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Bead crushed his wife's skull with the flat
iron, and that would have been that, except
for the sudden appearance of all those. . . .

DEAD
CATS

BY
HENRY
MARKSBURY

Tmi caT had gotten away. This
was the only flaw in the mur-
der. Flaw, flaw, flaw, the word
went through Mr. Bead's mind; it
was a word that sounded annoy-
ingly like the cat’s name: Flo.

Bead had hated his wife for
many years and had lived with her
in spite of the hate, because living
with her was a habit, like smoking.
He had never been able to give up
smoking. But he 4ad been able to
give up his wife. A week ago, he
had murdered her.

Now, at six in the morning, he
stood smoking a cigarette and lean-
ing on a coal shovel outside the
door of the apartment building on
West S5th Strect, where he lived
and worked as Superintendent.




Flaw. Flo was a beautiful shaggy
brown-haired cat which Bead's wife
had believed to be a Persian. Bead
liked cats; at least fifty cats lived
in or near the five-story apartment
building, and he liked them all.
But he did not like Flo. Rather,
he condd not like Flo. Because Flo
hated Aim.

Bead tapped cigarette ashes into
the air; thinking of Flo made him
so nervous that he tap-tapped the
cigarette long after all the dead
ashes had fallen. Flo had hated him
becausc he hated his wife, whom
Flo loved.

Through the years the Beads had
had many cats, who were merely
cats—pets in the apartment, plain,
ordinary cats. But Flo was dif-
ferent. The Beads knew this and
Flo knew it. She was superior,
extra-ordinary.

“You never pay any attention to
Flo,” Bead’s wife had often said.
“And Flo is so beautiful. So vain.
It hurts her that you ignore her.”

“Flo docsn’t like me,” Bead said.

“That’s crazy.”

“It isn’t crazy. It’s true.”

“Why would Flo hate you? And
how? Cats can’t hate.”

“I don’t know,” Bead said. This
was half a lie. He knew why Flo
hated him. But he did not know
how Flo, among all cats and prob-
ably among all the animals in the
world, had the ability to hate and
to love. Also, Bead did not know
how 4e knew that Flo hated him.
He just knew. And Flo knew he
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knew. And, strangely, he enjoyved
their shared knowledge; it was
their secret that they kept from the
old woman. Certainly she knew
that Bead dcspised her, but she
didnt know that he and the cat
shared knowledge of his emotion.
Alse, Bead did not know how he
was able to assure himself that
he was the enly human with whom
the cat could communicate. He just
knew. He knew that he was the
only link the cat had, or desired
to have, with humans.

They were a famnily for ten years,
the woman and the man and the
cat who loved the woman and
hated the man because the man
hated the woman. Logically, the
man ought to have destroyed the
cat. He meant to, but he never did.
Hec couldn’t. The cat shared with
him a secret. It was so long, so
many years, since Bead had had
the pleasure of sharing a sccret.
The cat was too interesting to
destroy.

Then, one Sunday morning in
summer, when the air was hot and
their nerves were on edge, Bead
and his wife had an argument
about who would go out to buy
a bottle of milk and a newspaper.
After ten minutes of hoarse-
throated screaming back and forth,
Now was the word that came
Bead's mind. He left the living-
room, where his wife was standing.
He walked into the kitchen, where
she had been ironing. He picked
up the iron from the board. He
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yanked the extension cord from
its plug at the base of the iron
and threw the cord on the floor.
Carrying the iron, he returned to
the livingroom. His wife stared at
him.

“You wouldn’t,” she murmured.

He hit her in the side of the
head with the iron. She fell to the
floor. He ran to the bedroom and
got a pillow and put it beneath
her head to absorb the blood run-
ning from her wound; otherwise,
the blood might have left a tell-
tale stain on the rug.

As Bead stood up, after placing
the pillow beneath her head, he
saw Flo, who was sitting on the
sofa, seeming to stare, intent, like
a spectator. Now, Bead thought.
Now to kill her, now to crush her
hatred of him. But Flo seemed to
know the thought as it entered his
mind. Her fur bristled; she arched
her back. Hc approached the sofa
slowly, waiting for her to jump,
trying to outthink her. Close, only
a yard away, now to strike with the
iron—

Springing, bouncing, Flo was
past him before his aged legs could
rcact to his brain’s impulse, his
brain’s message: move-touch-hold-
kill. Flo ran into the bedroom and
leaped to the window sill and
bounded out onto the cobblestones
of the alley.

Bead carried his wife’s body into
the cellar, which was twenty feet
down the hall and down a flight of
stairs from their first floor-rear
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apartment. Into the cellar, where
he locked the door behind him and
rolled up his shirtsleeves and took
a shovel in his hands and went
to the coal bin and began to dig
into the four feet-high pile of coal
left over from last winter. He dug
a furrow in the coal and then,
working all night, dug a grave and
placed his wife, with the blood-
stained pillow beneath her head, six
feet under the dirt and brownstone
of Manhattan. He covered the
grave with coal and went back to
his apartment. He was tired. He
could see the light of dawn at the
windows. He slept soundly . . .

Now, a week later, Bead stood
leaning against a coal shovel out-
side the doorway of the apartment
building. He yawned. It was just
after six a.m.

He might have been able to enjoy
the peace, the silence, of life with-
out his wife, if it weren’t for the
dead cats. Every morning since he
had killed his wife there had been
one or two dead cats on the side-
walk when he went out at six a. m.
to turn off the night light. No onc
else had seen the cats: he was the
first to sec them in morning light,
and he buried them deep beneath
the rubble of the garbage cans.

The first morning there had been
only one, and he had assumed the
cat had been hit by a car and
someone had thrown the carcass
onto the sidewalk. The second
morning there were two, lying
broken on the sidewalk. He knew
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that cats lived on the roof of the
building; in the summer they liked
to sleep on the warm tar of the
rooftop. He assumed that the two
cats had had a fight near the six-
inch high parapet of the roof, had
clawed and struggled and had
fallen over.

The third day he found no car-
cass, but on the fourth day there
were two: one on the sidewalk,
and the other behind the row of
garbage cans along the front of the
building. Probably this one had
fallen the day before. Probably, be-
cause he knew now that Flo had
murdered at least one cat every
day since he had murdered his
wife. The fifth day, one; the sixth,
two; the seventh—

The seventh day was today.

This morning Bead had arisen
at two, had dressed and gone down
to the cellar and picked up the
widemouthed coal shovel. Then,
he had come out onto the sidewalk
and surveyed every inch of the
concrete with a flashlight. No dead
cats. He waited.

He might be wrong, but he knew
—without knowing how he knew
—that Flo was murdering cats as
they slept on the roof; dragging
them to the edge and pushing them
over. He could see her padding
over the roof, slowly, to sink her
teeth into the throat of a sleeping
cat and drag the threshing body
to the parapet, there waiting until
the threshing ceased and then
working the carcass up the six
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inches of the parapet. She was half
again as large as an alley cat
larger, stronger, she could easily
labor their bodies to the cdge—
Bead drew three final nervous
drags on his cigarette and threw it
on the sidewalk. In his mind, his
vision of the murdering Flo secmed
too strange to be true, and yet it
was too vivid to be imaginary. He
had to find out.

Flo was the only flaw. She had
seen the crime and she had known
—had experienced—the hatred, the
murder, that he had felt toward
his wife. Except for this single
flaw, the murder was perfect. No
onc would miss his wife. They had
had no friends; they never went
out. If anyone did ask about her,
he would say she had gone out
West. And if they asked again,
later, he would say she was still
there; if they asked again, he would
say she had died there.

With a thump like a loud thump
of his own heart, the carcass of a
cat hit the sidewalk ten feet from
where Bead stood. His face, his
hand, fclt suddenly cold in the hot
early summer morning air. He
turned and went into die building
and started up the five flights to
the roof. This was what he had
been waiting for. If no carcass had
fallen, he would have told himsclf
to wait another day; would have
told himself that he was imagining
the impossible; would have told
himself that the cat dearhs, what-
ever their cause, had ended.
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One flight, two flights. The
shovel was wide, eighteen inches at
its mouth. A blow from it would
kill a man. Bead thought—could
feel imaginarily along his arms—
how Flo’s back would break be-
neath the flat surface of the shovel
blade.

Three flights. Without con-
sciously thinking of it, he had
formed a plan. He would wait in
the doorway to the rooftop until
Flo attacked her next victim. While
she was wrestling the body to the
cdge, he would run to her swing-
ing the shovel down on top of her
and then scooping her over the
parapet and—

T hat will be the end, he thought.
It was a crazy plan. He had no
way of knowing he would find her
there, on the roof. And yet he
knew. He saw her already, in his
mind.

Four flights. One more to go. He
could see grey light rectangling the
open doorway a flight of steps
above him. T'se end. His hands
were gripping the shovel tightly,
tightly; his hands were a part of
the shovel, his mind was in the
blade of the shovel and his cyes
saw, without seeing, the shaggy
yellow form of the superior cat, the
murderer of nine ordinary cats—
Flo, sharer of his secret for ten
years and now the only creature
in the world, except himself, that
knew his secret had become reality.

The roof was empty. He stood
in the shadows of the landing in-
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side the doorway. No cats slept on
the tar. Ten feet away was the
parapet. Bead sighed. Luck was
against him: no sleeping cats, no
bait for the trap. Flo had probably
gene away, satished with the one
kill for this morning.

He turned to go. Just as the rec-
tangle filled with roof and sky
shifted past his turning shoulder, he
saw motion within the rectangle.
He turned back. Flo stood look-
ing at him, now walking toward
him, slowly, directly toward him.

His heart felt like a chunk of
ice inside him. He took two steps
forward and stood outside the
doorway. Six, five, four feet sep-
arated him and the slowly padding,
approaching Flo. She stopped,
stood staring at him, slit-eyed silent.
Her {ur was torn; skin, grey-yellow
with red scar cleats, showed like
patchwork on her body.

e raised the shovel waist-high,
then arced it behind him, like an
axe upswung over his houlder, and
then brought the shovel swiftly
down, snapping, lashing his arms
forward, and seeing Flo step lightly
aside with mincing movements of
her paws as the shovel smacked
onto the tar surface of the roof. He
raised the shovel quickly, clumsily,
and pulled it clumsily downward
again, sceing the blade descend
squarely upon the cat's body—
blocking her instantaneously from
his view—and then seeing her step
to one side as the blade smacked
tar, jarring and inefective.



His pulse thump-thumped in his
head; hc could feel his pulse in his
hands where he gripped the shovel.
Stupidly he returned her stare.
Wildly he wondcred if she knew
not only the present thought of his
mind, but the next one he had yet
to think. Or perhaps—and now the
image of Flo before him shrank
and enlarged as his heart pulsed-
relaxed, pulsed-relaxed — perhaps
Flo did his thinking for him.

“No, no,” he murmured. “Can’t
...be.” It couldn't be, because now
he had a thought that would be her
death, and surely she would not
think—intend—her death through
him.

Holding the shovel in his right
himd, he swung the blade back-
ward and then, gripping the handle
tightly, he pivoted forward, strik-
ing low with the shovel, covering
in one lurching motion the four
feet betwcen them. But she was
gone, dancing beyond the tip of
the blade. He shifted his fcet and
struck again, revolving; fanning
the shovel in one direction and then
another, as though it were a scythe.
There shc was, but he was fanning
in the opposite direction; he halted
his motion, struck again, struck—
nothing. There! Therel And yet
she stood, slit-eyed silent, in another
place.

Knowing what would happen—
but hoping that he was wrong and
that he would see her cut in two
by the blade—he threw the shovel
at her, as he would have thrown a
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spcar. He saw her run lightly
within the trajectory of the hurtling
shovel and then he saw the shovel
strike harmlessly beyond her on the
roof.

Weaponless, suddenly panicked,
he took his flashlight from his back
pocket andl hurled it at her and
turned, hearing the tlashlight scuff
across the roof, and started to run
toward the door. He stumbled, then
fell screaming as pain drilled into
his left Achilles” tendon. He rolled
onto his back. The pain deepened.
He drew his feet toward his but-
tacks and the pain traveled with
his feet. He closed his hands on
his left heel and caught at her furry
body. He heard her low snarl of
pain and his own pain diminished,
as he sat up and tried to cncircle
her neck with his hands.

With a long bounding leap she
vaulted the barricer of his arms and
impaled the claws of her forepaws
in his chest. Hearing himself gasp
at this new pain, he closed his arms
to hug her to his chest, to break
her bones. But she threshed her
body upward, in the instant that
his arms closed, and she sank her
teeth into the long artery of his
neck below his right ear. This pain
stunned him. He couldn’t scream.
He felt blood warm on his neck.
I am going 1o faint, he thought;
and then his realization that he
was no longer fighting to kill her,
but to save his life, terrified him,
filling him with new energy.

He crossed his left hand toward
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her spine and felt only the fur of
her back as she crawled over his
right shoulder, briefly out of his
grasp. He caught her right hind-
paw and felt her claws creasc his
palm as he tightened his grip and
heard the bone of her right leg
snap.

Her cry sounded, near and far-
cchoing; a pleasure to him. And
then her face was suddenly before
him, directly beneath the tip of
his nose. He darted his right hand
to her left leg, intending to lift her
body into the air and throw her
over the parapet. His hand closed
on her leg and then he felt the
claws of her forcpaws strike his
cellar-bone. He did not mind the
pain. Threc scconds more and she
would be falling to her death.

Then, she did a strange thing.
He thought she had gone mad with
pain.

She braced her forepaws stiffly
against his collar-bone and then
pushed herself backward, balanced
—forepaws and the claws of her
forepaws extended—in his hands

rigid and unyielding as a statue.

Her stiffened body he saw before
him, and then he saw her plunge
toward him and that was the last
image his cyes saw. She sank her
claws into his eycballs.

He could see light and he could
feel her paws around his neck. He
seemed to be spinning, and yet he
felt the roof beneath him. Numb-
ness spread through his body. He
stood up, trying to walk to the
brick wall he could feel his way
along it to the deor. His arms and
legs shivered, quaked. He took a
step, stumbled, thrust his arms in
front of him and touched—nothing.
He lurched, stumbled again, tried
to stop himself; then, his shins
struck a barrier—the parapet—and
space, air, was all around him, fast
and cool. He felt her claws dig
into the nape of his neck and in the
seconds before his body hit the
sidewalk the numbness was gone
and he could think clearly and he
knew that she was falling with
him and because of him, bound to
him in death.

-
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Tammy's u very cool chick swhose special trear for
hot cops is the ice pick strapped between her legs.

Tma onvy thing I knew for sure
that bot, July night was that
Harry had sent for me. It could
mean anything. Maybe a ball,
maybe we got recfed up good,
mavbe therc’d be mugging on the
roof, maybe a rumble, or maybe.
It didn’t matter. It was enough that
Harry suid to come to his place.

His pad was a fourth-floor flat on
lower Sixty-first Street. I stomped
in shortly beforc nine o'clack and
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stood just inside the door, looking
around, taking in everything. Music
came from a record player. Zing,
war counsclor of the Swans, sat in
a deep chair, looking me up and
down and grinning. There was an
open pint in his hand. Harry wasn't
in sight.

“Hi, vya,
softly.

He was my age, cighteen, a nice-
looking stud, slim, black hair in a
duck bump, bright brown cyes. I
liked him. But he wasn’t Harry.

He got out of the chair and came
across the room to me, waving the
pint and laughing easily. He put
the bottle against his mouth and
tilted his head. Then he coughed
and grimaced and shoved the bottle
at me. 1 took a big drink and
gagged. Zing was laughing hard
when T got the water out of my
cyes.

“Ace-high stutl, chick.”

“Crap,” I said. “\Where’s Harry ?”

He looked over his shoulder at
a closed door and shrugged.

“What's on?”

He capped the bottle and pulled
me against him. “Who knows?
Comne o, Ic's belly-rub.”

I danced with him, and it gave
my ego the big kick. He was a
Swan, a Sixty-first Strect stud, wild,
reckless, proud, like all of the
Swans. They hadn’t gone for me
in the beginning because my old
man was drowning in money and
instead of living 1n a rathole on
their street I lived in a plush place

Tammy.” Zing said
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outside their territory. 1 kicked
around their hangout, a candy
store, for a long time, wanting in,
but all they gave me was the cold
treatment. Then one night Harry
came into the candy store.

Harry was older, almost thirty,
over six feet tall with wide shoul-
ders, flat muscles and curly blonde
hair, a big man, a real big man—
an cx-con on parole from a three
vear federal sentence. I wasn’t sure
just where he fit in with the Swans
that first night. All I was sure of
was I had a shape, I had the talent
to go with the shape, and T had
Harry recling. “Class,” he kept re-
peating. “Kid, vou got real class.”
It was big tra(lmg power. Harry
insisted the Swans take me in.
Later 1 undersiood why they did.
The Swans needed Harry because
he was a pusher. He could feed
them the stuff: weed, pufl ball, H.

“Jeez, I'm iichy,” Zing said,
{lushing my thoughts.

I nodded. “Me too. I wonder
what . ./

The voice behind me stopped me.
“Now, ain’t this cozy?”

I whirled away from Zing. It
was Big Moe, president of the
Swans. He had come out of the
bedroom. He was small with long,
shm hands and a sharp face. He
didn't look like much, but he was
tough and mcan. The nabs had
hauled him in twice, once for gang
fighting and another time for
threatening a recrcation center life-
guard. T didn't like him, but there
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wasn't anything I could do about
that because I was scared of him.

He was coming toward us,
smiling celdly. He said, “Flop,
chicken.”

“l ain’t chicken!” 1 snapped,
angered by his tone.

“I said, sit down!”

I went to a couch and sat down.
Zing was already there. Big Moe
squatted on his heels near us and
Harry came into thc room. He
grinned at me and said cheerily,
“Hello, Tammy.”

I smiled back at him. “Hello.”

Big Moc laughed without open-
ing his mouth and took a ciga-
rette package out of his pocket. He
got out a stick. I knew what it was.
Marijuana. I watched him fire up.
He kept quict, smoked slowly, but
he was tense and restless. It was
in his eyes, in the cheek nerve, in
the smile somewhere behind his
mouth.

Harry had a stick for me and
another for Zing. He held a lighter
while we lit up. Then he sat in the
deep chair opposite us.

Now I was surc something was
on. Because it was always like this
with the Swans. They never went
swinging in cold turkey. For a
rumble they got on good. Some of
the studs even hit the needle. 1
tried to figure it. Maybe we were
going to kick in a couple of store
windows. You know, guys that
aren’t paying protection. That was
a hot item the Swans had. Or
maybe we were going to roll some
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dumb cluck in a alley. Sometimes
that paid off good.

Big Moe interrupted my thoughts.
“You heavy, chick?”

He looked surprised, and I had
a good idea what he meant. From
where he was squatting, I figured
he could see part of my thigh and
the special leather sheath strapped
there. 1 pulled up my skirt, re-
vealing the sheath and the ice pick.
It was my pick, okay, and I'd made
the shecath myself, designing it to
fit my leg. I wore it so the pick
was on the outside. That way I
could get to it fast. All I had to
do was whip up my skirt and I was
ready to do busincss.

“Jecz,” Zing breathed. “Look at
that.”

I was staring at Harry. “When
you told me to be here, I didn’t
know what to expect.”

“It’s okay,” he said.

Big Moe was laughing out loud.

“Knock it off,” I snapped.

“Fasy, Tammy,” Harry said.
“Easy. Now, how about it? How
would you like to have a jacket?”

For a sccond, I thought my heart
was going to jump out of my chest.
A jacket! The one thing that sym-
bolized true mecmbership in the
Swans! I wanted one so bad, I'd
strip naked and walk down the
middle of Sixty-first Strect, and
Harry knew it.

He said, “Big Moe, herc, says
you gotta earn it.”

“How?”

“By gettin’ a nab.”
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I looked at Big Moc. He was
grinning wisely. But what Harry
had said made me shiver. I didn't
like it. A rumble, okay. Busting
up a store, okay. But a nab—it
wasn't good.

