to suggest that you
should lunch with me at the Chesh-
ire Cheese. Philip will be there.
He is meeting me, but does not yet
know that I have been consulting
youon his behalf.”

We agreed to this suggestion read-
ily enough, and drove there in a
taxi.

Mr. Philip Ridgeway was there
before us, and looked somewhat
surprised to see his fiancée arriving
with two complete strangers. He
was a nice-looking young fellow,
tall and spruce, with a touch of
graying hair at the temples, though
he could not have been much over
thirty.

Miss Farquhar went up to him
and laid her hand on his arm.

BOND ROBBERY

“You must forgive my acting
without consulting you, Philip,” she
said. “Let me introduce you to Mon-
sieur Hercule Poirot, of whom you
must often have heard, and his .
friend, Captain Hastings.”

Ridgeway looked astonished. “Of
course I have heard of you, Mon-
sieur Poirot,” he said, as he shook
hands. “But I had no idea that Es-
mée was thinking of consulting you
about my troubles.”

“I was afraid you would not let
me do it, Philip,” said Miss Farqu-
har.

“So you took care to be on the
safe side,” he observed with a smile,
“I hope Monsieur Poirot will be
able to throw some light on this ex-
traordinary puzzle, for 1 confess
frankly that I am nearly out of my
mind with anxiety.”

Indeed, his face looked drawn
and haggard and showed only too
clearly the strain under which he
was laboring..

“Well, well,” said Poirot. “Let us
lunch, and over lunch we will put
our heads together and see what
can be done. I want to hear Mr.
Ridgeway’s story from his own
lips.”

While we ate the excellent steak
and kidney pudding of the estab-
lishment, Philip Ridgeway nar-
rated the circumstances leading to
the disappearance of the bonds. His
story agreed with Miss Farquhar’s
in every particular. When he had
finished, Poirot took up the thread
with a question.
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“What exactly led you to discover
-that the bonds had been stolen, Mr.
Ridgeway?”

He laughed rather bitterly. “The
thing stared me in the face, Mon-
sieur Poirot. I couldn’t have missed
it. My cabin trunk was half out
from under the bunk and all
scratched and cut about where
they’d tried to force the lock.”

“But I understood that it had
been opened with a key?”

“That’s so. They tried to force it,
but couldn’t. And, in the end, they
must have got it unlocked some-
how or other.”

“Curious,” said Hercule Poirot,
his eyes beginning to flicker with
the green light T knew so well.
“Very curious! They waste much,
much time trying to prise it open,
and then—saprisu! they find that
they have the key all the time—for
each of Hubbs's locks are unique.”

“That’s just why they couldn’t
have had the key. It never left me
day or night.”

“You are sure of that?”

“T can swear to it, and besidcs, if
they had had the key or a duplicate,
why should they waste time trying
to force an obviously unforceable

lock ?”

© “Ah, there is exactly the question
we are asking ourselves! I venture
to prophesy that the solution, if we
ever find it, will hinge on that curi-
ous fact. I beg of you not to assault
me if I ask you one more question:
Are you perfectly certain you did
not leave the trunk unlocked?”

Philip Ridgeway merely looked
at him, and Poirot gesticulated
apologetically.

“Ah, but these things can happen,
I assure you! Very well, the bonds
were stolen from the trunk. What
did the thict do with them? How
did he manage to get ashore with
them?”

“That’s just it,” cried Ridgeway.
“How? Word was passed to the
Customs authorities, and cvery soul
that left the ship was gone over
with a fine-tooth comb!”

“And the bonds, I gather,
bulky package?”

“Certainly they did. They could
hardly have been left hidden on
board—we know they were offered
for sale within half an hour of the
Olympia’s arrival, long before I got
the cables going and the numbers
sent out. One broker swears he
bought some of them even before
the Olympia got in. But you can’t
send bonds by wireless.”

“Not by wireless, but did not a
tug come alongside?”

“Only the official ones, and that
was after the alarm was given when
everyone was on the lookout. My
God, Monsieur Poirot, this thing
will drive me mad! People are be-
ginning to say I stole them myself.”

“But you also were searched on
landing, weren’t you?” asked Poirot
gently.

“Yes.”

The young man stared at him in
a puzzled manner.

“You do not catch my meaning,

made a
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I see,” said Poirot, smiling enigma-
tically. “Now I should like to make
afew inquiries at the Bank.”

Ridgeway produced a card and
scribbled a few words on it. “Send
this in and my uncle will see you.”

Poirot thanked him, bade fare-
well to Miss Farquhar, and to-
gether we started out for Thread-
needle Street and the head office of
the London and Scottish Bank. On
production of Ridgeway’s card, we
were led through the labyrinth of
counters and desks, skirting paying-
in clerks and paying-out clerks, and
up to a small office on the first floor
where the joint general managers
received us.

They were two serious-looking
gentlemen, who had grown gray in
the service of the Bank. Mr. Vava-
sour had a short white beard, Mr.
Shaw was clean-shaven.

“I understand you are strictly a
private inquiry agent?” said Mr. Va-
vasour. “Quite so, quite so. We have
of course, placed ourselves in the
hands of Scotland Yard. Inspector
McNeil has charge of the case. A
very able officer,I believe.,”

“I am sure of it,” said Poirot po-
litely. “You will permit a few ques-
tions, on your nephew’s behalf?
About this lock—who ordered it
from Hubbs's?”

“I ordered it myself,” said Mr.
Shaw. “I would not trust to any
clerk in the matter. As to the keys,
Mr. Ridgeway had one, and the
other two are held by my colleague
and myself.”

BOND ROBBERY

“And no clerk has had access to
them?” :

Mr. Shaw turned inquiringly to
Mr. Vavasour.

“I think I am correct in saying
that they have remained in the safe
where we placed them on the
23rd,” said Mr. Vavasour. “My col-
league was unfortunately taken ill
—in fact, on the very day that Philip
left us. He has only just recovered.”

“Severe bronchitis is no joke to a
man of my age,” said Mr. Shaw rue-
fully. “But I am afraid Mr. Vava-
sour has suffered from the hard
work entailed by my absence, es-
pecially with this unexpected worry
coming on top of everything.”

Poirot asked a few more ques-
tions. I judged that he was endeav-
oring to gauge the exact amount of
intimacy between uncle and neph-
ew. Mr. Vavasour’s answers were
brief and -punctilious. His nephew
was a trusted official of the Bank,
and had no debts or money difficul-
ties that he knew of. He had been
entrusted with similar missions in
the past. Finally we were politely
bowed out.

“I am disappointed,” said Poirot,
as we emerged into the street.

“You hoped to discover moré?
They are such stodgy old men.”

“It is not their stodginess which
disappoints me, mon ami. I do not
expect to find in a Bank manager a
‘keen financier with an eagle glance’
—as your favorite works of fiction
put it. No, I am disappointed in the
case—it is too easy!”
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“E“Sy?”

“Yes, do you not find it almost
childishly simple?”

“You know who stole the bonds?”

“I do.”

“But then—we must—why—"

“Do not confuse and fluster your-
self, Hastings. We are not going to
do anything at present.”

“But why? What are you waiting
for?”

“For the Olympia. She is due on
her return trip from New York on
Tuesday.”

“But if you know who stole the
bonds, why wait? He may escape.”

“To a South Sea island where
there is no extradition? No, mon
ami, he would find life very uncon-
genial there. As to why I wait—eh
bien, to the intelligence of Hercule
Poirot the casc is perfectly clear,
but for the bencht of others, not so
greatly gifted by the good God—
the Inspector McNeil, for instance
—it would be as well to make a few
inquiries to confirm the facts.”

“Good Lord, Poirot! Do you
know, I'd give a considerable sum
of money to see you make a thor-
ough ass of yoursclf—just for once.
You're so confoundedly conceited!”

“Do not enrage yourself Hast-
ings. In verity, I observe that there
are times when you almost detest
me! Alas, T suffer the penalties of
greatness!”

The little man puffed out his
chest, and sighed so comically that
I was forced to laugh.

Tuesday saw us speeding to Liv-

erpool in a first-class carriage of the
L. & N. W. R. Poirot had obstinate-
ly refused to enlighten me as to his
suspicions—or certainties. He con-
tented himself with expressing sur-
prise that I, too, was not equally ax
fait with the situation. I disdaincd
to argue, and intrenched my curi-
osity behind a rampart of pretended
indifference.

Once arrived at the quay along-
side which lay the big transatlantic
liner, Poirot became brisk and alert.
Our proceedings consisted in inter-
viewing four successive stewards
and inquiring after a friend of Poi-
rot’s who had crossed to New York
on the 23rd.

“An eclderly gentleman, wearing
glasses. An invalid—he hardly
moved out of his cabin.”

The description appeared to tally
with a Mr. Ventnor who had occu-
pied the cabin C24 which was next
to that of Philip Ridgeway. Al-
though unable to see how Poirot
had deduced Mr. Ventnor’s exist-
ence and personal appearance, I
was keenly excited.

“Tell me,” I asked, “was this gen-
tleman one of the first to land when
you got to New York?”

The steward shook his head.
“No, indeed, sir, he was one of the
last off the boat.”

I retired crestfallen, and observed
Poirot grinning at me. He thanked
the steward, a note changed hands,
and we took our departure.

“It's all very well,” I remarked
heatedly, “but that last answer must
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have damped your precious theory,
grin as you please!”

“As usual, you see nothing, Hast-
ings. That last answer is, on the con-
trary, the coping-stone of my the-
ory.” . :

1 flung up my hands in despair.

When we were in the train,
speeding toward London, Poirot
wrote busily for a few minutes,
sealing up the result in an envelope.

“This is for the good Inspector
_ McNeil. We will leave it at Scotland
Yard in passing, and then go to the
Rendezvous Restaurant, where 1
have asked Miss Esmée Farquhar
to do us the honor of dining with
us.”

“What about Ridgeway?”

“What about him?” asked Poirot
with a twinkle.

“Why, you surely don’t think—
you can’'t—"

“The habit of incoherence is
growing upon you, Hastings. As a
matter of fact I did think. If Ridge-
way had been the thief, which was
perfectly possible, the case would
have been charming—a piece of
neat methodical work.”

“But not so charming for Miss
Farquhar.”

“Possibly you are right. There-
fore all is for the best. Now, Hast-
ings, let us review the case. I can
see that you are dying to do so. The
sealed package is removed from the
trunk and vanishes, as Miss Farqu-
har,_puts it, into thin air. We will
dismiss the thin air theory, which

is not practicable at the present
stage of science, and consider what
is likely to have become of it. Ev-
eryone asserts the incredibility of its
being smuggled ashore—"

“Yes, but we know—"

“You may know, Hastings. I do
not. I take the view that, since it
seemed incredible, it was incredi-
ble. Two possibilities remain: it was
hidden on board—also rather dif-
ficult—or it was thrown overboard.”

“With a cork on it, do you
mean?”

“Without a cork.”

I stared. “But if the bonds were
thrown overboard, they couldn't
have been sold in New York.”

“I admire your logical mind,
Hastings. The bonds were sold in
New York, therefore they were not
thrown overboard. You see where
that leads us?”

“Where we were when we start-
ed.”

“Jamais de la viel 1f the package
was thrown overboard, and the
bonds were sold in New York, the
package could not have contained
the bonds. Is there any evidence
that the package did contain the
bonds? Remember, Mr. Ridgeway
never opened it from the time it
was placed in his hands in Lon-
don.”

“Yes, but then—"

Poirot waved an impatient hand.

“Permit me to continue. The last
moment that the bonds are seen as
bonds is in the office of the London
and Scottish Bank on the morning
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bly trying to kill a dull Sunday af-
ternoon.” He flapped a hand at her.
“Skip it. Any cookies?”

She took a jar down from a shelf
above the counter. “But what was
it all about?”

He grinned. “How do you cxpect
me to remember a mixed-up jum-
ble of nonsense?” But he found him-

self trying to remember it, but some

of it had gone in one ear and out
the other. “Let’s drink up,” he said,
“and get back on the job. I've got
another hour up on the ladder.”

She sipped her coffee. “But who
was it?”

“I haven't the faintest idea. Prob-
ably a wrong number. There are
other Millers in town.”

But not another Dade.

For some vague reason he didn’t
want to tell her about the threat.
It might not come out the same the
second time around. He tried to

think of it as a bad practical joke,

and that rcminded him of some-
thing. He said, aware of her level,
curious gaze, “Remember that time
in Casper, Wyoming? Who was it
—Harry Stutz? He phoned you
and said I was in jail, dead drunk,
and you'd better come down and
bail me out. He was some joker.
This one,” he said, nodding toward
the phone in the living room, “does-
n’t like someonce named Miller and
~wants to punch him in the nose.
Lot of gibberish. You know.”

He finished his coffee, burning
his tongue, ended weakly with
“Well,” and went outside.
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Up on the ladder later, he paused
now and then in his painting and
stared into space. He tried to con-
centrate on the telephone conversa-
tion, but the only part that stuck in
his mind clearly, sharply, almost
word for word, was the end. I'm @
murderer. So I have no choice. You
either get out or you get Rilled.

He wished he had been more at-
tentive. He was nagged by the
thought that he had missed or for-
gotten something significant. He
saw Jessie peering up at him with
peculiar intensity and made a great
show of stirring the paint in his
bucket.

They quit at five. “How about a
swim?” Dade said. But Jessie, pre-
occupied, said they were going to
have hashed-brown potatoes and
she wanted to get them ready.

He put on his trunks and trotted
down the switchback path. There
was no sand below, just a patch of
coarse shingle and a tumble of boul-
ders. Few people came here.

Swimming around, Dade thought
how lonely their house looked at
the end of the point. But that was
one of the reasons they had bought
it. And they had put a lot of work
into it with their own hands—
scraping and painting, a new porch
floor, a new roof. They still owed
for some of the materials. Then
there were the mortgage payments,
insurance, the installments on half
the furniture and all the kitchen
appliances. There was the office rent.
There was the two-man payroll.
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Why did a crazy, crackpot telephone
call make him think of all these
things?

“Damn fool!” he said, meaning
himself. He was doing fine. He had
chosen Ocean Cliffs because it had
doubled its population in the past
five years. There was no compe-
tition. He had started with one
man, Earl Johnson, and had taken
on another, Ted Coombs, a month
later. There was a new zoning map
to get out. There was a big acreage
survey in Bent Knee Canyon. There
was a two-mile right-of-way for a
utility company. There were other
jobs—storm drains, grading, site
improvements. And now some
croak-voiced idiot was trying to—

He saw Jessie on the porch steps
with Earl Johnson. By the way she
stood, quite still, with her arms
folded, he knew that she was giv-

~ ing Earl her fixed and silent atten-

tion.

He began swimming in, watch-
ing Earl’s excited gestures—point-
ing, making a fist, tossing his head.
For all his burly bigness Earl John-
son was pretty emotional and it
didn’t have to be anything impor-
tant to set him off. But climbing the
path, shaking the wet from his
hands, Dade felt a creeping uneasi-
ness.

“Hi, Earl,” he said, unable to sup-
press a smile at the big man’s red-
faced, puffing agitation. “You look
real shook up,”

“Who wouldn’t be?” Earl bel-
lowed. “Like I told Jessie, this guy
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with the frog voice phones about
half and hour ago and—"

“Oh, that,” Dade said ofthand,
nodding. “He phoned here too. I
told Jessie.” Being casual was Dade’s
way of hiding his emotions.

“But you didn't,” Jessie said, her
arms still folded, “tell me all of it,
You didn’t tell me that he threat-
ened to kill you.”

Dade groaned inwardly. He felt
like blowing his top at Earl but he
took a breath and tried to keep his
thinking on a sane, sensible level,
He said, “Take it easy, Earl. Threat-
ening is one thing, doing is another.
You'll see me around here for a long
time. How abouta drink?”

“Damn it,” Jessie said, her color
high, “will you stop being so casual
about it? You’re not fooling any-
body. 1 thought there was some-
thing wrong after you got that
phone call. You were altogether too
bouncy and chipper. And up on the
ladder you were in a daydream half
the time. Dade, this is serious.”

“No kidding,” Earl said, scrub-
bing the few hairs on his head.
“The guy sounded like a real far-
out creep. I know you don’t get up-
set easy, but for Pete’s sake don’t
laugh this off. Believe it or not, I'm
not thinking of myself alone—"

“What do you mean?” Dade said.

Ear] stamped his foot in mottled
embarrassment, but Jessie said, “He
means what the man told him. Any-
one working with you might get
killed by accident. You stop work-
ing. You stop everything. Or else.
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That’s what the man told him.”
Her voice had tightened; it was al-
most harsh, but her eyes were fill-
ing. “Dade, you can’t start that
Bent Knee Canyon survey tomor-
row. It’s too remote. You just can’t!”

“We'd be sitting  ducks,” Earl
said. “A ridge road on one side, a
ridge road on the other, and us
down below. A man with a rifle—"

“Earl,” Dade said softly, “just be
quiet, will you?” He glanced at
Jessie, saw her brimming eyes and
her stiffened lips. He pretended not
to notice. “Let’s sleep on it,” he
said. “I'm going to take a shower.
See youin the morning, Earl.”

He used the outside shower,
heard Earl drive off, and then he
went into the bathroom to shave.
When he came out, wrapped in a
white terry-cloth robe, Jessie said,
“Ted Coombs just called. The man
phoned him too.” She stared straight
ahead, unseeing.

Dade mixed two highballs in the
kitchen, carried them into the liv-
ing room, and handed her one.
Could there really be a plan shap-
ing up? Scare his men off, stop his
work dead in its tracks? Stop his
income? Put him out of business,
unless he closed up first of his own
free will? He needed both men for
field work.

Jessie said, “Ted doesn’t think
that under the circumstances he
wants to work out in Bent Knee
Canyon.”

“Earl doesn't either, I imagine.”
He thinned his lips.
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“You can’t blame them, hon.”

“I don't. For wages? Certainly
not. But the office stays open and I
work in it. There’s a lot of paper
work to catch up on, and that means
income when I finish it. Sit down
and enjoy your drink, honey.”

“Dade,” she said, her eyes grave,
“you’d better get dressed.”

“After I finish my drink. Sit
down, will you? Don’t keep
straightening those pictures. They’re
perfectly straight.”

“I mean,” she said, “after Ted
called—well—I phoned the police.
They'll be right out.”

He looked at her without expres-
sion.

Her voice hit a pitch of despera-
tion: “All right, all right—be angry
with me! But I'm scared—scared
stiff. What does all this matter—this
house, our own things around us,
everything I've ever wanted—what
does it all matter if—if your life—"

“I hope the next time Earl John-
son opens his mouth he chokes.”

“You didn’t wait for him to fin-
ish. You didn’t wait for him to tell
you what he told me after you
stalked off. I hate to think of it. I
hate even to repeat it. But when
Ted said the same thing—" She
broke off, her eyes pleading with
him. “Dade, the same kind of thing
happened here three years ago. And
the man was killed—murdered!”

She was shaking and he wanted
to get up and put his arms around
her. But he knew if he did that it

would shake her up even more and






26 NEEDLE

she gazed at Olds in a kind of dis-
believing consternation. “Can’t you
do something?” she demanded. “If
he phones here again, cant you
have the call traced ?”

“Sometimes yes, sometimes no,”
Olds said. “Besides, he’d anticipate
that. You see, ma’'m, he phoned
Broderick only once. Once. He's
not a kook or a psycho, I dont
think he wanted to kill Broderick
any more than he wants to kill your
husband. T think he’s just a very
desperate man with an awful lot at
stake in Ocean Cliffs. I'm sure he’d
much rather your husband would
get out of town.”

“So would you, wouldn’t you?”
Dade said with gentle irony.

Olds said, “Just let’s say I'd feel
a lot casier.”

“I guess we're all going to have
to feel a little uneasy for a while.”
Dade told him softly. “We've got a
stake here too.”

“That’s my husband,” Jessie said
in a bleak small voice. Her lips
quivered and all at once she turned
and ran inside.

“Well, it’s your neck,” Olds said.
“Try to make like a fast-moving
target as much as you can. And I'm
going to ask you to do what I asked
Broderick. Write down the name of
every man you've known well
enough that you'd think he'd re-
member you—and where you knew
him. We still have Broderick’s list,
We'll cross-check. If the same
name shows up on both lists we
might have something.” He looked
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around and shook his head gloom-
ily. “You people sure picked a
lonely spot. We'll cover it the best
we can. And the voice you heard
today docsn’t ring a bell?”

“Not even a little bell.”

Olds nodded. “It figures. He dis-
guised it. Broderick couldn’t recall
it from anywhere, either. So we
spent months checking out his list
of names—law-enforcement agen-
cies all over—but no dice. Maybe he
couldn’t remember everybody. But
see how you do, huh?” He looked
over his shoulder as a car drove up
“The press,” he said.

Next morning an L.A. Post-Ex-
press column head said: VOICE
OF DOOM AGAIN THREAT-
ENS. Radio and TV carried the
story against a background of the
Broderick case. Their representa-
tives crowded Dade’s office seeking
more details, and left with his firm .
statement that he had no intention
whatever of leaving Ocean Cliffs.

Tom Winter, the maintenance
man, came in and offered Dade the
use of a shotgun. Mrs. Winter, his
wife, phoned down from the fifth
floor; she was secretary to Lincoln
Conrad, the owner of the building,
and Mr. Conrad wondered if Mr.
Miller had adequate police protec-
tion. Out at the hquse, Dade said,
and while he was on the road.

Then he went up to the third
floor and told Harry Bishop, a build-
ing contractor, that there’d be some
delay on the Bent Knee Canyon sur-
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vey; he didn’t have the men. At
noon he gave Olds a list of names.
None of the names checked with
Broderick’s list.

That night, late, he got out of
bed and looked for Jessie. She was
in the kitchen, crying. When she
looked at him she cried harder and
almost became hysterical. He sat
holding her for a while, like a child.
In the morning she was grave and
composed—and grim. It wouldn’t
be fun, he thought, but she’d weath-
erit.

By Thursday he was sure she
would. And then the bomb scare
hit the Coastway Building—an an-
onymous tip telephoned to a radio
station Thursday afternoon. A
hoax, the station announced, after
the police searched Dade’s office.

Next morning Conrad tele-
phoned him to come up. Dade took
the elevator to Conrad’s suite on
the top floor, and Mrs. Winter
passed him right in.

“First off,” Conrad said, “let me
say how sorry I am about the mess
you're in.” He doodled for a mo-
ment on a pad, as if reluctant to go
on. He was a thin, quiet-spoken
man, with a long face, flat temples,
and gray brush-cut hair. “The
thing is, that radio broadcast yes-
terday put a bomb scare into some
of the building’s tenants. Would it
- be possible for you to—well, to close
your office tll this thing blows
over?”

“It means an awful lot to me, Mr.
Conrad, to keep it open.”
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Conrad nodded. “I can under-
stand that. Believe me, I was glad
to see you open shop here. I've been
more than satisfied with the survey-
ing you've done for me, and I cer-
tainly hope to have you do some
more. But I have to consider the
other tenants.”

You just can’t win, Dade thought,
peering out the window. He
watched a truck pass through the
alley below. He squinted at the
back of the Terminal Hotel; at the
blank back wall of the bus station;
through an opened skylight of a
one-storied brick building at a man
using a potter’s wheel; along the al-
ley to the drug store on the corner.
Business as usual. Except his own.

For a moment angry resentment
needled him. Earl Johnson and Ted
Coombs had chickened out, and
now some jittery tenants—but he
caught himself, holding his breath.
They were right. They knew what
had happened three years before.
And Earl had a wife and two kids.

“All right,” he said quictly. “T'll -
move what I need out to the house.”
He tried to salvage some small ben-
efit. “Maybe my wife will like it
better that way.” After the bomb
scare she had begged him not to
open the office again. “She’s scared
stiff when I'm away from home.”
She had been rigid when he left
that morning. :

“As a bachelor, I envy you her
concern. I had the pleasurc of chat-
ting with her one day in the Thrift
Shop but didn’t know she was your
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wife until I saw her picture in the
paper.” Conrad turned to the in-
tercom. “As of today, Mr. Miller’s
office will be closed untl further
notice. Put an appropriate sign on
the door, Mrs. Winter.” He turned
back to Dade. “If you have any
heavy stuff to move, Tom Winter
can help you with the pickup truck
after five.”

“I'd appreciate that,” Dade said.
“I'll like to move out my file cabi-
net, and it’s pretty heavy. Otherwise,
I'll be out of the office by noon.”
His grin was a little haggard. “But
I'll be back,” he said, and turned
and opened the door to Mrs. Win-
ter’s office.

“It’s just dreadful,” she said, her
eyes troubled in her gaunt, leathery
face. “Be careful, Mr. Miller. And
you really ought to let your wife
know where you are. She just
phoned here when she couldn’t get
your office. She said to phone Frank
Olds.”