“You want out, chicken?” Big
Moe was boring into me with his
cyes.

I said quickly, “I'm . .. I'm for
anything you got in mind.”

“I'm not,” Zing said.

Big Moe’s face clouded.

“I’s trouble,” Zing said. “The
big trouble maybe. What we got
when it’s finished? Plenty of heat
from the nubs and the newspupers.
Thas all.”

That was why Zing was war
counselor of the Swans. He thought
straight. I knew it, and Big Moe
knew it. I watched Big Moc care-
fully as he turned it over in his
mind. After a moment, he popped
one hand into the other. “You,
Tammy, what do you think?”

I kept on smoking without say-
ing anything. I could feel the boom
taking hold. My hcad felt light. It
scemed to be drifting upward. But
I had a helluva idca kicking around
in the mist. It was a hot item.
Maybe too hot . ..

“Tammy!” Big Moe snapped.

I got him in focus. “What say
a real score?”

His eycs narrowed. “Feed me,
slow, kid.”

“One thing: you buy it and I get
a jacket.”

“Maybe.”
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“Nay, man. No maybe. I get a
jacket. This is big.”

“Feed me, then I decide.”

I looked at Harry. He was star-
ing at mc. I saw his head bob and
the smile on his mouth. He was
with me all the way. I turned it
over in my mind. What did I have
to lose?

I gave it to them cool and easy
then. And I didn’t let them cuc in.
When 1 finished, Big Moe was
staring at me like I was forty feet
tall. He was thinking hard, and
it was awful quiet in the room. ]
turned to Zing. He was bobbing
his head thoughtfully.

“We could peddle the stuff to
Felix,” he said.

“You’re sure about this old boy
and his chick?” Big Moe asked.

I flashed him a look. “Certainly,
I'm sure. They live just a square
from me, and they went out with
my old man and my old lady!”

Big Moe looked up at Harry.
“What do you think ?”

Harry nodded. “Sounds profit-
able.”

Big Moc sat there a few seconds
and then he snubbed the roach of
his bomber on the floor and stood
up. “Zing?”

“It's got a nice taste.”

“Okay, chick,” Big Moc said.
“You got yourself a caper.”

“I want a jacket. Remember?”

“And a jacket—if you fed us
straight.”

“I’s straight.”

Five minutes later we were on
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the street and in Big Mee’s rod,
three in front. I told him to stop
at a corner drug store. Zing went
inside and bought a roll of wide
adhesive tape. Then I told Big Moe
how to get to the place.

The house was back from the
street. There was a sloping lawn
with a sidewalk up the middle, a
waisthigh-hedge flanking the side-
walk and the front of the house,
and a street lamp out front.

We left the rod a couple of
houses down the street and walked
up to the place, moving slow while
I looked it over. “It’s okay,” I said
finally. “Now all we gotta do is
sweat them out.” I worked through
the waist-high hedge near the front
porch. “In here.”

Turning, I looked toward the
street. It was neat. Anybedy cem-
ing up the walk would be outlined
against the light from the street
lamp. And that’s just the way the
Thompsons would come home be-
causc [ knew they were with my
old man and old lady.

The waiting was worse than |
had expected. 1 was ncrvous and
tense. Once, Big Moe touched my
arm and I went up a foot. Why
didn't those damn pcople show? 1
thought. I laughed out loud. Now
what the hell was so funny? I used
the bottom ef my sweater and
wiped my neck. It was hot, sticky
hot, with no air moving, difhcult
to get a good breath. 1 laughed
again. It was the reefer, I decided.
I was feeling a little high.
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When I saw my old man’s rod
stop under the street lamp, no
sound got past the construction in
my throat. Then it all came out
fast. “It’s them!” I hissed.

I watched the Thompsons pile
out and start up the walk old man
Thompson limping heavily to his
left. I saw my old man drive away
from the curb and I moved deeper
into the shadow of the hedge.

“Hey, where are you goin’?” Big
Moe whispered.

“Out of sight, you dumb punk.
You don’t want them secin’ me, do
you? They know me!”

“Zing, you take the hen,” he
whispered.

I was deep in the shadow, my
muscles quivering for action, when
Big Moc and Zing broke out of
the hedge. I heard the sound of
flesh against flesh and the sound of
scuffling. I wanted to look out, but
I couldn’t.

“Okay, chick,” Big Moe hissed
finally.

I went through the hedge. I could
see everything in the light from the
street lamp. Mrs. Thompson was
sprawled face down on the front
steps with her dress almost up to
her hips, exposing her garters, but
she didn't know it because she was
out cold. Zing was bent over her,
using the adhesive tape. He had her
wrists lashcd tegether behind her
back, and therc was one strip across
her eyes. Hc was putting another
strip across her mouth.

Big Moc had Thompson braced
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against his body, one arm across
his chest, the other pushing the old
man’s arm up his back until I
thought it would snap. Tape cov-
cred his eyes and mouth, and he
stood very still.

I had no sympathy. 1 went
through his pockets fast and came
up with some keys. There was to
be no talking from me because
Thompson might recognize my
voice. I nodded my head at Big
Moe.

He said, “Get the hen in the
house.”

I watched Zing fasten his hands
in Mrs. Thompson’s arm pits and
drag her up the steps. Thompson
struggled then.

Big Moc told him, “She ain’t
gonna bleed, Dad. So you just stay
ceol.”

I found the key for the front
door and opened it. Zing pulled
Mrs. Thompson inside and tossed
her on a couch.

“You hang tight,” T told him.
“And keep her quiet!” T started
out of the room.

“Tammy!”

I looked back at him over my
shoulder. There was a wise expres-
sion on his face. He said, “You
and Big Moe—you be damn sure
vou get back here or I feed the
nabs.”

“We'll be back.”

I went into the kitchen then and
found a large paper sack. Outside
again, Big Moe said, “Get the rod.”

I drove the car up front and Big
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Moe dumped Thompson on the
floor in back and piled in with
him. T hit for the jewclry storc.
It was a twelve minute drive.

At the stere, I found the key
that opened the front door and we
went inside quickly. Light coming
in from the street lamps fcll on the
safe near the rear of the store.

“Open up.” Big Moe gave
Thompson a shove.

I watched Thompson as he put
his hands out in front of him, feel-
ing blindly. He rcached the safe,
and then he stood very still.

“Don’t make us kill vour hen,
Dad,” Big Moe said.

Thompson remained still. It puz-
zled me for a moment then I fig-
ured I knew what his trouble was.
I pulled Big Moe’s ear close to
my mouth and whispered, “He has
to see the numbers. I'll get out of
sight, then you let him see. Soon
as he has thc box opcn, get the
tape back on his eyes.”

I moved away from them and
hunched down in an aisle. It was
black down low, and I was out of
sight. In another minute, I heard
the safe door swing open.

“Okay,” Big Mot said.

There was merc in the safe than
I had expected. Rings, watches,
bracclets, loose rocks. I scooped
them into the paper sack fast, and
then I froze. The siren was a dis-
tant whine, coming fast.

And just like that T knew we
had goofcd. Some way Thompson
had tripped an alarm in the box.
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I whirled around.

Big Moe swung his fist against
Thompson’s head, right bchind the
ear, and Thompson folded into the
fleor with a groan. Then I saw Big
Moe pounding down an aisle to-
ward the front door.

The dirty slob was running out
on me! I screamed after him, but
he went through the front door
fast, then pulled up as if not sure
which way to go. The police car
screamed up out front. I saw Big
Moe start up the street. But he
didn’t have a chance. A nab cut
him down with one shot.

I watched the nabs pile out of
their rod and walk up te where
Big Moe was heaped up on the
sidewalk. People closed a circle
around them, and I knew it was
my chance. I eased out the front
door of the store and walked slowly
toward Big Moe’s rod. I thought
I'd never make it. All I wanted to
do was run. Inside the rod, I saw
the key in the ignition switch. I
put the sack of rocks on the seat
beside me and turned the key.

That was when the voice cried
out, “Hey, that girl! She just came
out of the storc! Stop her! Some-
body stop .. .”

But that was all I heard because
I had the rod in the traffic and I
was moving fast. No bullets banged
after me. Too many other rods
on the street maybe. I whined
around onc corner, raced a block,
went around another corner, then

hit a third. Nobody behind me,
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and 1 was surprised. Had 1 lost
the nabs that casy? What stupid
studs they must be! But where was
I going? What was I going to
do? What could I do with the sack
of rocks on the seat beside me?

Zing! Zing would know what
to do!

But I couldn’t go to him. He was
at the Thompson house. Maybe the
nabs were heading thcre, already.
I couldn’t take a chancc. There was
only one place to go. Harry’s place.

He met me at the door and al-
most knocked me back down the
stairs.

“Harry!” 1 cried out.

“Beat it, Tammy!” he hissed.
“You're hot! It’s on the radio, al-
ready!”

“Harry!”

He slammed the door in my
face and I hcard the lock click.

I stood there for several seconds,
panicing. Then I thought about
the roof—where Harry sometimes
took me. It would bc quiet up
there.

I went up.

The night was hot, but up high
there was a whisp of breeze. I felt
it fanning my face as I huuched
over the thigh-high parapet and
looked down on Sixty-first Street
five decks below. There were
people down thecre. It looked like
cverybody was out. How many of
them were nabs? I wondered.

I stood there a long timne before
I got some of the fear out of me
and started to think straight. What
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was I doing up there on the roof?
Why didn’t I just go down and go
home? The rod was ditched in an
alley two squares away. Nobody
saw me unload it. So why didn’t
I go home? Who would stop a girl
walking down the street just be-
cause she had a sack in her hand?

I kicked it around in my mind,
and then I decided I had to take a
chance. Crossing the tar to the fire
ladder, I went over the side. The
alley was black. Easing through the
darkness to the alley entrance, I
stood watching for the bus. When
I saw it coming, I scooted toward
the corner and climbed on fast.

I felt better then. The nabs
wouldn’t be looking for me on a
bus. They might be looking for
me along Sixty-first Strcet. They
might comb the street thoroughly,
they might ask questions. But they
wouldn’t get answers. Because no-
body on Sixty-first Street knew
from straight up when it was nabs
asking questions.

Anyway, how would the nabs
know it was me they were after?

I got off the bus at the corner a
half a square from my place. It
was quiet there in the residential
arca, and I stood in the ring of
light under the street lamp for a
moment. Down toward my place
it was dark. It scemed too dark
and too quiet. But what could
I do?

I hit off at a rapid pacc, the sack
of rocks clutched firmly in my
hand. I was less than a hundred
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yards from the sidewalk that turned
up to my house when the shadow
stepped away from a tree.

“Tammy.”

I froze. My heart thumped wildly
and my stomach was a cold knot.
I peered through the darkness,
squinting, trying to sce. And then
the shadow shuffled toward me and
I recognized Zing.

“Man, you...”

“Shut up! he snapped.

His hand was a steel clamp on
my arm as he propelled me across
the sidewalk toward the strect. 1
saw the rod. He shoved me inside,
climbed over me, and got under the
wheel. Then he kicked over the
motor and we breezed.

“Where did you get this heap?”
I rasped.

“Now where the hell wouldd 1
get it?”

“Jees, you didn’t lift it!”

“Naw, a stud walks up to me
on the street and says, Here, Zing,
old man, you got nabs hot on your
tail. Take my rod. Takeitand ...”

“Okay,” 1 said sourly, cutting
him off. “So you got a rod.”

“l got morc than that, chick. I

got a big, hard heart for you and
a dirty stud named Big Moe. 1
got...”
“The nabs cut down Big Moe,” 1
said, giving it to him fast. I told
him what had happened and how
Harry had turned me out, and then
how I had gonc up to the roof.

“You tramp!” he snarled.

I stared at him. I could sce his
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face and hands in the dashlight. He
was tense and ready for action.
“What's bitin’ you, man? I've got
the rocks.”

“You left me sittin’ for the nabs!”

“Jees, I couldn't come near that
placel I had them on my taill”

“So what if they hadn’t made a
lot of noise pulling up out front!
As it was, [ just got out the back
door.”

“You got out, didn’t you?"

“Yeah, I got out.”

He said it, but I didn’t like the
way he said it. He was talking real
tight-lipped, acting like trouble.

I slid a glance at him. “Where
we goin’?”

“My place.”

“Is that smart?®”

“You got a better places”

“No, I guess not.”

“Okay, then shut up!”

And that was that. I didn't like
it but I couldn’t argue. Zing was
too big, too mean for me.

W e unloaded the rod and walked
the last four squares to his place.
He lived in a cold-water flat with
his sister. She wasn’t there nights;
she was rolling dough in some bake
shop.

“Okay,” I said when we were in-
side. “Now what are we gonna
do?” 1 flopped on my back on a
couch. Zing slouched in a chair op-
posite me with his feet stuck out
in front of him, staring at them
like they were gold.

“I'm not sure,” he said without
looking up.
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“Can we unload the rocks?”

“It ain’t good, Tammy. Maybe
they're real hot items now with Big
Moe cut down. And we don't
know about that Thompson guy.
Maybe Big Moe killed him. Maybe
Felix won’t take the stuff now.
Maybe . . "

The heavy knuckles on the door
stopped Zing. Hc froze halfway out
of the chair, staring at the door.

I finally got words past the knot
in my throat. “W-who's that?”

“Shut upl”

The voice outside the door said,
“Open up, you two. I know you'rc
in there. I saw you come up.”

The voice froze my heart. I knew
it like I knew my father’s. It was
Rollins, a no-good nab. Plain
clothes. He was in narcotics. He'd
been around a lot lately. And he
knew me. But he’d never bleated
to my old man about me because
he was a guy with a real free hand
and he liked the way I was stacked
up. In the past, I'd let him have his
way a couple of times just to keep
his tongue from wagging. Now ..

“Come on, come on,” he said im-
patiently.

What was I going to do with
the rocks? I looked around wildly.
And then 1 jammed the sack under
the couch and ripped off my
sweater and flopped flat on my
back. “Get over here!” I hissed at
Zing.

“Wha ..."

“Move, damnit!”

He came to me fast. | reached
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up and pulled him down on top of
me and fastened my mouth on his.
Rollins didn’t have trouble forcing
the door. I didn’t look up, but I
knew he was towering over us.

“Okay, bust it up, love birds,” he
snapped.

I pushed Zing off of me then and
sat up straight. “God, it's getting
so a girl can’t have . .."

“Forget it,” Rollins said, his cycs
going over me greedily. I saw him
wet his lips, and then he grinned
nastily. “You've got big trouble,
punks.”

“Who's got troubles?” Zing said
sourly.

“Don’t get smart. Wherc’s the
stuff?”

“We ain’t on,” I whined. “Hon-
est, man, we ain't had a puffall...”

“Knock it!” Rollins’ eyes hung
on my bra a long moment before
he said, “Come on, where is it?”

“I told you, we ain’t on.”

“The stuff from the jewelry
store, kid.”
“What

asked.

Rollins was quick. His arm came
around in a wide swing and his
fist almost took Zing's head ofl.
Zing came up from the floer slow,
shaking himself. But he only got
to his knees. Rollins smashed his
fist on Zing's head, driving him
into the foor again. This time Zing
got his head up and that was all.
Rollins kicked him like his head
was a football and Zing flopped. 1
looked down on him with horror

jewelry store?” Zing
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gripping my stomach. He was
awful quict and his head was
twisted funny. Rollins was kneel-
ing over him. Suddealy, he was on
his feet and back in front of me.
His face was tight.

“Don't worry, kid. He ain’t
dead.”

“God, 1 thought you had
killed . . "

“You think the world would

miss him?”

He was looking at me close, and
staring up at his face I got a glim-
mer of hope. It was the look, the
sweating ecager look. I'd seen it
there before and I knew what he
was thinking. It was a chance. 1
took a deep breath for his benefit
and asked softly, “How did you
know about me and Zing?”

His eyes, hot and heavy, were
all over me. “When they told me
it was Big Moe they picked up at
that rock shop and that a girl run
out of the dump, I did some figus-
ing. Then the Thompson woman
got herself raped and that wasn't
hard either. Big Moe, Tammy, Zing
—one, two, three. It was that easy.
All'l had to do was hang around
outside this place.”

“Zing raped . . .”

But I didn't finish it becausc
Rollins suddenly leaned over me.
His face hovered inches above
mine, and his breathing was raspy.
I felt his fingers working on my
skirt. “Kid,” he said, “you ready
to deal? T go for you, you know
that. So I keep my mouth shut and

~
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we take the stuff and go on a long
trip—a real long trip.”

I grabbed his wrist, stopping his
hand. What he had just said had
shaken me. He was cutting himself
in! That must mean . . . I asked
him, “You figure this out all by
yourself, man?”

“All by myself.”

“Nobody knows you're here?
Nobody knows about me and
Zing?”

He grinned wisely. “Nobody.”

I dropped my hand beside my
thigh without taking my eyes off
of his face, and my fingers werked
my skirt up, then closed around
the wood handle of the ice pick.
Slowly, I eased the pick out of the
sheath and twisted it until the
needle-like point was sticking
straight at Rollins’ back.

“Look down there, man,” I said
softly. “Look at my legs.”

He twisted his head, and the ice
pick went into his eye so easy it
surprised me. 1 felt something
warm squirt on my stomach, and
then Rollins flopped on me.

I moved fast then. I had to get
out of the flat, out of the neigh-
borhood, out of town. I shoved
Rollins off of me to the floor and
gt up and pulled the sweater over
my head. Then I got the sack of
rocks out from under the couch.
They could take me a long way.
There was the rod Zing had left
down the street. Maybe . . .

The rod was where we had left
it. I looked around. There was
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some trafic and some people ahead
of me on the sidewalk, but it looked
okay. No nabs. I marched up to
the rod like it was mine and piled
inside. I was safe. All 1 had to
do ...

God, no key!

I looked around wildly. It
couldn’t be! Zing left the key in
the rod, didn’t he? He had to!
Black fear piled up inside me. I
searched the scat frantically and
looked up into the face of the beat
<cop.
“Can I help ...

It was too much. I screamed
shrilly and threw the sack of rocks
at him. Then I bailed out, tripped
over the curbing and sprawled flat
on the sidewalk. The cop was on
me fast.

I went crazy wild, lashing out at
him with my foot. I hit something
solid. He cried out sharply, but he
didn’t let go of me. He jerked me
up on my fect and pinned me
against a brick building.

“Take it easy, youngster,” he
said sharply.

People gathered around us. I was
shaking hard, but I couldn’t move.
I saw the prowl car pull into the
curb and two more nabs moved
toward me. One of them said,
“Trouble?”

The nab holding me, said, “Some-
thing wrong. I don’t know what.
But this youngster is a wildcat”

“Officer, officer! Look at all these
jools!” It was the shrill voice of
an old woman. She was coming
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across the sidewalk toward us and
she was carrying the sack of rocks.
One of the prowl cops took the
sack from her and looked inside.

He muttered semething I didn't
hear and then his hand came out
of the sack and his fist was full of
glittering objects. A wrist watch
dangled from one finger.

I struggled wildly.

The nab holding me said, “Okay,
wildcat, you've had it.” They

moved me toward the prowl car.

At the crib, I tried to bluff my
way out of everything, but the nabs
knew too much. They picked up
too many pieces and put them to-
gether—especially after Zing’s sis-
ter came home and found her
brother and Rollins. The nabs dis-
covered my pick then and I gave
up and told them the story.

“You see,” I said, “ all I wanted
was this jacket . ..”
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BIG HANDS

George's hands twere grotesque and people teased him ahont
then se he did the only thing lie could do. Fle destroycd them.,

WELL Now, it’s hard to tell. De-
pends on how you look at it.
Sure, I lest—in a way. But then, I
gained, too. Yes, sir.

My Ma was right. I used to have
one hell of a temper. “George, you
watch out now,” she’d say. “You're
your own worst enemy. You'll lose
your temper some day and really
regret it. You mark my words.”

Course it’s easy to talk about
other pcople’s shortcomings. If you
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was as big as I was, and as homely,
and if you had hands the sizc of
mine, you might be teased too. And
if you got teased as much as I did,
you'd lose your temper plenty~—
cespecially when you knew you
could whip the tar out of the guys
doing the teasing.

I was just a kid that summer,
not long out of school. I'd quit the
year before and got a job down in
the freight yards. I was big enough



to do a man’s work and I got a
man’s paycheck. Kept the family
fed and the other kids in school.
Up until it happened anyway.

Jun Scheidt's birthday was the
night. Jim and I had gone to school
together, but he'd quit before 1 did,
lied about his age and went in the
army for two or three years. When
he came back that summer, he had
a little money saved up, se he
didn’t get a job right away. He
just sort of took it easy for awhile.

His birthday was on the 26th of
July, a day I don't reckon to forget
too easy. Him and me and a couple
of other guys decided to celebrate,
so he took us out to Henry’s Hide-
away, a pretty nice roadhouse out
on highway 4s, not too far from
the new drive-in theatre. We sat
around drinking, listening to the
jukebox and talking about one
thing and another.

Somewhere along in the evening
we started drinking boilermakers
and the other two guys got pretty
looped. I was kinda woozy myself,
but Jim seemed to be enjoying him-
self. He looked at the other two
jokers, slumped on the table, and
then he looked at me.

“Hell, you really know how to
stow it, don't you? You must have
a gut to match those hands of
yours.”

“Yeah,” I said. “My hands and
your mouth. Both too big.”

“Take it easy, George,” he said.
“I was only kidding.” He knew 1
was sore. “Look, let’s take these
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punks home and go out looking
for something.”

“Suits me,” I said.

We took these other two guys
home and then headed down to-
ward the yards. I knew the house
he stopped at, even though I'd
never been inside. It was right on
the corner and looked like any
other house, except all the curtains
were closed and you could hear
music and a lot of laughing when
you got up to the door. Jim
knocked. Pretty soon a woman
opened the door.

“What do you want?” she said,
after giving us the once-over.

“What’ve you got?” Jim said, and
laughs.

“Whatever it is,” she said, “you’re
too young for it.” She started to
close the door.

“Hey, look,” Jim said, pushing
the door back open. “Take it easy.
That’s a hell of a way to treat a
guy on his birthday.” While he
was talking, he walked in. I fol-
lowed.

“Birthday? Don’t kid me,” she
said, but she didn't make any move
to show us out. “I suppose next
you'll be wanting a present.”

Jim laughed at that one. So did
I. “Well,” he said, “I'll make you
a deal. You give me a present and
I'll give you one.” He gave her a
big wink and then pulled a ten-
spot out of his pocket.

The dame, who was sort of
blonde and not bad looking, took
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the ten-spot without even looking
at it and tucked it down the front
of her dress. Then she turned to
me.

“I know you—you work in the
yards, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“You're an easy one to remember.
Hands like hams—with a face to
match.” She started laughing real
loud like she’d said something
funny, and poked Jim in the ribs.
He laughed too, but just a little.
He took a look at me to see if I
was mad. I was, but not showing
it. I just kept quiet.

“Suppose it’s your birthday too.
Bring your piggybank, sonny?”

I know when enough’s enough,
se I told Jim I'd wait outside in
the car for him. I knew if she
opened her trap again I'd have
given her a smack in the face.
“Take your time,” I told Jim as
I walked out the door.

I was still so mad when I got to
the car that I decided to walk
home. Figured the walk would cool
me off. 1 walked down to the
square, cut over and was halfway
through the park when I spotted
her. She was sitting on a bench,
alone, like she was waiting for
someone. I'd never seen her before.
I stopped a minute and then walked
over to where she was sitting.

“Hello,” I said, casual-like.

She looked at me a moment or
two, like she couldn’t make up her
mind to speak to me or not. She

shrugged finally and said hello.
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“Waiting for somcone?”

“Maybe.” She sounded bored
now.

“Will I do?” I asked, wondering
it my voicc was shaking. I was
afraid to hear what she’d sav.

She thought this over for a while
and then got up from the bench.
“Probably,” she said, and puts her
arm in mine. “Let’s go for a walk
—-over there where it’s cool.”

She started walking toward a
small hill over near the pond. We
got to talking and she told me how
she was visiting her aunt here and
what a dump the town is. She told
me all the places she’s been. She
talked like she knew her way
around.

“Let’s sit down,” she said, after
we got to the top of the hill. It’s
pretty quict up there and we could
sce all the town lights below. The
town looks bigger at night.

She lit a cigarette and I got a
good look at her face. She was some
doll. T waited until she was finished
smoking and then I put my arm
around her. She didn’t seem to
mind, so I pulled her closer and
kissed her. She secmed to like that
too, at {irst. Then she pulled away.

“What've you been drinking?”
she said. “You smell like a bar.”

“Just a little beer—and whiskey.”

“A litle. You sure you're not
drunk? I don’t want anything to
do with a drunk.”

I told her T wasnt drunk and
tried to kiss her again. She turned
her head and pushed away from me,
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“Let me go. You're drunk. Get
your big hands off me.” She was

struggling a bit, but not too much.

I figured she was just trying to be
lady-like about all this. Probably
just needs a little encouragement,
I thought, so I pushed her back on
the ground and tried to kiss her
again. No soap.

“Get your hands off me,” she
said, only louder than before. I got
scared, so I let her up. She sat there
a minute, re-arranging her dress.
“Keep those big farmer’s hands to
yourself from now on. Holy smoke,
you ought to be in the circus with
those hands.”

That's when I really lost my
temper. This girl, this no-good girl,
was making fun of my hands. Just
because she thought I was drunk
she’'d changed her mind. Well, 1
hadn’t changed mine. I pinned her
arms to the ground and she
screamed—just once. That made
me madder than ever. My hands
went around her throat. I knew
then what T was going to do, right
as soon as I felt her warm throat
and saw her stare up at me like she

was sorry or something. But I knew
it was too late.

Then everything went screwy.
I remember standing over her,
knowing she waus dead, and 1 re-
member looking at my hands.
Then I started running down the
hill. T knew I'd get caught. I just
wanted to beat them to it. I ran
all the way to the yards. I could
hear the switch engine a block
away. Just as it came along I knelt
down by the track. I heard the en-
gineer yell, but by that time 1 was
watching the blood foam down my
arms and wondering why it didn't
hurt. Then [ blacked out.

Like T say, it depends on how
you look at it. Don’t lose my tem-
per any more, that's for sure. No-
body kids me about my hands
either. And for a while there I got
a check from the state every month.

Funny part though is about that
girl. Didn't kill her after all. And
when she heard what I did, she
didn’t even prefer charges. Scared,
I guess.

Sure, Ma was right.

Pencil, mister?

=
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To wile away the long boring howrs of evening the
big men thought of this ingenious game of chance,

THE
MURDER
POOL

BY
ROBERT STEPHENS

peEsr you're in the pool tonight,”

Newell said.

“That’s right.” Jim Crane drank
a swallow of brandy. He did not
miss his partner’s quick look at the
brandy glass. Hopeful perhaps.
Cranc had always been a heavy
drinker; it would be nice for Newell
if he slipped over the line into
alcoholism.

“I've ncver been in the pool,”
Newell said. “Can’t risk that kind
of money. Besides, it would bother




me. You know—betting on death—
on murder.”

Ctane smiled. Newell was prob-
ably lying. He'd bet all right. On
a surc thing. Cranc deliberately
drank the rest of his brandy, watch-
ing Newcll. Once again the quick,
intcrested glance.

“Don’t worry Don,” Crane said.
“I can handle this stutf. I was hav-
ing hangovers when I was scven.
Big ones.”

“Must have been a rough child-
hood,” Necwell said. He waited.
Crane knew his partner was en-
couraging him to go on. Newcll
wanted to know evervthing about
cveryone. Knowledge was power.
Crane grinned. He felt the brandy.
It had a warmth, a kind of singing
lift that whiskey couldn't furnish.
Studying Newell, Crane knew he
had used him long enough. It was
time to get rid of him. Even now
he might have suspected about his
wife. Eloise Newell and Crane saw
a lot of each other these days.

“About your childhood,” Newcll
said. “You never mentioned it.”

Crane began to tell him about it.
He was proud of the way he had
come up from the bottom, with the
odds a million to one against him.
And now, [rom the window of the
most cxclusive club in the city he
could see the old neighborhood,
Fifth and Main, skid row, Wino
Boulevard. Crine remembered the
years with the old man, years in
dingy hotel rooms with the con-
stant bottle of winc. mostly mus-
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catel or sherry unless there was
enough money for brandy. Crane
had spent his time after school
hunting along the street and in the
bars, looking for his father and
hoping there would be cnough
money for some food. Finally,
when he was cleven, he left. He
remembered the old man passed
out, lying face down on the bed in
the chcap hotel room. It was vivid
cven now as he told about it. There
was a big fly circling over a wine
bottle on the floor. Jim Crane had
looked at his father for a while
and then made his choice. He
walked out of the room and never
saw his father ugain.

Newell nodded. “And now you're
a sclf made man. With money
cnough to bet tbe pool. By the
way—" He gestured toward the
bar. “The action has started.”

Crane turned and saw that Slade
the bartender had put two empty
wine glasses on the special shelf.
Two down—one to go. Crane fclt
a sudden surge of excitement
which he controlled carcfully.

“I've got 3, 4, and 5,” Cranc said.
“Twenty thousand.” He heard Don
Newell's sharp intke of breath.
“Let's have a drink, Don.”

The pool itself was simple and
expcensive. Somebody had got the
ideca from the box in the lower
corner of one of the metropolitan
papers. The box was a crime tally
for each twenty four hour period.
It listed the number of rapes, armed
robberics, burglaries and nmwrders.
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The pool was set up for murders
and Slade the bartender ran it. He
had a deal with two police beat
reporters who phoned in the mur-
ders as soon as they werc reperted.
Each murder was marked by a
wine glass on the special shelf.

At the bar Newell had a tall
drink and Crane ordered another
brandy.

“I'd think you'd watch that stuff,
Jim,” Newell said. “With your
childhood anything could happen.
Leok, do you ever get drunk and
black out? With no recall?”

“None of your damned business,
Don,” Crane said evenly. Instantly
he regretted it. He shouldn’t have
let Newell get to him; above all
he shouldn’t have showed it. Now
Newell had his answer. Crane did
draw blanks once in a while.

Slade’s phone behind the bar
rang once, discreet and muted. Be-
hind him Crane could feel the ten-
sion of the other club members.
There was a stillness, a waiting,
Slade listened, saying nothing.
After a minute he hung up. More
men moved to the bar, all watching
Slade, waiting fer him to pick up
a wine glass, polish it carefully.
Slade smiled, motionless, prolong-
ing the tension.

“Gentlemen,” he said finally.
“There’s no score there, but it's one
to watch. Oh yes, it's one to watch
all right. The victim is not expected
to live. Multiple stab wounds. Back
and chest. Severe internal hemor-
rhage.”
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“Jesus,” Newell said. “If he dies
before midnight you're in the scor-
ing bracket. Four hours to go.
You're a winner, Jim.”

“A winner.” The man one stoel
away was looking at Crane. “That
poel is a goddamned horrible
thing. T played the peol for a while
. .7 Crane recognized him, an in-
vestment broker. He was drunk.
Newecll watched with his look of
predatery interest.

“l can tell you about it,” the
broker went on, “because you
couldn’t prove anything cven if you
wanted to. I was playing with my
firm’s money. But I won.”

“Go on,” Newell said. “Wha
happened?”

“I was sitting outside a hospital
where a man was dying. He’d been
shot and he was fighting to live.
But I was sitting in my car willing
him to die.” The broker took a
gulp of his drink. “He died at
11:57. Maybe he would have lived
if T hadn’t been there, concentrat-
ing, even praying.” He got up
abruptly and left the bar.

Newell stared into his drink.
“You might be doing that, Jim,
Willing that man to die. The one
with the stab wounds.”

“I might.” Crane smiled. “But I
don’t believe in thought waves.”

“I de,” Don Newell said.
“They’ve done some work on it
It's possible. A person could com-
mit a murder—"

Crane banged his glass down im-
patiently. “T'll tell you the way it
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is. So you kill somebody by willing
them to die. Or yeu use a gun or
a knife. This is a jungle. We're all
trying to hack each other to picces.
Everybody knows it. But most
people are scared. They want to be
taken care of. So they don’t admit
i's all one big bloody jungle.”

“You fecl that way because of
your childhood,” Newell suid. He
finished his drink. “Jim, you're a
first class bastard.” He got up and
walked away from the bar.

Crane had another brandy. It
fclt good, the surging warmth in
his body, the feeling of sudden
clarity in his mind. He had a feel-
ing of certainty, that this was his
night, that he would win. It was
like seducing a woman and know-
ing that no matter what happened
you would succeed this night. He
thought of Eloise Newell. He had
had that same fecling of certainty,
a certainty that she would sleep
with him that night and she had.

“Damn you,” she said. And then
she was taking off her clothes.
Eloise had not thought about mar-
riage vows or moral principles; she
had thought only about her own
nced. The jungle was still the
jungle.

The phonc rang again. Slade lis-
tened, then made his announce-
ment.

“He’s still alive. There was a
surgeon in town, a chest specialist.
An interne called him, and he’s
operating right now.”

Crane signalled for another drink
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and Slade came to rcfill his glass.

“Who is this guy?” Crane asked.
“How come he rates a specialist?
He must be big.”

“No.” Slade poured, generously.
“A bum, a wino. Maybe this sur-
geon just needed a little practice.”
Incongrously Slade smiled.

“Yes.” Crane drank. “Why
shouldn't he get in some practice.
A wino is dead already. They’re
zombies. Winos don’t count.”

He thought suddenly of his
father. It could be his father in
there, with the surgeon going into
his chest. But no. The old man
would be dead by now. His liver
was failing and he’d had two bouts
with pneumonia, and that had been
years ago.

Crane left the bar and walked the
length of the main lounge to the
big window. A light rain had
started to full, like a thin wool
blanket over the lights of the city.
Below in the distance he could see
the neon lights of Third and Main,
the jungle. Even in the rain the
drunks would still be on the street,
gray and shapeless in old over-
coats, some just in shirt sleeves.
They would be drifting along the
street, constantly moving, going no-
where. They would be asleep in
doorways or huddled in an alley in
a circle, passing the bottle like
celcbrants of some strange ritual.
And at eleven the roundup would
start. The police van would nose
down main, spotting the drunks in
the doorways. They had tough boys
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on those wagons. They’d pick them

up, a goon on each side and throw
them into the van. He’'d seen the
old man thrown in one night. They
threw him so hard his head struck
the front panel. They were big,
the wagon cops. What they did
would sicken an ordinary person.
But why be soft hearted about a
wino. A wino is nothing, living in
his drugged gray world, feeling
nothing, seeing nothing . . .

At ten o'clock there were still
only two glasses on the special
shelf. The stab victim at the re-
ceiving hospital was still alive. The
surgery was over and the patient
lay in the recovery room. Crane sat
at the bar, drinking.

“He’s still one to watch, gentle-
men,” Slade said cheerfully. “Of
course they may save him~—modern
medicine can work miracles.”

“Save him for what?” Crane
asked. Slade filled his glass and
shrugged apologetically. They prob-
ably would save him, Crane felt.
For the bottle of muscatel and the
roundup, for the rescue mission
beans and slow death.

Crane straightened suddenly as
the idea came to him. It came as a
visual image, detailed and clear. He
saw himself at Second and Main,
drifting with the faceless gray
crowd. He wore old clothes, and
under his coat he held a knife. He
rose suddenly. Slade looked at him
and smiled, a smile of strange un-
derstanding. It was as though Slade
knew what Crane was going te do.
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In his apartment Crane changed
quickly into his hunting clothes,
and as an after thought he put on
tennis shoes. He had a drink from
a bottle of cognac on the kitchen
shelf and then he opened the knife
drawer. The butcher knife was a
mass produced job, impossible to
trace. Crane held it in the light for
a long time, studying the blade. He
poured a glass of cognac and
took it to the front room. When
he finally stood up his legs felt
strangely light. There was a numb
dream-like quality to his move-
ments. He noted the time. Ten
thirty. An hour and a half before
the pool would end. Half an hour
till the 11 o’clock roundup.

Crane put on his jacket and went
outside. He drove through deserted
streets and parked near Second and
Main. It had been years, but things
were the same here. At the Mid-
night Mission the bums stood in the
rain in a straggling line, waiting
for the beans and the prayers. And
they were checking them out for
bunks. Through the bluish frosted
glass of the windew Crane could
see the louse light swinging up and
down. No bunk if you were lousy.

In a doorway a figure lay face
down, an empty bottle beside him.
Meat for the 11 o’clock roundup. A
big gaunt man staggered past, talk-
ing to himself. Crane paused. The
one in the doorway. He moved
close to the building and slipped
the butcher knife from his pocket.
A headache started at the back of
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his skull, sudden and blinding. He
slipped the knife under his coat as
a drunk passed, eycing the empty
bottle lying beside the man in the
doorway.

Crane knelt in the doorway and
reached under the man. He brought
the knife up sharply, under the rib
cage into the heart. There was no
sound beyvond a faint sigh. Crane
stubbed twice more and left the
knife protruding from the back.
He stood up and walked down the
street in the rain. The roundup
would get the body at 11. They
would notice the knife and radio
homicide. There would be three
glasses on Slade’s shelf back at the
club. The headache was worse now,
kke an iron cap over his head. He
was not conscious of driving home.
In the apartment he changed and
took a cab back to the club.

Cranc was at the bar at cleven
thirty when the phone rang. There
were four people now, watching,
waiting. They were silent as Slade
answered the phone.

“Yes,”” Slade said, his voice
neutral. “Thank you” He hung
up. “The stab victiot died,” he said
softly. “Post opcrative shock.”

It ook Crane a few seconds to
realize it. He would have won
without knifing the wino in the
doorway. He drank some brandy
and the headache began to fade,
leaving him mind numb. It was
hard to formulatc a thouglt, as
though his mind were shrouded in
folds of cotion.

TIIE MURDER POOL

So the wino was dead. It didn't
matter. He’d been dead alrcady.
Crane had a sudden menual pic-
ture of his father that day in the
hotel room, face down across the
bed. The image of his father
blended into the image of the
shapcless figure in the doorway . ..

The phone rang again at quarter
to twelve. Slade’s voice was gentle,
apologetic as he made the an-
nouncement. An unemployed air-
craft worker had wiped out his
family with an Army .45 bcfore
killing himself.

“You can never tell, gentlemen,”
Slade said. “It’s like the horse races
—Now I myself would have handi-
capped it for a score of three, per-
haps four. Your big scorcs usually
come in the summer months. And
yet tonight we have six.”

Seven Crane thought. Seven by
this time they should have found
the one in the doorway. But it
didn't matter. He slept at the club
that night, a restless, dream-laden
sleep. In the morning he had
trouble waking, and there were
echoes in his head.

At his office it took him scveral
seconds to answer his sccrctary
when she spoke. After she had
gone, looking back at him over her
shoulder, Crane went out for a
drink. After the first brandy he
could think with a measure of
clarity. He phoned a detcctive
agency he had used before. “I want
the name of a mun who died last
night at receiving hospital of stab
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wounds. I also want the name of a
man who was stabbed last night in
a doorway near Second and Main.
As soon as possible.”

Crane smoked a cigarette. He
could think now, and he knew
what the trouble was. It was un-
reasonable he knew, but the fear
was there. Jim Crane was afraid he
had killed his father. It was impos-
sible of course. His father ceuld
hardly be alive, after the years.