He thanked her, walked .down
one flight to the fourth floor, and
entered Walter Small’s office. Small
was a public accountant whom
Dade used for bookkeeping and
taxes, and he wanted Small to know
he was moving out for the time
being. He paused for a moment at
the window, to watch the potter at
his wheel in the building below,
then left. Back in his office, he rang
Olds. '

Olds said, “We're getting help
from the sheriff’s office. Investiga-
tors and deputies around the clock.
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There’s 2 deputy out at your house
right now. You might say we're set
for a long siege.”

“I feel sunk,” Dade said. “Some
tenants have been spooked by the
bomb scare and I've been asked to
getout.”

“Understandable,” Olds said. “It
was a rifle last time, but it doesn’t
have to be this time. Ring when
you're ready to leave and we'll have
a car escort -you home.”

Dade loaded up in the alley back
of the office building. He went up
to the corner drug store, bought a
can of pipe tobacco, and looked
around for something to take Jessie.
Then he thought of the pottery
place and stopped there on the way
down the alley. He bought a small
ceramic vase. The air coming
through the opened skylight was
cool. A girl he knew casually was
smoking a cigarette at a window in
the office building. He waved and
she waved back.

The potter grinned. “Flirt with
the office help and I'll be getting
complaints. Of course, Jack Broder-
ick sang too, at the top of his lungs.
He'd belt it out right through that
skylight.”

“Jack Broderick?” Dade said, his
voice rising. “You mean this was
his auto-body shop?”

The potter nodded. “And I was
in that hole-in-the-wall across the
alley. Jack had a year’s lease here,
and the complaints just made him
flirt. more and sing louder. The
owner tried to break the lease, but
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Jack was cute enough to ask where
it said he couldn’t flirt or sing.
There was no other shop in town
available. Poor Mrs. Winter!”
“Mrs. Winter?”
“Yes,” the potter said. “The own-

er”

Dadc headed back toward his of-
fice to pick up his field book, brief
case, and odds and ends of papers.
He was disturbed, but in a vague,
dreamlike way that made no sense
in reality. It was as if an intuitive
whisper of danger had stirred
somewhere remotely back in his
mind. He felt an urgent nced to be
alert, watchful, as he ecntered the
back door of the office building. He
found Mrs. Winter thumbtacking a
Closed sign 1o his door.

She said, “This will make those
tenants feel better, I'm sure. I hope
you've no hard feelings, Mr. Mil-
ler.”

“None at all,” he said. “If you'll
tell me who complained I'll go
around and reassure them.”

“I really don’t know. They com-
plained to Mr. Conrad.”

. A strange wariness made him
choose his words carcfully and fit
them to a deliberate offhand man-
ner. “Probably chronic complain-
ers,” he shrugged. “Probably the
same ones who complained about
Jack Broderick’s singing and flirt-
ing.”
_“Ireally don’t remember, Mr. Mil-
ler. I own that little building, you
- know—and I had quite a time with
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Mr. Broderick. He was noisy and
loud and fresh—and a bully. He
even bullied his friend, that quiet
Mr. Redmond, and laughed at his
nearsightedness. And then poor Mr.
Redmond was murdered instead of
him. Just like a bully to have all the
luck. Mr. Conrad told him so to his
face the day he brought me the
shop keys, the day he left town.”
She touched Dade’s arm and her
leathery face softened. “The Lord
watch over you, Mr. Miller. And
Mrs. Miller. I had such a nice talk
with her when she phoned and 1
hope to meet her some day.”

Touched by her sympathetic con-
cern, he watched her walk away
and for a few moments he lost the
thread of his strange wariness. But
it came back to him as he shoved
his field book and papers into the
brief case. He felt as if the building
crouched above him, watching,
waiting.

Was he too close for somebody’s
comfort? Had Broderick, perhaps
recognized through the skylight
from an office window, been too
close? Had the complaints about
the singing and flirting been a blind,
a dodge, a desperate man’s device
to put Broderick out of business
and out of town?

Dade shook his head against his
quickened pulse, rejecting the pat
and easy answer. He -had been
a tenant in the building for three
months. Day after day he had seen
the same faces—in the corridor, the
elevator, the cafeteria, the adjoining
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parking lot. Besides, it was the
write-up in the Jocal paper that had
started it all. He was appalled at
how he had almost gone off half-
cocked.

When he got home Jessie put on
a display of indignation over the
closing of the office, but his gently
mocking smile made her blush and
she threw her arms around him.
“All right,” she said, “I'm glad. I'm
a silly woman, but I want my hus-
band near me. And you were sweet
and thoughtful to bring me the
pretty vase.” She looked up at him.
“Mrs. Winter thinks youre a very
brave man.”

“Tust stupid, maybe,” he said,
feeling discouraged at the prospect
of waiting days, weeks, perhaps
_months, for something to break.
“H'm?” he said, blinking, missing
something she had said.

“Oh, nothing. I was just saying
she’s probably the first person I've
heard out here pronounce thé name
of my old home town the way it
should be. She wondered, with all
this, if I was sorry I'd ever left. How
could T be? If I hadn't left Beau-
mont, ['d never have met a certain
~handsome young engineer—"

“Well, enough of that,” Dade
said, and carried his brief case into
the spare bedroom.

And then it came to him, rising
slowly in his consciousness, unfold-
ing, expanding, crowding his throat
and roaring in his ears.

He remembered.

He remembered

the hoarse,
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croaking voice on the telephone. He
remembered the part he had for-
gotten.

And all at once—explosively—
his vagaries about the skylight and
Broderick and the office building”
made sense.

They made even more sense, two
hours later, when he walked into
Frank Old’s office. Hot and sweaty,
keyed up, he said, “You didn’t find
anything by checking back on
Broderick. I don’t think you'll find
anything by checking back on me.”

“I'm not too hopeful,” Olds ad-
mitted. “But we’ve got to try.”

. Dade said, tight-lipped, “I don't
think Broderick was ever meant to
be killed. The threat against him
was just a trick to lead the inves-
tigation up a blind alley. He brought
Clyde Redmond to town with him,
If he'd left Redmond would have

left with him. He didn't leave. Red-
mond was killed. It was Redmond
who was meant to be killed.” His
lips were dry and he licked them.,
“And now it’s my wife—not me—"

“It tempts me,” Olds said, “except
for one thing. But go on.”

Dade took a slip of paper from
his shirt pocket and put it on the
desk. “Pronounce that word,” he
said. .

“Beaumont ?
mont, Texas?”

“That’s the way ten people I've
asked this afternoon pronounced it
—the first syllable like 0. But not”
—he shook his head—“hack in

You mean Beau- .
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Beaumont, Missouri, my wife’s
home town. Back there, Mr. Olds,
the first syllable’s like in beautiful.”
He leaned halfway across the desk.
“Mrs. Tom Winter is the first per-
son my wife’s heard who pro-
nounced it the right way since she
left home seven years ago. It’s the
way the person who threatened me
on the phone pronounced it. You'd
have to come from there, or near
there, to say it that way.”

“Oh, come now,” Olds pleaded,
holding up his hands. “Anniec Win-
ter? She’s lived here all her life.”

“Her present husband hasn’,”
Dade told him. “Being a stranger in
town, I didn't know that until I
phoned Earl Johnson. Tom Winter
came here about five years ago and
they were marricd four years ago.
And T didn’t know that Walter
Small, the accountant, is her son-
in-law, and that he came to town

four years ago. I didn’t know that .

Harry Bishop left here in the early
Fifties and was gone for three years.
You know who Harry Bishop is,
don’t you?”

Olds nodded. “Building contrac-
tor. Son by her first hushand.”

“And what have they all got in
common?” Dade said. “Offices in
the Coastway Building. Close to
Broderick’s shop—to Redmond.
Close to me—with always the
chance my wife might stop by. And

all of them related to Mrs. Winter.

Did she,” he asked grimly, “learn
g y

to pronounce Beaumont that way

from one of them?”
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“Well,” Olds said, spreading his
palms, “why didn’t you ask her?”

Dade’s wariness, almost a hunted
look, showed in his eyes. His voice
tightened when he said, “Mr. Olds,
I just can’t trust anybody—not even
Mrs. Winter. How do I know what
she knows? How can I be sure that
if T ask her I won't arouse her sus-
picions?” He pointed to the door.
“If I'm right, if it’s one of them, my
wife can make the identification.
She’s with the desk sergeant. The
deputy drove us in. Let her have
a look at Small and Bishop and
Tom Winter.”

“You're pushing me,” Olds said,
but then he sighed and stood up.
“But it tempts me.” He shrugged. -
“I_,ct S go »

They all drove over in the depu-
ty’s car. As they entered the build-
ing Dade put his arm protectively
around Jessie and kept looking ev-
ery which way with a ficrce and
wary alertness. The thought blared
.at him again and again that the
“answer must be here in this build-
ing. In a flash of vindictive resent-
ment he ripped the Closed sign
from his office door, unlocked it,
and led the way in. He kicked the
door shut with a bang.

“Hon,” Jessic said, grave and be-
wildered, “I've never seen you like
this.”

Olds said, “He’s sure hot as a pis-
tol. But I guess it’s not every day a
man figures his wife’s being set up
for a kill. Okay, Mr. Miller, go ask

them to come in here. Give ’em



32 ‘ NEEDLE IN A HAYSTACK

some hanky-panky. Say I'm inves-
tigating the bomb scare.”

Dade wheeled and was reaching
for the knob when the door opened
sharply a matter of two feet and
remained there at the end of Lin-
coln Conrad’s extended arm. “Mr,
Miller,” Conrad said, his eyes angry,
“I passed here on my way to the
bank half an hour ago. The Closed
sign was on the door. Now it’s not.
And you're in your office. I thought
we agreed—"

“We agreed, Mr. Conrad. Now
if you’ll please move—"

“Mr. Conrad?” Jessie said, mov-
ing to take hold of Dade’s arm.

Dade said, “Damn it, Jessie, let
go!”

But then he saw the anger in
Conrad’s eyes dissolve in a blinding
sheen of consternation. The man’s
face went out of shape. Dade could
feel the bite of Jessie’s fingers on
his arm. He trned and saw the
twisted grimace at her mouth—
anger and dismay and revulsion;
and then he heard the choked sound
of her voice: “Mr. Beasley!”

“Who?” Dade shouted, groping
wildly through his own consterna-
tion. “But you've seen him in town!
He said he talked to you in the
Thrift—" Dade groaned. “He said!”
And then he was like a man on
springs, trying to throw a punch
past the vigilant deputy.

“Of course,” Olds said, “there’s
no law against a man changing his
name.” But Conrad was white with
shock—unseeing, unhearing.

“A dead man?” Jessie demanded.
“A man everybody in Beaumont
thought was done away with ten
years ago?” She covered her face
with her hands. “I don’t want to
look. It makes me ill. I want to go
home—home!”

That might be a good idea, Olds
told Dade, maneuvering the owner
of the Coastway Building, a dazed
man, to the other side of the office.
And when Dade nodded, the depu-
ty let him go and Jessie grabbed him
by the hand, fast, because he was
still a litdle on springs, outraged
and rebellious. She got him out,
and they rode home in a taxi, hold-
ing hands.

“He was taken as a hostage,”
Jessie said, “when the bank was
held up. The people in the bank
were warned not to call the police
for an hour, or he’d be killed. They
didn't. He'd been a teller there for
fifteen years.”

Dade said, “He probably planned
the whole thing.”

But Frank Olds, when he came
out to the house that night, said no,
he did not. What the two holdup
men didn’t know was that Arthur
Coyne Beasley was a nut on guns
and always carried a small automat-
ic pistol in his hip pocket. hoping
some day to foil a bank stickup and
get a reward. But when it actually
happened he didn’t have the
chance; he was the first one cov-
ered by a sawed-off shotgun. How-
ever, thirty miles from Beaumont
he got the chance. As they let him












36 THE OLD WOMAN UPSTAIRS

eyes were redder than the cat’s, two
cuts in his head forever spying on
the first shadows of her breast.
Marthat put his food in front of
him, and sat sideways with her
hands near the fire. When he got up
he always said, Is there anything
you want me to do? She had never
said yes. The boy went back to dig
potatoes out of the patch or to count
the hens’ eggs; and if there were
berries to be picked off the garden
bushes, she joined him before noon.
Seeing the little red currants pile
up in the palm of her hand, she
would think of the money under
the old woman’s mattress. If there
were hens to be killed she could cut
" their throats far more cleanly than
the boy who let his knife stay in
the wound and wiped the blood on
the knife along his sleeve. She
caught a hen and killed it, felt its
warm blood, and saw it run head-
less up the garden path. Then she
went in to wash her hands.

It was in the first week of spring.
Martha had reached her twentieth
year, and still the old woman
stretched out her hand for the cup
of tea, still the front of her night-
dress never stirred with her hreath-
ing, and still the fortune lay under
the mattress. There was so much
that Martha wanted. She wanted a
man of her own and a black dress
for Sundays and a hat with flow-
ers. She had no money at all. On
the days that the boy took the eggs
and the vegetables to market, she
gave him a six-penny piece that the

old woman gave her, and the mon-
ey the boy brought back in his
handkerchief she put into the old
woman’s hands. She worked for
her food and her shelter as the
boy worked for his, though she
slept in a room upstairs and he in a
bed of straw over the empty sheds.

On a bright market morning
she walked out into the garden so
that her plan might be cooled in
her head. She saw two clouds in
the sky, two unshapely hands clos-
ing round the head of the sun. If
I could fly, she thought, I could
fly in at the open window and
fasten my teeth in the old wom-
an’s throat. But the cool wind blew
the thought away. She knew that
she was no common girl, for she
had read books in the winter eve-
nings when the boy was dreaming
in the straw and the old woman
was alone in the dark. She had
read of a god who came down
like money, of snakes with the
voices of men, and of a man who
stood on the top of a hill, talking -
with a thing of fire.

At the end of the garden, where
the fence kept out the wild green
fields, she came to a mound of
earth, There she buried the dog
she had killed for catching and
killing the hens in the garden.
Peace in Rest, the cross said, and
the date of the death was written
backwards so that the dog had not
died yet. T could bury her here,
said Martha to herself, by the side
of the dog, under the manure so
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Lano took control again. “You
mean, you ain’t going in?”

Marty said, “If I walk up those
steps, Frankiell hit me before I
even get near him.”

“You gotta take that chance,”
Lano said. “You know Frankie,
the way he is. He never stays holed
up long. He'll be getting out soon.”

“If he does, he has to come
through me,” Marty said quietly.

Lano nudged a waddling woman
beside him. “Theresa, run and tell
the precinct.”

“Run all that way?” she pro-
tested.

“Use the telephone,” Lano yelled.
“You got any brains?”

“Gimme the dime,” she said.
“That proves I got brains all right.”

She waddled away. It would take
her a long time to complete a job
that should have been an emer-
gency call. Lano was obviously
stalling, but trying to make it look
good.

“If I go up there, I'll get myself
killed.” Marty talked as if he were
thinking aloud.

“Somebody’s gotta do it, Marty,”
Joe Briggs said. “It’'s a job for a
cop. It’s your job.”

Suddenly Beth was at his side,
facing them. “You're a fine lot to be
asking Marty to go in there and
get shot. He’s just out of the hos-
pital. Three and a half weeks and
he’s just returned to duty. You're
certainly a fine lot to ask a favor
of him—any kind of a favor. But
asking him to risk his life—that’s

the biggest laugh around here since
that family moved their furniture
out the back window and got away
without paying their rent.”

“You have to remind
that?” Lano asked irritably,

“Mr. Lano,” Beth said, “why
don’t you go and bring Frankie
down?”

“Why should I go up there?”
Lano demanded. “I don’t get paid
for ic.”

The group has grown and was
now beginning to show excitement,
But Marty stayed where he was,
scated on the cold step, smoking
calmly.

“Let’s go back a little,” Marty
said. “To a month ago. I was off
duty, as I am now. I was home and
some of you came and told me there
was trouble.”

Nobody said a word. Marty stud-
ied the faces—the Italian, Irish,
German, Swedish faces. Second
generation, for the most part. He
liked these people because they
were a part of this polyglot neigh-
borhood, as he and Beth were. But
he hated them too. He hated them
with the pain of a bloody face, in-
ternal injuries, bruises and cuts. He
hated them with the kind of hate
that comes from lost pride.

“Marty,” Joe said, “that’s over
with. This is now-—and there’s a
killer up there and you gotta go
get him.”

“First,” Marty said, “let’s analyze
the sitvation. I'm a policeman, I
have a good education—two and a

me of
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half years in college before I was
called into service. That’s okay, I
wasn't the only one who lost out
because of that cockeyed war in
Korea. After that I became a cop
and I worked hard at it because I
thought being a cop might not pay
much, but it gets a man respect
from his neighbors. That's how it
worked too, but the respect turned
out to be a series of favors. Fix a
ticket, get my brother out of the
drunk tank, see what you can do
for poor sixteen-year-old Ollie who
is in the can for armed robbery.
Poor Ollie, a victim of his environ-
ment. Poor Ollie—with seven ar-
rests in his sixteen years. Poor Ollie
who’s going to kill somebody some
day and 'm supposed to ask that
they go easy on him.”

“Marty, Marty,” Lano implored.
“This is your neighborhood. Sure
we come to you, out of great re-
spect for you.”

“So last month you came and
said some kids were smashing up
Kelly’s Bar because he wouldn’t
sell them a drink. I went down and
there were seven of them. Seven
kids—giants of kids, strong as
horses even if they never did an
honest day’s work in their lives.
Seven stupid, senseless, thick-head-
ed kids and they all lit into me.
They got my gun and then they
beat me up. You were all there.
You wouldn’t even spend a dime
to call the precinct because you
didn’t want to miss a second of the
fun. I called on you for help. There

must have been fifteen, twenty of
you, and there were seven crazy
kids—but nobody, not one of you,
would give me a hand. It happens
all the time. All over the country.
Cops are beaten up, but the people
they sometimes give their lives to
protect, they won't raise a hand to
help—not one of them.”

“Marty,” Alfie said, “we’re sorry.
We just didn’t want to get mixed
up in it”

“We figured you could take care
of them,” Joe said.

“Take care of seven of them?
Two would have been hard to han-
dle, but there were seven of them,
and they all hated cops.”

“You saying we’rc responsible
for what happened?” Lano de-
manded.

“Certainly I say so. If I'd had
help, I wouldn’t have been beaten
up and sent to the hospital.”

“A cop has to take chances like
that, Marty,” Lano said.

“For the pay we get? Take-home
less than ninety a week. You call
that good pay for getting beaten
up? Or shot? Or even hated?”

“Marty,” Joe said, “we don't hate
you.”

“You may not hate Marty as a
man,” Beth said, “but you hate him
as a cop because he represents what -
keeps you in line. But I don’t think
it's worthwhile his being killed for
people like you, at less than a bus
driver makes.”

“Look, look, now,” Lano said.
“Can’t we settle this later? Go get
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Frankie before the precinct captain
gets here and makes trouble for
you, Marty.”

“The only trouble he can make
for me,” Marty said, “is to take my
badge away, and losing it would be
no hardship. I can get another job
in twenty-four hours with starting
pay more than I get as a sccond-
grade detective.”

The fat woman waddled back
and shouted importantly that the
precinct said they’d take care of it.

“You see,” Lano said sorrow-
fully. “Now you're in trouble.”

Marty looked up at him with a

" smile. “What I'd like to see right
now is Frankie come barging out
with his gun blazing.”

Four of the crowd melted away,
and a dozen drew farther back.
Lano, Joe, and Alfie eyed the front
door apprehensively.

“Well,” Marty said, “I guess we’ll
go home, Beth.”

Lano’s big hand gripped Marty’s
coat as the detective stood up. “You
can’t do that! Sometimes it takes a
while for the cops to get herc,
Marty, you got a gun .. . if Frank-
ie.comes out and you aren’t here,
it'll be like a shooting gallery.”

Marty put an arm around Beth’s
waist. “I asked you people for help
when I needed it desperately,” he
said. “I got no help. Now you
want me to go get myself shot—
perhaps killed. You want me to do
my duty. I was trying to do just
that last month and you laughed.
A lousy cop was getting his brains

NEIGHBORHOOD
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beaten out. And by kids. It was
very funny.”

“We're sorry,” Lano said desper-
ately. “We all beg your pardon.”

“You're sorry now when there’s
trouble and I can take the brunt of
it. But when we tried to get you to
testify against those kids, none of
you admitted secing a thing.”

“We just didn’t want any trou-
ble,” Alfie protested.

“That’s right. You didn’t want
trouble. The parents’ of those kids
didn’t want trouble. Not with any-
body, especially with their own
kids. What do those kids believe
in? Nothing! Patriotism? They
never heard of it—that’s square
stuff, cornball stuff. Kindness?
There’s not a speck of it in any of
them. Brains? How can they think
what's right and what’s wrong
when nobody ever Dbothered to
teach them? You've got kids like
them—all of you. So when they
beat up a cop, it’s funny—very
funny.”

“Why don’t you get those kids
to go after Frankie?” Beth said.
“Strong, brave kids who aren’t
afraid of a cop—when the odds are
seven to one. Don’t any of you
mention Marty’s courage in front
of me. Don't you say he’s afraid to
go up there, because cvery single
one of you isand you know it.”

“There oughta be a radio car.”
Alfie looked up and down the
street. “Where're the cops?”

Marty’s eyes roamed over the
crowd. “So I go up there and
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Frankje gets me. Youll all be so
sorry—but that’s what a cop gets
paid for. Let me say this, and get
1t straight, all of you: go get Frank-
ie yourselves.”

“Where’s the cops?” Lano al-
most screamed.

Marty unbuttoned his coat. “Well,
Beth,” he asked, “what’ll T do?
You're in this t0o.”

“Go in and get Frankie,” Beth
said. “Poor guy . . . and please don’t
hurt him.”

Marty looked around. “T'll need
somcbody to back me up. Who's
going in with me?”

Lano said, “Marty, we ain't going
in there.”

“Why not? You want Frankie
to come out and maybe shoot your
wife or your cousin? We have to
get him before he can do that, don't
we? We have to sacrifice some-
thing. Do you know what sacrifice
1s, Lano? It’s giving something of
yourself—like your life or your
scrambled guts. Are you coming
in?”

“No,” Lano shouted.

The others were backing off.
Marty sat down agai.

“We're right back
started,” he said.

“The other cops.” Alfie kept
looking wildly for them. “Why
ain’t they here?”

“What a bunch of herces you

” Marty said with a hollow

where we

are,

laugh.
Then he jumped to his feet, for-

getting the pain in his leg. He

walked up the stairs, drawing his
gun as he entered the hallway. Lano
went after him slowly, warily. Al-
fie followed. Joe hung back, then he
entered the building too.

They reached the fourth floor.
The cubbyhole was on the fifth,
and the door was at the top of the
stairs.

Marty called out, “Frankie,
Frankie, don’t do anything foolish.
We want to talk to you. It’s me—
Marty the cop. And Lano who
owns the joint and Alfie and Joe.
Frankie—"

“Don’t use my name,” Lano
whispered hoarsely. “For God’s
sake, Marty, don’t tell him I'm
here. If he gets loose, helll come
after me.”

“But I'm right here to stop him,”
Marty said.

“Where’s the cops from the pre-
cinct?” Joe groaned. He was on
the lower landing, looking up.

“Let’s go,” Marty said. “He can’t
shoot all of us at one time.”

The ancient handrail trembled
under Lano’s grasp. Marty went
up the stairs, gun thrust forward,
moving carefully. As he progressed,
Lano started moving backward.
Alfie, behind him, also retreated.
Joe stayed where he was, on the
landing; he was half turned so that
if he had to dive down the steps
he wouldn't break his neck.

Marty didn’t look around. “This
is what it feels like to be a cop. It’s
an exciting life, boys, isn't it? You
still with me?”
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sweeping into the school dance, tall
and slim and beautiful in the pink
dress. The boys would look at her
as if she really existed. They would
crowd around and ask to dance
and their eyes would warm her.
She would move in an enchanted
world of soft lights and muted mu-
sic, of whispered compliments and
admiring glances. . . .

An impossible dream—but if she
only had the dress, the dream might
come true.

The car slowed and Sue Ann’s
mind lurched back to reality.

Her uncle said, “Now what d’ya
suppose is the matter with him?”

Ahead of them a shiny red pick-
up was parked along the road with
the hood up and a young man in
white shirt and blue levis was wav-
ing his hand at them.

“The poor man will get heat
stroke without a hat,” Aunt Ida
said with concern. There was some-
thing tensely urgent about the
man’s quick gestures.