Crane drank brandy and after
two hours phoned the agency. The
man in the hospital had been
named Clark. No other stab victim
had been reported. Crane sat in the
booth with the receiver in his hand.
Why hadn’t they reported the body
in the doorway? It was a murder.
The knife was still in the man.
There was something very wrong.
Crane felt the dimness closing in
on his mind again. He thought of
getting some kind of treatment. He
was an intelligent man. He could
go to a doctor. They had psychia-
trists who could -treat this sort of
thing. But then—he could hardly
go to a doctor and confess that he'd
murdered a man. “I've killed a man
and I have this delusion it’s my
father.” Crane sheok his head. For
a moment it occurred to him that
he might not have killed anyone at
all. He might just have dreamed
it. But of course that was impos-
sible. He remembered it all too
clearly.

Suddenly the answer came to
him with great clarity. He felt a

30

gladness, 2 warm happiness that
he had not felt since he was a child.
The answer was simple. He would
have to find his father.

The wino's were lined up at the
Blood Center. You could get four
bucks for donating a pint of
blood. Crane smiled. Dad might be
in the center. Four dollars could
buy a pretty good drunk. He went
inside and stood, scarching the
faces, smiling to himself. If the old
man wasn't here he'd be at the
Mission in a bar. Crane knew he
could find him.

He did not hear the attendant
speak to him. He felt a hand grasp
his shoulder and turned slowly, still
smiling.

“You've had too much buddy.
Take a couple of laps around the
block and come back.”

Crane smiled and explained about
how he was looking for his dad.
Then he went out on to the street.
He began to walk slowly, search-
ing each face that passed. He
thought about the room in the big
hotel on the corner. Sometimes dad
would be sober and the two of
them would sit around and read
and talk together and everything
would be all right. Crane smiled.
He had forgotten Don Newell,
Slade, the business. Only one thing
mattered and that was to find his
father and then, he knew, every-
thing would be all right. He turned
in at a bar and felt in his pocket
for a coin. He ordered a glass of
wine, muscatel.
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Caught
in

the

Act

BY
NIEL
FRANKLIN

HE sensation terrified her. She
lay on her left side and the dead
weight of her paralyzed body
seemed crowded by some unseen
force that pressed her against che
tloor.
A slight tingling sensation in her
right hand telegraphed through the
deadness of her body and added

Tthe old dame lay on the floor, paralyzed and dying. It
was a good thing cause this way she'd never yell cop.

31



its message to the screaming ac-
tivity that filled her mind.

The brain screamed, “Help, for
God's sake, someone help me, please
. . . please.” The words buffeted
futilely against the jammed mecha-
nism of speech and her mouth was
silent. The only voluntary muscles
unaffected by the paralysis were
those controlling her vision. Her
pleading eyes roamed the familiar
interior of the small house, search-
ing for some clue of help or rescue.

“What’s wrong with me?” The
question pounded her mind. This
had been no different than any
other day for Mary Barnes.
Widowed for the past three years
she had been adequately provided
for by insurance. She lived a simple,
but full life in a small urban cot-
tage. She had abounding energy
for a woman in the mid-fifties. An
accomplished caterer, she delighted
in baking pastries, and basked in
the glory of praise from her friends
and neighbors as they sampled her
creations.

She shifted her gaze to the clock
on the mantel and saw that it was
3:45. Two hours she had lain there.
She wondered if possibly this was
death, but discounted it because of
the movement of her eyes and the
tingling in her hand. “What hap-
pened to me?” She searched her
mind but could think of nothing
unusual that had happened to have
caused] the paralysis.

The first indications came shortly
after she had pushed open the win-
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dow above the kitchen sink and
gossiped with Betty, her nearest
neighbor. A small lawn separated
the two houscs and they frequently
talked in this window to window
manner. They had chatted for a
few minutes and then returned to
their work. Mary stood near the
sink, evaluating thc crust of an
apple pie, when the fecling of
numbmess started taking over her
body.

T he sensation produced a feeling
of terror and she immediately
thought of phoning the docter. She
turncd, her legs felt like dead logs
and she dragged them by shifting
the weight on her hips. She reached
the doorway to the living room and
then, as she reached to steady her-
self, found that her arms would
not respond. She collapsed and the
paralysis quickly took over her en-
tire body.

She lay on the {loor, her left eyve
less than an inch above the pelished
hardwood surface. A thousand con-
fused thoughts ran through her
mind. What was this thing that
had entered her body? Was she
dying . .. or dead? Is this the way
it feels to die? Her eyes sighted
down the long strips of wood that
interlaced to make the floor. The
room from this angle looked like
a huge auditorium with giant
pillars of the legs of the tuble and
chairs. There was dust under the
table and neuar the leg ol the far
chair. She would have to clean and
polish the floor when she got on
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her feet—if she ever got on her feet
again.

She tried to move her hand and
thought that it was moving, but
she couldn’t sec it and didn’t know
if it moved or not. The ticking of
the old fashioned mantel clock be-
came louder. The drip, drip, drip,
of the water faucct was sometimes
in unison with the clicking of the
mantel piece and then the two
would separate and cause an irratic
and irritating pattern. She fought
against listening to them but the
sounds grew louder and engulfed
her mind with their maddening
pattern.

Suddenly her eves shifted to the
clock. The mailman . . . he would
be by in a few minutes. He was
always there a few minutes on
either side of 4:00 o’clock. She
waited. The minutes were longer
now than they had been before.
Eleven torturous minutes passed
before she hcard the sound on the
front steps.

“Thank God,” she thought. “He
was here . . . but what good would
that dof” The thought jammed
into her mind. “He wouldn’t look
in the window, there was not
reason for him too. Look inside,
see me, help me!”

She tried to make a sound—a cry
for help, but no matter how hard
her brain and mind scrcamed out,
the block was there and there was
no sound.

The metallic click of the mailbox
flopping closed was an overture to
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the steps scuflling down the three
wooden stairs. Her eyes whelmed
and tears collected and dropped on
the floor. Her helplessness kindled
a new spark of terror and she tried
to bite her lip to keep from crying,
but the facial muscles remained
rigid and she felt more helpless
than before.

Suddenly she hcard her name
called and recognized Betty’s voice.
Her eyes signaled a sense of relief.
Betty would help her. The voice
called again and she hecard the
sound of the window across the
way being shut.

A minute later there was a knock
on the back door. She prayed that
Betty would come in. The knock
sounded again—and then the voice
of another neighbor was in the air.

“Betty, I haven’t seen her around
there for several hours, I don't
think she’s home.”

“Thanks Marg,” Betty’s voice
sounded so near. “It was nothing
important.” Footsteps scufled down
the steps. Mary tried to call out,
but instead of the sound of her own
voice she heard Betty's footsteps
disappear in the direction of the
other voice,

“Nothing important,” Mary
thought. “Why wasn’t it impor-
tant? Why didn’t she open the
door? Come back, Betty. Find me,
and help me.” She looked at the
clock again and saw it was 4:28.
“How long can I stay herc like this
before the numbness takes over the
rest of me? T'll die—but if I have
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to die, make it soon. I'll go mad
lying here, not knowing if I'm
alive or dead. My body feels like
a log, I wonder if a log feels this?

. seeing, hearing, absorbing
sounds and sights like a sponge
but not able to move, no one to
help or find me, how long will I
lay here? ... when will they find
the body of Mary Barnes? . . .
Pleasc—somecone help me, or else
let death take me away from this
half-way place of living and not
living.”

Her mind ached with the pound-
ing of innumerable thoughts that
interwove themselves into a fabric
of despair and hopelessness, and
the blanket covered her mind and
she fell into a deep sleep.

Her mind, once again free to
make things as they should be,
created visions of Mary running at
full speed along the sandy beach
of a placid lake. Her legs stretched
wide in giant leaps of fantastic
distances and heights. She stopped
on the shore and happily picked
up small pebbles and threw them
into the still water. Her cnergy
boundless, she went toward a large
boulder and with supernatural
strength lifted it without effort and
tossed it far, far away.

It plunged into the water near the
center of the lake. The loud and
spectacular splash made her cry
out with joy—but there was no
sournd, and the absence of it
awakened her. Her eyes flicked
open as she heard the last sounds
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of glass tinkling. It sounded like a
window in the basement had been
broken!

She listened intently, waiting for
more sounds. Her car, pressed to
the floor, detected thc unmistak-
able scraping of stealthy footsteps
on the basement stairs. The click of
the door lock was distinct as the
knob was turned. The hinge
creaked slightly as the door slowly
opened. Darkness had closed in
during her sleep and her eyes
couldn’t penetrate the blackness.

Suddenly the beam of a flash-
light sliced through the dark room.
It played on the floor and then on
the walls and the tops of the tables.
Behind the source of the light a
dim and hazy reflected luminosity
outlined the face and upper torso
of a young boy.

She tried to make some utterance
but no sound came. Frantically she
tried to move the hand that had
the tingling in it but it was no use.
She watched the circle of light as
it played about the room like a
huge butterfly, moving, and then
settling on varions objects, bathing
each in its own yellow light.

The glcam of a silver metal
caught its attention. The source
of the light moved closer to the
metal. A hand invaded the yellow
circle and closed over Mary’s new
watch. Then the light worked in
her direction and her heart raced
madly as it neared the doorway
where she lay. Closer and closer it
came, like a timid butterfly making
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passcs  at an in\‘ltlng flover. It
swooped in a long arc and passed
over the place where she knew her
legs lay. It retraced the arc and
stcadied on the legs, and then
moved up her body and f{inally
stopped as it found her fuce.

A sweeping fecling of rclicf
eased her mind and she stared into
the light, her cyes pleading and
thankful for the help that was here
now. She tried again to speak but
knew that what she wanted to say
had to be said with her cyes. As
she stared into the light the boy
stared back, as though hypnotized.

Abruptly, he shook himsclf loose
from the gaze. Terror filled his
eyes as he fully rcalized where he
was and what he had found. Five
steps brought him to wherc Mary
lay. He kneeled in {ront of her and
dropped the flashlight on the floor
in ouc motion. Fear was in his
eyes as he closcd his hand around
her wrist. She fclt warm! The light
from the flashlight illuminated her
facc brightly and the boy pushed
his face close to hers and looked
into her eyes.

“He wants a signal,” Mary
thought. “Somcthing to let him
know I'm alive.” She moved her
cyes rapidly back and forth.

The boy gasped decply, his cycs
widened and a startled expression
slammed  across  his  face. He
wheeled around, kicking the flash-
light under the davenport in his
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haste. He started running in a half
crouching position and by thc time
he reached the door he stood up-
right and clawed savagely at the
lock. Mary heard him leap off the
porch and land on the sidewalk,
and then the pounding of his run-
ning fect drifted away in the
distance.

Tecars ran down Mary’s face and
formed a small pool on the floor
below. Her prayers had been an-
swered. At last she had been found

. and help was on its way. Her
mind relaxed and she fcll into the
merciful cloak of a deep sleep,
knowing that she was going to be
all right.

The next morning a young boy
with seventh grade books under
his arm, walked past the small cot-
tage. The men dressed in white
carried out the stretcher and slid
it into the open door of the am-
bulance. The form of a body
showed itself undcr the clcan white
sheet and the boy knew that the
woman was dead.

A block away he whistled and a
smile crossed his face as he felt
the cool mectal in his pocket. He
would give the watch to Diane on
her eleventh birthday. The old
dame had croaked and couldn't yell
cop.

He had been scared last night, but
it was onc of thosc one in a million
things. Tonight would be better

. the little house on Eight
St would be real casy.
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POOR SHERM

Three things marked the turning points in Sherm'’s
life: beawriful women, burnt liver, and murder.
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4 BY
\{RUTH CHESSMAN

wo aurpers were done by two

different murderers. The killers
never met, and although one was
never to receive man’s punishment
for his crime—a higher power took
carc of it with swifter justice—the
one who lived carried both men’s
burden.

The first murder happened in
Custer, Massachusetts, when Sher-
man Wyatt was twenty-twa.
Shermen. Nobody ever called him
Sherm, and that about says it. He
wasn't a man you could get close
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to, altheugh there was nothing
repulsive about him. On the con-
trary! He was a handsome young
man, American style from his six
feet of height to the rest of him,
finc blue cyes and brown hair with



a slight wave. Men liked him, yet
he had no closc friends. Naturally
many a girl had done her best but
no girl ever had a prayer, not with
his sister Sarah for a rival

“We are very close,” she'd say
fondly. “Particulatly since David
dicd.”

David Kenyon had taken a pretty
desperate way out of being Sarah’s
husbund by dying of pncumonia
when his orphaned little brother-
inlaw was eight. He wouldn't
have made much difference to Sher-
man dead or alive, though, since
Sarah kept telling her husband,
“You are too busy with your
work to give time to Sherman.”
And she had often added, “After
all, he is not your responsibility.”

Thus David Kenyon did not act
the father to little Sherman, much
as he might have wanted to. Sarah,
on the other hand, spent most of
her time being a mother to the
little brother who had been born
so uncxpectedly when she was
twenty-five. After David dicd, leav-
ing friendly memories and insur-
ance, not to mecntion the income
she already had from her parents,
Sarah often remarked on how
providential it was that she and
David had had no children. Now
she could devote hersclf single-
mindedly to Sherman.

When Sherman graduated from
Custer High he was pretty sct on
geing ahcad with the art that had
begun to give him real pleasure,
but Sarah jollied him out of it
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so skillfully that he didn’t fecl the
pain at all. In fact, he thoughe it
was all his idea when hec turned
what Sarah called sensible. Quite
contentedlly he registered at a uni-
versity of Sarah’s choice—within
commuting distance, naturally, so
he could continue to live at home.
The September after he graduated
he cntered the law school at the
samce university.

“Nauurally,” as Sarah put it. Not
only had David been a lawyer,
but their own father too.

They were rcally a comfortable
family, just the two of them. They
had a pleasant little ranch-type
house in a sctting that had re-
mained  half-country  simply  be-
cause the development had not
caught on. Every year or so a few
lots sold, a few houses went up;
but the progress was so slow that
each street still ended abruptly in
fields, streams or weods. Even this
environment fitted into the un-
changing pattern they lived by.
Sherman knew exactly what to ex-
pect next, because Sarah always told
him, and Sarah was always right.

And yet for a little space out of
eternity one Indian summer after-
noon in October it scemed as if
an exciting new kind of life were
just about to begin. This was on
such a day as makes poets sing and
artists drcam. And Sherman was
still an artist, because that part of
a man never dies no matter how
dcliberately it is starved by indif-
ference, nor made invisible by a
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pretense that it does not exist.

This special afternoon Sarah was
absent when he came home, al-
though ordinarily she was there to
give him her motherly welcome
when he returned from classes. He
began to idle through the house,
nudged gently by a drive so long
hidden he’d forgotten it was there.
Without conscious plan he reached
up to his closct shelf, in back of the
hat box, and took out his sketch
pad and charcoals. There was no
secret about them—Sarah left them
there each time she cleaned the
closet. She seemed to know—who
better 7—that they were no threat
to her plans for her brother. And
yet today something in him stirred
and reached out.

He left the house by the back
door, and as if he had an assigna-
tion with destiny he walked beyond
the limits of the faultless lawn to
the pine woods which backed along
the whole area.

There was a little clearing fifty
feet from the edge. As a boy he'd
come here a lot, but it was a long
time since his last visit. He had a
moment of panic at the idea that it
might be overgrown, but then with-
out warning he was on his own
private carpet of pine needles. 1
should come here more often, he
thought as a kind of rapture took
hold of him. But Sarah hadn’t even
liked his visits here when he was a
kid, how would she feel now? He
made a quick deal with his con-
science. Not too often, just once
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in a while, he promised himself.

He opened his box of charcoals
and began to work. The straight
tall trees rimmed about with
scrubby bushes, the rare shaft of
sunlight, the brightness here where
he sat, the shadow there—and in
the shadow, with only a scant
motion of the leaves, a girl stood
framed in the green. They froze
for a moment, staring at each other,
and then the girl said gaily, “Hi!”

He didn’t know how to handle
the unexpected, and fell back on a
chilly, “Good afternoon.”

After a quick look around she
stepped full into the clearing. “My
folks are back there, looking to buy
land,” she said. She spotted the
sketchpad he had dropped behind
him, and picked it up before he
could stop her.

He wanted to snatch it back, but
his wants had been kept under such
exquisite control for so long that he
hardly knew he had them. He did
nothing except watch her with pre-
tended boredom. She was a flashy
girl, eighteen or so, her black hair
worn in a pony tail, and with black
eyes sparkling under black brows.
She wore a low-cut peasant blouse
and a wild-colored cotton skirt. Her
jewelry was wild too—bright green
loops dangled from her ears, and a
necklace and bracelet of the same
heavy-looking plastic ornamented
the young throat and slim wrist,
She shone against the dark trees
like a tropical bird.

“Hey, this is goed!"” she said,
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holding the skctch away [rom her
as if to appreciate it more properly.
“Very good.”

He hardly breathed. Nobody ex-
cept his high-school art teacher had
ever praised his drawings. This
girl’s spontaneous opinion, how-
ever valueless her taste might be,
was Intoxicating.

“I'd like to do you, in colors,”
he said gratefully. “I'd call it Bird.”

“Nobody ever said anything like
that to me!” she said. Their cyes
met. The moment, the vibrant girl,
the repressed young man, all met
and matched. They were locked in
a first closc cmbrace when Sarah’s
voice, calling his name, reached
them. They moved apart quickly,
but all the magic wasn’t over. Even
an almost instinctive obedience
could not make him go the whole
way and answer Sarah.

Did Sarah remember the clear-
ing? Apparently not—shc had stop-
ped calling. After a full minute
thev turned to one another slowly—
and at that moment his sister
stepped into the clearing, dominat-
ing it from the second she sct foot
in it just as she had to dominate
everything. She was tall, and wore
her brown hair in a bruid coronet.
At this moment she seemed maj-
estic to him, frighteningly so. He
stole an apprchensive look at the
girl who, to his amazement,
scemed ready to laugh.

“So this is where I find you
Sarah said. “A cheap rendezvous
with a cheap girl.”

l”
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“Saruh—please!” Sherman  said,
but his throat was so constricted the
words sounded shrill. He glanced
apologctically at the girl, whose ex-
pression had changed abruptly.
Now she looked puzzled.

“I worried about you not being
in the house,” his sister procceded
accusingly. “But you—you couldn’t
even wait until I got home from
marketing. All you cared about was
hiding off here with some—some
-

Sherman knew the girl was wait-
ing for him to defend her. But that
would mcan defiance of Sarah. Al-
though he was incapable of any
lucidity on the subject, so that he
could not cven guess how he ar-
rived at his conclusion, he knew
irrcvocably that defiance was im-
possible. Neither he nor his brother-
in-law—nor anybody else, to his
knowledge—had cver defied Sarah.
Likc many another before him who
has said, “I have no choice,” the real
fact was simply that the cxistence
of choice was somcthing he had
never drecamed of. The stillness be-
gan to thunder in his cars, and
worsc cven than that was the mo-
tonless girl at his side, waiting,
waiting.

Then she was waiting no longer.
She walked to the edge of the
clecaring. the spot where she'd first
materialized like a brilliant ap-
parition, over her shoulder she
called, “Goodbye, Sherman,” and
mockingly, “Poor Sherman!”

“Well, that's the last of her!”
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Sarah said—prophetically, because
he never saw the girl again, nor
learned her name. On those rare,
rare occasions when she came to
mind he thought of her as Bird. A
dream of Indian summer — and
finis. “Come on, Sherman,” Sarah
added.

Sherman said mildly, “I'll be
along in a minute.”

Having won the war Sarah quitc
generously conceded this battle, and
departed. Unul she left he had no
feelings beyond a vague discom-
fort, but the instant he was alone he
was seized by a rage, a fury so pas-
sionate he couldn’t be still. This
was happening to him, who had
never even known anger beforel
He caught sight of the sketch pad
and snatched it up, only to rip it
to shreds. He broke off a thick
branch over his head, as easily as
if it were a matchstick, and began
to flail the trees with it until it too
lay in shreds. For at least fifteen
minutes he was a man possessed.

He had never in his memory re-
sented Sarah, not even when he
was a small child, yet even at his
wildest he knew this must be an
accumulation, that this pointless,
objectless fury was the eruption of
a volcano that had been boiling
underneath for a lifetime. When
the frenzy passed, quite as sud-
denly as it came, he dropped ex-
hausted to the bed of pine needles
and fell fast asleep at once.

It was full moonless night when
he opened his eyes and started up,
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waiting to hear again whatever it
was that had awakened him. It
came to him again, a man'’s voice
calling, “Sherman Wyatt?”

Another masculine voice said, “I
told you he wouldn’t be here. What
would he be doing here?”

He called to them, and went to
meet them guided by the beams
from their flashlights.

“Police,” one of them explained.

“Bad news, fella,” the other said,
as if he were trying to be kind—
but there’s no way to break the
news gently, to tell a man kindly
that his sister has been strangled.

“Lucky she was frying something
at the time—liver it was,” one of
the men went on. “It began to
smoke, see, and that Mrs. Innes
next door thought it was a fire and
ran over. She was the one.found
her.”

Almost before the impact of the
murder reached him, Sherman had
a shocking idea. He had always de-
tested liver, which Sarah insisted
he cat once a week because it was
so full of—what ever it was full of,
he’d forgotten. A shocking, treach-
erous thought: I'm glad the liver
durned!

He cleared the enormity out of
his mind at once. Now came a new
horror: It wouldn’t have huppened
if I'd just come back with her when
she asked me to! For a moment he
flagellated himself with guilty re-
grets. And then suddenly that idea
too was gone, and he couldn’t re-
member what had been troubling
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him. It had all come and gone
while the police told him the whole
story.

“Poor Sarah — murdered —” he
said slowly, the words thickening
up on him so that the two experi-
enced officers got one on each side
of him just as he folded.

It took an hour of so before Sher-
man was able to go through her
things. Sarah had had very little
jewelry, having been a woman who
avoided such fripperies. All he
could say was missing for sure were
her diamond earrings, a gift from
poor David Kenyon on their first
wedding anniversary—a frivolous
gesture David had apparently never
felt an inclination to repeat.

Mrs. Innes had seen a disrep-
utable looking man at the back
deor just about the time of the
murder, but beyond that she knew
nothing. When the earrings turned
up in a pawnshop the next morn-
ing, a description of the Jeremiah
Smyth who pawned them sounded
cnough like Mrs. Innes’s disrepu-
table-looking man to give them
something to work on.

Even so they never caught up
with the murderer because he, roar-
ing drunk on the proceeds of the
earrings, put himself completely
out of their jurisdiction by walking
across the wrong tracks at the
wrong time. @ne derelict, executed
by a train. He was never connected
with Sarah Kenyon, and the case
was accordingly never closed until
one day when an extraordinary so-
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lution was handed to them on a
platter.

Sherman, with a robustness of
character rather surprising in so
sheltered a young man, bore up
well. He continued to live at home
and went on with his law studies.
This had all been planned for him
by Sarah, so it required no inde-
pendent thought. The income left
by their parents now devolved upon
him, and it was as if Sarah were
still with him, paying his way,
directing him.

It wasn't untl he passed the bar
four years later that he felt panic,
but when it came it was complete.
Fer days after getting the news that
he was a fullfledged lawyer, he
barely stirred. He felt as if he'd
been pushed to the edge of a preci-
pice. Below lay the black abyss of
his uncharted future. Sarah had
never gone beyond saying he was
to be a lawyer. Had she meant him
to set up for himself? Or was he to
go into a large firm as one of its
bright young men? Corporation
law? Criminal law? He was close
to collapse from the indecision
when he received an impersonal
little note from the family lawyer.
It was a routine matter—he was to
come in at his convenience any
morning regarding a transfer of
stock which Mr. Matthews wanted
to discuss with him.

It was the first time in almost
two weeks that he'd left the house,
and he was grateful for the sum-
mons. Once more he was being told
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what to do, even on so trivial a
matter. It was as if he’d been led
to a temporary rock to cling to.

Mr. Matthews was not in at the
moment, would he mind waiting?
He was only oo glad to prolong
the incident, because at the end of
it he could see only the same ter-
rifying nothingness. It was very
comfortable to chat with Mr. Mat-
thews’ secretary, Ellen DPagett,
whom he'd come to know over
the years, although until today he
had never really looked at her.

Now, however, he found to his
surprise that she was in some vague
way a great deal like Sarah. Ac-
tually, although Ellen was six years
older than Sherman, she did not at
all look like his sister, being a trim
litle blond with cold grey eyes.
However, basically he was right. In
other more important ways she was
so exactly like Sarah that he began
to fecl at ease for the first time in
years.

For instance at noon Ellen said,
“I'm sure Mr. Matthews will be in
at any minute, so don’t give up
hope. He has to be back so I can
go out to eat. Then if you like I'll
show you a good place so you can
have lunch.”

Sherman thought it a perfect
idea, since it was presented ready
made. When Mr. Matthews re-
turned as Ellen had predicted, Sher-
man signed for the transfer and
went off lightheadedly with Ellen.
Naturally they had their lunch to-
gether. He told her something of his
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predicament regarding the future,
and Ellen looked wise and said,
“What a remarkable coincidence!
Mr. Matthews is looking for some-
one just like you, he’s so rushed.”

Sherman returned to the office
with her and waited outside while
she spoke to Mr. Matthews pri-
vately. He was not concerned about
the results. A woman had always
smoothed his way for him in the
past, why not now?

Ellen did get him the job and
Sherman, being really bright, did
well from the start. At work and
outside, Ellen was his constant
companion. At the end of a year
she suggested that he ask to have
an unused portion of the front
office partitioned off for his use.
Mr. Matthews thought it a scn-
sible idea. The privacy of an office
gave Sherman a feeling of impor-
tance, and his work got even better.
At the cnd of another year he was
appearing in court on his own oc-
casionally, and Ellen suggested that
he needed a sccretary. Mr. Mat-
thews quite agreed, so Ellen found
him Mrs. Murphy, a pleasant, mid-
dle-aged woman who knew her
business. Having thus made him
into a practicing lawyer with his
own ofhice and secretary, Ellen told
him it was time he began to think
of marriage.

“We can't go on like this for-
ever,” she pointed out.

As usual she was right, Sherman
agreed. It wasn’t very romantic, but
he was getting exactly what he
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wanted, an energetic woman who
could plan ahead and tell him what
his life was going to be like.

Ellen continued to work after
their simple wedding. She decided
his house was a luxury for the pres-
ent, so she leased it at an excellent
rental and he moved into her ade-
quate, if somewhat prim, furnished
apartment.

Every time Ellen revealed a new
side, it just proved her to be more
like Sarah. She even insisted they
have liver once a week because of
the valuable things it contained.
When he made one of his rare pro-
tests, she too could recite all liver’s
vitamins and so forth, as glibly as
Sarah.

“All right, all right,” he conceded
amiably, “T'll eat it, just don’t ask
me to memorize it.”

Less than a year after their mar-
riage Mr. Matthews made Sherman
a junior partner. Ellen decided the
time had come to quit work. Mrs.
Murphy took her place, for of
course Mr. Matthews must have
the more experienced secretary, and
a new one was hired for Sherman.

Now if Ellen had been there,
Harriet Baker would never have
been hired. Mrs. Murphy, good
soul, hardly noticed the girl's
beauty, being intent only on her
references, so one morning Sher-
man came into his office to find
Harriet demurely seated near his
desk.

She was a stunning redhead, a
real redhead with real green eyes,
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and her clear bright coloring
reached the artist in him. For a
moment he stood stock still, star-
ing. For a moment she stared back,
innocently expectant, because his
silence was such a speaking one.
But it was all perfectly smooth and
correct in a few minutes. Harriet
knew proper office decorum and
Sherman promptly accepted her as
just his secretary, in the convenient
way he had of sinking his feelings
into oblivion without even knowing
he was doing it.

From then on, though, he did a
great deal of cheerful whistling,
bought himself a couple of lively
ties, and looked forward with en-
thusiasm to each day’s work. He
also developed an exciting new ap-
proach to his work, an impetuous-
ness—it was the way a man might
act if he were freshly in love and
full of derring-do to impress his
lady. But if this were really the
case with Sherman, he would be the
last to know it.

Harriet was discreetly worship-
ful, but only to the exact degree the
perfect secretary ought to be. Mr.
Matthews, a pedestrian lawyer at
best, began to regard Sherman with
a mixture of awe and alarm—as if
he were an irradiated Clarence Dar-
row. To Sherman, whistling a love
song, the world looked sweet.

As if to fill his cup to running
over, one fine spring day Ellen an-
nounced that since their tenant’s
lease was up, she had decided it
was a good time for them to

43



move into the house themselves.

“It should take six months to
have the house renovated and
furnished enough for us to move
in. I know you'll be glad I sold the
old furniture to the tenants,” Ellen
said.

This was precisely the ordered
planning Sherman loved. The ten-
ants moved out, and Ellen began
picking cclor schemes. At one point
Sherman said, “How are you do-
ing with the house, Ellen? I'm
quite a hand with colors, you
know.”

“Are you, dear?” she asked ab-
sently.

He tricd again. “I mean—I'd like
to see what vou're doing—I may be
able to contribute some ideas.”

“Yes, dear,” she said. He felt like
a fool—an angry fool, for a minute
or so, but his anger passed soon
enough into the limbo of all his
other emotions, and it was as if it
had never been.

Ellen never came to the office
once she quit. “I don’t approve of
interfering wives,” she would say,
and he could have sworn he heard
Sarah in her voice.

Besides, she was much too busy to
take the time to visit his office. She
was at furniture houscs, drapery
houses, rug houses, all day long.

As she had predicted, in about
six months Ellen decided the time
had come to move into the house.
Sherman had not been back to it
since the tenants left, but he knew
it would now bhe perfcct because
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Ellen would scttle for nothing less.
When he left work he went to the
house that had been home to him
for most of his life, parked his car
where he always had, at the foot
of the little rise which the housc
topped. Sarah’s car used to have
priority for the garage, and sure
enough there was Ellen’s, already
snugly parked inside.

Sherman let himself in with the
key Ellen had efficiently handed
him as he left for work that morn-
ing. By habit he hung his jacket
in the front hall closet. The living
room had been papered in a white
brocaded pattern that looked like
silk, and the furniture sat on the
silver grey rug in an untouchable
state. He walked slowly to the
kitchen, where Ellen stood at the
stove, and they exchanged their
customary pecks. He complimented
her on the decor of the house, and
she replied, “Thank you, dcar.”

The room that had been his was
now to be the den, and had been
painted the latest green. He opened
the closet door and without know-
ing why reached far back on
the shelf. There were no sketch
pad and charcoals, of course, and
he laughed at himself for the im-
pulse. By a freak accident the shelf-
board caught in his shirt and came
down, ripping the sleeve and lay-
ing open a deep gash along the in-
side of his arm.

After the first burning tear there
was no pain and little blood, but
the wound itsclf was ugly and gap-
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g, with bits of green paint caught
in it. He had to be etherized while
the wound was cleaned and
stitched. In the morning he felt so
tired he decided to stay home.

“I'm going to court tomorrow,”
he told Ellen, “but fortunately I
hadn’t a thing on for today.”

Ellen frowned. “But the day be-
fore you go to court you always
work on your brief,” she said. She
spent a thoughtful moment. “I had
planned to see about the hangings
today. Kaufmans are expecting
some new fabrics—"

Sherman felt he could safely leave
the problem in Ellen’s hand, and
typically enough she worked it out
by calling Mrs. Murphy and asking
that either she or that new girl de-
liver the brief by cab.

Thus by a series of very ordinary
events came about a very extraor-
dinary situation. At ten o'clock on
a beautiful fall morning, Harriet
and he met on the front lawn
where he had gone when he heard
her cab. He took the folder from
her and dropped it on the mail
table in the front hall, saying, “It’s
too pleasant for either of us to
hurry back 10 work.

Harriet smiled devoted agree-
ment. They walked about, and he
pointed out the trees he had
watched his sister plant when he
was a child. “They grew up with
me,” he concluded sentimentally.

“What a wonderful place for a
boy to grow up!” Harriet ex-
claimed.
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He gave a reminiscent chuckle
and suddenly, for the first time
since—for the frst time in many
years he remembered the clearing.

“I even had a little hideout,” he
said, and by unspokn agreement
they walked to it, he pushing aside
the overgrown shrubs with his good
arm.

It hadn't changed. It was like
standing in a cathedral with the
morning sun just barely reaching
them.

“I wish I had my charcoals!” he
said, half to himself.

“Oh-1 knew it!” Harriet ex-
claimed. “You are so imaginative
in your work, you could have been
a great artist, I'm sure of it.”

As it had once overwhelmed him
before in this very spot, gratitude
shook him. “I used to think I'd
make it my life,” he said unevenly,
remembering it with a shock, with
regret, with—with feelings he kept
pushing back where they came
from.

“But it’s never too late,” Harriet
protested.

No, it wasn’t! He was still a
young man. He could make a new
life—and Harriet would have to
part of it, naturally. His one good
arm held her, and she met his kiss
yearningly. It was a pledge. The
ideas rushed at him in a riot. Di-
vorce—! Ellen wouldn't mind-!
Maternal, that's how she felt—! He
could tell the difference now-—!
Harriet—!

They didn’t say a word, yet he
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could sense they were in full agree-
ment. Even when they started back
out of the clearing it was done so
naturally, just as if they had actu-
ally said out loud, now is not the
time, this is not the place. He led
the way with confidence, and came
out onto the lawn just ahead of
Harriet.

Sauntering to meet him was
Ellen, who explained she had just
returned, and added, “I wondered
where you'd gone to.”

For a moment he forgot all about
Harrict, he was so astonished to
see how prim and old-maidish El-
len really was! He'd simply never
looked at her belore!

Harriet must have stepped out of
the trees just then, because Ellen’s
sharp eyes went past him, then
darted to his face again. He didn't
stir, but he knew why she was look-
ing at him like that. Neither he
nor Harriet had theught to remove
traces of her lipstick.

“So this is Miss Baker,” Ellen
said, with icy contempt. “So this is
how the days go at the office~"

She’s just like Sarah, Sherman
thought calmly, remembering Bird.
He cleared his throat. “You quite
misunderstand—" he began.

“I don't think so,” Ellen said
drily. She looked past him again at
Harriet. “You are discharged, Miss
Daker. Don't bother going back to
the office.”

There was no sound from Har-
riet. Sherman knew she was wait-
ing for him to defend her as once
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before another girl had waited. He
wanted to do it this time. He
wanted to take Harriet’s hand
firmly in his and stalk boldly by
Ellen. Or he wanted to shatter
Ellen with a word. Or-—but still, he
was a reasonable man, he told him-
self, cringing frem such aggressive
behavior. He could see how it must
look from Ellen’s point of view—
from anyone’s point of view, really.
He was a married man, he had no
right, the facts were all against him.
what could a guilty man do or say?

“Go into the house and phone for
a cab,” Ellen directed Harrict.
“Then wait on the sidewalk till it
comes. The office will send you the
fare.”

“I'd rather walk all day than
set foot in your house,” Harrict
choked, and ran by them. around
the house.

“Well, now,” Ellen said briskly,
“let’s go in. While I fix lunch you
can wash that girl’s lipstick off your
face.”

One-handedly Sherman washed
his face. He was too ashamed to
look in the mirror. He had acted
shabbily! He'd deserted Bird-no.
Harrict, he'd deserted her, there
were no words to describe how des-
picably he’d acted.

He listened bleakly to the sounds
Ellen made in the kitchen. The
faintly nauseating smell of frying
liver reached him. “You need extra
strength,” she had told him that
morning. “A nice piece of liver will
do it for you.”
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He went to the kitchen door and
stared inside. The liver smell was
stronger. A rage such as he had
known only once before took hold
of him. Terrified, he tried to control
it before it went too far, but in a
flash he was berserk and murder-
ous, and it was too late.

The liver was smoking and
charred by the time his rage ebbed,
by the time he took his hands from
her throat. The stitches on his arm
must have broken, because blood
began to show on his bandage. He
leaned weakly against the refrigera-
tor, then dropped heavily to his
knees beside Ellen.

She was quite dead. He’d known
that, of course. Even in his parox-
ysm he’d known that he wouldn’t

let go of her throat uatil he was
suwre she was dead.

When he could, he staggered to
his feet. He was reeling dizzily
when he reached the phone and
dialed the police.

“I want to report a murder,” he
said, and then groped through the
fog in his mind, seeking the words
he knew were there, finding them,
saying them, “I've just killed my
sister.”

It was an easy one for the police.
He was executed for killing Ellen,
of course, but they were able to
close the case on Sarah too. No-
body, least of all Sherman, ever
thought to question his confession,
to ask which part of it was his will,

and which his deed.
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Stanley came at me on all fours. His ﬁ

eyes were wild and crazy. A linle
river of spit ran dotvn his chin.
Friend

| > Stanley's

AR

BY
GUY
CROSBY

A warnNep me I'd get in trouble
_ hanging around with Stanley
Y Carstairs all the time and she was
sure right. It wasn't that I didn't
believe her, bccause most always
everything worked out like she said
it would, but there wasn’t nobody
clse for me to bum around with,

Stanley was about as old as me,
sixteen, and smart as anything. He
was a senior in high school. 1 don’t
go to school no more. After I spent
three years in the sixth grade, Ma
took me out. She said there weren’t
no use wasting the taxpayers money
when I didn’t have the head for
beok stuff.

It was kind of funny at that
Stanley being so small and smart
the fellows didn’t want nething v
do with him, and always laughing
when I was around because 1 was



so big and dumb. I guess you have
to stand in the middle some place
to fit in. Anyway, that was the
reason me and Stanley got to hang-
ing around with each other all the
time after school.

Stanley lived on the other side
of town with his grandma, his
folks having been killed in a car
wreck about five years ago. I'd go
over there and wait for him to get
eut of scheol and then we'd walk
out on onc of the back roads lead-
ing out of town. That's all wed
ever do. Just walk and Stanley
would talk a lot. About books and
all the things he was going to do
when he’d graduate. I'd listen real
close, he made it sound se good,
and think maybe something like
that would happen to me.

But most of the time he’d talk
about how dumb everybody was
and how he could outsmart any-
body in the whole town if only
he put his mind to it.

That's what started all the
trouble, I guess. He finally put his
mind to it. Maybe he never would
have if it hadn’t been fer Sally
Newman.

I could tell something was wrong
with Stanley that afterneon he
came home from school. Most times
we would horse around a little
wrestling and I'd pin him easy, and
he’d laugh and say I had all the
muscle and he had all the brains.
He'd say it was too bad our folks
hadn't got together but I don't see
what good that would have done.
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One time I told him that and he
laughed fit to bust. After that I'd
laugh along with him like I under-
stood what he meant but I never
did.

Well, this day he didn’t say noth-
ing to me, but just started out walk-
ing so fast I almost had to run to
keep up with him. I could always
tell when Stanley was plenty mad.
His facc got all red and his cyes
were real bright and shiny. He
picked up a stick and went along
slashing it at all the bushes and
trees and everything he passed. I
followed along not saying any-
thing on account of I could see he
was so mad he wouldn't of heard
me anyway.

He cut off the road after awhile
and fellowed a path through the
woods to a clearing on top of the
mountain. It was sure nice and
peaceful up there with the trces and
the soft smells of carly summer. It
made you feel alive and good to be
a part of it.

I was going to tell Stanley that
when he threw himself face down
on the ground and began to cry.
It was an awful sound among all
that quiet that sobbing coming
from deep inside him. His whole
body shook and his fingers worked
in and out of the soft moss.

I'd never heard Stanley cry be-
fore. It was a terrible thing to lay
there and listen to and not being
able to do anything to help your
friend.

After a long time he rolled over
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and sat up. He never said nothing.
Just sat there staring off in space.
His eyes were red-rimmed and
narrow and mean.

“Nothing but a slut,” he hissed.
“A dumb, stupid slut.”

It was more like he was talking
to himself.

“I'll ix her,” he said. “You can
just bet I'll fix her real good.”