Uncle Daniel braked to a jerky
stop. “Dang fool contraptions,” he
growled. “Always something go-
ing wrong with ‘em.”

The young man looked up and
down the road with a furtive glance
and came over to the car. “Thanks
for stopping,” he said with a ner-
vous grin.

“What's wrong?” Uncle Daniel
asked.

“If I knew, I wouldn’t be here,
gramps,” the young man said. He
lcaned down and looked into the

station wagon with an oddly intent
expression. He had very pale cyes—
almost as if the color had been
washed out, leaving only the tiny
glittering blackness of the pupils.
He was thin and muscular, with a
thick neck sloping into powerful
shoulders. He was darkly tanned
and had wiry black hair cut very
short.

His glance passed quickly over
Sue Ann, took in the clutter of feed
sacks and grocery bags in the back.
He opened the rear door and slid
into the scat beside Sue Ann. Then,
reaching into his shirt front, he
took out a blue-steel revolver.

“Get this heap started and drive,
Old Man,” he said in a voice that
was cold and still as winter fog.

Uncle Daniel swung around to
stare at him. “You get out of there,”
he yelled. “What right you got get-
tin’ into my automobile?”

The young man shook the gun.
“This right. Drive. Get this heap
rolling.” :

Uncle Daniel’s face flushed angri-
ly. “I will not! I'll throw you out,
you young punk!” He grabbed the
door handle and began to open the
front door.

“Wait, Pop!” The stranger leaned
forward and pressed the barrel of
his revolver against Aunt Ida’s
head. “You behave, Old Man, or I
kill her. And don’t think I don’t
mean it.”

Uncle Daniel was suddenly mo-
tionless. His faded old eyes leaped
back and forth between the stran-
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ger’s face and his threatening hand.
Aunt Ida was rigid with fright. Her
eyes were round and staring behind
her gold-rimmed glasses; her
mouth hung open and she made
faint groaning sounds.

Uncle Daniel lunged across the
seat, trying to reach for the man’s
gun hand. He shouted, “Run, Idal”

Ida Martin screamed and kept
screaming as her hands tore at the
car door. She finally got it open and
tumbled out into the dusty road.
The two men fought for possession
of the gun. Back and forth across
the seat they struggled, Daniel Mar-
tin in silence, the young man with a
stream of obscenities.

The old man was strong from his
years of farm work, but the other
was young, and the gun slowly
swung against the old heart. The
shot was a thunder of sound and
the old man sagged against the back
of the scat, his head hanging limply
between his arms. Blood trickled
down onto the worn floor mat.

The killer slid out of the car with
the agility of a cat. He bounded
down the road after the flecing
woman.

Sue Ann watched paralyzed with
fright. She knew dazedly that she
ought to run, but she couldn’t move.
The man caught Aunt Ida by the
arm. His hand rose and fell in a
chopping motion and the woman
crumpled in the dust. The man
pulled the body into the cover of
brush at the roadside and came
back toward the car.

Sue Ann heard a whimpering
cry and knew that she was making
the sound. She was incapable of mo-
tion and stayed crouched in the cor-
ner of the back seat, as nearly invisi-
ble as it was possible for her to be.
Only her wide frightened eyes
moved as she watched the killer ap-
proach.

He moved with a furtive quick-
ness, with long effortless strides
that reminded Sue Ann of a stalking
cat. He glanced at her, then crossed
to the red pickup and opened the
door. He recached inside and took
something from the scat. Then he
released the brake and let the pick-
up roll over the bank into the river
bed. Therc was a terrible finality to
the splintering sound of metal
crashing against the rocks, and then
the silence and the heat closed in
like a choking hand. The dry grass
whispered in the faint breeze; high
and thin in the shimmering air a
hawk screamed . . . sounds of si-
lence and aloneness.

The killer walked back to the car
and peered in at Sue Ann. His eyes
were pale sparks in the grim and
twitching darkness of his face.
The girl knew instinctively that he
would kill her if she showed fear.
She sat quictly staring back at him,
motionless and silent until he spoke
and jerked his head at her.

“Get out,” he said, “and come
around here.”

She went around the car and
stood before him, feeling the blaze
of the sun like a fire on her shoul-
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ders. The young man looked her
over—the lank dark hair that hung
like black- wings down her back;
the skin, tanned as an Indian’s; the
thin, long face; the slender, flat body
concealed in the shapeless, faded
dress.

“You ain’t much to look at,” he
said with careless distaste. “You
seen what happened. You do like 1
say, or you'll get it too. Hold this
and stay right there.”

Sue Ann nodded. Her head
rocked up and down and wouldn't
stop. Her neck felt weak, her head
light, as though it were about to
break off and go floating away.

The man dragged Uncle Daniel’s
body from the car and slid it over
the bank; then he found an old
blanket and covered the front seat.
He got in under the steering wheel
and ordered Sue Ann into the seat
beside him. He was a much better
driver than Uncle Daniel and the
battered old car moved smoothly
up the road.

Sue Ann sat as far away from him
as she could, but she watched him
with a chilled fascination—the way
a trapped squirrel watches an ap-
proaching rattlesnake. His hands
were strong and covered with fine
black hairs, and when he moved his
arms the muscles of his shoulders
rippled beneath his thin shirt. He
wasn’t old—perhaps twenty; it was
hard to tell because of the harshly
cruel look of his mouth. His pale
eyes flickered from the road to the
rear-view mirror and he drove as

rapidly as the old car would go on
the narrow twisting read.

After they had gone several miles
he seemed to relax and glancing at
her he asked, “Do you know the
roads up here?”

Sue Ann nodded.

He frowned. “Can’t you talk?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where’s the road we take to go
to Merced?”

“I—I think it’s about five miles
farther. There’s a sign.”

After a while he said, “You don’
have to sit in the corner. I won't
bite you.”

Sue Ann didn’t move.

He said, glancing quickly at her,
“Your folks?”

“My aunt and uncle.”

“I'm sorry about it. I am, truly,
If the old man hadn’t got smart, I
wouldn’t have hurt them. I'm no
killer. Hurting people makes me
feel bad, but I didn’t have any
choice. You can sce that, can’t you?”

Sue Ann nodded her head.

“Sure you do. You're a smart kid.
Live around here?”

“We—I live up the road about
ten miles.”

“Do you go to school?”

“I'm a sophomore next year at
Senior High.”

He glanced at her. “Why don't
you get fixed up a littde? Do you
have to go around looking like a
damned witch?”

“My Uncle Daniel didn’t think
nice girls used lipstick and stuff.”

He gave a short bitter laugh.
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“That was the way my Pa was—
wouldn’t let us kids do nothin’. He
was a devil, my Pa, stricter than
hell. Do you think lipstick and stuff
is okay?”

“S—sure!”

“Help yourself. Be my guest.
That bag belonged to the dame in
the red pickup. I bet it’s full of stuf.
She was painted up like a floozy.”

Sue Ann dropped her eyes to the
purse. It was fine leather with a
hand-tooled  oak-lcaf  design—a
beautiful, expensive bag.

Sue Ann stroked the smooth
leather gently, then opencd the sil-
ver latch and looked inside. The
sweet scent of perfume filled the
air. There was a lace handkerchief,
a notcbook, a gold pen, a comb, a
wallet, a round compact, and a lip-
stick in a jeweled case. Nice things,
beautiful things. . . .

Sue Ann peered at herself in the
compact mirror and used the bright
color on her lips. She used the comb
to fluff her long hair. She looked
different, all right, like some pretty
stranger.

“You're not so bad,” the man
said approvingly. “If you had some
decent clothes and your hair fixed
up fancy you'd be a good looker.
Little skinny for my taste but you’d
fill out.”

Sue Ann closed the handbag and
held it carcfully. “What happened to
her?” she asked.

“Who?”

“The lady that had the pickup
and these things.”

He said defensively, “She would-
n’t behave. All T asked her to do
was drive me out of here. She
wouldn’t do it, started yelling. She
wasn’t smart like you. The cops
would spot that red pickup in five
minutes once the alarm got out. I
had to ditch it.”

“Was she pretty?”

“Yeah, she was preuy. Hair the
color of copper wire and a cute fig-
ure. She was wearing tight levis
and onc of those cowhoy shirts. I
sure hated to let her have it.”

Suc Ann stroked the soft leather.
The woman with the copper-col-
ored hair scemed very real, almost
as though she were sitting beside
Sue Ann on the front seat.

The young man swung the car
around a sharp turn and his shirt
gaped open, showing his tight mus-
cled brown skin and the butt of the
revolver.

“Will you kill me if I don’t do
what you say?” Sue Ann asked.

“I'd hate to, kid, but I sure
would.”

Suc Ann slid over closer to him.

He glanced at her and his pale
eyes glittered. “Don’t get ‘some
crazy idca about trying something.
I got away from prison camp this
morning and 1 ain’t going back.
Quick as the guards check they’ll
miss mc and the hills will be
crawling with cops. You'rc my in-
surance, baby, and you're staying
right there. They won’t spot this
old car real soon and when they do
you'll be right with me.”



54 ON THE ROAD TO JERICHO

Sue Ann’s hands were sweating’
and her throat was dry, but she
managed to smile at him. “You do
think I'm pretty?” she asked.

“Sure do, baby.”

“If you were a boy in school
would you date me?”

“Sure would.”

“I'm going to get a dress. It's low-
cut and it’s pale pink. There’s shoes
100, pink ones, with real high heels.”

“You'll be a walking dream,
baby.”

Sue Ann put her hand on his
arm. The touch sent shivers up her
back—the feel of his hard body, the
feel of his warm skin. She half
closed her eyes and let her painted
mouth open slightly.

The man gave her a startled look.
He pulled the car to the side of the
road and stopped. He swore quietly.
“Baby, you had me fooled. I sure
thought you were a dead one.”

Sue Ann let her head fall back
and looked at him through her eye-
lashes. When she spoke she made
her voice husky and low. “And
now,” she said, “what do you think
now?” She had sneaked out to a
few movies in her life, entertain-
ment forbidden by Uncle Daniel.
Her seductive act was amateurish
but the man didn’t laugh. The hot,
animal look in his pale eyes fright-
ened Sue Ann, yet fascinated her.

She couldn’t look away from his
eyes, and her body warmed and her
breath came quickly. She was too
young and too inexperienced to
know, except by instinct, the mean-

ings of the turmoil that churned
her whole being. The man was no
longer a monster who had coldly
killed her aunt and uncle and the
woman with the copper hair; he
was a man who looked at her with
desire—a man whose eyes spoke of
beauty, and her parched femaleness
answered him.

He touched her shoulders almost
with gentleness. The harshness had
left his face and he looked young
and sad. “Oh, baby,” he said, “it’s
been a damn long time. You never
been in prison. You don’t know.”

“I've been in prison,” she said,
“all my life.”

He pulled her against him and
kissed her. The strength of his lips,
the roughness of his cheek, aroused
her and yet frightened her. She was
a child suddenly discovering what
it is to be a woman. Most girls date
and explore; Sue Ann leaped the
gap between child and woman in
one kiss.

The man felt the bite of the gun
against his side and forgetful of
everything except the girl’s soft lips
and the supple yield of her slender
body, he pulled the weapon from
his shirt and placed it on the floor,
His hands stroked her body, his
face buried against her throat, and
he did not see or feel the girl’s right
hand fumbling, reaching, straining
toward the gun.

Suec Ann thought she would
never find it. He would surely sense
her purpose and close his strong
hands around her throat. Then her
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dokimovich Toumanov slid his
truck neatly into the holy-day pat-
tern.

Harassed border guards (wisps
of wool stuck to their trousers, caps
pushed back) poked flashlights un-
derneath the truck bodies, stamped
cards, and waved the raucous dri-
vers on. A dark strip of road and
then the queue began again at the
Greek border.

Unmelodious sound blared from
the Greek post. Toumanov frowned.
He turned to the girl and saw tears
spilling down her face. She tried to
smile. “It’s Good Friday,” she ex-
plained, “the Liturgy of the Epita-
phion, the Dirge. 'm crying be-
cause I'll be home for Easter.”

Toumanov shrugged. Guards
came up, glanced at the eggs,
peered under the truck, then took
his papers over to the warm room
where a radio bellowed.

“Laki and Marina Karayannis?
You didn’t come over with this
truck, did you?” asked the pock-
marked captain who stamped the
papers.

“Indeed not, Sir Captain,” Tou-
manov used his best grin and the
head jerk which is Greek for “no.”
“My sister and 1 went by train.
Costa who drives this truck broke
his fool ankle coming back from
too much Slivowitz and now we
get a free ride home for Easter, God
be praised!” He laughed.

The captain laughed too. “With
that load I bet you won't lack for
red eggs!” he joked.

Toumanov looked startled, then
laughed again. “All-Holy Virgin!
We'll have red eggs for all the
neighbors this year!” He jumped
up into the cab, the guards touched
their caps at the girl, and the next
moment they were in Greece.

“An hour and a half to Salonica.”
Toumanov smiled.

“I want to thank you for bring-
ing me home, Laki,” the girl said
after a while. “I should never have
left Salonica with my brother. After
he died I found the foreign ways too
hard for me. Now I will stay with
Mother in Salonica and work for
my dowry. And I rather like the
idea.”

Toumanov smiled again. “First,
you go with me to Athens, Marina.”

“Athens? But I live in Salonica!
And you're safe now. You speak
Greek, you know the road . . .”

“You forget the eggs.”

“The eggs? But you can sell them
in Salonica, or leave them anywhere
and go on by train. What are a few
cases of eggs?”

“You'll stay with me until Athens
in case of highway patrols, Marina.
Because tomorrow night, while all
Athens is at Midnight Mass, the
Athenian comrades and I will bring
red eggs to the radio station, to the
newspaper offices, to the monument
of the Unknown Soldier below Par-
liament, to the Evzone barracks—
the King will come there on Easter
to crack red eggs with them, but
we'll crack a few first, and starch
their pleated skirts for them! And
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we'll bring some to the big subway
station underneath Omonia, and to
Rolonaki where the millionaires
live . . .”

His face had flushed and he ges-
tured with one hand. Marina
looked at him from under the
shawl into which she seemed to
have shrunk. “You've crossed the
frontier with a truckload of propa-
ganda leaflets that could get you
shot?”

Toumanov opened his mouth to
answer, closed it, glanced across at
her. “Yes,” he said at last, looking
straight ahead. “To soften up the
opposition. Before the big drive of
our comrades who wait behind the
frontier. Leaflets.”

They came into Salonica. “Laki
and Marina Karayannis” shared a
room in a small clean hotel. Tou-
manov took the mattress from his
bed and placed it across the door.
He lay down and winked at Mari-
na. “An old habit,” he grinned. And
slept.

Shouts woke Marina early the
next morning. She opened her eyes
and saw Toumanov crouched at
one side of the door. His left hand
slipped under the sheepskin jacket
and came out holding a ridiculous-

ly shiny gun.

- The shouts informed the entire
hotel that the night porter was try-
ing to explain to an impecunious
and stubborn foreigner that the ex-
tra charge on his bill was govern-
ment tax. Those who knew English

could likewise learn that the for-
eigner had not foreseen the extra
charge, had just enough money to
pay for his bus ticket to Athens,
that the American Express office
was closed for the holidays, and
that he was not going to pay. Both
stopped for breath and when they
started again the word “police”
came through clearly in two lan-
guages.

Toumanov frowned, then strode
out. He went up to the night porter
and addressed him politely. “Health
to thee,” he began. “Shall we bring
the police into this house on Holy
Saturday? I have a truck, God be
praised. I will take the man to
Athens and he will have enough
left over for coffee for all of us now
and maybe a drink for mc in Ath-
ens!”

“Go towards the Good!” the
night porter assented. “I'll make
coffee.”

Jeff Penning had followed this
exchange with interest. Toumanov
turned to him. “You pay money she
is tax,” he boomed. “I go you Ath-
ens within my truck. All times we
stop you pay me coffec, okay?”

The American looked relieved at
escaping the necessity for humili-
ating explanations before a gaggle
of policemen. “Okay,” he agreed.

“We can’t afford the police here,”
Toumanov told Marina when Jeff
had gone to fetch his rucksack.
“Besides, he’ll be good if we are
stopped.”

Jeff Penning lugged the rucksack
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watching the children’s game. A
wisp of straw stuck out in front of
her face, where the tarpaulin was
torn, and she pulled it out mechani-
cally. The children sang and Marina
smiled while her fingers kept time
and pulled out more straw,

Then she stopped. “It is only eggs
after all,” she muttered angrily.

She drew the edges of the tear
farther apart and a level ray of late
sunlight picked out rich oily high-
lights on the carefully packed gre-
nades.

As she wedged straw from the
truck floor into the case with clumsy
fingers, Toumanov spoke behind
her. “A shout gets me arrested, Ma-
rina. And if I am arrested, thy
Mother dies in Salonica. Also, my
English is excellent. Now get back
]n-i’

To Jeff's questions, Marina re-
plied she had a headache and wasn't
hungry.

The road between Livadia and
Thebes runs straight through the
Copaic basin. Wind blew more
gently than in the North. Red pop-
pies shone through the falling dusi,
young green wheat waved all the
way to the hills.

Toumanov drove fast, the truck
rattled, Jeff dozed. He woke up as
they climbed the two sharp turns
into Thebes. Night had fallen; the
town’s yellow lights shone invit-
ingly. Toumanov went straight
through and onto the hills beyond.

“Hey, how about stretching a
bit?" Jeff asked Marina.

The girl did not answer at once.
“Later,” she said finally, in a flat
voice. “Thebes is not interesting.”

Jeff pushed his hands through his
hair and yawned. He looked at Tou-
manov hunched over the wheel,
then at the girl whose face was pa-
per-white in the dim dashboard
light. He chuckled. “Boy, do you
look tired. I bet you’ll be glad to get
to Athens. Say, what do you do
there, anyway?”

“I work as a chambermaid,” she
replied in the same flat voice. A
puzzled line appeared on Jeff’s
forchead. After a while the girl
leaned her face against the window.,
“I can smell dry stones and pines.
Two more ridges, then Eleusis. One
ridge after that, Athens.”

Toumanov now looked at his
watch every few minutes. They
topped the first ridge. Far below,
the white gleam of a house—the
only one in that small valley—shone
dimly. As they got nearer they
could see a great plane tree pattern-
ing the house’s whitewash, and be-
low a bracket bulb, a painted sign
advertising homemade cheese. Tou-
manov abruptly pulled up under
the tree.

“We are an hour carly,” he told
Marina. “We can’t make the truck
conspicuous by reaching Athens be-
fore ten thirty. Remember, com-
rades watch thy Mother’s house.
Entertain thy lictde foreigner.” He
climbed down stiflly and followed
Jeff and the girl through the dou-
le doorsinto the house.
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The naked bulbs hanging down
in the big whitewashed room
picked out a few small scrubbed
wood tables, rush-bottomed chairs,
and a garish wall calendar, burt left
big pockets of shadow in the rear
where kitchen arrangements could
be guessed at. Marina told Jeff in
her new flat voice that the egg dealer
expected  them  later, that they
would warm up before going on.

Suddenly Toumanov seemed in
ferocious fettle. He greeted the old
woman who hobbled toward them,
and called for hot coffee and what-
ever else there was in the house.

“There’s little left today,” the
woman said. “But I'll make coffee
and bring lentils.”

Jeff moved toward the door. Tou-
manov whirled. “Where you go?”
he asked. The American looked
over his shoulder. “Sweater. Cold.”
Toumanov shrugged and let him
J0.
Jeff was a long time getting the
sweater. He came back stiff-legged
and white around the mouth.

Toumanov rocked back in his
chair, grinning. “More fun for me
now that you have found out,” he
began in English. “A fascinating
problem for a computer program-
mer. Kilometers from anywhere,
not a word of Greck, alone with a
witless crone, a useless girl, and
... His left hand, with his cap
over it, lifted slightly. “And a well-
armed saboteur and his truckload
of grenades.”

The old woman came back with

coffee and a dish of lentils. Touma-
nov poured with his right hand.
“This will be such a fantastic coup,”
he continued, “that you really
should know about it, as a writer.
All the important officials will be
in Athens for Easter. When the
cannon booms at midnight, all the
best places for panic and propa-
ganda will be hit with grenades.”

He tried a mouthful of lentils,
spat it out. The girl sat against the
wall, Jeff stood in the middle of the
room. The old woman had taken
a stick with a bundle of wool tied
to it and was spinning, hunched
over a charcoal brazier.

“Yes, grenades,” Toumanov
mused aloud. *“You are too young
to have been in the War. Perhaps
Korea?” His eyes were vague but
the gun barrel under the cap did
not waver. “Grandmother!” he bel-
lowed suddenly in Greek, “bestir
thyself! T can’t eat this stuff! Hast
thou nothing else?”

“My husband died,” the woman
whined. “My two sons are in town,
with the mule, they will bring food
tomorrow. What should T have?”

Marina’s voice floated out, small
and cold and indifferent. “Grand-
mother,” she said slowly, “surcly
thou hast mayiritsa?”

“What is that?”
snapped in English.

Still in that remote voice, with-
out turning her head, Marina ex-
plained that it was meat soup made
everywhere in Greece on Holy Sat-
urday.

Toumanov
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The old woman had put down
her wool. “Yes,” she admitted fi-
nally. “I have a big pot of mayritsa.
And perhaps you would like red
eggs, and ‘wine?”

Toumanov chuckled. “Come,
Christ, and All-Holy Virgin!” he
cried. “That’s more like it!” The

" old woman left and he shifted back

into English. “Sit down against the
wall next to Marina, Jeff, and Tl
tell you all about the red eggs. At
midnight I'll send word to the
comrades in Salonica and across
the frontier. They will come while
the capital lies paralyzed. You
wouldn’t think a single truckload
of grenades could hobble a city the
size of Athens, would you? You
know nothing about the way a city
lives! Used in a strect riot, grenades
kill just a few hundred. But for
really efficient sabotage they’re bet-
ter than plastic. You have to go and
stick plastic on your objective. Gre-
nades you lob. If you have any skill
at all—you'd be surprised how
many Athenian comrades play base-
ball—you can pitch a grenade in-
~ side a window, under a train,
. through a steel fence—places where
you cannot go with plastic. You can
carry grenades in shopping bags
and brief cases—they are not as
conspicuous as guns. And they re-
ally make a most satisfactory noise.
No mistaking them for backfires or
slamming doors. Always something
catastrophic about them, if you fol-
low my meaning.”

The old woman came back with

a round loaf of bread and a basket
of red eggs. Then she brought three
deep earthenware dishes brimming
with mayiritsa, retreated to the
other end of the room, and bent
over atin basin to rinse glasses.

Toumanov glanced at the dis-
tance between him and the Amer-
ican. Gently he laid the gun and cap
in front of him. He picked up a
knife in his right hand and made
the sign of the cross over the bread
with it, saying, “God be praised!”
in Greek. He cur thick slices and
called Marina over to get food for
herself and for Jeff.

The girl obeyed. Toumanov’s
hand stole under the cap again.
When she had sat down he began
to eat with vast enjoyment. Jeff
tapped his egg against the side of
his dish, but Marina just stared at
the bread in her hand.

The old woman brought the
glasses over and went to fetch wine.
When she finally came back, out of

- breath, carrying a dusty demijohn,

she poured wine from it into a
heavy tin measure and placed it be-
fore Toumanov. Then she went
back once more to her spinning.
Toumanov poured the wine into
his glass and lifted it to his mouth.
Jeff threw his dish at him.
Toumanov’s reflex jerk shook
the small table and the gun slid to
the floor. Jeff launched himself at
the saboteur and landed on top, his
knees effectively pinning down
Toumanov's arms in their thick
sheepskin sleeves. He started pound-
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ing Toumanov’s head on the floor.

“Marina!l” Toumanov forced the
name out through the mist that was
rising about him. “If thy mother is
to live, hit the foreigner on the head
—with the wine measure!”

Jeff went on pounding, then bent
forward suddenly, coming to rest
with his face against Toumanov’s
shoulder. Toumanov rolled over,
reached for the gun, and stood up.
He staggered to a chair and sat
down, hcad bent low, breath com-
ing raggedly. Then he shook him-
self and sat straight.

“Grandmother,” he said gently,
“I know thou wearest six petticoats.
I need two of them. Take them off
and tear them into strips. Who will
come if thou criest out, or if I
shoot?”

The old woman crossed herself
and with much unlacing and tug-
ging stepped out of two starched
underskirts. She tore them into neat
strips.

“Marina! Sit in that chair. Grand-
mother! Tie her wrists each to one
side of the back, and her ankles each
to one of the back legs of the chair!”

While the old woman was bend-
ing over the last ankle knot, Tou-
manov came up quickly behind her
and tapped her with his gun butt.
He checked Marina’s knots, then
tied the old woman to another chair
and Jeff more strongly to a third.
Then, with a sudden grin, he
grabbed three red eggs and shoved
them with some difficulty into the
threc mouths,

He took his glass over to the
demijohn, Alled it with wine,
looked at his watch, and drank.
Jeff's cyes opened.

“Farewell, Mister Robot Nurse-
maid,” Toumanov grinned. “Ya
kay Hara—Health and Happiness,
Marina. Remember me when you
hear the cannon!” He adjusted the
cap on his head and went laughing
to the big double doors. There he
checked his step and turned around
slowly, facing them with a sad ex-
pression on his face and the gun in
his left hand.

Two shiny policemen with
starched caps and soft black mus-
taches pushed in and grabbed his
arms. A third one, glittering with
silver braid, moved past them to the
prisoners.

The three policemen had taken
away Toumanov and his truck.
Jeftsat drinking wine while the old
woman rubbed some aromatic stuff
into his scalp. She spouted Greek
at a worried-looking official in civi-
lian clothes while a pink and smil-
ing Marina translated for Jeff.

“I've seen andartes who fought
the Germans and andartes who
fought the King,” the old woman
began dramatically, “My husband
was killed in the hills. I know the
look of a man pulling a gun! But
what was it to me? Then the girl
asked for mayiritsa. Doesn’t every
Greek, no matter what crimes he
may commit all ycar, keep Holy
Saturday Fast? Doesn't he know
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tells you every day, “Come now,
monsieur, shall you soon be paying
me? Do you know what your bill
has gone up to? No, that does not
bother you. Monsieur eats, drinks,
and slecps without worry. The
Lord feeds the little birds. Mon-
sieur’s bill is now two hundred
florins and ten kreutzers—not
worth spcaking ofl”

Those who have not heard that
tune sung to them cannot appre-
ciate it; love of Art, sacred enthu-
siasm for the Beautiful—all dries up
at the whisper of such a knave. You
get awkward, timid; all your crea-
tive energy cvaporates, as well as
your sense of personal dignity, and
you bow respectfully from a dis-
tance to cvery Mister Burgomas-
ter!

One evening, not having a pen-
ny, as usual, and threatened with
prison by the worthy Mr. Rap, the
innkeeper, I resolved to put him
into bankruptcy by cutting my
throat. With this pleasant thought,
sitting on my straw pallet, I gave
myself up to a hundred philosophi-
cal reflections. “What is man?” 1
said to myself. “An omnivorous
animal; his jaws, furnished with
eyeteeth, incisors, and molars, prove
that well enough. The eyeteeth are
used to tear meats; the incisors to
cut into fruit, and the molars to
grind, chew, and pulverize animal
and vegetable substances which are
pleasant to the taste and to the
sense of smell. But when there is
nothing to chew, man is a veritable
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absurdity in nature, a superfluity, a
fifth wheel on a carriage.”

Such were my reflections. I dared
not open my razor lest the invinci-
ble force of my logic inspire me
with the courage to make an end
to it all. Having thus argued at
length, 1 blew out my candle and
put everything off till the next day.

That abominable Rap had com-
pletely numbed me. In affairs of art
I could see no further than silhou-
cttes, and my sole desire was to get
money to rid myself of Rap’s hate-
ful reminders. But that night there
occurred an odd revolution in my
mind. I woke up about one o’clock,
lit my lamp, and putting on my
gray smock, I slapped on paper a
hasty sketch in the Dutch style
. . . something strange, queer, that
had no relationship with my usual
concepts.

Imagine a dark yard, closed in
by high decrepit walls. These walls
are ftted with hooks, seven or
eight feet up from the ground.
You guess at once that it is a butch-
ery. At the left extends a wooden
trellis; you perceive through it a
quartered beef hanging from the
arch by enormous pulleys. Wide
puddles of blood are flowing on the
flagstones and join in a gutter full
of rubbish. The light comes from
above, between the chimneys, whose
weathercocks show up against a bit
of sky about as big as your hand,
and the roofs of the neighboring
buildings boldly pile their shadows
one above the other. At the back of
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this hole stands a shed; under the
shed is a stack of wood, and on
the wood are some ladders, a few
bundles of straw, some rope, a
chicken crate, and an unused rab-
bit hutch.

How did all these curious details
come to my imagination? I don’
know; I had no recollection of ever
seeing them, and yet each crayon
stroke was like an observed fact.
Not a particular was missing!

Except for onc thing. The lower
right corner of the sketch remained
blank—I didn’t know what to put
there. Then something began to
stir in my mind, and all of a sud-
den I saw a foot there, an upside-
down foot, above the ground. In
spite of this improbable position I
followed my inspiration. This foot
was attached to a leg .. . on the
leg, tensed with effort, soon floated
a piece of skirt . . . finally, an old
woman, wan, wasted, disheveled,
emerged—bent over the edge of a
well and struggling against a hand
that was squeezing her throat.

It was a scene of murder that I
was sketching.

The crayon fell from my hand.

This woman, in the most striking
attitude, her face contorted with
terror, her hands clenched on the
murderer’s arm, terrified me. But
the man, the murderer, was not
clearly visible.

“I am tired,” I said to myself, my
forehead bathed in sweat. “All that
is really left is his face, and I'll do

that tomorrow.”

And T went back to bed, fright-
ened by my vision. Five minutes
later 1 was sleeping heavily.

The next day I was up at daylight.
I had just dressed and was getting
ready to resume my interrupted

work when two short knocks
sounded on my door.
“Comein.”

The door opened. A tall, thin old
man, dressed in black, appeared on
the threshold. The man’s face, his
close-set eyes, his huge ecagle-beak
nose under a broad, bony forehead,
had something severe about it.

“Mr. Christian Venius, the paint-
er?” he said.

“That is I, sir.”

He added gravely, “Baron Fred-
eric VanSpreckdal.”

The appearance in my poor hovel
of the wealthy art patron Van
Spreckdal, a judge of the criminal
court, impressed me greatly. I could
pot help casting an embarrassed
glance at my old worm-eaten furni-
ture, at the damp wallpaper, and at
the dusty floor. But Van Spreckdal
paid no attention to this shabbi-
ness, and sitting down before my
little table he said, “Master Venius,
I come...”

At this moment his eyes rested
on the unfinished sketch, and he
did not finish his sentence. I had
sat down on the end of my dilap-
idated bed, and the sudden atten-
tion this man gave to my drawing
made my heart pound with an ap-
prehension.

After 2 moment Van Spreckdal
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opened the door without knock-
ing, as had become his unpleasant
habit. His eyes fastened on my pile
of ducats, and in a yapping voice he
cried out, “Eh, eh! I've got you!
Will you still say, Mister Painter,
that you don’t have any meoney

.." And his hooked fingers
reached out with the nervous tremb-
ling that the sight of gold always
produces in misers.

I stood there stupefied for a few
seconds. '

The memory of all the insults this
fellow had inflicted upon me, his
greedy look, his impudent smile—
all put me in a state of extreme
exasperation. In one bound I seized

“ him, and pushing him out of my
room with both hands I flattened
his nose with the door. It was done
with the snap and the specd of a
Jack-in-the-box.

Outside the old usurer was
shrieking, “My money! Thief! My
money!”

The other tenants came out of
their rooms and asked, “What’s the
matter here? What's going on?”

I opened my door suddenly and
launched a kick at the base of Mr.
Rap’s backbone which sent him
tumbling down the stairs. “That’s
what’s going on!” I cried, beside
myself. Then I closed and lacked
my door, while my neighbors’
bursts of laughter saluted Mr. Rap
as he tumbled by.

I was pleased with myself, and
rubbed my hands. This episode
had put me back in good spirits. I

toock up my work again and was
about to finish the sketch when
an unusual noise came to my ears.
Rifle butts were banging on the
pavement of the street.

I looked out the window and
saw three policemen, carbines at
their feet, cocked hats awry, stand-
ing guard atthe entrance.

“Did that scoundrel Rap injure
himself?” T wondered, frightened.

See the inconsistency of the hu-
man mind: the night before I was
ready to cut my throat and now
I shivered to the marrow of my
bones thinking I might be hanged
if Rap had broken his neck.

The stairway filled with confused
noises. There was a wave of mount-
ing steps, of clicking of arms, of
brief words. Suddenly someone
tried to open my locked door.

“Open in the name of the lawl|”

1 stood up, my knees trembling.

“Open!” bellowed the same voice,

The idea of running away over
the roofs came to me. But scarcely
had I put my head out of my little
hinged skylight than I drew back,
dizzy. 1 had seen in a flash all those
windows below with their shim-
mering panes, their flower pots,
their bird cages. And lower, the bal-
cony; still lower, the lamppost; low-
er yet, the sign of the Little Red
Cask adorned with spikes; and fi-
nally the three gleaming bayonets
waiting only for my fall to run me
through lengthwise like a spit.

You can’t imagine what clarity,
what power and rapidity of per-
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ception the eye can achieve under
the stimulation of fear.

A third summons: “Open—or
we'll break itin!”

Seeing that flight was impossible
I staggered to the door and slid back
the bolt. Two heavy hands at once
came down on my collar. A stocky
little man who smelled of wine said
to me, “You are under arrest!” He
wore a bottle-green frock coat and
a stovepipe hat; he had huge brown
side-whiskers, rings on all his fing-
ers, and his name was Passauf. He
was the Chicf of Police.

Five bulldog heads, with little
flat caps, noses like pistol barrels,
and lower jaws projecting fangs,
watched me from outside.

“What do you want?” I asked
Passauf.

“Downstairs,” he ordered signal-
ing to two of the men to take hold
of me. They dragged me away
more dead than alive, while the oth-
ers searched my room thoroughly.
I went downstairs, supported un-
der the arms like a last-stage con-
sumptive, staggering at cvery step.
They threw me into a hack between
two husky fellows who let me see
two heavy billies attached to their
wrists by lcather loops. Then the
carriage started off,

“What have I done?” I asked one
of my guards.

He looked at the other one with
a peculiar smile and said, “Hans,
he wants to know what he’s donel”
That smile made my blood freeze.

Soon a dark shadow enveloped
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the hack, and the horses’ sicps re-
sounded under an arch. We were
going into the central jail, where
they say: In this den I see very well
how one enters, and see not at all
how one gets out.

All is not rosy in this best of all
worlds: from the claws of Rap I was
falling into the depths of a cell
whence few poor devils have had
the luck to get out,

‘Great dark - yards; windows
aligned as in a hospital; not a sprig
of grass, not a loop of ivy, not even
a weathercock in sight. Here was
my new lodging. It was cnough
to make me tear out my hair by
the handful. The policemen, ac-
companied by the jailer, pushed me
in a cell.

The jailer, as far as I can remem-
ber, was named Kasper Schlussel;
with his gray wool cap, his short
pipe between his teeth, and his ring
of keys at his belt, he produced on
me the effect of the owl god of the
Caribbean. He had the huge, round,
golden eyes which see in the dark,
a nose like a comma, and a neck
sunk in his shoulders. Schlusscl
locked me in quietly, as one puts
socks away in a closet, thinking of
something clse.

As for me, my hands clasped be-
hind my back, my head bowed, 1
stood still in the same spot for more
than ten minutes. At the end of this
time I made the following obser-
cations: “Rap, in falling, must have
cried out, ‘I'm being murdered!” but
he didn’t say by whom. I'll say that
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it was my neighbor, the old specta-
cles peddler; they’ll hang him in-
stead of me.”

This idea relieved my heart, and
I let out a long sigh. Then I exam-
ined my cell. It had been newly
whitewashed, and its walls had no
markings yet except in one corner
where a gibbet had been roughly
drawn by a predecessor. Daylight
came through a small round win-
dow located some nine or ten feet
up; the furnishings were a straw
pallet and a bucket.

I sat down on the straw, my
hands around my knees, in a fright-
ful state of dejection. I could hardly
think. But fearing suddenly that
Rap, before dying, might have
denounced me, 1 felt a tingling in
my legs, and I jumped up coughing,
as though the hempen rope had al-
ready tightened around my neck.

Almost at the same moment I
heard Schlussel crossing the corri-
dor; he opened the cell and told
me to follow him. He was accom-
panied by the two policemen with
billies, so I resolutely fcll into step.

We went down long corridors,
lighted every now and then by a
few inner windows. I saw behind
one cell door the notorious Jic-Jac
who was to be executed the next
day. He was wearing a straight
jacket, and singing at the top of his
lungs, “I am the King of the Moun-
tains!” :

On seeing me he called out, “Eh,
comrade, I'll keep a place for you
at my side!”

The two policemen and the owl
god looked at one another smiling,
while goose flesh crawled down
my back.

Schlussel pushed me into a high.
dark room, furnished with benches
in a semicircle. The sight of the
deserted room, with its two high,
barred windows, with its Christ in
old browned oak, arms extended,
head painfully inclined on one
shoulder, inspired me with I don’t
know what religious fear which
harmonized with my present sit-
uation. All my ideas of false accu-
sation disappeared, and my lips
trembled, uttering a prayer.

Opposite me, on a raised plat-
form, were seated two individuals
with their backs to the light. I rec-
ognized Van Spreckdal by his Ro-
man profile lighted by a slanting
beam from the window., The other
man was fat; he had full, plump
cheeks and short hands, and wore
the robes of a judge, as did Van
Spreckdal. Below sat the clerk, Con-
rad; he was writing on a small ta-
ble, tickling the lobe of one ear
with the feather of his pen.

They told me to sit down, and
Van Spreckdal, raising his voice,
said to me, “Christian Venius,
where did you get this sketch?”

He showed me the sketch I had
done during the night, now in his
possession. They passed it to me.
After examining it 1 answered, “I
drew it.”

There was a long silence. The
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clerk, Conrad wrote down my an-
swer. I heard his pen scratch over
the paper, and I thought, “What
does this question mean? It has no
connection with the kick 1 gave
Rap.”

“You are the artist,” Van Spreck-
dal went on. “What is the subject
matter?”

“It is just a fancy.”

“You did not copy these details?”

“No, sir, I imagined them.”

“Accused,” said the judge in a
severe tone, “I call upon you to re-
flect. Do not lie!”

I flushed, and in an angry tone I
cried out, “I have told you the
truth.”

“Write, clerk,” said Van Spreck-
dal. The pen again ran over the pa-
per.

“And this woman,” the judge
went on, “who is being murdered
at the edge of a well—did you im-
agine her, t00?”

“Certainly.”

“You have never scen her?”

“Never.”

Van Spreckdal rose as though
angry. Then, sitting down again, he
seemed to consult in a low voice
with his colleague.

“What do they want of me? What
have I done?” T murmured.

Suddenly Van Spreckdal said to
my guards, “You will take the pris-
oner to the carriage. We are going
to Metzerstrasse.”

Then, addressing me, “Christian
Venius, you are in a serious predic-
ament. Ponder. Think that if men’s
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justice is inflexible, there remains
God’s mercy. You can earn it by
confessing your crime!”

These words struck me like a
hammer. I jumped backward with
my arms outstretched, crying “What
a frightful dream.” And 1 fainted.

When I came to, the carriage was
rolling slowly along the street. An-
other preceded it. The two police-
men were still with me. One of
them, on the way, offered a pinch
of snuff to his companion. I put my
hand out toward the snuff box, but
he pulled it back quickly.

The carriage came to a stop and
one of them got out while the other
held me by the collar. Then, seeing
his comrade ready to receive me,
he pushed me out. These constant
precautions to be sure of my per-
son presaged nothing hopeful. But
I was far from foreseeing the whole
seriousness of the accusation which
hung over me, when a frightful cir-
cumstance finally opened my eyes
and cast me into despair.

They had just pushed me into a
low entrance-way, with rough,
broken cobblestones. Along the wall
flowed a yellowish ooze giving off
a fetid odor. I walked amid shad-
ows, the two men behind me.

Farther on appeared the chiaro-
scuro of an inner yard. As we went
forward, terror penetrated deeper
and deeper in me. It was no natural
fecling—it was a fierce anxiety, as
much beyond nature as a night-
mare, and at each step [ tried to
hang back.
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“Get along!” cried one of the
policemen.

Then I saw it: there, at the end
of a corridor, was the very yard 1
had sketched the night before—the
very yard, its walls fitted with
hooks, with its piles of old iron, its
hen crate and rabbit hutch—and
not a single detail missing!

I was thunderstruck by this
strange revelation.

Near the well stood the two
judges, Van Spreckdal and the fat
one. The old woman was on the
ground at their feet, lving on her
back, her long hair disheveled, her
face blue, her eyes wide open, her
tongue caught between her teeth.

“Well!” said Van Spreckdal in a
solemn accent. “What have you to
say?”

I could not answer. 1 could not
say a word.

“Do you admit having thrown
this woman, Theresa Becker, into
this well, after strangling her to
steal her money?”

“No!” I cried. “No! T do not
know this woman, I have never
seen her before. May God help me!”

“That’s enough,” he replied in a
dry voice. And without adding a
word he went rapidly out with his
colleague. The policemen then put
shackles on me and took me back
to the central jail.

In the eyes of the guards I was
acondemned man.

I shall not relate to you my emo-
tions that night when, seated on

my straw pallet, the little window
above me, the gibbet in prospect, I
heard the night watchman cry in
the silence, “Sleep, people of Nur-
emberg, the Lord watches! One
o'cock! ... Two o'clock! ., ..
Three o'clock past!”

Each one of you can form his
own ideas of such a night. No mat-
ter how one says that it is better to
be hanged innocent than guilty.
. . . For the soul, yes; but the body
knows no difference. On the con-
trary it balks, it curses fate, it tries
to escape, knowing very well that
its role ends with the rope. Add
that it repents for not having en-
joyed life enough, for having lis-
tened to the soul which has
preached abstinence . . .

“Ah, if T had only known!” i
cries. “You would not have kept me
on a leash with your fine words.
your beautiful phrases, your magni-
ficent maxims! You would not have
deluded me with your empty prom-
ises. 1 would have enjoyed some
good times which will never come
again. It’s over—all over! You used
to say to me, ‘Overcome your pas-
sions!” Well, I overcame them. And
look at me now! They're going to
hang me and later they’ll call you a
sublime soul, a stoic soul, a martyr
to the miscarriage of justice. There
will be no thought of mel”

Such were my poor body's sad
reflections.

Day came; first pale and unde-
cided, it lit up the litle overhead
window with its vague glimmers—
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the bars in the form of a cross—
then designed a star on the back
wall. Outside the street became ac-
tive—it was Friday, a market day.
I heard the carts of vegetables pass-
ing, and the good country people
from the Black Forest, loaded
down with their baskets. A few
crates of hens went cackling by,
and the women who sold butter
chattered among themselves.

Finally full daylight came, and
the great murmur of the growing
crowd, of the housewives who were
gathering, their market baskets un-
der their arms, going, coming, ar-
guing and bargaining, told me that
it was eight o’clock in the morning.

With the coming of light, con-
fidence took hold of my heart. A
few black ideas disappeared, and 1
wanted to see what was going on
outside. Other prisoners before me
had lifted themselves up to the lit-
tle window—they had dug holes in
the wall to climb up easier.

I climbed up in my turn, and
when, sitting in the oval bay, I
could see the crowd, could see life
and movement and happy faces,
tears flowed down my cheeks. I no
longer thought of suicide~I felt a
truly remarkable need for breath-
ing, for living.

“Ah,” I said to myself, “to live
is to be happy! Let them make me
push a wheelbarrow, let them fasten
a ball to my leg! No matter—just so
Ilive!”

The old market building, its roof
in the form of a candle snuffer, of-
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fered a wonderful view. The old
women, seated in front of their
baskets of vegetables, their chicken
crates, their egg baskets; behind
them the old men, selling second-
hand clothes, with faces the color
of boxwood; the butchers with bare
arms, cutting up meats on their ta-
bles; peasants with wide-brimmed
felt hats on the back of their heads,
quiet and serious, hands clasping
their holly sticks behind their backs,
and calmly smoking their pipes.
Then the crush, the noise of the
crowd, the yapping, shrill, grave,
loud, short words, the expressive
gestures, the unexpected attitudes
which reveal from a distance the
trend of an argument and so well
betray the character of an individual
—in short, all that usually capti-
vated my mind. And in spite of my
sad predicament I felt happy to be
still of this-world.

While I was looking thus, a
butcher passed by carrying a huge
quarter of beef on his shoulders;
his arms were bare, his elbows
raised, his head was bent under-
neath his load. His flying hair hid
his face from me, and yet instantly
I gave a tremendous start.

“It is he!” T said to myself,

All my blood rushed to my heart.
I got back down into my cell, quiv-
cring to the ends of my fingernails,
and stammered, “It’s he! There he
is, there, and I am going to die to
atone for Ais crime! Oh, God! What
can I do? Whatcan I do?”

A sudden idea, an inspiration
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from Heaven, crossed my mind. I
felt in the pocket of my coat. My
box of crayons was there! Jumping
to the wall, I began to draw the
murder scene with incredible speed.
No more uncertainty, no more
groping for the murderer’s face. I
knew the man. I saw him. There he
was—posing for mel

At ten o'clock the jailer cntered
my cell. His owllike impassivity
gave way to admiration. “Is it pos-
sible?” he cried, standing on the
threshold.

“Go get my judges,” I yelled at
him, continuing my work with un-
restrainable excitement.

Schlussel said, “They’re expecting
you in the Examining Room.”

“I want to reveal somcthing to
them,” I cried, putting the second
hand on the murderer.

He was frightening to look at.
His face, from in front, foreshort-
ened on the wall, stood out against
the white background with start-
ling clarity.

The jailer went out.

A few minutes later the two
judges appeared. They stood stupe-
fied. My hand stretched out, and
trembling all over, I said to them,
“There is the murderer!”

After a few minutes of silence
Van Spreckdal asked me, “His
name?”

“I don’t know it. But at this mo-
ment he is in the market building.
He’s cutting meat in the third stall
to the left as you enter from the
Street of the Halberdiers.”
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“What do you think?” he asked,
leaning toward his colleague.

“Bring the man here,” the other
answered.

Several guards in the corridor
went out to obey the order. The
judges remained standing, still gaz-
ing at my sketch. I collapsed on my
pallet, my head between my knees,
as though prostrated.

Soon steps resounded far under
the vaults. Those who have not
waited for the hour of deliverance,
and counted the minutes, long as
centuries, those who have not ex-
perienced the poignant emotions of
waiting, terror, hope, doubt—those
could not possibly conceive the in-
ner tremblings I felt at that mo-
ment. I could have rccognized the
steps of the murderer, walking with
the guards, with a thousand others.

The judges themselves seemed ex-
cited. I had raised my head, and,
my heart as tight as though it were
being squeczed in an iron hand, I
fixed my cyes on the closed door.

It opencd.

The man came in.

His cheeks were swollen with
blood, and his small eyes, uneasy
and wild as a wolf’s, gleamed un-
der thick cyebrows of reddish yel-
low.

Van Spreckdal pointed silently to
the sketch.

That beefy man looked and
turned pale. Then, uttering a roar
that froze me with terror, he flung
out his enormous arms, and jumped
backward to upset his guards.
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There was a frightful struggle in the
corridor; you could hear only the
panting breath of the butcher, dull
curses, short words, and the feet of
the guards, lifted from the ground
and falling back on the flagstones.
It must have lasted a full minute.
Finally the murderer was
dragged back in, his head low, his
eyes bloodshot, his hands hand-
cuffed behind his back. He stared
again at the sketch, scemed to con-
centrate, and in a low voice, as
though speaking to himself, said,
“Who could have seen me? At mid-
night?”

I was saved!

Many years have passed since
that awful adventure. Thank God,
I no longer do sketches, nor even
portraits of burgomasters. By dint
of hard work and perseverance I
have won my place in the sun, and
am earning my living honorably
with true works of art.

But the memory of that mysteri-
ous sketch done at night has always
remained in my mind. Sometimes
in the middle of my work my
thoughts hark back to it. Then I
lIay down my palette and ponder.

How could a crime, committed
by a man I did not know, in a place
I had never seen, have been repro-
duced under my crayon down to its
most minute details?

‘Was it chance? No! And besides,
what is chance after all, if not the
effect of a cause that escapes us?

Could Schiller have been right
when he said, “The immortal soul
does not share in the weakness of
matter; during the body’s sleep it
spreads its radiant wings and flies
off to God knows where! What it
does then, no one can say, but in-
spiration sometimes gives away the
secret of its nightly wanderings.”

Who knows? Nature is bolder in
her realities than the imagination of
man in his fancy!
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DO YOU BELIEVE

cally imply trouble. Only a felt
want, a hiatus in my domestic
scheme of things. An extra outlet
for the etheric fluid, to be precise.
And if 'm not Mr. Brandon, then
my study of Descartes has been a
complete waste of time.”