It made the flesh crawl up my
back, the way he talked in that
tight, mean voice. I had to ask him
twice who he was going to fix. The
first time he said her name he
sounded like he was going to throw
up.
After I thought a little, I remem-
bered seeing her around town,
pretty as a bird, and all the fellows
hanging around laughing and kid-
ding and trying to feel her when
they thought nobody was looking.
She had bright red hair and her
mouth was always laughing.

I couldn’t imagine what Stanley
had against a girl as pretty as that.

“What did she do?” I asked.

Stanley’s chin trembled so I
thought he was going to bust out
crying again. He had to swallow a
couple of times before he could
tell me. When he did, I could see
right away why he got so mad.

It seemed that during the lunch
hour every day, Stanley noticed
that Sally Newman disappeared
with some boy up in the woods be-
hind the school. Not the same fel-
low either, but just about a differ-
ent one every day.
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One day he hung around and
followed Sally and this guy up into
the hills. He was real quiet and
careful and sneaked up on them in
a liule clearing. Stanley said they
were laying there together, kissing
and loving and doing something
I never even heard of.

They never did know he was
watching them but after that he
began hanging around Sally like
the other fellows. He never did
make any headway though till one
day he got her alone and told her
what he’d seen. He told her if she
didn’t go up in the hills with him
he’d turn her in to the principal.
She thought about it awhile and
promised him if he would keep his
mouth shut she would go with him.

Stanley got so worked up think-
ing about it that he couldn’t even
eat breakfast. At noon time Sally
met him behind the gym and they
sneaked up in the hills together.
They got up there where Stanley
had seen her with this other guy
and she began kissing him and
stuff like that and pretty soon he
had his pants down areund his
ankles.

He had a hard time telling me
this next part but he finally did.

With his pants down like that,
all at once Sally began to laugh like
everything, and about twenty fel-
lows jumped up from where they
were hiding in the bushes and they
all began laughing fit to kill.
Stanley was blushing and sick and
fighting to get his pants up and
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all the fellows were shoving him
around and hollering and laughing
and calling him ‘bird-lcgs’ and
‘Stanley the Stripper.’

He was mad and embarrassed all
right, but what really got him was
Sally giggling and telling him it
took more than a boy to do a man’s
job. That’s when he decided to fix
her. He was so ashamed he didn’t
cven go back o school that after-
noon.

I gucess T shouldn’t have laughed
at him. Stanley bcing my only
friend and fecling so bad and
everything. I couldn't hclp it
though. Picturing old Stanley
standing therc with his pants down
and his mouth open, I busted out
laughing so hard tears came to my
eyes. I bet he was sure surpriscd.

Stanley’s hand went in and out
of his pocket like a snake and all
at once the sun was flashing off
the long blade of a knife. He came
at mc on all fours stumbling, crawl-
ing. His eyes were wild and crazy;
his mouth twitching. A little river
of spit ran down his chin.

I don’t think fast like Stanlcy.
I just lay there dumb like and
watched him come at me. His hand
moved up and down with the knife
aimed right at my chest. I never
rolled over so fast in all my life.
The knife slid into the ground
silent and soft right where I'd becn
lying.

I grabbed him and we wrestled
around, kicking up the dirt and
pine ncedles trying to get hold of
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that knife. Stanley was my friend
and all but I could sce he wasn't
fooling. He was sure tough to hold
and that long sharp blade kept
flickering in and out between us
like lightning. It’s a wonder some-
body didn’t get hurt.

Finally I got the knife away from
him and he just sat there with thc
tears running down his cheeks.

I tried to tell him I was sorry
about laughing but he wouldn't
listen. I began fooling with thc
knife and it was sure a good one.
You just pressed a button and that
big blade popped right out. I
wished I had one like it.

When Stanley stopped crying, 1
gave him back the knife and we
walked back to town. He never
said a word all the way home. His
face was set and hard. When I left
him he said. “Nobody will cver
laugh at mc again. Nobody.”

He sounded like he meant it.

Stanley must have skipped school
that day bccause he came by the
house for me at ubout eleven
o’clock. He came sncaking up to
the back door so Ma wouldn't see
him and motioned me outside. He
was acting strange with his finger
to his lips and motioning for me
to follow him. I figurced this was
a new game and I'd play along
with him just as long as he wasn’t
mad no more. Stanlcy was the only
friend I had.

Down by the barn 1 caught up
with him.

“Where're we going?” 1 asked.
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Stanley laughed. It wasn’t nice
to hear. He kept blinking his eyes
like there was something in them.

“Come on,” he said. “I'm going
to show you what happens to peo-
ple who laugh at me.”

I guess I shouldn’t have gone.
But Stanley was acting so funny
and promising to show me some-
thing I thought this was his way
of making up.

We skirted the edge of town,
dodging in and out behind trees
and barns like nobody should see
us until we came out behind the
high school gym. Stanley led the
way up a path behind the gym for
about a quarter mile till wc came
to a clearing.

“Here we are,” Stanley said.

I looked around. 1 was awful
disappointed. There was nothing
there but some trees and a little
meadow. Stanley must have seen
it on my face.

“Just wait,” he said softly. “Wait
and see.”

He took two pillowcases out
from under his shirt and gave one
to me. He was beginning to get
pretty excited.

“Put it on,” he said. “Over your
head.”

I laid my cap on the ground and
pulled the pillowcase over my
head. There were two holes cut
in it so I could see. Stanley had his
on too and I would hardly know
him.

Then I began to get excited too
about this swell game. I could
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hardly wait for somebody to come
up the path so we could jump out
and scare them half to death. We
waited for a long time and nobody
came and I began to get restless.
I can’t keep my mind on one thing
very long like Stanley.

“Let’s go over the other side of
the hill,” I said, “and see if we
can’t jump a rabbit.”

Stanley gavce that funny, ugly
laugh again. “This is better than
jumping rabbits,” he said. He mo-
tioned me over behind a bush. “In
a little while a fellow and a gicl
will come up here. You grab him
and hold him. I'll take the girl.”

“How do you know they’ll
come?"”

“They’ll come,” he said.

It happened just like Stanley said
it would. It made me real proud
to have a friend like Stanley who
could figure out in advance how
something would happen.

They came up the path together,
giggling and whispering and hold-
ing hands. I never saw the boy be-
fore. The girl was Sally Newman.
They came to the edge of the clear-
ing and sat down and he put his
arm around her. They were talk-
ing so low I couldn’t hear them.

He was kissing her on the mouth
and on the neck and his hand was
picking at the buttons on her
blouse. My heart was pounding in
my chest and my ears roared like
a summer storm.

He had her blouse open and was
straining at her brassiere and my
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throat was swollen shut. I didn't
think my legs would hold me up
anymore they wecre shaking so.

“Now!” Stanley yelled and
busted out of his hiding placec.

I came flying out of the bushes
and jumped on the fcllow beforc
he even knew what hit him. We
rolled over and over on the ground
and I pinned him down with my
knees grinding in his biceps. He
looked so scared 1 had to laugh
under the pillowcase.

Everything happcned so fast 1
lost track of Stanley. The fcllow
I was kneeling on whimpered a
lile but didn’t fight. Then I saw
Stanley. He had the girl pinned
down right where she had been
laying. The point of his knife was
touching her throat. I tried to tell
him to be careful that he would
hurt her, but my throat was so dry
nothing came out.

One thing TI'll say for Sally
though. She wasn't scared. If she
was she didn't show it. She. just
kept watching Stanley warily,
waiting, hardly breathing.

“Lay stll,” he said, "and you
won’t get hurt.”

His voice sounded loud and high
and squeaky in the silence of the
woods. There - wusn’t another
scund. Just four people breathing
and nothing else. It was rcal scary.

Stanley’s hand moved and the
brassiecrc was gone. Her breasts
burst forth in the sunlight white
and full and free. He reached down
and raised her skirt.
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It didn't take long what Stanley
did. Sally never pleaded or begged
or said anything. There was just
that awful silence of trees listening
and Stanlcy's short, harsh breath-
ing.

When it was over, she just lay
there. She didn’t try to run or cover
herself up or anything. She just
lay there and began to laugh. She
laughed and laughed.

“Stop it!”  Stanley
“Stop it! Stop it!”

“You rabbit,” she said scornfully.
“You damned rabbit.”

She lifted up the hood then and
spit right in Stanley’s face.

The knife moved so fast 1
couldn’t follow it. One minute shc
was laying there laughing at Stan-
ley and then she gave a little groan
and lay still. Bright red welled out
of her throat and ran like a river
between her breasts and down the
still whiteness of her stomach.

I got so scared I forgot to hold
onto the fellow I was knecling on
and he wiggled right out from un-
der me. His face was white and
frightencd and he ran at Stanley,
arms outstretched. Stanley leaped
up like a cat and just when this guy
was going to grab him, Stanley
stepped inside his arms and sunk
the knife right into his chest.

He went down on his knees
slowly, trying to pull the knife out
of his chest. A big circle of red
spread out over the front of his
shirt.

He kept saying. “Oh. God! Oh.
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God! Oh, God!,” over and over till
he fell forward on his face and
died.

Stanley pulled the knife out and
wiped it on the pillowcase.

“We can throw them away,” he
said. “I stole them.”

I laid mine over her face. It
didn’t seem right somehow, her
laying there like that half naked,
staring up at the sky.

“You killed them,” I said.

“You're damn right I did. That’s
what happens to anybody that
laughs at me.” His eyes were small
and funny. “Here,” he said. “You
can have the knife.” He slipped it
in my pocket.

“You mean for keeps?”

He nodded. A muscle in his
cheek twitched.

“For keeps,” he said smiling.
“Let’s get the hell out of here.”

I looked back once at the two of
them laying there in the long
shadows. Even though Stanley gave
me the knife, I knew we’d done
something bad. My head ached
something herce and my stomach
was sick.

Lucky Ma wasn't home when 1
got there. She would’ve known
right away something was wrong
and kept after me till I told her
all about it. Then she’d get awful
mad, me doing something bad like
that, and being with Stanley and
all. She could never understand
about Stanley, how he was my best
friend and everything.

All T could do was think about
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what happened. My head hurt
worse than ever. There was some-
thing I knew I should remember
but the more I tried to think, the
more my head hurt.

It must have been important
though because 1 wanted to re-
member so hard.

I went upstairs and lay on the
bed for a long time with the covers
pulled up over my head. I thought
if I laid there long enough maybe
all those things in my head would
go away. Like they were a bad
dream or something.

But nothing went away. It just
kept getting more mixed up and
I couldn’t remember what I was
supposed to. Even under the covers
I could see the two of them lying
there in the sun and shadows.

My head pounded so I thought
I'd cry.

Finally I got up and went in the
closet and sat down on the floor
behind all the clothes. I took the
knife out of my pocket and began
to pitch it into the floor.

It went in thud, thud, thud.
Then I had to stop because it
sounded just like when Stanley
stuck it in that fellow’s chest.

The door closed downstairs and
Ma was home. She was in the
kitchen getting supper and twice
she went to the back door and hol-
lered for me. I never answered. She
came upstairs and looked in my
room, then went away sort of talk-
ing to herself.

When she left, I came out of the
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closct and lay down on the bed,
trying to remember. The headache
never went away—never in all that
time.

It got dark outside and the moon
came up bright and full. Long,
black shadows crawled across the
floor. I heard Ma go out calling me.
I was never so scared in all my
life, laying there all alone, watching
those shadows, and trying to re-
member through all that pounding
in my head.

Thac’s when I heard the first car
drive up. Then there was another
and another until all the night was
full of the sound of cars grinding
up the hill and stopping in front
of our house.

I looked out the window and
there were cars all over the street,
even parked on our front lawn.
Men kept getting out of the cars
and they all had lanterns and flash-
lights and rifles. Every single one
of those men had a rifle.

At first 1 thought they were go-
ing coon hunting like they do
sometimes at night because some
of them even brought their dogs.
Then I knew better. I thought it
out right there.

They weren't hunting for coons.

They were hunting for me.

And I remembered what I'd been
trying to think of all afternoon.
How come they happened to be
therc. Why they came for me.
When Stanley gave me that pillow-
case to put on, I took off my cap
and dropped it right there on the
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ground. Right where those bodies
were.

My name was scwed inside the
cap so I'd be surc to get it back.
I was always forgctting and leaving
it someplace.

There must have been a hundred
men down therc all beating and
kicking on the front door and hol-
lering for mc to comce out. Nobody
was at the side of the house. I eased
out the window, slid part way
down the drain pipe and dropped
the rest of the way to the ground.

I ran through the night crouched
over so they couldn’t sec me and
after awhile I didn’t hear the noise
of the men and dogs anymore.

The only sound in all that dark
was my feet hitting the ground and
the long shadow of the moon chas-
ing me in and out of the opcning
of the trees. That and the breath
roaring in my throat. I ran right
for Stanley’s house. I didn’t have
no other place to go.

Stanley was all alone when I got
there. We sat down together on
the porch till I got my breath. My
throat was all dry and raw from
all that running. Stanley knew
right away somcthing was up but
he didn’t say anything.

“They came for me,” I told him.

“Who did?” he asked. He looked
at me kind of cold and curious.
“Who came for you?”

“A lot of men—and dogs.”

Hec gave a funny laugh. “Men
and dogs,” he said. “What for?
What did you do?”
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It didn’t seem right somehow for
Stanley to be forgetting so soon.
Usually it was me that forgot.
Stanley was my friend. He remem-
bered everything for me.

“You remember, Stanley,” 1
pleaded. “For what we did this
afternoon.”

He looked me right straight in
the eyes. “I don't know what you
did this afternoon,” he said bluntly,
“but I was home with my grand-
mother all day. I can prove it.”

It was just like a bomb went off
in my brain. I tried hard to think
about what Stanley had said. My
head hurt so bad I kept pounding
it with my fist. Along the edge of
the woods there were lights bob-
bing and wecaving following the
path T had come. Dogs were bay-
ing deep and mean and men kept
shouting to each other.

I closed my eyes real tight and
thought maybe everything would
go away. But it didn’t and when
I opened them, the men and dogs
were getting awful close. 1 felt
terrible. Stanley hadn’t been with
me at all when 1 did that bad
thing. He was home all day and
he could prove it. He was my best
friend and I almost got him mixed
up in all my trouble.

“If you did something wrong,”
he said, “you’d better give your-
self up.”

His voice was real calm and
rcasonable. I guess 1 would have
given up if it hadn’t been for all
that noise with the dogs barking
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and the men yelling. 1 was so
mixed up my head felt like it was
going to come off. They were so
close 1 could sec them clear in the
moonlight,

Stanley shouldn’t have done what
he did then. Being my friend and
all I didn't expect it from him. No
more than 1 would’ve done some-
thing like that to him.

He jumped up real excited like,
pinned my arms to my sides and
began vyelling at the top of his
voice.

“Over here,” he hollered right in
my ear. “I got him over here on
the porch.”

You never heard so much fury
in all your life. Men running and
shouting, dogs barking and Stanley
and me wrestling all over the front
porch. And all the time he kept
screeching, “I got him! I got him!”

I like never to get away. That
Stanley was geting stronger all the
time from all that walking and
horsing around we did.

They were almost on top of me
when I made it off the porch and
around the house. I headed for the
hills as hard as I could run. As fast
as 1 was going though, 1 could
still hear Stanley shouting,
“Around the house. He went
around the house.”

No matter what Stanley done,
I would never have given him away
like that.

It seemed like I ran all night
The wind pushed at my face, stung
my eyes. And I kept running and
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bumping into things and falling
down and getting up and running
again. I ran tll I couldn’t sce, till
I couldn’t breathe. My legs gave
out and I fell down and lay there
all alone in the woods in the dark.

I just lay there and wished I'd
given myself up like Stanley said,
but I knew it was too late now.
They would be coming for me
again—the men and the dogs—and
I couldn’t run anymore.

I lay there and listened. Listened
to the hollow sound of the wind
in the trees—to nothing. I listened
and waited. Waited for the men
and the dogs.

Finally, when nobody came, I sat
up and took the knife out of my
pocket and started throwing it into
the ground. It didn’t make a sound
sliding into the dirt. I'd flip it and
it would stick in the ground. Then
I'd feel around till I found it and
flip it again. I don’t know how
long I sat there throwing that knife
before it came to me.

But all at once I knew.

Just all of a sudden the thought
was there on top of all that pain in
my head. Stanley was my friend
and he had lied to me.

Stanley must have been with me
this afternoon.

He had given me the knife.

I circled back through the woods
slow and quiet. There wasn’t any
reason to hurry anymore. It toek a
long time to work my way back
to Stanley’s house. I made it though
without anybody seeing me,
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I waited there behind a bush,
looking at the house dark and
empty, making sure nobody was
around before I eased up on the

orch.

The back door was open like
everybody leaves them.

I climbed the stairs to Stanley’s
room soft and quiet, putting each
foot down carefully so as not to
make any noise. It was real still
there cxcept for Stanley’s grandma
snoring. My head had stopped hurt-
ing and I don’t ever remember
when I could think so good. Every-
thing came to me sharp and clear
and I knew just what I had to do.

There was a lot to think about
while I waited for Stanley. I re-
membered all the things we did
and all the good times after school.
It was nice just sitting there re-
membering. But it was funny how
thinking about all those nice things
could make me feel so sad. Maybe
because I felt inside that they could
never happen again.

Toward morning 1 hcard the
men coming back. I could see them
through the window. Their voices
were low and tired. Stanley was
with them. He had been out help-
ing them look for me. The moon
was almost dead in the west, just
above the tops of the trees.

One of the men said, “We'll
stick around in case he comes back.
You the only friend he’s got?”

“I guess I am,” Stanley said.

He was too.

Stanley came in real noisy and
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cheerful, whistling to himsclf like
he didn’t have a care in the world.
When he got in the room, I stepped
out from behind the door and
closed it quietly. He didn't sec me
till he turned on the light. His eyes
got big and wide and the blood
drained out of his face. I didn’t say
a word.

“VWhat are you doing here?” he
asked. His voice didn’t belong to
him.

“You shouldn't have told them,
Stanley.”

His cyes kept sliding around the
room but there was no way past
mc to the door.

“There are men all around the
house,” he said. “All I've got to
do is holler and they'll come run-
ning. They’ll shoot you down like
a dog.”

“You do that, Stanley,” I said.
“You just holler.”

He kept backing up, putting one
foot bchind the other, real slow
and carcful. I followed him step
for step. The brcath whistled
through his teeth.

“You done a bad thing, Stanley,”
I said, “and tricd to blame it on
me."”

His eyes, wide and scared, ncver
left minec. He backed against the
wall. pressing tight against it. His
fingers crawled up the wall like
tiny legs till his arms were stretched
out from his sides.

“You're crazy,” he said. “You
did it. I wasn't cven with you. 1
can prove it.”

A

“Friends shouldn’t lic to each
other,” I said.

I took the knife out of my pocket
and showed it to him. His facc
camc apart before my eycs. Tears
ran down his checks and he wasn’t
even crying.

I pressed the button and that big
blade jumped out all bright and
shiny. I put the point against Stan-
ley’s throat like he did with the
girl. A single drop of blood ap-
peared.

His cyes turned right back in
his head and he started to scream
worse than anything I ever heard
in my life. The sound went
through the night like a flash of
lightning.

“I come to recturn your knife,
Stanley,” I said, and moved the
blade from left to right across his
throat.

The scream stopped in midair
but there were echoes of it still
ringing in the house. Stanley slid
down the wall to the floor and dicd
right there at my feet.

The ccho hadn’t cven died away
when the house was full of men
pouring in the front door. They
came up the stuirs so fast and hard
the walls shook.

I dropped from the upstairs win-
dow and was running as soon as
I hit the ground. I was running to-
wards the moon and the stars and
I felt light and frece. Someone
turned on a car’s headlights and
the white glare blinded me but it
felt warm and good like the sun.
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The knife was still in my hand
dripping blood and I ran as hard
as I could towards the cars and the
men. It was like running in a
dream, smooth and easy and effort-
less.