The young electrician’s face was
a study in bafflement. Obviously he
had lost the thread even before the
man named Brandon had finished.

“They told me an outlet,” he said
weakly. “A special job—very neat
and careful.”

“You want it in words of one syl-
lable or less,” Brandon said. “Yes,
I need an extra outlet. Now shall
Ispellit?”

The young man flushed, and one
of his big, work-stained hands
clenched momentarily. Then he
shrugged.

“Where?”

Brandon sank deeper in the chair,
adjusting his dragon-embroidered
lounging robe. He pointed languid-
ly.

“Just under the Braque.” Then
seeing the look of bewilderment on
the boy’s face, he snapped, “Under
that painting.” In a low voice, obvi-
ously meant to be overheard, he
complained, “My God, what do
they tcach kids today? Never even
heard of Braque.”

The electrician carefully deposit-
ed his tools on a clean canvas mat
and proceeded to study the immacu-
late paneled wall with its satiny pa-
tina. His methodical scrutiny
moved Brandon to say irritably,
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“Are you sure you can handle this
job? That wall mustn’t be butch-
ered.”

“Yes, sir,” was the quick reply.
“That’s why they scnt me. My hob-
by’s cabinet work. You don’t have
to worry, because—"

“Im not worrying a bit,” Bran-
don said coldly. “That’s for you, be-
cause if you make the tiniest botch,
I'll have your job by tomorrow.
That’s a promise.”

The electrician stared at him,
more surprised than resentful.

“Look, Mr. Brandon, you don't
have to talk like that. I can do the
work all right. But if you keep
needling me—"

Brandon waved one hand. “More
action and less chatter, please. Mac
doesn’t forget tools like the plumb-
ers—they have a patent on that, I
guess—but he always manages to
get me talking long enough to earn
him an extra hour’s wages. At least
he understands English.”

“I wasn’t—"" the boy began hotly,
only to break off with a visible ef-
fort. He hunkered down, peering at
the molding; and as he did so, a
small magazine dropped from his
hip pocket to the floor. Brandon’s
eyes narrowed a little,

“Judging from that garish Zodiac
design on the cover, I'd say you dab-
ble in astrology. I should have
guessed.”

The electrician twisted round,
saw the magazine, and snatched it
up, cramming it into his pocket.

“That’s the Horoscope Quarter-

IN ASTROLOGY?
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ly,” he retorted. “And I don’t dab-
ble—I study it seriously in all the
publications. They can tell you ex-
actly—" Oncc more he stopped
abruptly, as if keeping an abnormal-
ly tight rcin on his tongue.

“And T suppose you swallow all
that superstitious nonscnse.”

“You bet T believe in astrology.
I've seen it work.” He sat back on
his heels, looking at Brandon square-
ly with his bulging Dbluc eyes.
“And I'm in good company, if you
must know. All the great men of
the past—Newton, Kepler, Coper-
nicus—"

“Skip the lecture,” Brandon said
airily. “I'm not sure it’s worth the
trouble to cducate you, but T'll try.
Know anything about astronomy?
Not astrology—astronomy. In the
words of Mark Twain, there’s a dif-
ference between the lightning bug
and the lightning.”

“I know that scientists always
pick on astrology,” the boy said.
“But for thousands of years before
astronomy the astrologers had ev-
crything figured out. You take sun-
spots. Doesn’t the sun influence ra-
dio waves?”

“Ah sunspots. Good—suppose I
grant you those. Do you think that a
star dozens of lightyears—no, you
wouldn’t know about lightyears—
say trillions of miles, can affect the
life of some two-legged inscct here
on earth?”

“It isn’t so much the stars, it’s the
planets. They're much closer. And
when they're arranged in a certain
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way, why shouldn’ it affect us?
There’s gravity, isn’t there? And
the tides?”

“We can’t both ask questions,”
Brandon objected. “One of us ought
to answer a few. Take the case of
identical twins. They're born under
the same planetary configuration or
sign of the zodiac, or what have
you. Yet as you know, such twins
never have the same carcers. Now,
how do you explain that?”

The electrician was taken aback.
“The same planets,” he muttered.
“Born at the same time.” Suddenly
his eyes brightened. “Not born at
the same time!” he almost yelled.
“You're trying to mix me up. 1
know this much: one’s always born
first. Sure, only a few minutes, but
that’s enough. Those plancts move
mighty fast—ten, twenty miles a
sccond.”

“The curse of half education,”
Brandon groaned. “Considering
your background, that’s not bad. But
it won’t do. What about the hun-
dreds of other babies born at the
same time—the identical second—
and in the same part of the world,
even, if you want to be fussy? Do
they have the same, or even similar
carcers, In the words of Shaw, not
bloody likely!”

“How do you know that? There
could be plenty of lives that turn
out exactly alike.”

“Nonsense! Here’s somebody who
dies of a rare disease, or kills him-
self, or kills somebody else, maybe.
There are hundreds of babies who
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share the same astrological birth
data—do they all do these things?
Of course not—it’s pure supersti-
tion. Why, most astrologers could-
n’t figure out where a planet will
be at a particular moment if you
gave them a nautical almanac and
five years to study it. Higher math
is involved in that. T remember a
Madam Redi who—"

“You know Madam Redi?” the
electrician interrupted, a hint of
awein his voice.

“Know her? She figured my hor-
oscope a few years ago, the old
fake!”

“Boy, you must be loaded all
right. They say she gets a hundred
dollars for a single reading. Still,
if you don’t believe in astrology—"

“Don’t get me wrong. It was at
a party given by Waldman, the
theatrical producer. He paid the
tab—peanuts to him. Everybody
there got a free reading. Entertain-
ment, so called. And of all the silly
stuff. Do you know, my naive
young friend, what Madam Redi
predicted for me?”

The young man shook his head.

“I am to be killed, says Madam,
by—get this—a mad wolf. Even
Waldman got shook up, paying a
hundred for thaz. Imagine—a mad
wolf here in a big city where you
couldn’t even find a rabbit without
nine bloodhounds and a posse.”

“Wait a minute, Mr. Brandon.
She didn’t say it would happen in
the city, did she? Maybe you’ll go
to Canada or something.”

81
“Like hell T will. Everybody

knows I never leave civilization.
I'm no outdoors man, my young
astrologist.”

“Don’t forget there’s a zoo only
a few miles away. Or a circus might
be in town.”

Brandon gave him a pitying look.

“Yes. The wolf will escape and
come up here—'way on top of a hill.
When 1 go out, it will be waiting
in a car. I never walk ten feet on
the sidewalk. I've got it]” he cried
suddenly, slapping his forehead. “A"
masquerade party. The mad wolf
will sneak in pretending to be a
moving picture star. Who'd know
the difference? Not the girls, that’s
for sure.”

“Aw, you're kidding. But don’t
laugh. If I were you, and Madam
Redi said that, I'd—"

“You! You’re not me. You belong
to the moron fringe—astrology,
witchcraft, and a charter geoplan-
arian, I'll bet.”

“What’s that?”

“That means you believe the
earth is flat. Come on now—admit
]t.”

For some reason this particular
jibe seemed to irritate the electri-
cian. He sprang to his feet, an angry
gleam in his eyes, which were now
a hard, shallow blue. In a half-
choked voice he gritted, “T've becn
trying to behave myself, but I'll be
damned if thatisn’t too much.”

“Did I hurt your feelings?” Bran-
don grinned maliciously. “Sorry. I
just figured that anybody who be-
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“No, Eddie. They’re here. But
they'll be going very soon.”

“You can see them on the porch,”
another of the children said. “Open
your eyes and you can sec them,
Eddie.”

“All right, so you can see them on
the porch,” McShane said. “It does-
n’t mean they’re going to hurt you.”

It wasn't hard to sce the two men
on the wide veranda of McShane’s
own cabin, nor difficult to make out
the smaller figure of the hostages
they held.

One of the men stepped out be-
fore the cabin now. His name was
Siljo—Everett Lawton Siljo—con-
vict, killer, thief. Mr. Siljo, wanted
by the police, and with his picture
posted in so many public places,
was fond of playing a Frank Sinatra
recording that McShane had in the
cabin: Wanted—Someone to Kiss
Me. It made him scream with
laughter.

At the moment, Mr. Siljo had a
30-.30 rifle in his hands. He moved
it carelessly, yet even at this distance
many of the children backed away.
There was fear on most of their
faces.

“Nobody’s going to get hurt,”
McShane said, “if you do as you're
wold.” He was sick of rendering the
reassurances in which he did not
believe. He turned to one of the
counselors. “They’re all here, Al?”

“Fifty-cight of them, Mac. All but
—well, you know.”

You wouldn’t call them especially
fancy kids, but they were scrubbed
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and clean-looking at this hour in
their blue shorts and their white
shirts, with the camp insignia
proudly on their chests. They were,
with only a few exceptions, the sons
of New York City policemen.

It had been McShane’s idea to run
a camp where the charges wouldn’t
run any more than $20 a week. He
knew very well that cops with kids
were always lean in the pockets. It
figured that way and, if the cops
were honest, it had to be that way.

McShane could not say truthfully
that he enjoyed the company of chil-
dren. He liked them well enough
and he thought he understood
them; he felt for them, too, but he
would a damned sight rather have
been with people his own age.
Sometimes, when all the kids got to
howling and being too cute and he
was expected to be a “great big
daddy” to them, like it said in some
camp folders, he'd as soon have
kicked them all into the lake.

He knew it was his conscience
that had made him start a camp
up here in the first place. He had a
tough kind of conscience to carry
around. It was the blight of his life.
It was always protesting against this
own free choice. Now he looked at
the kids and their faces were full of
love for him. He wanted to run
and hide because at this moment he
felt like a no-good bum. But in-
stead he had to make a speech to
them.

“Look now,” McShane said, “all
of you are friends of mine. You
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know that. I was a cop for more
than twenty years, like most of your
fathers, and any fellows here, whose
fathers don’t happen to be cops
it’s nothing against them. You
should all know that a cop’s got two
things to do. Number one, he en-
forces the law. I mean he locks peo-
ple up for doing the wrong things
—driving crazy on the roads, for
instance, stcaling, or hurting peo-
ple. That’s one thing a cop does,
when he can. I said when he can.”

He watched them all for a min-
ute as he lit a cigarette. It looked
as though they understood what he
was saying.

He gazed out at the lake at the
end of the day and the lake was sil-
ver and quiet and beautiful. It was
shaped like a woman’s long and
thin and extended arm. It was eight
miles long and very narrow in some
places. There was a rowboat, up-
side-down and dry on the grass, and
there were two canoes, the same
way, upside-down. 1 can always
cross in a boat, McShane was think-
ing; it still wouldn’t be too late for
that.

“Now the other thing a cop has
for his job, and it’s the more impor-
tant thing—you can ask your own
fathers—is the protection of people.
That’s why I'm telling you now to
do as you're told. We don’t want
any heroces. We don’t want volun-
teers with great big muscles. That
goes for the counselors, too. Espe-
cially the counsclors. Relax, Al. You
too, Hermie. All of you kids keep

gazin’ up the hill and what do you
see? You see Francis and Cookie on
the porch with these men, and a lot
of you may go to bed tonight and
cry tonight because of Francis and
Cookie.”

McShane looked away from them
then, out over the lake to the white
birch trees on the opposite shore
and the rich green hills where cattle
sometimes grazed. His own small
herd of dairy cows, unattended
now, were lowing near; there were
sixteen of them, Holstein, undis-
turbed and stupid-looking, two of
them with their forefeet in the shal-
lows of the lake.

It kind of serves me right, he was
thinking, for liking cattle better
than kids. McShane, who had not
wept in his adult life, didn’t believe
that this was just the right time to
begin.

“There’s no use my lying to you
boys. You know what’s happening.
Those fellows up here have Francis
and Cookie and they say they will
kill them—shoot them in their
heads, if anybody interferes. You've
got to believe them. I've got to be-
lieve them. All the cops and state
troopers and sheriff’s men for twen-
ty miles around here, they've got to
believe them and let these men ride
out of these mountains with Fran-
cis and Cookie in my car. I know,
because I've talked to the police, but
what the cops or anybody else can
do about it, I don’t know. They’ll
be leavin’ here in about ten or fifteen
minutes.”
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“Look, Mac.” It was Al, the coun-
selor. _

“We've got nothin’ to talk about,
Al,” McShane said. “If you’ve got
something good to say, you should
write it down. I don’t want to
sound nasty, or like I'm the real big
boss, but it's got to be this way. You
all go to the ‘rec’ hall, like I told you
earlier—everybody goes, the boys
first, then the counselors, because
these fellows will be counting how
many of you go; they know exactly
the number of boys and counselors
we've got. You stay in the ‘rec’ hall,
every one of you, untl it's over.
There'll be a ball game on tonight.
Therc'll be the Giants and the
Braves.”

“Cookie and Francis,” somcbody
said, and a few of the kids were
crying.

“You can all pray to God for
Cookie and Francis,” McShane said,
then he turned away from them.
Pray o God for them, he repeated
to himself, and he asked the ques-
tion: What else?

He walked back up the hill, stll
slipping on the pine needles, with
his short leg hurting, aching like a
tooth, protesting his weight. Turn-
ing once, he could see the children
filing into the big wooden shed,
most of which he had built himself,
working up here in the spring and
autumn months, living up here on
the pension his disability had earned
for him.

The kids went into the “rec” hall
in an orderly fashion, obedient,

CONSCIENCE

with their counselors behind them.
McShane continued to climb and
he could see Siljo waiting on the
porch for him. Siljo was standing
alone, without the other man, Rick-
ard. Francis and Cookie were both
inside.

“We goin’ to have a nice sunset,
Commissioner ?” Siljo asked?

The title, “Commissioner,” was a
taunt, rubbed free by now of any
comic import, but based on the fact
that McShane had been a cop. Siljo,
of course, despised all policemen,
and either he or his partner had
managed to kill one getting this far,
Their hope of survival, largely for
this reason, rested with the children
whose lives they controlled.

Yet Siljo was no hophead, Mc-
Shane had decided. He was vicious,
intelligent, calculating, calm. He
had probably figured, with some
justification, that his own and his
partner’s chances were not too bad.
They’d ride out of here in Mec-
Shane’s own car and with more
protection than the Queen of Eng-
land for as long as one of them held
a revolver at the heads of two
small boys.

Siljo, like McShane, was looking
out to the lake and the hills. He
scratched himself idly.

“How does it look out there for
tonight, Commissioner?”

McShane set himself for the blow
that would follow his reply. “You
know how it looks out there, you
rotten ” he said, and it
was worth the careless, sweeping
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slap across the mouth that he re-
ceived.

Siljo, looking greatly amused,
whistled into the barrel of the 30-
30 that had once belonged to Mc-
Shane. “I'll tell you this much,
Commissioner,” Siljo said. “I think
it looks real nice.”

McShane was silent. These acres
in the hills, bought cheap, com-
prised the only place on earth he
had ever felt enttled to call his
own. “Mine and the Lord’s,” he
had said once in exultation, but the
arrogance of the phrase had fright-
ened him, so that he had reversed
the partnership, putting himself in
second place.

That was the first time his con-
science, intrusive and annoying,
had complained. He had been a
widower, a reasonably young man
living up here on his pension like a
Daniel Boone emancipated from
the Bronx. He was a natural for
the place and he had dearly loved
it, cows and all, especially the cows,
until his conscience began to say,
“Why don’t you share it, McShane?
Why be a hog?” and he had started
the summer camp.

“One lousy little oI’ helicopter
floatin’ over them woods tonight,
with a cop in the cockpit droppin’
tear gas, and these kids is dead,”
Siljo said now. “One roadblock and
the kids is dead. One motorcycle
cop on the main road and it’s the
same thing, Commissioner. One si-
ren, even. You told them that?”

“I told them that. T told them
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twenty times, Nobody has to get
nervous with a gun, nobody,” said
McShane.

“Well, let’s go then,” Siljo said.

The other man, Aaron Rickard,
was younger than Siljo. He was
very tall and thin. He had straw-
colored hair and palc eyes that nev-
er blinked. He had a thin, straight
nose and a narrow mouth. He wore
a leather jacket that didn’t fit. His
hands were strange. They always -
perspired and they were ten inches
long from his wrists to the tip of
his middle fingers. His hand
around a .38 made the gun look like
a teaspoon. This man, whose pres-
ence frightened McShane, neverthe-
less took orders from Siljo. He led
Francis Reagen and Cookie Arman-
do out to the porch of the cabin
again.

“There’s nothin’ to wait for,” Sil-
jo said.

They started down the incline
toward the lake and McShane’s old
sedan. Siljo said he preferred it to
the camp’s less dependable and
more easily recognized station wag-
on. Francis Reagan walked first, as
he had been instructed. He was a
tall boy, nearly fourteen years old,
skinny as a stork, a dreadful athlete,
yet unspeakably brave. It was one of
those things. His father was a de-
tective sergeant, the l4th Precinct,
Manhattan.

“You,” Siljo said to Cookie.

Cookie went next. He was twelve.
He was very dark from the sun and
he looked as Italian as eggplant
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parmigianne. He was a comedian,
and there were marks on his face
from the times he had failed to
amuse Aaron Rickard or Evereut
Lawton Siljo. If, internally, he was
less secure than Francis, he was al-
so younger, and he had more im-
agination. His father was a traffic
sergeant in the Mott Haven section
of the Bronx. Aaron Rickard
walked carefully behind him.

“You, Commissioner,” Siljo said,
and that was the way they went, in
single file, yet close together, down
through the slippery pine needles
and the sweet smell of the trees.

The lake was cight miles long
and east of it there was no road at
all. There was a marsh to the east,
as oozy and dark as a melting choc-
olate sundae. The road went west,
out of McShane’s own fragment of
shore front, up and around and
through the clean, hard forest, circl-
ing the west end of the lake un-
economically, so that, in all, the trip
was sixteen, seventeen miles.

The mountain road led into
Route 12A, a thirty-five minute
drive, if you didn’t break any
springs. The road would be open.
McShane knew that, for what else
could the cops do? Run up a big
net? Throw a bomb? Call Siljo and
Rickard nasty names through their
loudspeakers? With Cookie and
Francis riding in the car, the police,
however close to the road, would
make no clumsy rush. And in their
place, he had decided, I'd do the

same.
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McShane’s cows wandered close
to the shore. The lake looked dull
as a glass eye, dull and cold, and
only the white birch trees were
vivid on the other side. Forty-five
minutes from now there would be
no light, which was as Siljo had de-
sired it, as he had planned it, for
reasons of his own. He wanted the
twilight as far as Route 12A; after
that, only Siljo knew.

The single rowboat and the two
canocs were still on shore. Here, at
the narrow waist of the lake, it
wasn’t more than a quarter of a
mile across. If I got to the other
side, McShane was thinking, I don't
know what I could do. Dump a log
on the road as they came down the
steep grade over there? Throu my-
seld on the road like a bag of sand?
Bite the tires with my teeth? God
knows 1 ought to try something,
but it didn’t make much sense.

“You like boats, Commissioner?’
Siljo said.

“Do I what? Like—what?”

He tried to look dumb, but there
was no profit in his pretending. Sil-
jo grinned, then walked over with
the .30-30 in his hands and blew
two holes in the belly of the row-
boat. He fired a shot into each of
the more easily splintered canoes.

The cattle scattered clumsily, all
but the one between the boat and
the canoes. This animal whirled
and stumbled, then stopped and
looked up at Siljo.

After the four gun blasts, the si-
lence returned to the lake, the for-
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est, and the hills. The shadows gath-
ered. Siljo, wearing a strange smirk
on his face, raised the .30-.30 once
again and shot the cow between
the eyes. the Holstein went down,
silent and heavy, like a car that
slipped froma jack.

“You I” McShane said.

He spoke the favored, applicable
phrase, but this time Sijo didn't
bother to hit him. Siljo listened
wistfully to the lingering timber of
the blast. Hereloaded the rifle.

“I'll make those cops out there as
nervous as they can be, won't I,
Commissioner?” Siljo said.

Aaron Rickard was already in
the back of the car and he spat
dryly through onc of the windows,
as though disapproving; but Siljo
looked at him in Siljo’s way, so that
Rickard did not say anything.

“All right, we go now,” Siljo said.

And Francis and Cookie, who
was crying, got into the car, sitting
next to Siljo, as they were directed.
Siljo started the motor. It idled
smoothly, the mixture being exact-
ly right. The cheap car purred like
a $1,000 watch because Siljo had
worked on it that morning. The
tires were good, the tank was full.

Siljo didn’t speak; he just started
away, and all McShane could re-
member for the next few minutes
were the faces of the two kids in the
car, looking back at him in unspo-
ken despair, as though, all along,
they had believed he would do
something more than stand bestde
a dead cow.
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Then they were gone.

Sweet, merciful God, McShane
said, not in exclamation, but in
prayer. There had to be something
he could do, however impossible
the something might prove to be.

There were deadfalls of timber
on the other side. That much he
knew, but he supposed it was the
sort of thing that any dwarfed mind
would entertain. The trouble was
that Siljo had made himself so com-
pletely clear about roadblocks of any
kind.

McShane tried to think of some
other way to wreck the car when
it came down the grade on the op-
posite shore about thirty minutes
from now. He belicved that any-
thing would be better than letting
Siljo and Rickard through to Route
I2A and trusting them from there.

McShane looked again at the
blasted bellies of the boats. His frus-
trations choked him because he
feared to swim the quarter mile. He
did not swim well. The lake, where
the springs ran deep, was colder
than icebergs, colder than death. He
was afraid, and while he was being
afraid, he took off his shoes and his
pants and his shirt. He feared even
more doing nothing at all . ..

A hundred yards out he was ex-
hausted. He had been swimming
too hard. He had been threshing his
arms like a man trapped in hay. He
began treading water. He wanted
desperately to turn back.

Here, at this depth, the freezing
water made his bad leg ache. The
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pale birch trees on the other shores
looked impossibly distant. His chest
hurt from the effort he had made,
but he began to swim again, less
desperately this time, persuading
himself that he had a chance, that
only his fear was holding him back.

It seemed to him that he swam
almost as slowly as a floundering
child taking lessons, which was
true. Don't panic, he thought, don’t
panic now. Once he looked back to
his own shore and he found what
he expected to find—that he was
halfway across. There wasn't a
choice left to him.

It was so silent here, so lonely.
His strength was nearly gone, but
the deep, penetrating cold that at
first had made the pain rage in his
left leg had numbed it now. The
only agony he knew was that of
effort, which was unremitting.

It would be so easy to abandon
all the trying and to go down into
the water that was no longer cold

. s0, so much easier that he
prayed again: Lord, give me the
hem of Your garment.

A light wind swept, the surface
of the lake and as he swam, the
suddenly choppy water slapped at
his face. He swallowed some of it.
There was a pounding in his cars,
as though they were swelling and
would burst.

He tried again and again and
then the birch trees were very close,
so close that he had hope again and
did not abandon effort until his
good leg, reaching downward,
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touched a stone, and the passage
was made. He floundered forward.
He rested, all but naked, and freez-
ing on the shore.

How long had he taken to swim
the quarter mile, he wondered. Ten
minutes? Fifteen? Twenty? Mec-
Shane didn’t know, but he could
still see clearly, up through the
birches to the winding road, though
the dusk was fast coming on.

He heard the car faintly, but he
wasn’t able to measure its distance
away. He climbed up to the rough
and narrow road to where, as he
had known, there was a deadfall of
trees. But he could no more budge
the first massive trunk he selected
than he could have lifted the world
from space. All he managed to do
was skin his hands on the brutal
bark. The cffort made him reel.

He wasn’t thinking well or plan-
ning sanely now. He was being
frantically, almost therapeutically
busy, as though to remove his emo-
tional need. He saw one heavy
stone, the size of an office safe; it
was above the road and, if dis-
lodged, it could conceivably roll in-
to the path of the car descending
the grade.

McShane tore his feet in the
thicket, grappling with the bedded,
unmoving stone. He found a stout
dead branch to use as a lever. He
gained a purchase under the stone.
He straincd with unnatural effort
until the dead branch splintered
and broke. He fell with the snap of
it and lay exhausted.
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He could hear the car very close
to the place where he had labored
and fallen. He was sobbing and
weak, and his wits were no longer
dependable,

For instance, it seemed to Mc-
Shane, as the car came on, that he
was seeing, or imagining, cows in
the road-—cows of all things, driven
by a man in overalls, who disap-
peared on the other side, quietly
into the bush—cows in double and
bumping columns, crowding close
together, turning, looking lost on
the narrow road, making their bleak
sounds, acting so real that McShane
believed he could smell them.

It was an illusion, he thought, im-
posed by his recent experience with
Siljo. Or wasn’t it? McShane didn’t
know. But then the car stopped in
the crowded road—stopped still;
then it was real enough.

Siljo, the driver of the car, got
out of it, holding the .30-.30, his ex-
pression very strange. He looked
around in the cool twilight, appre-
hensive, but not convinced of what
he should do. McShanc saw that.
He also saw the indecision on the
face of Aaron Rickard, who sat
with the .38 in his hands, only inch-
es behind the two boys.

McShane stood almost erect, then
moved a trifle forward. He watched
Siljo swing the .30-30 at the cows,
but not wholeheartedly, because all
kinds of thoughts must have been
crowding Siljo’s head.

McShane moved forward, step by
little step—and then he heard the
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two shots, sharp and murderous.
He never looked toward Rickard.
He dove instinctively at Siljo, who
had fallen, and he was punching at
Siljo, with a stone in his hand for
almost a minute before he realized
that Everett Lawton Siljo was dead.

“Take it easy, Mac—take it easy
now, will you? There’s no per-
centage in breaking your hands.”

McShane, sitting in his under-
wear looked up. He saw a licuten-
ant of State Troopers. The man
looked pretty fancy in his gray
whipcords and his wide-brimmed
hat. He had too much stomach un-
der his belt, but he was a big
enough man to be excused. His
name was Kovacs.

There were now more cops than
cows in the road. Searchlights had
dismissed the twilight. The whole
place glared like a big pool table,
brilliantly green. Aaron Rickard
had never moved from the back of
the car. He sat fairly erect, but there
was a bullet in his head, too.

“We only fired two shots,” said
Kovacs. “We had the right men in
the right places and they were in-
structed not to miss.”

He helped McShane to his fect
and McShane could see Cookie and
Francis, just off the road, looking
all right at the moment, even
though there was a doctor there and
a nurse in a white uniform. Some-
one handed McShane a coat.

“You know, for country cops,” he
said to Kovacs, “you fellows did all

right.”
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rot. So we get together once a
month for the dcliberate purpose of
mental exercise. For each meeting
one of us poses a problem and mails
it to the others the day before. That
provides enough time for cogita-
tion—research, you understand, is
not permitted. Our sole tools are
memory and logic.”

“But the one who submits the
problem,” began Snodgrass. “Does
hc—”

“Presumably he knows the an-
swer. The rest of us are supposed
to arrive at it. We goad him with
questions, we challenge his assump-
tions—"

“Well, what sort of problems?”

“Anything! On what did Conan
Doyle base his belief in spiritual-
ism? What was the numerical
strength of the army of Queen Ze-
nobia? What was the relation be-
teen the Michelson-Morley experi-
ment and the Einstein Theory?
Were Swinburne and Christina
Rossetti lovers? Where and when
was the first stock exchange? That
sort of thing. Problems? They are-
n’t problems, cxactly. They’re fields
for conjectural discussion. And it
often turns out that the man who
presents the problem doesn’t actu-
ally know the answer—he just
thinks he does—and we wind up
in general disagreement.”

“I'd love that,” Snodgrass said
enviously. “Of course, a lot depends
on the kind of men—"

“Aha!” interrupted the Professor.
“Let me give you a Who's Who on

the other members of the Curious
Quints!”

He sprang up and began pacing,
bumping his long legs against the
furniture, and speaking in jerky
sentences interspersed with furious
puffs on his pipe.

“Ferris Underwood,” he began.
“Does calculus in his head and goes
to bed with a slide rule. Engineer.
Stll does some consulting work.
Knows everything nuclear inside
out. Scares you to death.

“Henry Barnaby. Born wealthy.
Collector of rare books and classi-
cal statuary. Reads absolutely every-
thing and has a prodigious mem-
ory. Will dispute on any subject. A
nuisance because of his colossal
knowledge.

“Hans Greininger. Raised in Ger-
many. Investment banker, semi-re-
tired. Brilliant financial operator.
Appeals us by his understanding of
money matters. Eloquent and per-
suasive, but sometimes inclined to
shout us down.

“Carroll Crayton. There, my boy,
is a most unusual, a really incredi-
ble, character.”

Professor Atwater paused, and
made a vague gesture toward the
window, as if reaching into the
snowstorm outdoors in search of
the words he wanted.

“Carroll Crayton,” hc resumed,
“is the vainest man I have ever seen,
I don’t mean vain of his appear-
ance—mercy, no! He’d run behind
Caliban in a beauty contest. He has
the head of an cagle, the arms of a
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chimpanzee, the eyes of a fox, and
the voice of a bullfrog. His vanity
is that of an actor. He will do any-
thing to win admiration and ap-
plause. He must demonstrate that
he is the cleverest man on earth.
You see, he used to be a professional
magician—imagine a stage magi-
cian from a long line of New Eng-
land forbears. There is still a slight
twang in his voice.”

“Isn’t he something of a bore?”
asked Snodgrass.

“Not for a minute! There’s more
to him than you would think. His
forte was the invention of fantastic
mechanical devices that made pos-
sible the most incredible stage
tricks. Well, he turned that inven-
tive faculty loose in the industrial
field. He took out patent after pat-
ent; his royalties made him a rich
man, and long ago he retired from
the stage. He's a scholar, in weird
fields—necromancy, the Rosicruci-
ans, alchemy, pagan rites, oracles—
he’s still a magician at heart! When
he gives us a problem—"

The Professor stopped suddenly,
and began fishing in his pockets.

“Tonight's Crayton’s night!” he
exclaimed. “I've got his problem
here somewhere—it came in the
mail this morning.”

After some fumbling the Profes-
sor extracted a typewritten sheet
and handed it to Snodgrass.

“Here,” said the Professor, “see
for yourself.” Snodgrass read:

“Problem for April 1st: April
Fools’ Day! Thus doth the calen-

dar annually remind us of the falli-
bility of the human senses, and the
unreliability of conclusions based
upon their evidence.

It is not merely that “The hand
is quicker than the eye”—any ama-
teur dabbling in the veriest funda-
mentals of legerdermain can dem-
onstrate the truth of that ancient
maxim. Nor is it, as Little Butter-
cup says, that “Things are seldom
what they seem,” although illusion
is the basis of the magician’s pro-
fession.

And let us rule out, as unworthy
of consideration, what I might term
incillary devices for obfuscation
such as those used by the notorious
Balthaso in the Thirteenth Cen-
tury; he so bemused the audience
by sudden puffs of smoke, “ghosts”
in the wings, weird noises, fearful
incantations, and cabalistic symbols
that their powers of actual observa-
tion were reduced to a minimum.

Beyond the diversion of atten-
tion, beyond trick lights and mir-
rors; beyond sleight of hand, there
is a deeper art—the art of actually
performing the impossible. By this
I mean that a thing is done which.
in the light of cold logic and pains-
taking examination, could 7oz con-
ceivably be done.

Twice already, at the Club, I
have given you demonstrations of
such accomplishments. They were
performed, you may recall, without
apparent trappings or parapherna-
lia. And then (since I have long
since retired) 1 violated a rule of
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the profession and revealed Aow
they were done.

From this you learned that the
technique employed was primarily
one of mechanics. An object does
not move from one place to another
save by physical means. And yet ev-
ery one of you in the audience—
observant, skeptical men—would
have sworn, in court, that the ob-
ject could not possibly have been
transported to where it was found.
I give you this much as a clue to
the Problem, which is this:

In a high-ceilinged, book-lined
room in an old house an old man
is found slumped over a desk.
Words do not awaken him; nor
does a hand on his shoulder. He is
dead. He has been shot at close
range through the right temple and
has died instantly. No gun is seen;
the door 1s unlocked; the inference
is murder. But it was not murder
—it was suicide. The gun is later
discovered in a wastebasket, twenty
fcet away from the body. Question
for the Curious Quints: How did
the gun get from the suicide’s hand
into the wastebasket?

CC.

“Well, I'll be damned,” said Snod-
grass, handing the sheet back to the
Professor.

The doorbell rang.

“There’s my cab,” exclaimed the
Professor. “Good night—see you to-
morrow,”

As he entered the Addison Club,
Professor Atwater noted that the

gate in the iron fence still squeaked.
“Ought to be oiled,” he thought, as
he had so many times before. But
then it occurred to him that it was
properly symbolic: Most of the
members were creaky too.

He nodded hurriedly to the
group sitting in the big downstairs
room. Old Huddleston, he noticed,
was telling a story. He had no
doubt told it fifty times to the same
people, yet they sat and listened.
“Polite old frauds, anyhow,” mur-
mured Atwater.

He climbed two flights of stairs,
making sure to hold onto the rail-
ing, and went down a long hall to
a little room in the back—the
“Committce Room,” it was called.
Old files covered one wall; the other
walls were sheathed with shelves
bearing musty books, faded maps,
forgotten trophies, and a few moth-
caten stuffed birds. There was a hot
plate for making coffee, and an ex-
tension telephone. A roaring fire
blazed in the grate. The room had
many peculiar uses, but on the first
evening of every month it served
as the den of the Curious Quints.
About a round table were set five
copious chairs; on the table were
glasses, a pitcher of iced water, and
a fifth of scotch.

Henry Barnaby was already
there. He was the baldest of them,
observed Atwater. That shiny dome
above those massive shoulders gave
him a formidable appearance; but
from the waist down there was not
nmuch of Barnaby.
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“Blow, blow, thou winter wind,”
was Barnaby’s greeting.
“Can Spring be far behind?” re-

"~ turned Atwater. “Yes, it can. Shel-

ley was a bloomin’ optimist.”

In came Hans Greininger and
Ferris Underwood. “Hans drove
me down,” explained Underwood.
“I don’t drive any more.” He was a
mite of a man, bent over, grizzled
rather than gray, with a pointed
nose and a habit of staring chal-
lengingly.

Greininger was the youngest of
the lot. He was a big man, and os-
tentatiously robust. Insultingly so,
thought Atwater. There was, too,
a sleek polish to him that Atwater
was sometimes inclined to resent.
But no pretentiousness. When he
was unduly positive about a point
it was usually because he was right.

The four took their places at the
table. ,

“It’s a queer one that Carroll has
given us tonight,” observed Under-
wood.

“No queerer than the ones he’s
given us before,” commented
Greininger.

“They’ve all bad to do with
magic, one way or another,” added
Barnaby. “You can’t imagine Car-
roll Crayton proposing any other
subject, can you?”

“QOh, come now, let’s be chari-
-table,” suggested Atwater. “Don’t
you see we're the only audience he
has left?”

“He’s given us a real poser,” put
in Underwood. “I know Carroll’s

.
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figured out some incredible con-
traption that would do it, but just
the same, how a gun could get from
the hand of a man who has shot
himself and died instantly to a
wastebasket twenty feet away—"

“Hold it,” cautioned Atwater.
“Let’s stick to the rules. No advance
speculation. Wait for Carroll. He
ought to be here any minute now.”

But Carroll Crayton did not ar-
rive.

Round went the talk, from
weather to ancient coinage to blood
pressure to inflation to palmistry to
rockets—but still no Crayton.

“Queer,” said Underwood. “He’s
usually quite prompt. How far out
does he live?”

“He lives in one half of an old
mansion near the park,” answered
Greininger. “Owns the place. Rents
the other half to people who are
away most of the time. Likes soli-
tude. I've never been there, but he’s
told me about it.”

“I’ve been there,” put in Barnaby.
“It’s the strangest setup you ever
saw, No kitchen—he goes out for
all his meals. A big library, bed-
room, and bath—that’s all he uses.
All the rest of the rooms are clut-
tered with relics left over from the
days when he was on the stage—
props and sets and crazy devices
and costumes and photos of The
Incredible Crayton. And dust! 1
suppose he has a cleaning woman
in once a month, or something like
that—"

“Let’s give him a ring,” broke in
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“boy” from downstairs had brought
up a fresh bucket of coal—and, just
in case, another fifth of scotch. But
still they sat—Lieutenant Kovachy
of Homicide and four old men—
with Carroll Crayton's “Problem”
spread on the table before them.

“It’s such a peculiar communica-
tion, to begin with,” the Lieutenant
‘had remarked.

“He thinks we should all be in
the psychiatric ward,” thought At-
water.

“Nothing peculiar about it at all,
for Crayton,” Underwood had de-
-clared. And they had proceeded to
tell the Lieutenant about Crayton.
- “That stuff about legerdermain
and Balthaso and tricks and doing
the impossible—that’s his theme
song,” Barnaby had explained.
“We’ve heard it so many times we
almost know it by heart. I hate to
say it, but it had become a bit of a
bore. All the problems he put up to
us sounded very much like this
one.”

And with that they had pro-
duced, out of a squeaky drawer, a
file of the past “problems” dis-
cussed by the Curious Quints. The
Lieutenant scrutinized carefully
those that had been presented by
Crayton.

“Yes,” the Lieutenant had agreed,
“I see.” He also saw that certain
irregularities in the type, obvious in
Crayton’s current problem, were
‘also present in his earlier ones. The
same typewriter—presumably Cray-
ton’s—had been used.

Next had arisen the question of
time.

The family living in the other
half of Crayton’s house had re-
turned from Florida at about 7:45
that evening. They had naturally
tried to say hello to Crayton, but he
did not answer his doorbell and his
rooms were dark. But one of them
tried the doorknob, found the door
unlocked, and walked in. They
phoned the police immediately.

Crayton had been dead, the Lieu-

tenant said, for at least twenty-four -

hours—probably more.

“Let’s narrow it down,” the Liecu-
tenant had suggested. “Figure him
sitting at his typewriter, pounding
out an original and four carbons of
that ‘problem.” Then he addresses
and stamps the envelopes, and
mails them. All of you got yours
this morning. Now—how early
would he have had to get them in
the mail?”

“Before noon,” Atwater had re-
plied, “assuming he took them to
the corner mailbox. I live in his
zone, so I know.”

“But if he had taken them down-
town to the post office, even late in
the afternoon, you still would have
received them—"

“Yes,” Atwater had agreed, “but
he wouldn’t have done that, Lieu-
tenant. Nothing was pressing him,
he had all the time in the world, he
might even have typed his problem
the day before. You see, he hated
to go downtown.”

_“All right,” the Lieutenant had



100

continued, “for purposes of argu-
ment, let’s assume he walked to the
corner mailbox with them some
time shortly before noon. That and
the medical evidence would place
the Kkilling somewhere between
noon and, let us say, four r.M.”

From that they had got into a dis-
cussion of Crayton’s personal af-
fairs. Why should he have chosen
to commit suicide? Health?
Money? Insanity?

“You were his financial adviser,
Hans,” said Underwood. “How did
he stand, financially?”

“Absolutely nothing to worry
him on that score,” replied Grein-
inger. “He had plenty, and it was
well invested.”

“Might he have overspent—gam-
bled or something?”

“Crayton gamble?
asserted Barnaby.

“He scemed in perfect health,”
put in Atwater, “and he certainly
wasn’t crazy.”

“How do you know ?” challenged
the Licutenant.

In the silence that followed, the
bell in the clock tower downtown
boomed twelve. The Liecutenant
stiffened his shoulders.

“Okay,” he said—and now there
was iron in his voice— “let’s get
down to business. Let's say that
Crayton, for reasons still unknown
to us, decided to kill himself. The
assumption is that he deliberately
staged his own death in such a way
as to provide a ‘problem’ for the
Curious Quints—and the ‘problem’

Impossible,”
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is based on the premise that after
a man puts a bullet in his brain and
dies instantly he can then hide the
gun in a wastebasket clear across
the room. It’s not only preposter-
ous—it's impossible.”

“But that’s just what Crayton says
in his problem!” exclaimed Under-
wood. “The art of performing the
impossible!  Doing  something
which, in the light of cold logic and
painstaking examination, could not
conceivably be done!”

“Let me tcll you what he did
here at the Club,” said Greininger.
“He stood up on the stage and took
a wooden paper knife out of his
pocket. He handed it to a man in
the audience, a fellow named James
Fink, and asked him to sign his
name on it, with his own pen. Fink
did so and handed the paper knife
back to Crayton, who put it back in
his pocket and went on talking.
About two minutes later a taxi driv-
er appeared at the back of the room
and called out, ‘Is there a Mr. Fink
here?’ Of course Fink got up. You
seem to have left your paper knife in
my cab,’ the driver said, and he
walked up and handed Fink the
paper knife—the very same paper
knife on which Fink had written
his name. Then Crayton explained
how he did it. The microphone was
supported on an aluminum tube,
and the tube of course was hollow.
Crayton, without being seen, had
dropped the paper knife down the
tube. It had gone through a hole.
that he'd bored in the floor. Cray-



THE CURIOUS QUINTS

ton had hired the taxi driver to
wait in the basement and catch the
knife and bring it upstairs to Fink.”

“And -the other one,” cut in Un-
derwood, who had been waiting
eagerly. “That time he took a book
—he’d asked a chap in the audience

.just to pick one from the shelves—
and he put it in a box on a table.
He did a card trick for a minute or
two. Then he said, ‘If the gentle-
man who selected the book 1 put
in the box will now go into the
writing room, he will find the book
in the middle of the top shelf on
the north wall’ And he did! Cray-
ton had rigged up the confound-
edest thingamajig, a conveying sys-
tem, belts, pulleys, and so forth—he
patented one, you know, for fac-
tories. It went from under the ta-
ble down into the basement and up
the outside of a wall and dumped
the book off through an old stove-
pipe hole. Just as he says in his prob-
lem, the technique employed is pri-
marily one of mechanics.”

“The man was a fiend of ingen-
uity,” said Barnaby, picking up the
theme. “He must have perfected
some sort of device that would
move the gun-—~"

“Like, perhaps, a long rubber
band,”  Greininger  suggested,
“looped over the chandelier, that
would pick up the gun after it left
his hand and snap it clear across to
the wastebasket, and then vanish.”

“Or something on wheels,” ven-
tured Underwood. “Something ac-
tivated by the report of the gun,
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that would carry the gun to the
wastebasket and then disappear
somehow.”

“Or a man,” the Lieutenant said
coldly, “who walked in, fired the
gun, and then dropped it into the
wastebasket.”

Underwood and Barnaby re-
garded him pityingly.

“Lieutenant, don’t be silly,” said
Greininger,

“Why do you say it's silly?” the
Lieutenant demanded.

“Because there wouldn’t be any
point to it!” explained Underwood.
“There wouldn’t be any magic.”

“There seldom is any magic in
murder,” observed the Lieutenant.

“So you still think it vas mur-
der,” commented Atwatef.

“Lieutenant,” asked Greininger,
“if it was murder, how do you ex-
plain the ‘problem’?” :

The Lieutenant shook his head.
“Damned if I can make any sense
of the whole business. It’s the crazi-
cst thing 1 ever heard of.”

“If you'll bear with me for a mo-
ment,” said Professor Atwater, “I
think Ican clarify matters.”

The Lieutenant looked up in
surprise. Thus far Atwater had said
very little.

“Assuming that Crayton was de-
termined on suicide,” Atwater be-
gan, “the rest is entircly logical and
quite in character.

“Crayton’s overweening passion
was the magician’s art. He believed
that he was the greatest the profes-
sion had ever produced. He must
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have regretted his retirement from
the stage, after his inventions made
him wealthy. He missed the spot-
light and the acclaim. He still fierce-
ly demanded recognition as the
Master.

“He must now die by his own
hand. But why not use that death
for his final and greatest perform-
ance? What a splash the story
would make in the newspapers!
The King of Magic who, in his
own suicide, contrived a trick that
baffled the experts! And revealed
it in the form of a ‘problem’ present-
ed to the Curious Quints! Why, the
thing would be a sensation!”

“Exactly!” put in Greininger. “If
you knew Crayton, Liecutenant,
you'd know it was just what he
would do.”

“It’s my guess,” DBarnaby sur-
mised, “that when you get to dig-
ging into things out there, you'll
come upon some sort of crazy me-
chanical device—"

“l doubt that,” Atwater inter-
rupted decisively. He had stood up,
and now faced them, his back to
the fire, his long legs casting enor-
mous shadows on the opposite wall.

“You mean,” queried Greininger,
“that he might have rigged up some-
thing so clever that the ‘problem’
would be unsolvable? Like a self-
destroying device that would leave
absolutely not trace?”

“No, that’s zoz what I mean,” At-
water replied—and there now was
agrimness in his voice.

“We've all taken for granted,” At-
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water went on, “that Crayton wrote
that problem. But suppose he did-
n’t? Suppose it was written by some
body else?”

There was startled silence.

“If Crayton didn’t write it,” At-
water continued, “who did? It
could only have been done by a
man who knew Crayton’s style and
Crayton’s personality, a man who
was so familiar with Crayton’s con-
versation and obsession that he
could do a convincing imitation of
him. It would have to be someone
who knew all about the Curious
Quints, who knew that tonight was
a meeting night. It would have to
be somecone who knew Crayton's
living habits. In short, Licutenant,
if the ‘problem’ was not written by
Crayton, it could only have been
written by one of us here in this
room tonight.”

There was an outburst of shocked
protest. “Quict!” roared the Lieu-
tenant. “Let Atwater finish.”

“I shall paint a picture for you,”
said Atwater. “Sometime yesterday
morning—probably before noon-—a
man paid a call on Crayton. There
was an argument. The man shot
Crayton. Licutenant, were there
powder burns?”

“No—the shot was fired from too
far away. That’s one of the reasons
we assumed it was murder.”

“Exactly,” Atwater went on, “So
the murderer couldn’t just leave the
gun on the table, expecting the po-
lice to figure it was suicide. And he
obviously didn’t want that gun on
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his person. So he hit on the ingen-
ious idea of putting the gun in the
wastebasket and duplicating the
setup in the form of tonight’s ‘prob-
lem’ for the Curious Quints. If
Crayton already had a problem of
his own ready, the murderer simply
destroyed it. Perhaps Crayton was
typing one when the murderer came
in, and that gave him the idca.”

“Of all the crazy—" began Un-
derwood.

“Are you out of your mind?” de-
manded Barnaby.

Atwater held up his hand for si-
lence.

“The murderer,” he resumed,
“had plenty of time. He composed
that ‘problem’ with infinite care. Oh,
it was cleverly done, it was devilish-
ly clever—but any one of us, with
our background, could have done it.
He wrote the ‘problem,” original
and carbons, on Crayton’s typewrit-
er, put the copies in Crayton’s en-
velopes, and took them downtown
at the post office, sometime in the
afternoon, to make sure they would
be delivered to us in this morning’s
mail.”

This time there was no outburst.
The four men at the table sat like
rocks. Only their eyes moved—
searchingly—and despite the fire the
room seemed very cold.

“Simple, wasn’t it?” continued
Atwater. “He knew that in any
event Crayton’s absence from to-
night’s meeting would uncover
Crayton’s death. He knew that we
were supposedly sanc and reliable
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people. He knew that if the Curi-
ous Quints were convinced 1t was
suicide, the police might also be
inclined to accept that theory. And
he almost got away with it!”

Atrwater whirled and pointed
finger at Hans Greininger.

“Hans,” he said, “you handled his
investments, What had you done
with his money, so that you felt
compelled to kill him before he
would exposc you?”

Greininger’s face went white. He
tried to speak, and failed. He stood
up—but by that time the Licuten-
ant’s revolver was on the table.

“I wouldn’t try anything if I were
you,” advised the Licutenant. “At-
water, if you'll be good enough to
phone headquarters—”

After they had gone—Greininger
between two husky patrolmen, and
Underwood and Barnaby, mutter-
ing and still half incredulous—Pro-
fessor Atwater and Licutenant Ko-
vachy sat, legs stretched before the
fire, each with a long scotch and
water.

“Okay, Professor,” said the Lieu-
tenant, “tcll me how you knew.”

Arwater picked up a copy of the
“Problem.”

“In the last paragraph of the ‘prob-
lem’,” he began, “Crayton refers to
himself as an ‘old man’. Crayton
would never have done that. He
was too vain.

“In the third paragraph he refers
to Balthaso as having lived in the
thirteenth Century. He didn’t—he
lived in the Fourteenth. Crayton

QUINTS
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cordon, and the parson chap.” He,
too, had lowered his voice.

“And why us?” she asked in a
strained whisper, looking quickly
at the letter in his hand.

“He’s a maniac,” Edward re-
peated. “He may be threatening
lots of people.” He gripped her sud-
denly by the shoulders. “Look,
Joan darling. It’s no use our stand-
ing ‘here whispering and pecering
out of that damn’ window. Let’s for
God’s sake get a grip on ourselves.
Best thing we can do is to get out of
here.”

“Out?” She was still peering at
the emptiness of the moor in the
late afternoon sunshine.

“It’s less than six miles into Buck-
forth.”

She said, as though she were
talking to herself, “Over the moor.”

“Only the first part. Chances are
we'll run into one of the cops or
che parson man on the way out,
and this—what’s-his-name?—How-
ard, he'll lie low till after dark, any-
way.”