My head felt good and clear be-
cause I didn’t have to think any-
more. I knew I could run forever
~for the rest of my life.

All around me were the lights
and men shouting., I began to

laugh because I knew they could
never catch me. And above the
noise was this cracking sound like
a whip and little red fireflies
winked on and off.

Then the moon and the stars and
the lights got all mixed up and
turned over and over until every-
thing was gone.

Everything was gone—the moon,
the stars, the fireflies. It was dark
and quiet and peaceful.
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A Novelerte

LOOSE
ENDS

Faith Salem was a willowy honcy-
blonde 1ith some good reasons for
wanting to knoty what had happened
to ker france's wife.

()

AWOMAN wanted to see me about
a job. Her name, she said, was
Faith Salem. She lived, she said,
in a certain apartment in a certain
apartment building, and she told
me the number of the apartment
and the floor it was on and the name
and the address of the building it
was in. She said she wanted me to

.come there and sce her at three

o'clock that afternoon, the same
day she called on the telephone,
and I went and saw her, and it
was three o’clock when I got there,

The door was opened by u maid



with a face like half a walnut. You
may think it’s impossible for a face
to look like half a walnut, and I
suppose it is, if you want to be
literal, but half a walnut is, never-
theless, all I can think of as a com-
parison when I think of the face
of this maid. She wasn’t young,
and she probably wasn’t old. She
was, as they say, an indeterminate
age. Her eyes smiled, but not her
lips, and she nodded her head three
times as if she had checked me
swiftly on three salient points and
was satisfied on every one. This
gave me confidence.

“I'm Percy Hand,” I said. “I have
an appointment with Miss Salem.”

“This way,” she said.

Following her out of a vestibule,
| waded through a couple acres
of thick wood pile in crossing two
wide rooms, and then I crossed, in
a third room, another acre of black
and white tile that made me feel,
by contrast, as if I were taking
steps a yard high, and finally I
got out onto a terrace in the sun-
light, and Faith Salem got up off
her stomach and faced me. She had
been lying on a soft pad covered
with bright yellow material that
might have been silk or nylon or
something, and she was wearing in
a couple of places a very little bit
of more material that was just as
shining and soft and might have
been the same kind, except that it
was white instead of yellow. Sun-
bathing was what she was doing,
and I was glad. Her skin was firm
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and golden brown, and it gave the
impression of consistency all over,
and I was willing to bet that the
little bit of white in a couple of
places was only a concession to
present company. Nine times out
of ten, when someone trics to de-
scribe a woman who is fairly tall
and has a slim and pliant and
beautiful body, he will say that she
is willowy, and that’s what I say.
I say that Faith Salem was willowy.
I also say that her hair was almost
the identical color of the rest of
her, and this seemed somehow too
perfect to have been accomplished
deliberatcly by design, but it may
have been. You had to look at her
face for a long time before you
became awarc that she was cer-
tainly a number of years older than
you'd thought at first she was.

“Mr, Hand has arrived, Miss
Faith,” the maid said.

“Thank you. Maria,” Faith Salem
said.

I stepped twice, and she stepped
twice, and we met and shook
hands. Her grip was firm. I liked
the way her fingers took hold of
my fingers and held them and were
in no hurry to drop them.

“Thank you for coming, Mr.
Hand,” she said. “You must excuse
me for receiving you this way, but
the sun is on this terrace for only
a short while while each afternoon,
and I didn’t want to miss any of it.”

“I'd have been sorry to have
missed it myself,” I said.

She smiled gravely, taking my
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mcaning, and then rcleased my
fingers and walked over to a yellow
chaise lounge on which a white hip-
length coat had been leftlying. She
put on the coat and moved to a
wrought iron and glass table where
there was a single tall tumbler with
alternating red and yellow stripes.
The tumbler was empty. Holding it
against the light, she stared through
it wistfully as if she were regretting
its emptiness, and I watched her do
this with pleasure and no regrets
whatever. There is a kind of leger-
demain about a short coat over
somcthing shorter. It creates the
illusion, cven when you have evi-
dence to the contrary, that it’s all
there is, there isn't any more.

“I like you, Mr. Hand,” she said.
“I like your looks.”

“Thanks. I like yours too.”

“Would you care for a drink?"

“Why not? It's a warm day.”

“I had a gin and tonic before
you came. Do you drink gin and
tonic?”

“When it’s offered. A gin and
tonic would be fine.”

She sct the red and
tumbler on the glass top
table and turned slightly in the
direction of the cntrance to the
black and white tiled room.

“Gin and tonic, Maria,” she said.

I had thought that the indeter-
minate maid with a face like half
a walnut had gonc away, and I
felt a slight shock of surprise to
discover that she had been standing
all the while behind me. Now she
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nodded three times exactly, a repe-
tition of the gesture she had madc
at the door, and backed away into
the apartment and out of sight
Faith Salem sat down in a low
wicker chair and crossed her feet at
the ankles and stared at her long
golden legs. I stared at them too.

“Please sit down, Mr. Hand,” she
said. “Maria will bring the gin and
tonics in a moment. In the mean-
while, if you like, I can begin cx-
plaining why I asked you to come
here.”

“I'd appreciate it.” I folded my-
sclf into her chair’s mate. “I've becn
wondering, of course.”

“Naturally.” The full lower lip
protruded a little, giving to her facc
a suggestion of darkness and brood-
ing. “Let me begin by asking a
question. Do you know Graham
Markley?”

“Not personally. Like everyonc
else who reads the papers, I know
something about him. Quondam
boy wonder of finance. No boy any
longer. If he’s still a wonder, he
deesn’t work at it quite so hard.
Works harder nowadays, from re-
ports, at spending some of what
he’s made. Unless, of course, therc's
another Graham Markley.”

“He’s the one. Graham and !
have an understanding.”

There was, before the last word,
a barcly perceptible hesitation that
gave to her statement a subtle and
significant shading. Shc had ex-
plained in a breath, or in the
briefest holding of a brcath, the
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acres of pile and tile in this lavish
stone and steel tower with terraces
that caught the afternoon sun for
at least a little while. Delicately,
she had told me who paid the rent.

“That’s nice,” I said. “Congratu-
lations.”

“It’s entirely informal at present,
but it may not remain so. He's
asked me to marry him. Not im-
mediately, which is impossible, but
eventually.”

“That’ll be even better. Or will
i?”

“It will. A certain amount of
security attaches to marriage. There
are certain compensations if the
marriage fails.” She smiled slowly,
the smile beginning and growing
and forcing from her face the dark
and almost petulant expression of
brooding, and in her eyes, which
were brown, there was instantly a
gleam of cynical good humor which
was the cffect, as it turned eut, of
a kind of casual compatibility she
had developed with herself. *I
haven't always had the good things
that money buys, Mr. Hand, but
I've learned from experience to live
with them naturally. I don’t think
I would care new to live with less.
With these good things that money
buys, I'm perfectly willing to accept
my share of the bad things that
money seems invariably to entail.
Is my position clear?”

“Yes, it 1s.” I said. “It couldn’t
be clearer.”

At that moment, Maria returned
with a pair of gin and tonics in
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red and yellow glasses on a tray.
She served one of them to Faith
Salem and the other to me, and
then she completed the three nods
routine and went away again. The
three nods, I now realized, was not
a gesture of approval but an in-
voluntary reaction to any situation
to be handled, as my arrival earlier,
or any situation already handled,
as the serving of the drinks. I drank
some of my tenic and liked it.
There was a kind of astringency in
the faincly bitter taste of the
quinine. There was also, I thought
now that it had been suggested to
me, a kind of astringency in Faith
Salem. A faintly bitter quality. A
clean and refreshing tautness in her
lean and lovely body and in her
uncompromised compatibility with
herself.

“Did you know Graham’s wife?”
she asked suddenly.

“Which onc?” I said.

“The last one. Number three, I
think.”

“It doesn’t matter. There was no
purpose in my asking for the dis-
tinction. I didn't know number
three, or two, or one. Graham
Markley’s wives and I didn’t move
in the same circles.”

“I thought perhaps you might
have met her professionally.”

“As an employer or subject of
investigation ?”

“Either way.”

“Neither, as a matter of fact. And
if I had, I couldn’t tell you.”

“Ethics? I heard that about you.
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Someone told me you were honor-
able and discreet. I believe it.”

“Thanks. Also thanks to some-
one.”

“That’s why I called you. I'm
glad now that I did.”

“I know. You like my looks, and
I like yours. We admire each
other.”

“Are you always so flippant?”

“Scarcely ever. The truth is, I'm
very serious, and I take my work
seriously. Do you have some work
for me to do?”

She swallowed some more of her
tonic and held the glass in her lap
with both hands. Her expressien
was again rather darkly brooding,
and she seemed for a moment un-
certain of hersclf.

“Perhaps you won’t want the
job,” she said.

I nodded. “It’s possible.”

“We'll see.” She swallowed more
of the tonic and looked suddenly
more decisive. “Do you remember
what happened to Graham’s third
wife?”

“I seem to remember that she left
him, which wasn’t surprising. Se
did number one. So did number
two. Ixcuse me if I'm being of-
fensive.”

“Not at all. You're not required
to like Graham. Many people don't.
I confess that there are times when
I don’t like him very much myself.
I did like his third wife, however.
We were in college together, as a
matter of fact. We shared an apart-
ment one year. Her name was
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Constance Vaughan then. T Ieft
school that year, the year we shared
the apartment, and we never saw
each other again.”

“You mcan you never knew her
as Mrs. Graham Markley?”

“Yes. I didn't know she’d mar-
ried. In collegc she didnt seem,
somehow, like the kind of girl who
would ever marry anyone at all, let
alone someonc like Grahum. That
was a good many ycars ago, of
course, and people change, I sup-
pose. Anyhow, it was rather odd,
wasn’t it? I came here about a year
ago from Europe, where I had been
living with my second husband,
who is not my husband any longer,
and I met Graham and after a
while entered into our present
arrangement, which is comfortable
but not altogether satisfactory, and
then I learned that he had been
married to Constance, whom I had
known all that time ago. Don't you
think that was quite odd?"”

“It seems to meet the require-
ments of the term.”

“Yes. The truth is, it made me
feel rather strange. Especially when
I discovered that she had simply
disappeared about a year before.”

“Disappeared ?”

“Simply vanished. She hasn’
been seen since by anyone who
knew her here. You'll have to ad-
mit that it’s peculiar. Numbers one
and two left Graham and divorced
him and tapped him for alimony,
which he probably deserved, and
this was sensible. It was not
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sensible, however, simply to dis-
appear without a trace and never
sue for divorce and alimony, or
cven separate maintenance. Do you
think so?”

“Off hand, I don’t. There may
have been good reasons. Surely an
attempt was made to locate her.”

“Oh, ycs. Of course. Her disap-
pearance was reported to the police,
and they made an effort to find her,
but it was kept pretty quiet, and I
don’t think anyone tried very hard.
Because of the circumstances, you
see.”

“No, I don’t scc. What circum-
stances?”

“Well, Constance had a baby. A
little boy that got to be almost two
years old and died. Constance loved
him intensely. That’s the way she
was about anyone or anything she
loved. Very intense. It was rather
frightening, in a way. Anyhow,
when the little boy died, she seemed
to be going right out of her mind
with gricf, and Graham was no
consolation or comfort, of course,
and then she met Regis Lawler.
Psychologically, she was just ready
for him, completcly vulnerable, and
she fell in love with him, and ap-
parently they had an affair. To get
to the point about circumstances,
Regis Lawler disappeared the same
night that Constance did, and that’s
why no one got too excited or con-
cerned. It was assumed that they'd
gone away together.”

“Don’t you believe that they
did?”
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“l don’t know. I think I do.
What do you think?”

“On the surface, it seems a rea-
sonable assumption, but it leaves a
lot of loose ends.”

“That’s it. That's what disturbs
me. Too many loose ends. I don't
like loose ends, Mr. Hand. Will you
try to tie them up for me?”

“Find out where Constance Mark-
ley wene?”

“Yes.”

“I'm sorry.”

“You mean you won't?”

“I mean I probably couldn'.
Look at it this way. The police have
far greater facilities for this kind
of thing than any private detective,
and they've tried without success.
Or if they did find out where Con-
stance Markley went, it was ob-
viously not police business and was
quietly dropped. Either way, I'd be
wasting my time and your money
to try to find her now.”

“Don’t worry about wasting my
money.”

“All right. I'll just worry about
wasting my time.”

“Is it wasted if it’s paid for?”

“That’s a good point. If you want
to buy my time for a fee, why
should I drag my heels? Maybe
I'm too ethical.”

“Does that mean you accept?”

“No. Not yet. Be reasonable, Miss
Salem. If Constance Markley and
Regis Lawler went off together,
they might be anywhere in the
country or out of it. The West
Coast. South America. Europe.
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Just about anywhere on earth.”
She finished her tonic, lit a ciga-
rette, and let her head fall slowly
against the back of the wicker chair
as if she were suddenly very tired.
With her eyes closed, the shadows
of her lashes on her cheeks, she
secemed to be asleep in an instant,
except for the thin blue plume of
smoke expelled slowly from her
lungs. After a few moments, her
eyes still closed, she spoke again.

“Why should they do that? Why
disappear? Why run away at all?
Women are leaving husbands every
day. Men are leaving wives. They
simply leave. Why didn’t Con-
stance?”

“People do queer things some-
times. Usually there are reasons
that seem good to the people. You
said Mrs. Markley was an intense
sort of person. You said she’d suf-
fered a tragedy that nearly unbal-
anced her mentally. You implied
that she hadn’t been happy with
Graham Markley. Maybe she just
wanted to go away clean—no con-
nections, no repercussions, nothing
at all left of the old life but a man
she loved and the few things she’d
have to remember because she
couldn’t forget.”

“I know. I've thought of that,
and it’s something that Constance
might possibly have done, as I re-
member her.”

“How do you remember here”

“Well, as I said, she was intense.
She was always excited or de-
pressed, and I could never quite
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understand what she was excited
or depressed about. Ideas that oc-
curred te her or were passed on to
her by someome. Impressions and
suggestions. Things like that. Little
things that would never have in-
fluenced most people in the least.
She was pretty, in a way, but it took
quite a while before you realized
it. She had a kind of delicacy or
fragility about her, but I don't be-
lieve that she was actually fragile
physically. It was just an impres-
sion. She didn’t appeal to men, and
I never thought that men appealed
to her. In the year we lived to-
gether, she never went out with a
man that I can recall. Her parents
had money. That’s why I lived with
her. I had practically no money a
all then, and she took a fancy to
me and wanted to rent an apart-
ment for us, and so she did, and 1
stayed with her until near the end
of the school year. I married a boy
who also had money. Never mind
me, though. The point is, we went
away from schoel, and I didn’t see
Constance again. She was angry
with me and refused to say good-by.
I've always been sorry.”

“How did she happen to meet
and marry Graham Markley?”

“I don’t know. Graham is sus-
ceptible to wvariety in women.
Probably her particular kind of
intangible pretuness, her fragility,
something happened to appeal to
him at the time they met. 1 im-
agine their marriage was one of
those sudden, impulsive things
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that usually should never happen.”

“I see. How did you learn so
much about her? Not back there in
the beginning. I mean after she
marricd Markley. About her baby,
her affair with Lawler, those
things.”

“Oh, I picked up bits from vari-
ous sources, but most of it I learned
from Maria. She was maid to Con-
stance, you sce, when Constance
and Graham were living together.
When 1 came aleng and moved
into this apartment, I sort of ac-
quired her. Graham still had her
and didn't know what to do with
her, so he sent her over to me.
Isn’t that strange?”

“Convenient, I'd say. Did Maria
sce Constance Markley the night of
her disappearance?”

“Yes. She helped Constance dress.
Apparently she was the last person
that Constance spoke to.”

“May I speak with her for a
moment?”

“If you wish. I'll get her.”
2

She got up and walked bare-
footed off the terrace into the black
and white tiled room, and I drank
the last of my gin and tonic and
wished for another, and in about
three minutes, not longer, she re-
turned with Maria. She sat down
again and told Maria that she could
also sit down if she pleased, but
Maria preferred to stand. Her
small brown face was perfectly
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composed, and expressionless,

“What do you want me to tell
youf” she said.

“I want you to answer a few
questions about Mrs. Markley,” 1
said. “Constance Markley, that is.
Will you do that?”

“If I can.”

“Miss Salem says that you saw
Mrs. Markley the night she dis-
appeared. Is that so?”

“It’s so. I helped her dress for the
evening.”

“Did she go out alone?”

“Yes. Alone.”

“Do you know where she was
going?”

“I assumed that she was going
to see Mr. Lawler. She didn’t tell
me.”

“Did she go to see Mr. Lawler
often?”

“Twice a week, maybe. Somc-
times more.”

“How do you know? Did she
confide in you?”

“More in me than anyone clsc.
She had to talk to somcone.”

“I see. Were you devoted to Mrs.
Markley?”

"Yes. She was very kind, very
unhappy. I pitied her.”

“Because of the death of her
child?”

“Partly because of that. I don't
know. She was not happy.”

“Did you approve of her affair
with Mr. Lawler?”

“Not approve, exactly. I under-
stood it. She needed a special kind
of love. A kind of attention.”
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“Mr. Lawler gave her this?”

“He must have given it to her.
Otherwise, she wouldn't have gone
on with him, That's reasonable.”

“Yes, it is. It's reasonable. And
so are you, Maria. You're a very
reasonable woman. Tell me. What
was your impression of her the
night she disppeared?”

“Pardon?”

“Her emotional state, I mean.
Was she depressed? Cheerful ?”

“Not depressed. Not cheerful.
She was eager. There's a difference
between eagerncss and cheerful-
ness.”

“That’s true. Besides being rea-
sonable, Maria, you are also per-
ceptive. Did she seem excessively
agitated in any way?”

“Just eager. She was always eager
when she went to see Mr. Lawler.”

“Do you think that Mr. Markley
was aware of the relationship be-
tween his wife and Lawler?”

“l don't know. He didn't show
much interest in anything Mrs.
Markley did. Not even when the
child died.”

“All right. Just one more ques-
tion, Maria. What time did Mrs.
Markley leave here?”

“About cight. Pcrhaps a few
minutes before or after.”

“Thank you, Maria.”

Maria turned her still brown face
toward Faith Salem, who smiled
and nodded. The maid nodded in
return, three times, and went away.
Faith Salem stood up abruptly,
standing with her legs spread and

68

her hands rammed into the patch
pockets of the short white coat.

“Well?” she said.

“It looks hopeless,” 1 said. “You'd
be wasting your mouey.”

“Perhaps so. If I don’t waste it
on you, I'll waste it on someone
else.”

“In that case, it might as well
be me.”

“You agree, then? You'll take the
job?"

Looking up at her, I was begin-
ning to feel dominated, which was
not good, so I removed the feeling
by standing.

“Tentatively,” I said.

“What do you mean, tenta-
tively?”

“I'll make a preliminary investi-
gation. If anything significant or
interesting comes out of it, I'll go
ahead. If not, I'll quit. You'll pay
my expenses and twenty-five dol-
lars a day. Are those terms accept-
able?”

“Yes. I accept.”

“Another thing. I'm to be allowed
to talk with whomever I think
necessary. Is that also agreed?”

“Yes, of course.” She hesitated.
her soft lower lip protruding again
in the darkly brooding expression.
“You mean Graham, I suppose. I'd
prefer, naturally, that he not know
whom you're working for.”

“I won't tell him unless I think
it'’s advisable. I promise that much.”

“That’s good enough. I have con-
fidence in your word, Mr. Hand.”

“Ethical. Somconc told you, and
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you belicve it, and that’s what I
am. T'll begin my investigation, if
you don’t mind, by asking you one
morc question. What are you
afraid of?”

“Afraid? I'm afraid of nothing. I
honestly belicve that I've never been
afraid of anything in my life.”

“I'm ready to concede that you
probably haven't. Let me put it dif-
ferently. What disturbs you about
Constance  Markley’s  disappear-
ance?”