“You think so?” She was still
staring out of the window.

“Of course.” His voice was loud
and matter-of-fact. “His letter says
tonight. I believe it’s true that mani-
acs never shift from their plan.
Kind of idée fixe. And anyway—in
broad daylight. Now’s when the
going’s good.” '

“All right.” Her expression, as
she turned quickly from the win-
dow, was a mixture of fear and un-
belief in what was happening. “But
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if we're going, let’s be quick. Let’s
go now!”

“Just a minute.” He was looking
about, with an air almost of em-
barrassment—as  though he, too,
hardly Delicved in the reality of
danger—for some kind of weapon.
He found a couple of sharp, sturdy
kitchen knives and held one out to
her awkwardly. “Only for just in
case,” he said.

Her hand shook a little as she
took it. She said, “I know. But it
makes it all seem more horribly
real.”

He took a thick stick too, and
she slung her handbag over her
shoulder. As he pulled the door
open, she managed a wavering
smile. “And we were bored with
our dull litde cottage,” she said.

“There might be tracks,” he said
from the threshold. “I suppose the
parson came on his bicycle. Now
I come to think of it, that must
have been the parson we saw
way off across the moor this
morning.”

“I couldn't sce that far.”

“I definitely saw someone off on
the Buckforth road.”

He was looking closely at the
hard-earth path that led to the cot-
tage door. “Too hard to hold
tracks, I guess,” he said. “Anyway,
let’s get going.”

The moorland path went slant-
wise up and along the side of the
steep ridge behind the cottage. They
walked in the soft, bulging shad-
ows of the tussocky heather, and
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their own shadows hurried beside
them. Joan looked westward at the

sun, going down toward a pile of

thunderclouds.

“It’s later than we thought,” she
said.

“We'll make it,” he said. But he
oo looked westward, and now he
was setting a pace that kept her
nearly trotting behind him on the
narrow track.

He could see her shadow out of
the corner of his eye, and once he
called out sharply, telling her not
to keep looking back.

Before they quite reached the
point where the path went over the
saddle of the ridge, the thunder-
cloud had hidden the sun. Their
shadows had left them. On level
ground at the top, they paused
briefly, looking back and forward.

Ahead, the path dipped sharply
down the long, steep castern side of
the ridge, into a glen at the bottom
of which grass and bushes and tall
trees took over from the heather.
The light and color had drained
away from the glen into a vague,
early dusk.

One could see the shape of the
valley and where the trees and
bushes were, but if one started to
look hard at anything in particular,
the details were softly blurred. The
gurgle of the stream along the val-
ley bottom, and the stirring of a
small evening breeze in the heather
- and the treetops blurred, too, the
details of any other small sounds
there might be.
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They strained their eyes and ears
against the gurgling, rustling dusk,
“There could be anything down
there,” Joan said.

“Or nothing,” Edward said
sharply. “We'd better get on if we're
going.”

“Just let’s listen for another sec-
ond.”

They stood rigid, listening. He
said, “Come on,” and stepped for-
ward, and a paralyzing noise burst
out of the valley and rushed up to-
ward them. He jumped back as
though something had hit him. For
a split second the sound was every-
where.

“It’s the birds,” Joan gasped.
“They shot up all at once out of
those trees down there.”

They could sce now the innu-
merable dark shapes of rooks cir-
cling and beginning to spiral down,
with subsiding cries, toward the
tops of the trees. “God, how they
frightened me!” she said. “Just
rooks.”

But he was standing looking
down intently. She looked at him
and gripped his arm.

“You mean something frightened
them,” she whispered.

He nodded, and as again they
listened, both of them heard an-
other sound, just audible through
the scattered cawing of the rooks
and the noise of the stream. Some-
thing was moving heavily in the
undergrowth down there. Instinc-
tively they both crouched in the
heather.
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The noise stopped, then started
again. It was impossible to tell
whether it was a loud noise some
way off, or a lesser noisc in the
nearest part of the valley bottom.

“Could be one of these moorland
ponies,” he whispered.

The sound came again, the sound
of a creature moving carcfully.

“Too late,” Joan breathed. “We
can’t go on.” He nodded quickly.
“The cottage is our best chance
now.”

Walking in a half crouch, they
got back to the ridgetop. Then
where the path dipped slantwise
down the western flank, they start-
ed to run. The jolting thud of their
feet and hearts deafencd them to
all other sounds.

Panting painfully, they staggered
together down the last narrow lap
of the path to the cottage door.
Then they stopped for the first
time to look and listen.

Nothing could be seen or heard
coming down the path. “We had a
good start,” Joan said.

Edward pushed her ahcad of him
into the house. “It may be only just
enough,” he said. “You get this
door and window fixed. I'll do the
front.”

The cottage was a square box—
two rooms in front, divided by a
front door, which they never used,
and a little passage running back to
the kitchen, which filled the whole
back space of the house. The front
door was a heavy affair with bolts
and chains that probably had not
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been opened in years. One of the lit-
tle rooms they used only as a store-
room; the other was their bedroom.

Edward moved quickly from one
to the other, securing the heavy,
old-fashioned shutters which had
tron bars that locked them on the
inside. When he returned, he found
Joan had the kitchen windows shut-
tered, too, and the door barred.
That was also a strong door,
though the floor had sunk a couple
of inches, leaving the gap through
which the letters had been pushed
sometime that morning.

A little of the dim remains of day-
light still seeped in through large
cracks in the shutters and between
the heavy pancls of the door. Ed-
ward lighted the oil lamp, set it on
the floor, and rigged a curtain of
dish towels around it so that it il-
luminated the room only dimly and
wouldn't disclose them to a watcher
outside.

“We'll want to keep a good ear
open for the parson man,” Edward
said. “If he sees the place dark he
may think we've gone.”

They sat in the half dark listen-
ing, and at the same moment both
of them heard the noise of some-
thing coming down the path from
the hillside. Edward had time w0 get
up and tiptoe over to the door, heft-
ing in his hand the small hatchet he
had brought from the storcroom.

Then a loud, authoritative hail
came from outside. “Police out here.
Anyone home?”

Through the largest of the door’s
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cracks Edward caught a glimpse of
the familiar uniform. He hurriedly
unbarred and opened the door.

Edward interrupted the speech
the policeman was beginning about
having no wish to alarm them, but
it was his duty to inform them that
a maniac— .

“We know about that,” Edward
said. “Look at this.” He handed the
policeman the two letters.

“And what's more . . .” Joan be-
gan to tell the story of their attempt-
ed flight and the thing that had
moved in the valley.

The policeman listened stolidly.
“Well, now,” he said, “it might be
as well to get that door shug, and if
vou'll get the lamp lig, T just take
a look at a this.”

Edward barred the door again.
“That wouldn’t have been anything
but a moor pony,” the policeman
said. “Don’t forget I've just come
that way from Buckforth myself.
Everything quiet. No birds whiz-
zing about. For your information,
the indications arc that Howard’s
moving away from here. There'll
be a police cordon between you and
him by now,” he said. “With dogs
and all.”

“But who 7s this Howard?” Joan
asked.

“Barrington Howard?” he asked.
“I thought everyonc knew about
that case.”

Seven years ago, Howard, ex-ac-
robat, small-time actor, with noth-
ing worse in the way of a police
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record than a couple of parking of-
fenses, had murdered, with obscene
brutality, five pcople in a single
night.

The victims were the members
of two different families, living
within a mile or so of one another
in the outer suburbs. Both sets of
victims were complete strangers to
Howard.

Each houschold had received, on
the day before th¢ murder, a noti-
fication of Howard’s intention.
“The same technique, you see,” said
the policeman, seeming to find sat- -
isfaction in the fact, as though it
were a proof of order in a shifting
world.

“But didn’t the people he mur-
dered—didn't they take precau-
tions?” Joan asked. _

“Seemingly didn’t take enough,”
the policeman said grimly. In one
case the recipients of the threat had
dismissed it as an obvious practical
joke by some friend of the family
given to practical jokes.

The other houschold had applied
for, and received, a measure of po-
lice protection. Clearly it had not
been sufficient because by some
means which the killer would not,
and his victims could not, disclose,
Howard had gained admittance to
both houses and carried out his
threats to the letter. Obviously in-
sane, he had been sent for life to
the criminal lunatic asylum. Four
days ago he had escaped.

“Queer thing how they caught
him that first time,” the policeman
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said. “It was psychological, kind of.
He was very clever at disguising
himself and he might have got clean
away if it hadn’t been for this psy-
chology.”

Psychiatry had broken through
to Buckforth police station; the po-
liceman knew the words. “Total re-
call” was the phrase he used to de-
scribe how Barrington Howard,
despite his remarkably able dis-
guise, had been picked up after
those first and famous murders.

Several people had known of him
that he had what psychiatrists call
“total recall” on one particular sub-
ject—Germany. It had been quite
a joke in the suburban bar he used
to frequent. If anyone brought up
the subject of Germany, Howard
had total recall—that is, he would
get started talking about Germany,
and go on recounting quite irrele-
vant and uninteresting facts about
Germany, till, as the policeman said,
the cows came home.

“Some people,” the policeman ex-
plained, “just can remember every-
thing about something—something
they rcad, or something they saw.
Where it’s psychological is when
they Aave to remember it. And they
come out with it, too.”

~ “Compulsive total recall,” Ed-
ward said.

“The very words that were used,”
said the policeman approvingly.
“That’s the way they got him last

~ time. Maybe that’s how they’ll get
him this time. He’s a plausible sort
of chap, but theyll get him, all
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right. Don’t you worry.” He looked
abruptly at his watch and fiddled
with his hat.

Joan cried out, “But you’re not
going to leave us—like this—with
that outside?”

The policeman shifted his weight
from foot to foot.

“I know how you feel,” he said,
“but you see, the situation’s like
this . . ” The police alrcady had
had a message that the clderly farm-
er and his wife who lived in the
most desolate part of the moor five
miles to the westward had also re-
ceived some kind of threat. The po-
liceman’s present assignment was to
make contact with the officer in
charge of the cordon, give him the
message about the distant farm, and
then go on ahead himself to do
guard duty there.

“Now,” he said, “if I go against
orders, the lieutenant won’t get the
message about the farm, and the old
couple out there won't get any
quick protection. No one but you
and me knows about the letter you
got. Seems to me, the only thing to
do is for me to get going quickly,
give them that information, and
have them detail a man to come
back here.”

It made unanswerable “good
sense. Joan said, “You can’t leave
those two old people alone out
there. With the killer near, per-
haps.” She gave a little shiver, and
automatically her head turned to-
ward the shuttered window.

“That’s right.” The policeman
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patted her arm. “Now look here, 1
can tell you one thing: it’s unlikely
.Howard’s got hold of a gun, and
even if he has, it’s a hundred to one
against his having more than a cou-
ple of rounds of ammo for it. And
that means he can’t shoot his way in
here, and by the look of these shut-
ters and the door, he'd have a hell
of a time breaking his way in, ei-
ther. Now, the parson that's written
to you, he’s a good chap—chaplain
in a commando raid, he was—and
before it’s full dark A¢’ll be here.
With a gun, too, I expect. That

should see you right till one of our

men gets back here.”

They listened to the policeman'’s
bicycle bumping away, and then
to the silence. Joan turned to her
husband and looked into his eyes.
“Anyway,” she said, “we're together
again.” The wrangle of the morn-
ing seemed infinitely far away.

“Yes,” he said, taking her in his
arms, “we'’re together.”

Suddenly she leaned away from
him. “Listen,” she said.

There was a sound on the path.
Then there was the loud, repeated
ringing of a bicycle bell, and a voice
called out, “Is that the Mansells?
This is Beale. From Buckforth.”

Edward called out in response.
The voice came a little nearer, and
then said, “Look, you’ll probably
want to take a look at me before
you let me in. Do you want to open
a shutter and shine a torch on me?”

“Okay.” Edward opened the shut-
ter a chink, and in the light of a
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flashlight surveyed the clerical fig-
ure standing rather stiffly beside the
bicycle a few yards away.

He wore a conventional clerical
collar, but otherwise he might have
been, from his appearance, a doctor
or government inspector, or some
other kind of civil servant whose
work was in the countryside, He
grinned pleasantly at Edward. “No
good taking chances.” he said.

He was a biggish man, and when
Edward, as he let him into the cot-
tage and secured the door after him,
commented that he looked like a
useful reinforcement, he laughed
and said that he had a bit more
fighting experience than most chap-
lains.

They thanked him for his offer
and his prompt arrival.

“Well,” he said, “if Howard is
lurking round this bit of the moor
the three of us ought to be a match
for him. I brought a gun, just in
case.” He patted his pocket. “Now,”
he said, “what about showing me
the defense plan?”

They showed him what they’d
done, and he approved.

“There’s nothing to do,” he said,
“but await developments. Could
you give me a sandwich, or some-
thing? I've been on the go all day
and I'm pretty hungry.”

Hurrying, Joan got the food.
They carved cold ham and ate a lot
of it, and had a potato salad. Ed-
ward brought out bottled beer from
the cupboard and they drank that.

They talked low and listened of-
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ten. But with their new ally there,
an armed ex-commando, there was
a kind of gaiety in the tension now.
It was like the first night of a war.
And then, since the visitor seemed
an exceptionally agrecable, as well
as a kind and thoughtful man, Ed-
ward brought out a bottle of whis-
key which they had been saving.

As he did so, he saw Joan frown,
and he said, “After all, if this isn’t
a special occasion, what is?” She
smiled briefly. Their guest accepted
a big shot of whiskey, and the men
were soon deep in cheerful reminis-
cences about the war.

They kept refilling their glasses,
even when Joan said, with a litle
extra cmphasis, that she would not
have any more because she thought
everyone should have a clear head.
She sat a little apart, frowning
slightly in the gloom of the half-
lighted kitchen.

Edward accentuated his cheerful-
ness, as though to prove that he, at
least, was a jolly good fellow who
appreciated what another jolly good
fellow was doing for them. And so
he was still listening with a slightly
fatuous smile for at least a quarter
of a minute after Joan had stif-
fened suddenly in her chair.

“I entered Germany,” the visitor
was saying, “on the Cologne Auto-
bahn at three forty-five on the
morning of May the twentieth,
1945. I remember it as if it were yes-
terday. It made, this first sight of
Germany, a quite unforgettable im-
pression on me. Of course, when
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one comes to think of Germany,
and the fate of Germany, and so on,
naturally one . ..

His voice went on and on talking
about Germany.,

Edward’s fatuous smile started to
freeze on his face. Then, while the
guest looked down into his glass,
and talked about Germany, Ed-
ward got his smile back into posi-
tion again and kept it there.

At the first break in the stranger’s
talk, he started to rise and muttered
something about going outside for
a moment. “Only outdoor sanita-
tion here, you know, old boy.”

The face above the clerical collar
came up, alert and startled. “I really
wouldn’t do that, you know. I
wouldn’t take a chance on going
out there alone. You don't realize
how dangerous Howard is. T'll
come along with you, though, if you
like. I've got the gun, you see.” His
hand went to his pocket.

Edward relaxed into his chair,
“Oh, well,” he said, “later perhaps.
We'll have another drink first, any-
way.”

The other relaxed, too. “I’'m not
going to lct you out of my sight,” he
said, smiling.

Keeping it slow and casual, Ed-
ward leaned forward to take the
bottle. “I'll fill that up for you,” he
said.

The other looked at his glass, and
as he did so, Edward got the neck
of the bottle in his fist, jumped sud-
denly from his chair, and swung
with what force he could at the side
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of the lowered head in front of him.

The other rolled sideways and
seemed to be trying to get out of his
chair. His mouth came open, and
his eyes stared up with the look of a
man taken utterly by surprise.

Before he could even make a
move to handle his gun, Edward hit
him again. With a deep, shuddering
groan, the man toppled right out of
the chair.

For a full couple of seconds Ed-
ward stood, staring down at him,
incredulous at his success. Then he
began to claw at his own neckdie,
ripped it off, and started awkward-
ly binding the man’s hands behind
him.

Joan dashed to the cupboard and
came back again with a length of
clothesline. Silently, trembling with
delayed terror, they trussed the big
man’s arms and legs, twisting the
rope around him in a frenzy of self-
protection.

The bound man was breathing
heavily. Edward felt the side of his
head with his fingertips and decid-
ed there was no fracture. They tied
a wet dishcloth over the small bleed-
ing wound the bottle had made.

They stood back, looking first at
the helpless figure on the floor, then
at each other. Relief flooded
through them. For a minute or two
they babbled at each other.

“It was my fault,” Edward heard
himself saying. “I took too many
drinks. He fooled me completely.”

“But, darling,” Joan was saying,
“he’d have taken in anybody.”
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Edward looked at her gratefully,
and then out of the corner of his
eye he saw a movement on the floor, |
The man’s leg had moved, gently,
stealthily, and one of the knots they
had tied had loosened and slipped.

Edward’s voice came in a sharp
whisper. “Look out,” he said. “He’s
moving. He’s—you remember what
the policeman said—he’s an acrobat.
He may be a kind of Houdini.”

Fear came back into the room.
The prisoner was motionless now,
his eyes still closed, but his immo-
bility had the suggestion of a sinis-
ter trick.

They stared down at him and ac-
tually wished that he would make
another movement, something that
would give an indication of what
he planned. But he did nothing.
And they, watching him in fascina-

‘tion, began to have the sensation

that quite suddenly, in a single sec-
ond perhaps, he would simply leap
out of the knots and the clothesline
and go for them.

“My God,” said Joan. “I can't
stand this all night.”

There was no telephonc at the
cottage, and Edward said, “I'm
afraid all night is what it’s going to
be. We could take turns watching.”

“I wouldn’t dare be alone with
—with that.”

“We could drag him into the front
room and lock him in.”

They were talking in whispers

- NOW.

“It might be just his chance,”
Joan said. “While we were lifting
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him, he might get loose. They can
get out of anything—people trained
to do those tricks.”

It was as though the man on the
floor had established some com-
manding position, as though they,
and not he, were helpless.

“Maybe,” said Joan suddenly, “the
real Mr. Beale, the real parson, will
turn up.”

Edward looked at his watch and
saw to his surprise that even after
all that had happened it was still
early. Mr. Beale probably would
keep his word and “look in” on his
way back from what he had called
the “outer edge” of the parish.

“I hope to God he comes,” Ed-
ward said.

For a half hour that seemed a lot
longer, they sat, not daring to take
their eyes off the figure on the floor.
Once Edward thought he saw a
new, stealthy movement of an arm,
and went over and tried to tighten
one of their knots, which now
looked horribly amateurish. And
then they heard the repeated ring-
ing of a bicycle bell out in the dark,
and a voice hailing them.

“It’s me, Beale,” shouted the
voice. “Are you all right?” His
voice had a note of urgent anxiety.

“Yes. We're all right.” Edward’s
voice was a little shaky. With an
effort, as though he might be struck
suddenly in the back, he went
across to the door.

The man outside said, “T really
ought to give you some kind of
password.”
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But Edward already had the door
open and was explaining the situa-
tion.

The other stepped quickly across
the room to look at the man on the
floor.

“My goodness,” he said, “he real-
ly does look like a parson, doesn’t
he? Though,” he added, “if you
were entirely familiar, with the be-
havior of parsons these days, you
might have thought his getup a lit-
tle, well, a little oo parsonical.”

He himself wore a clerical collar,
but was otherwise dressed in rather
crumpled light-gray flannels.

He bent over the bound man,
and fingered the knots.

“If you'd just give me a hand,”
he said, “I think we would tighten
up this job here and there. And
what about the gun? Didn’t you
say he had a gun?”

Edward gasped. He realized that
in the excitement of knocking the
man out and then tying him up, he
had forgotten the gun.

The newcomer fumbled for it
with slightly shaking hands and
finally pulled it out of the man’s
side pocket. “Well,” he said, “he
seems safe cnough now. There’s
not much trouble he can cause
now.” )

Belatedly they offered him a
drink.

“The thing I don’t understand,”
Joan said, “is how this maniac
knew that you were going to come
here. I can understand his picking
on us as his victims because of it
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was far too large, she noted with
a practiced cye.

“You boys are not supposed to
come in here—" she began and
then saw that it was Vern Perrault.
Her astonishment cut the rebuke
short. No one had told her that
Vern had been paroled from the
county Reformatory and such a
juicy bit of gossip should have
flown rapidly around the town.
Well, she had obviously missed it
somehow, but it was quite incredi-
ble that even Mr. Sanders would
have admitted him back into the
choir.

As the great door started to
swing back, the boy caught it and
slipped the catch so that it locked
behind him.

“Surprised, Miss Damon?”

“Surprised you’re back in the
choir,” she said curtly. “And we
don’t lock the corridor door. May-
be we should.”

He answered only her first com-
ment, “Oh, I'm not in the choir—"
he shrugged off the robe, let it
drop to the floor—“just took it
from the basement chest. How else
do you think I got by Miss Lacey?”

‘He was wearing blue denims and
a leather jacket buttoned to the
throat, although it was a hot June
day. He slid into the chair opposite
Emmy, his posc alert but easy. She
said nothing, waited. He would
talk when he was good and ready,
she knew, and after a while he did.
“All fixed over in here, I see. But
it’s awful quiet.”

MONDAY IS A
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“Monday is a quiet place,” Em-
my nodded. She approved the slip
of the tongue but corrected it. For
all his intelligence, Vern was lit-
cral-minded. “Quiet day,” she
amended. “Sunday’s over and most
folks are too busy the first of the
week to bother Mr. Sanders with
their troubles. Come to think of it,
they seldom die on Mondays, eith-
er.”

“I didn’t mean that. I mean you
can’t hear the choir practicing,
Can’t even hear the sawmill.”

“When the study was made over,
it was soundproofed,” she said ab-
sently. And that was a slip she did
regret, for his cyes narrowed tri-
umphantly.

“Then I guess no one outside
can hear anything inside here.”

“Unless I push the buzzer,” she
agreed. “The bell rings in the par-
ish room.”

“I don’t see any buzzer.”

“There’s one under each desk.”

“Why would a minister hide a
buzzer?”

She sighed with exaggerated pa-
tience. “He’s a busy man, Vern. If
some talkative old lady takes too
much of his time, something has to
be done about it; but naturally he
doesnt want to hurt her feelings.
So he presses the hidden buzzer
and one of us comes in with some-
thing important for him to look
at . .. Anything clse you'd like
explained?”

He warned, “Just don't touch
the buzzer, that’s all.”
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“Not unless you take too much of
my time,” she said meaningfully.

The first round was over and in-
stinctively they settled back in their
chairs. There was a little silence as
they appraised each other for the
first time in two years.

Vern was slim, blond, and a
very undersized fifteen, with the
innocent eyes and cherubic face
that choir boys arc supposed to pos-
sess and seldom do. He had ac-
tually been a choir boy for a brief
six months. And that was a laugh,
Emmy thought, without fceling in
the least like laughing. Fourtecn
years his senior, she had had Vern
in her seventh grade class: and he
had been one of the excellent rea-
sons why she had given up teach-
ing to become secretary to the Con-
gregational minister.

Presently she said, “So they did-
n’t parole you out of Dogtown—"
(it was an accepted euphemism)
“you ran away. Theyll catch up
with you in a few hours, you know,
so why not enjoy the great out-
doors while you can?”

He glowered. “I'm waiting far
Mr. Sanders.”

“If you want help, why don’t you
go to the church where you were
baptizedr” Her cyes were grim.
“The font water must have sizzled
when it touched your litde fore-
head.”

He accepted the compliment
with a curve of lips as delicately
cut and tender as an angel’s. But
he remained practical. “Mr. Sanders
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is single and he’ll have some dough
he can spare. The Reverend
Brown’s got five children, so he
wouldn't have none.”

“My, how your grammar has de-
teriorated.”

He bristled. “I was smarter than
any of the other kids and you know
it. Went clear through the Book of
Knowledge before I was nine.”

“Through it, is correct. None of
it sank in. Anyway, you'd wait a
long time for Mr. Sanders. He
hardly ever takes his day off but
he solemuly promised he wouldn’t
show up before afternoon. And I
hope he’s gone fishing. Besides,
cven if he wanted to help you run
away—and he wouldn’t —he hasn’t
a nickel to spare. Not one.”

“Oh yeah?”

“I mean it.” She leaned forward
carnestly. “The parish had to spend
so much on church repairs that it
will be two years beforc they can
afford to carry the parsonage again.
That’s why they wanted a bachelor
tainister who’d be willing to live in
a boarding house and take a lower
salary for a while. Mr. Sanders is
poor and the parish is poor.”

Vern looked around sneeringly.
“This room cost plenty of dough.”

“A minister has to have at least
one quiet place,” she defended, “so
the church voted to fix this up in-
stead of buying the new Commun-
ion service.”

The boy muttered an obscenity so
familiar to Miss Damon’s school-
hardened ears that her frown was
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merely automatic. He went on sav-
agely, “Thanks for the treasurer’s
report but I'm not interested. Mr.
Sanders will find some way to help
me. He'll hafta.”

“You'll be secing someone else
first. Deacon Phipps comes in Mon-
days to sort the collection and take
the cash to the bank.” Emmy found
that her cyes had wandered to the
wall safe and she hurriedly glanced
away.

Vern laughed. “Don’t worry, 1
got no plans to rob the safe.”

“And if you did, I don’t have the
combination any more than you
do,” she prevaricated. “But you’d
better listen to what I'm saying.
Decacon Phipps will be in any mo-
ment now and you won’t win any
argument with him, believe me.”

“Won't have to argue. Just show
him something.” The knife was in
Vern’s hand then, the switchblade
a sudden glitter bencath the cornice
lighting. ,

Emmy stared at it without real
surprise. Vern’s swaggering order
about the buzzer had already indi-
cated that he was relying on some-
thing other than his own fragile
physique to enforce his commands.
And it was typical of his confused
values that he should come armed
to beg help from a clergyman. But
she somehow hadn't expected a
knife, not after what had hap-
pened two years ago. Well, no use
taking a chance on the buzzer,
She’d have to handle matters her-
sclf. The janitor was mowing, Miss
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Lacey would faint, the choirmaster
was seventy-five and arthritic.

She said mildly, “Oh-oh. A knife
like that is what brought you the
heaviest sentence they could give
a thirteen-year-old. Don’t you ever
learn anything, Vern? That sort of
thing won't get you very far.”

“Far enough. I'm waiting for Mr.
Sanders, whatever Longnose Dea-
con Phipps tries to pull.”

“Mr. Phipps is a big man.”

“He makes trouble, this’ll let a
little air out of his paunch. He
won't be so big then. He smiled.

A Victorian writer would have
called that smile winsome. Miss
Damon had her own adjective.

“And I'm a big girl,” she re-
flected aloud. “Eight inches taller
than you, forty pounds heavier.
Brought up on a farm. I didn’t de-
velop these muscles cleaning black-
boards, Vern. Think you can han-
dle both of us at the same time?”

The knife blade did a bewilder-
ing ballet through the air. “Like
that,” he said complacently, “but
thanks for the suggestion. Maybe
I'd better settle you first, huh?”

Emmy’s large and capable hands
folded around the bronze paper-
weight. “I was good at baseball
too.” Her eyes were bright as a
mink’s behind the heavy brows,
“Of coursc you might carve me up
eventually, But T can guarantee to
damage your handsome nose be-
fore you cven reach this desk. Un-
fortunately, T can't guarantee it
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wouldn’t split your skull too. My
goodness,” she grumbled, “what
makes you so ambitious this early
on a Monday morning? Quite a
change from your school days.
- Keep it up and you'll be Man of
the Year—at lcast in the peniten-
tiary.”

He said sulkily, “Skip the wise
chatter. Just push your chair back
from the desk so’s you can't reach
the buzzer.” She began to stir re-
luctantly. “And leave that paper-
weight on the desk.”

Her expression altered. “Ha-ha
and ho-ho, little wolf! That would
be just a bit too easy, wouldn't it?”
There was in her now the same
mingled wariness and fierce good-
humor with which she had once
gentled catle and wunruly class-
rooms. “I tell you what: you put
the knife on the rug as far away as
you can reach, and Tl put this
paperweight on the rug as far away
as I can reach.”

He said suspiciously, “Your arms
are longer than mine.”

“Then the knife will be nearer
you than the paperweight is to me.”

There was something wrong
with this argument but offhand,
Vern couldn’t think what; so he
muttered a grudging “Okay.” Eyes
alert, Emmy thrust the heavy chair
back a foot, two feet, four feet. It
was slow progress for the carpet
was thick. .

“Here we go,” she said, “as far
as you can reach and no cheating.”
Knife and paperweight were de-
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posited on the rug simultaneously
and then the two could relax.

Vern said admiringly, “You're
not even sweating.”

“Room’s air-conditioned. But the
day will be a broiler before it's
through and you'll look mighty sil-
ly in that leather jacket. Stolen
from a clothesline, I presume?”

“I pr ” he mimicked.

presume, I

“What'd you expect me to do,
wear a Dogtown jersey down Main
Street?” He sniffed at a sleeve,
raised his head, frowned. “Some-
thing smells funny.”

“The room,” she said indifferent-
ly. “Para-dichlor-benzene.”

“What the hell's that?”

“Moth crystals to you. Church
closes for the summer after Chil-
dren’s Day next week. Why don’t
you come sing for us, Vern, dear?”

“Go to hell.”

“Two hells in a row. You used
to be more original, Vern. That's
what comes of being with bad
companions. I mean, bad for your
vocabulary and their morals.”

He wasn’t listening, his eyes were
roaming. After a moment he de-
manded. “Where’s the barrel?”

“What barrel?”

“One Mr. Sanders keeps his ser-
mons in. I heard all ministers get
their sermons from a barrel.”

Miss Damon studied him thought-
fully. “You're incredible, Vern,
quite incredible. You heard that
storks brought babies too, didn’t
you? But you never believed that.
No, you knew.”
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Transparently fair as Vern’s skin
was, he was no longer capable of
blushing. But for the first time he
didn’t meet her eye. “Aw, can it.
All the guys—I mean, any guy
. .." His voice trailed, was cut off
by a cough as firm as a period.

“Of course,” Miss Damon agreed.
“At certain ages you're all horri-
ble little beasts—az.’ Jon’t I know
it. But all boys don’t torture ani-
mals, they don’t bully little children
to death—oh, no, they’re capable of
love. Some of them are even afraid
of God.” She startled herself by
that last comment. The Deity’s
name belonged to certain well-de-
fined rites or to the clergy; it was
not to be bandied about in a duel of
this nature. But if she were startled
at this breach of ctiquette, Vern
was outraged.

“I said shut up!” he shouted
fiercely, but as her cyes stormed at
him he became a defensive fifteen,
shrill, whining. “How'd 1 know
therc was rat poison on the floor?
How'd 1 know she’d be silly
enough to eat it?”

Emmy was dispassionate, musing
now. “A three-ycar-old locked in a
dark little harness closet for ten
hours. No light, no water. No food
except dry oats—and rat poison.
Of course you wouldnt know it,
Vern. All the Books of Knowledge
in the world could never teach you
or rcach you. Nothing ever reached
you—nothing. And never will.”

But the homily had been too
long. she knew. And he had heard
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it too often. Before she had fin-
ished, his face was quite calm
again, even faintly amused. “Bab-
ble, babble, o’er the pebbles—or
however it goes. Anyway, save. your
breath. I been saying I'm sorry for
two years now and I'm through,
see? Fact is, it was her mother’s
fault. If kids are taught right, they
don’t go around eating things off
a dirty floor. I didn’,” he added
virtuously. “Mom Perrault always
said so.”

“It wouldn't have hurt you,” Em-
my pointed out. “Most snakes are
immune to their own poison.”

He ignored that, his brief mo-
ment of weakness over. “Where
those other two doors go?” he de-
manded. “I don’t remember ’em.”

She was not to be betrayed into
removing her eyes from the knife.
“One’s a closet. Other’s a hall that
leads outdoors. Private lavatory off
one side. If you're feeling nervous,
Vern,” Miss Damon added gener-
ously, “I'm sure Mr. Sanders would-
n’t mind your using the lavatory.
You always did have weak kid-
neys when you were nervous.”

“I'm not nervous and I'm not in
seventh grade for you to be talk-
ing about my kidneys!” he flared.
Inwardly, Emmy acknowledged
her own flash of sadism. She had
used the one weapon that could
hurt him—and against the one fail-
ing for which he could not be
blamed. But she was not proud of
herself.

“Sorry, but 1 can’t waste any
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more time with you.” She was sud-
denly brisk. “Monday’s the one day
I can work without being inter-
rupted much. Listen, Vern, there’s
eighteen dollars and some change
in my handbag. You can have it if
you'll just leave here quictly and
get yourself picked up somewhere
else.”

His eyes squinted with curiosity.
“Why do you care where T might
be picked up? Not that I will be.”
For a second Emmy wondered her-
self—but only for a second. Hon-
esty lay deep in her, a granite ridge
beneath the loose carthy soil of her
everyday personality. She looked
down at the broad hands folded in
her lap, hands as freckled as her
face.

“This place means a lot to Mr.
Sanders. Mondays, too. Only room,
only day he has to himself. He'll
come back this afternoon with a
sort of new look on his face, ready
for the week ahead. I don’t want
the study and Monday spoiled for
him. He needs them.” For the first
time she pleaded. “Listen, Vern, he
came out of an orphanage the same
as you did. He never had a private
place or a private day before.”

It was the wrong appeal. His
voice was jerky, violent. “I never
had ’em neither!”

“I know. But the way you're go-
ing, you'll have them sooner than
you want, and they won't be the
same kind as his.”

“Gosh, I'm going to burst out
crying any minute. But thanks for
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the loan of your dough and don’t
hold your breath till you get it
back.”

“Then you'll take it and go?”

“I'm not getting out till I see Mr.
Sanders. Whatever you say, he’ll
hafta help me. He’s my half broth-
er.”

“Drcam on, little boy.” But her
tone was not unkind. How well she
knew the fantasies of children who
had been born or adopted into en-
vironments that didn't jibe with
adolescent egotism. Even she herself
on the good, dull farm ... She
knew a sudden joy that she had
left that endless routine forever and
without any wrench of ingratitude
to mar her freedom. Her parents
had died “in the fullness of their
years,” as Deacon Phipps had put
it, and only then had the home-
stead been sold, with due and un-
hurried propriety. She would nev-
er have to go back to farm life.
Never.

She smiled at Vern with the in-
dulgence of memory. Perhaps he
mistook the smile for a sneer.

“I mean it,” he persisted. “He’s
my half brother.”

Patience vanished. “Please, none
of your dramatics, Vern. Of course
you came from the same orphanage
—there’s only one in the state, so
why not? But let me tell you
something: everyone in Edgeville
knows who Mr. Sanders’ parents
were—and that when his father
died, his mother was too ill and
hard up to take care of him and
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had to go back to her own family.”

With pedagogic precision she was
ticking off the points on her fing-
ers now. “So Mr. Sanders became
a state ward when he was twelve.
When he was eighteen, he left and
worked his way through college.”
She sat back triumphantly. “There’s
no mystery about him, none at all.
You were a baby then, hadn’t even
been adopted yet.”

He repeated stubbornly, “He’s
my half brother. One of the guys
 told me.”

Emmy was really angry now.
“Oh, stop it! There’s something
else you're too stupid to know:
when a child is adopted in this
state, it’s against the law to tell
who his real parents were or are.
The Perraults didn’t know who
you were when they adopted you,
poor souls. They never knew.”

“Now you listen.” He was su-
percilious. “There’s this guy come
to Dogtown the other day. Seems
he worked in the orphanage office
his last year there. And someone
left the files unlocked one day and
he was looking through them for
the names of fellas he knew. And
he found me and Mr. Sanders in
the same file. Same file, get it? His
mother — my mother — married
again. Only the second time, she
got an A-one bum.” The admis-
sion was made with quiet inverted
pride. “And when she died he
dumped me in the orphanage and
claimed they wasn’t married and I
wasn’t his kid.”
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Miss Damon felt a rising uneasi-
ness but her voice was cool enough.
“That’s the corniest script yet. Mr,
Sanders’ mother wrote him regu-
larly until she died of tuberculosis.
He told me. And she didn't say
anything about another marriage,
let alone another child.”

Vern said with one of his un-
nerving flashes of acuteness, “She
wouldn’t, nawch. Look, she puts
him in the orphanage because she’s
sick and her folks wouldn’t take
him too. Well, maybe even a kid
could understand that. But how’d
he feel to hear she’d married again
and started another family—leav-
ing him out in the cold?” Emmy’s
face was closed against him, dis-
dainfully. His own hardened. “Any-
way, he'll believe me and I'm wait-
ing for him, see? You think I'd be
fool enough to skip Dogtown if I
wasn’t sure he'd hafta help me?”

“Whether he believes you or not,
he'll never help you break the
law.”

There was a little silence, then
Vern nodded syly. “I thought of
that too, but even if he makes me
go back, T'll only be twenty-three
when T get out. Maybe less, if he
pulls strings and gets me paroled
to him. He can do a lot for me
then. Good thing he isn’t married. -
I'll need time and money to look
around till I'm really on my own.”
For an instant his face was incredi-
by old and calculating, and Em-
my had a vision of what it would
be like to have Vern “on his own”
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again—but this timc an adult, the
cement of his wickedness hardened
forever. It was a vision from Hell.

“You think he’s going to stay
single eight ycars just to support
you when you get out?” Her voice
cracked with outrage. “Just on the
off-chance that youre his half
brother?”

“Off-chance, nuts. I can prove it.”

“That’s cxactly what—" Emmy
paused abruptly. She had started
to say, “what you can’t do.” But
to complete the thought aloud
would merely be giving Vern an-
other weapon, for could his asser-
tion ever be disproved legally? The
orphanage couldn’t officially open
its files to Mr. Sanders, for the law
had been written to protect not
only a child’s anonymity but that of
his natural parents, whether they
were alive or dead.

Mr. Sanders could accept, deny—
or wonder. He would never know;
he would live on the edge of an
abyss. Of course a sensibly selfish
. extrovert would shrug off the un-
provable, with a pang, perhaps, but
with sturdy common sense. But not
Mr. Sanders, who too often let his
Monday be nibbled away by far
more trivial exactions; not Mr.
Sanders who accepted a room in a
noisy boarding house and who was
still filled with humble awe at his
possession of this study.

The fact was, he wasn’t practical
and no one would want him to be.
But Emmy was. Now it suddenly
occurred to her that the orphanage
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was not the only source of informa-
tion. One might be able to find peo-
ple who in later days had known
M. Sanders’ mother and grandpar-
ents—the grandparents who had ac-
cepted the care of an invalid daugh-
ter but who had refused responsibil-
ity for an active small boy. Well,
they had been old, one couldn’t ex-
actly blame them.

Somchow it could be proved that
Mrs. Sanders had never married
again, had never had another child.
And Vern's venomous little balloon
would be punctured forever,

But all this would take time and
money, for years had passed and
the grandparents, like their daugh-
ter, were certainly dead or Mr.
Sanders would have mentioned
them, looked them up. There was
no spite in him, no capacity for har-
boring resentments.

Emmy thought of her savings ac-
count but almost immediately an-
other thought, chilly and clairvoy-
ant, perched like a bat on her shoul-
der. What if she spent time and
money only to prove something she
didn’t want to know? What if she
would look back some day to this
very moment and say, “Dear God,
why didn’t I leave it alonc?”

She closed her eyes an instant,
calling Mr. Sanders’ image to her
inspection: blond, slimly-buile like
Vern but unlike Vern, very tall.
Vern had blue eyes, so had Mr.
Sanders. But the boy’s cyes werce
presented to the world on a plane
almost flat with his checks, as
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though their bland transparency
had nothing to hide. Mr. Sanders’
eyes were caverned beneath project-
ing brows; kindly, shy. No, the two
did not resemble each other.

She looked up, saw the boy light-
ing a cigarette. “Please don’t smoke,
Vern. There aren’t any ashtrays and
remember your asthma.”

“My goodness,” he grinned,
“isn’t our Miss Damon thoughtful
today. Kidneys and asthma! Why-
n’t you just say ‘drop decad.” You
don’t fool me any.” He took a de-
fiant puff, coughed. “It's not the
cig, it’s the stink in here. You must
have a tough nose.” But he pinched
the lighted end of the cigarctte,
blew the ashes away, and pocketed
the stub. “Not that I got any com-
plaints about the asthma,” he added
complacently. “It took me outta
farm work and into the liberry.
They wouldn’t believe me at first,
they never do at Dogtown. But
Jeez, that first ten minutes in the
hayfield 1 ncar strangled to death
and turned blue in the face. Or so
they say.”

He threw a leg over the arm of
the chair and went on, with an even
broader grin, “I was clean out.
Woke up in the Infirmary and did
I ever get service for a coupla
weeks! Now I can pick and choose.:
For instance, makes me cough to
dust books. So I just sit at the desk
marked Information.”

“And give it out, I'll bet,” Emmy
observed dryly.

The buzzer rang. Vern leaped
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visibly. Perhaps he had not quite” -
believed in the existence of that
concealed bell. Emmy was almost
as startled. She had been in a small
purgatory, whose minutes were as -

endless as eternity. It was comfort-

ing to find that Time actually ex-
isted—prosaic human time, meas- "
ured in half and quarter hours.

“I'll have to signal back, Vern. .

IUs probably Mr. Phipps.”
He had snatched up the knife -
and was already on his feet. But he
wasn't threatening her for his eyes
were swiveling, secking a compass

point in this windowless room.
Emmy had risen too, swooping
up the paperweight. Now she
moved to the desk, opened a drawer -+
and took out her handbag.
“Don’t lose your head, Vern, Just-
go out the hall door to the garden.

That’s the West Street side,” she re-
minded him. “There’s at least eight-

cen dollars here, maybe a little
more. But if you have a scrap of -
sense left, you'll go back to Dog-
town and do your wecek in solitary.”

He shook his head. “Nix. And 1
don’t want the money. Come to
think of it, Brother Sanders would-

n’t think that was nice of me—" hjs
eyes glinted at her—“and T want .~

him to know I'm real reformed, T
can scc the front walk from the
garden and when old Phipps
leaves, I'm coming back to wait—
even if it takes all day.”

He was panting now, but she
knew it was from excitement, not
fear. Vern did not experience fear
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as gther people do. In fact, he had
few of the so-called normal reac-
tions. That made him more diffi-
cult, of course, but in an odd way,
more predictable.

Emmy could predict him now, as
calmly as in the classroom. He
would do the Vern-thing: at some
point in figuring an equation, his
very real intelligence would yaw
wildly, would leap some unknown
terrain—and come up with the
wrong answer.

In a way, it was something like
the death-wish that psychologists
talked about. Not that Vern's body
wanted death. It was brilliantly
alive, clutching, avid. It burned 1o
survive; it would trample every ob-
stacle to survive. But something in
him always came up with the
wrong answer.

Emmy stared at him curiously,
almost with sympathy.

The buzzer rang again and add-
ed two little beeps like plaintive
questions. Vern seized the choir
robe from the floor, wadded it un-
der his arm. “Which way to the
garden? I'm coming back,” he
warned again.

“To tell Mr. Sanders he’s your
brother?” Emmy stood very still
and her voice was stll too.

“Well, my half brother, at least.
The good half.” He grinned taunt-
ingly. “And he’s bound to think
there’s a good half to me too, or it'd
make a monkey out of a parson,
wouldn’t it?”

Miss Damon let the handbag

127

thud to the desk. She pulled open
the closet door. “Here. Straight
ahead to the garden through the
next door.”

Vern plunged in, and almost im-
mediately started to back out. But
Emmy was right behind him, bulk-
ing tall and solid.

“Teez, 1 can’t sece
Where’s the other door 7™

“Just put out your hand.”

“Okay, go ring the ol’ buzzer.
But I'm coming back. You rat on
me to Phipps, you'll be sorry. So
will pie-face Sanders. He'll wish he
was dead.”

“Yes,” Emmy agreed. She could
sce nothing in the inky darkness,
but he must have the door to the
inner closet open now, for the
stench of the insecticide was a sud-
den blow to the lungs. Even Em-
my coughed and the gasp from
Vern was like a ripping blanket.

“Hey, what the hell! Hey, wait!”

Emmy didn’t wait. She gave him
a powerful thrust that must have
thrown him against the robes, for
there was a clatter of wooden hang-
ers as he lost balance. The inner
door shut. Let him have a taste of
the harness room, a taste of night
and terror and death.

Emmy closed the outer door and
sat at her desk, waiting for the
sound of coughing, of fists pound-
ing on wood. But the double closets
must be as well insulated as the
study itself, for there was nothing
around her but the Monday quiet.

Even the buzzer was silent. Miss

nothing!
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Lacey, however puzzled, was keep-
ing Mr. Phipps busy with gossip.
And there would be gossip. By this
time the whole town must know
that Vern had run away from the
Reformatory.

She glanced up at the picture
above the lectern. Blessed Are the
Merciful. She looked away, but the
other wall offered even less com-
fort, holding as it did the sampler
worked in 1850 by old Mrs. Phipps’s
mother: Vengeance Is Mine, I Will
Repay, Saith the Lord. The “I”
stood out large and scarlet.

Emily stirred uneasily. There was
no good half in Vern nor even a
good ten per cent. Of course, she
conceded, there might be a good
onc per cent. For all his swagger,
was it possible that he was trying
to bring a puny miserable little
hope—to his brother?

She didn’t believe it; only a fool
would believe it. In that odd, sus-
pended moment she thought: May-
be this time I was Vern’s wrong
answer. He was sure he knew me
—and he didn’t.

She sprang up, rushed through
the outer closet, and yanked vio-
lently ac the inner door. The knob
came off in her hand.

She felt for the connecting bolt.
At her mere touch it slid relent-
lessly through to the other side. The
door was smooth now—a night-
mare door.

She raced back into the study
and toward the corridor, to call the
janitor, pausing only a moment to
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reset the catch that Vern had
changed. And turned to see Mr.
Phipps beaming down at her.

He was not allowed to linger. In -
fact, Miss Damon suggested firmly
that his counting and accounting
should be done in the parish room
today. Anyone listening in would
have known that she was trying to
get rid of Mr. Phipps so that Vern
and his asthma could be released
from the closet. But he was a
shrewd and stately old man. If she
had been too rude, he might have
grown suspicious and that would-
o’t have helped Vern either, would
it? Because he did know about the
escape.

Her mind was suddenly full of
contradictory choices, each cancel- -
ing the other, holding her in an odd
paralysis. Or was paralysis itself a
choice?

It was particularly difficult be-
cause Mr. Phipps was in a rare and
waggish mood for a Monday morn-
ing—full of sly, friendly little sug-
gestions. For instance, church fi-
nances were doing much better
than had been expected. The par-
sonage would be available again in
another year and a fine young man
like Mr. Sanders should be mar-
ried. Makes parishioners selfish to
have an unmarried pastor always
on call. And then, in a clumsy at-
tempt at a non sequitur, everyone
liked and trusted Miss Damon. Ev-
eryone knew her background, her
good solid practical folks. How
long was she planning to remain a
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beautiful spinster? Wasting her
sweetness on the desert air, so to
speak—if an old man might say so
without offense?

It didn’t occur to Emmy to smile
at his transparency. She was trans-
parent herself, born of the same
rural traditions, the same moral-.
ities, the same capacity for facing
facts. She looked down at her
wristwatch and faced a certain fact
very quietly, by about eight min-

~* utes she had lost any right to be the

future Mrs. Sanders.

After that recognition, she didn’t
find it hard to get rid of Dcacon
Phipps. She followed him down

. the corridor, her experienced eyes

noting everything. Choir practice
was over. Through the open cast
door she could see the janitor lean-
ing on his power mower to chat
with a passing workman. Sunlight
glittered from the metal parts of the
machine and there was the acrid,
rebellious odor of young grass
newly snipped. Miss Lacey’s car
was gonc; she would be at the prin-
ter’s, heckling him about the Chil-
dren’s Day programs. Emmy
turned back, having seen Mr.
Phipps safely established in the par-
ish room, She could move swiftly
now.

She found tools in the janitor’s
quarters and returned to the study,
and then to the inner closet. No
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paralysis now—chisel and hammer
were a duet of efficiency.

Propping the door open finally,
she bent down. There was no pulse
in the huddled body, but it was still
warm and limp; it was a simple
matter to shrug it inte the over-
sized choir robe. And that big
strong girl could carry Vern as eas-
ily as she had once carried calves or
lambs dropped in desolate pastures.

She carried him to the chancel, up
to the choir loft, and slid him into
one of the choir benches. Once she
had folded his arms along the
bench in front of him, his head fell
quite naturally on those arms. Just
as naturally her hand smoothed
back the soft blond hair. She lifted
his chin an instant and saw that the
blue was fading from his face.

She thought: Mr. Sanders will be
sure the Prodigal Son came home to
repent and die. Perhaps he did. I
don’t think so but how do I know?
I'm just a farm girl who went to
Teachers College two years.

She stood looking down from
the chancel, tasting the quiet, The
church was mid-Victorian Gothic,
far too large for its present parish.
And in winter, a bit forbidding.

But now with the June airs puls-
ing through it, it heaved and shone
and breathed like some great and
gentle ox whose strength has never
fully been tried. She would miss it.
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