“I've explained that. I don't like
loose ends. Graham has asked me
to marry him. For my own reasons,
[ want to accept. First, however, he
has to get a divorce. He can get it,
I supposc, on grounds of descrtion.
[ only want to know that it really
was descrtion.”

“That's not quite convincing.
What alternative to desertion, spe-
cifically, do you have in mind?”

“You said you would ask one
more question, Mr, Hand. You've
asked two.”

“Excuse me. You can see how
dedicated T become to my work.”

“I should appreciate that, of
course, and I do. I honestly have
no specific alternative in mind. I
just don't like the situation as it
stands. There’s another thing, how-
ever. I knew Constance, and I liked
her, and now by an exceptional
turn of events I'm in the position
of appropriating something that
was hers. I want to know that it’s
all right. T want to know where
she went, and why she went
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wherever she did, and that every-
thing is all right there and will be
all right here, whatever happens.”

I believed her. I believed every-
thing she told me. She was a
woman I could not doubt or con-
demn or even criticize. If 1 had
been as rich as Graham Markley,
I'd have taken her away, later if
not then, and I'd have kept her,
and there would have heen hetween
us, in the end, morc than the
money which would have been
essential in the beginning.

“I'll see what I can do,” I said.
“Do you have a photograph of
Constance Markley that I can take
along?”

“Yes. There’s one here that Maria
brought. I'll get it for you.”

She went inside and was gone for
a few minutes and came back with
the photograph. 1 took it from her
and put it into the side pocket of
my coat without looking at it.
There would be plenty of time later
to look at it, and now, in the last
seconds of our first meeting, I
wanted to look at Faith Salem.

“Good-by,” T said. “I'll sce you
again in a few days and let you
know if I intend to go ahead.”

“Call before you come,” she said.

“Yes,” I said. “Certainly.”

“T'll see you to the deor.”

“No. Don’t bother. You'd better
stay here in the sun. In another
half hour, it'll be gone.”

“Yes. So it will.” She looked up
at the white disk in the sky beyond
a ridge of tooled stonc. “Good-by,

69



then. I'll be waiting to hear from
you.”

She offered me her hand, and I
took it and held it and released it.
In the middle of the black and
white acre, I paused and looked
back. She had already removed the
short white coat and was lying on
her stomach on the yellow pad. Her
face was buried in the crook of an
elbow.

I went on out and back to my
office and put my feet on the desk
and thought about her lying there
in the sun. There was no sun in
my office. In front of me was a
blank wall, and behind me was a
narrow window, and outside the
narrow window was a narrow
alley. Whenever I got tired of look-
ing at the wall I could get up and
stand by the window and look
down into the alley, and whenever
I got tired of looking into the alley
I could sit down and look at the
wall again, and whenever 1 got
tired of looking at both the wall
and the alley, which was fre-
quently, I could go out somewhere
and look at something else. Now 1
simply closed my eyes and saw
ciearly behind the lids a lean brown
body interrupted in two places by
the briefest of white hiatuses.

This was pleasant but not of the
first importance. It was more im-
portant, though less pleasant, to
think about Graham Markley. Con-
ceding the priority of importance,
I began reluctantly to think about
him, and after a few iinutes of
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reluctant thinking, I lowered my
feet and reached for a telephone
directory. After locating his name
and number, I dialed the number
and waited through a couple of
rings, and then a voice came on
that made me feel with its first care-
ful syllable as if I'd neglected re-
cently to bathe and clean my
fingernails.

“Graham Markley’s residence,”
the voice said.

“This is Percival Hand,” I said.
“I’'m a private detective. I'd like
to speak with Mr. Markley.”

Ordinarily 1 use the abbreviated
version of my name, just plain
Percy, but I felt compelled by the
voice to be as proper and impres-
sive as possible. As it was, in the
exorbitantly long pause that fol-
lowed, I felt as if I had been un-
pardonably offensive.

“If you will just hold the wire,”
the voice said at last, “I shall see
if Mr. Markley is at home.”

Which meant, of course, that Mr.
Markley was certainly at home, but
that it remained to be seen if he
would be so irresponsible as to talk
with a private detective on the tele-
phone, which was surely unlikely.
I held the wire and waited. I in-
spected my nails and found them
clean. I tried to smell myself and
couldn’t. Another voice came on
abruptly, and it was, as it devel-
oped, the voice of Graham Markley.

“Graham Markley speaking.
What can I do for you, Mr. Hand?”

“I’d like to make an appointment
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to see you personally, if possible.”

“About what?”

I had already considered the rela-
tive advantages in this particular
instance of candor and deception,
and I had decided that there was
probably little or nothing to choose
between them. In cases where de-
ception gains me nothing, I'm al-
ways prepared to be candid, and
that’s what I was now.

“About your wife. Your third
wife, that is.”

“I can’t imagine why my wife
should be a point of discussion be-
tween you and me, Mr. Hand.”

“I thought you might be able to
give me seme uscful information.”

There was a moment of waiting.
The wire sang softly in the interim.

“For what purpose?” he said.
“Am [ to understand that you're
investigating my wife’s disappear-
ance?”

“That’s righe.”

“At whose request?”

“I'm not at liberty to say at the
moment.”

“Come, Mr. Hand. If you expect
any cooperation from me, you'll
have to be less reticent.”

“I haven’t received any coopera-
tion from you yet, Mr. Markley.”

“It was reasonably apparent to
everyone, including the police and
myself, why my wife went away. 1
cenfess that I can’t se¢ any use in
stirring up an unpleasant matter
that I had hoped was forgotten. Do
you know anything that would
justify i1?”
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Again I evaluated the advantages
of candor and deception, and this
time I chose deception. The advan-
tages in its favor seemed so pal-
pable, as a matter of fact, that the
evaluation required no more than
a second.

“I've learned something,” I lied,
“that I think will interest you.”

“Perhaps you had better tell me
what it is.”

“Sorry. I'd rather not discuss it
over the telephone.”

“I can't see you today. It’s impos-
sible.”

“Tomorrow will do. If you'll sct
a time, I'll be happy to call on you.”

“That won’t be nccessary. Tl
come to your office.”

“I don’t want to inconvenicnce
you.”

“Thank you for your considera-
tion. However, I prefer to sce you
in your office. How about two
o’clock tomorrow afternoen?”

“Good. I’ll be expecting you.”

I told him where my office was,
and we said goed-by and hung up.
Rocking back in my chair, I ele-
vated my feet again and closed my
eyes. Faith Salem was still lying
in the sun. I watched her for a
few moments and then opened my
eyes and lit a cigarette and began
thinking about Regis Lawler. I
didn’t accomplish much by this, for
I didn’t have much material for
thought to start with. I had met
him casually a fcw times quite a
while ago, in this or that place we
had both gone to, but most of what
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I knew about him was incidental
to what I knew about his brother,
who was older and generally more
important and had more about him
worth knowing.

The brother’s name was Silas.
After long and precarious appren-
tice years in a number of illegal
operations, he had begun slowly to
achieve a kind of acceptance, even
respectability, that increased in ratio
to the measure of his security. Now
he was the owner of a fine restau-
rant. At least, it was a restaurant
among other things, and it was
that equally, if not primarily. When
you went there, it was assumed that
you had come for good food, and
that’s what you got. You got it in
rich and quiet surroundings to the
music of a string quartet that some-
times played Beethoven as well as
Fritz Kreisler and Johann Strauss.
The chefs were the best that Lawler
could hire, and the best that Lawler
could hire were as good as any and
better than most. On the correct
principle that good food should
tolerate no distractions, the service
was performed by elderly colored
waiters who were artists in the dif-
ficult technique of being solicitous
without being obtrusive.

If you wanted distractions, you
went downstairs, below street level.
This was known as the Apache
Room, a little bit of the Left Bank
transplanted, and it was phony and
made no pretense of being anything
else, and it was frankly for people
who liked it that way. There were

72

red-checked cloths on the tables,
pretty girls with pretty legs who
serviced the tables, a small orchestra
with the peculiar quality that is
supposed to be peculiarly Parisian,
and murals all around the walls
of girls in black stockings doing
the can-can alternating with other
murals of other girls being mal-
treated by Apaches and always
showing quite a lot of one white
thigh above a fancy garter in the
deep slit of a tight skirt.

On the floor above the restaurant,
up one flight of carpeted stairs, you
could go to gamble if you chose.
In a series of three large rooms
mufiled in drapes and carpets, you
could play roulette or poker or
blackjack or shoot dice, and some-
times you might even win at one
or the other or all, but more often,
of course, you lost and were ex-
pected to lose graciously. If you did
not, as sometimes happened, you
were escorted outside by a brace of
hard-handed gentlemen in evening
clothes, and you were thereafter
persona non grata until you re-
ceived absolution and clearance
from Silas Lawler himself. The
games were reputed to be honest,
and, all things considered, they
probably were,

In the basement, you could dance
and make moderate love and get
drunk, if you wished, on expensive
drinks. In the restaurant, you did
not get drunk or dance or make
love or look at naughty murals. In
the game rooms, you gambled
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quictly with no limit except your
own judgment and bank account,
and you saved everything else for
some other place and some other
time. Patrons passed as they pleased
from one level to another, but the
atmosphere was never permitted to
go with them. The basement never
climbed the stairs, nor did the
upper floers descend.

Silas Lawler was, in brief, not a
man to be taken lightly, or a man
who would take lightly any trans-
gression against himself or his in-
terests. It was, I reflected, wholly
incredible that he would be indif-
ferent to the disappearance of a
brother. Whatever the rcason for
the disappearance, whatever the
technique of its execution, Silas
Lawler knew it, or thought he
knew it, and he might be prevailed
upon to tell me in confidence, or
he might not, but in any event it
would be necessary for me to talk
with him as soon as I could, which
would probably be tomorrow. I
would see Graham Markley at two,
and later I would try to see Silas
Lawler, and if nothing significant
came of these two mcctings I would
go again to sce Faith Salem, which
would be a pleasure, and terminate
our relationship, which would not.

Having thought my way back to
Faith Salem, I closed my eyes and
tried to find her, but the sun had
left the terrace, and so had she,
Opening my eyes, I lowered my
feet and stood up. I had determined
an agenda of sorts, and now there
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seemed to be nothing of importance
left to do on this particular day.
Besidcs, it was getting rather late,
and I was getting rather hungry,
and so I went out and patronized
a steak house and afterward spent
one-third of the night doing things
that were not important and not
related to anything that had gone
before. About ten o’clock I returned
to the room and bath and hot plate
that I ecuphemistically called home.
I went to bed and slept well.

8.

I woke up at seven in the morn-
ing, which is a nasty habit of mine
that endures through indiscretions
and hangovers and intermittent
periods of irregular living. In the
bathroom, I shaved and necessarily
looked at my face in the mirror.
[ like you, Mr. Hand, Faith Salem
had said. I like your looks. Wecll, it
was an ambiguous expression. You
could like the looks of a Collie dog
or a pair of shoes or a Shoebill
stork. It could mean that you were
inspired by confidence or amuse-
ment or the urge to be a sister.
Looking at my face, I was not de-
luded. I decided that 1 was prob-
ably somewhere between the dog
and the stork. I finished shaving
and dressed and went out for
breakfast and arrived in due time
at my office, where nothing hap-
pened all morning.

Two o'clock came, but Graham
Markley didn’t. At ten after, he did.
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I heard him cnter the little cubby-
hole in which my clicnts wait when
there is another client ahead of
them, which is something that
should happen oftener than it docs,
and when I got to the door to meet
him, he was standing there loeking
antiseptic among the germs. His ex-
pression included me with the
others.

“Mr. Hand?" he said.

“That’s right. You're Mr. Mark-
ley, I suppose?”

“Yes. I'm sorry to be late.”

“Think nothing of it. In this
office, ten minutes late is early.
Come in, plcase.”

He walked past me and sat down
in the client’s chair beside the desk.
Because I felt he would consider it
an imposition, I didn't effer to
shake hands. I felt that he might
even ignore or reject the offer,
which would have made me indig-
nant or even indiscreet. Resuming
my place in the chair behind the
desk, I made a quick inventory and
acquired an impression. He sat
rigidly, with his knees together and
his hat on his knces. His straight
black hair was receding but still had
a majority present. His face was
narrow, his nose was long, his lips
were thin. Arrogance was implicit.
He leoked something like the guy
who used to play Sherlock Holmes
in the movies. Maybc he looked like
Sherlock Holmes.

“Precisely what do you want to
tell me, Mr. Hund?” he said.

“Well,” T said, “that isn’t quite
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my position. What I want is for you
to tell me something.”

“Indeed? 1 gathered from our
conversation on the telephone yes-
terday that you were in possession
of some new information regarding
my wife.”

“Did I infer that? It isn’t exactly
true. What I meant to suggest was
that the available information isn't
adequate. It lcaves too much un-
explained.”

“Do you think so? The police
apparently didn’t. As a matter of
fact, it was quite clear to everyone
what my wife had done. It was, as
you may realize, an embarrassing
affair for me, and there seemed to
he no goed purposc in giving it
undue publicity or in pursuing it
indefinitely.”

“Do you still feel that way? That
there is no purpose in pursuing it
any further?”

“Until yesterday I did. Now I'm
not so sure. I don’t wish to inter-
fere with whatever kind of lifc my
wife is trying to establish for her-
self, nor do I wish to restorc any
kind of contact between her and
me, but since our telephone con-
versation I've begun to feel that it
would be better for several reasons
if she could be located.”

“Are you prepared to help?”

“Conditionally.”

“What conditions?”

“Are you, for your part, prepared
to tell me who initiated this in-
vestigation ?”

“What action would you consider
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taking if I were to tell your'

“None. The truth is, I'm certain
that I know. I merely want to
verify it.”

“You're probably right.”

“Miss Salem? I thought so. Well,
it’s understandable. Under the cir-
cumstances of our relationship,
she’s naturally concerned. She
urged me once previously to try
again t locate my wife, but I
wasn't inclined to reopen what was,
as I said, an unpleasant and embar-
rassing affair. Apparently I under-
estimated the strength of her
feeling.”

“You don’t resent her action,
then?”

“Certainly not. I'm particularly
anxious to settle any uneasiness she
may feel. I'm even willing to as-
sume the payment of your fee.”

“That’s between you and her, of
course. Will you tell me why you
think your wife disappeared?”

“Asto why she disappeared, I can
only speculate. As to why she left,
which is something else, I'm cer-
tain. She was having an affair with
a man named Regis Lawler. They
went away together. The relation-
ship between my wife and me had
deteriorated by that time to such
an extent that I really didn’t care.
I considered it a satisfactory solu-
tion to our problem.”

“Satisfactory? You said painful
and embarrassing.”

“Painful and embarrassing be-
cause it was humiliating. Any hus-
band whose wife runs away with
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another man looks rather ridicu-
lous. I mean that I had no sense
of loss.”

“I see. Did she give you any idea
that she was leaving before she
went?r”

“None. We didn’t see each other
often the last few months we lived
together. When we did see each
other, we found very little to say.”

“You said you could only specu-
late as to why she disappeared in-
stead of leaving openly. I'd like to
hear your speculation.”

“You would need to have known
her before you could understand.
She was, to put it kindly, rather
unstable. Less kindly, she was neu-
rotic. She may have been almost
psychotic at times. I don’t know. I
don’t understand the subtle distinc-
tions between these things. Any-
how, she had had a bad time when
our child died. At first, after the
initial shock, she became withdrawn
and depressed, totally uninterested
in living. Later there was a reaction.
A kind of hysterical appetite for
activity and experiences. It was
then that she met Regis Lawler. It's
my opinion that she disappeared
because she wanted to cut herself
off completely from the life that
had included our marriage and the
death of our child. It’s difficult to
believe, I know.”

“I wouldn't say so. Not so diffi-
cult. I've already considered that
motivation, as a matter of fact. It
seems to fit in with the little I know
about her. There's another point,
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however, that bothers me. Was
Regis Lawler the kind of man to
fall in with such a scheme?

“l can’t answer that. If he was
devoted to her, it’s fair to assumec
that he would do as she wished,
especially if she convinced him that
it was somecthing she desperately
needed.”

“Possibly. T didn’t know Lawler
well enough to have an idea. Miss
Salem said that Mrs. Markley’s
family had quite a lot of money.
Did Mrs. Markley hersclf have
any?”

“No. Her mother and father
were both dead when we married.
If they had money at one time,
which I believe was so, it had bcen
dissipated. The estate, I understand,
did little more than pay the claims
against it.”

“Then your wife had no personal
financial matters to scttle before she
lefer”

“Not to my knowledge.”

“Was Regis Lawler a wealthy
man?”

“I have no idca. His brother ap-
parently is.”

“Well, you can sce what I'm get-
ting at. It would not be a simple
matter for a man of wealth to dis-
appear. It would certainly entail
the liquidation of assets—securitics,
property, things like that. He'd
have to convert his wealth to necgo-
tiable paper that he could carry
with him. If he wanted to assure
his not being traced through them,
he'd have to convert to cash. Do
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you know if Regis Lawler did any
such thing?”

“No. But the police surely made
such an obvious investigation. Since
it was not an issue, it fellows that
Lawler did do something of the
sort, that he had no holdings to
convert.”

“Right. If Lawler had left much
behind, the police wouldn’t have
quit investigating. They’d have
smelled morc than a love affair. As
you say, he either converted or had
nothing to convert. At any rate, he
must have had considerable cash
in hand. Running way with a
woman, I mean, wouldn’t be any
two-dollar tour. Unless he had a job
arranged somewhere, an assurced in-
come, he must have been, putting
it mildly, damn well heeled.”

“Oh, I think it's safe to assume
that he had at least enough cash to
last a while. I can’t imaginc that
Regis Lawler was a pauper.”

His tone implied that no onc but
a simpleton, specifically me, would
waste time speculating about it. I
was beginning to think hec was
right. That was okay, though. 1
had been convinced from the begin-
ning that I was wasting my ume
on the whole case. That was okay
too, since I was doing it for a fee.

“How long ago was it that Mrs.
Markley lefe?” T said.

“Two years ago next month.”

“Did she take anything with her?
Any clothes, for example? I know
from talking with her maid that
she took nothing when she left

MANTIUNT



home that night, but I'm thinking
she might have taken or sent lug-
gage ahead to be picked up later.
She’d have done something like
that, I imagine, if she was being
secretive.”

“No doubt. On the other hand, if
you accept the theory that she in-
tended to make a complete break,
she might not have wanted to keep
any of her old possessions, not even
her clothes. I don't find this in-
credible in her case. Anyhow, I
honestly don't know if she took
anything. She had closets full of
clothes, of course. If anything was
missing, I wouldn’t know.”

“ITow about the maid?”

“She thought that nothing was
missing, but she wasn’t positive.”
He looked at his wrist watch and
stood up abruptly, his knees still
tegether as they had been all the
time he was sitting, and he had,
looking down at me, a kind of stiff,
military bearing and collateral arro-
gance. “I'm sorry to end this inter-
view, Mr. Hand, but I have another
appointment. You'll have to ex-
cusc me.”

“Certainly,” T said. “I was run-
ning out of questions, anyhow.
Thanks very much for coming in.”

“I'm alraid I haven’t been very
helpful.”

“You never know. It doesn’t
sound like much now, but it may
mean something later.”

I walked around the desk and
with him to the door. I didn't offer
to shake hands, and nether did he.

LOOSE ENDS

“Please inform Miss Salem or me
of any progress,” he said.

“I'm not optimistic,” I said.

The door closed between us, and
I went back and sat down. As far
as 1 was concerned, I was still wast-
ing time.

4,

From street level I went up two
shallow steps into a spacious hall.
The floor was carpeted. The walls
were paneled with dark and lus-
trous walnut. At the far end of the
hall, a broad sweep of stairs as-
cended. To my right as I entered
was the dining room. The floor was
carpeted in there also, and the walls
were also walnut pancled. Tables
were covered with snowy cloths
and set with shining silver. A few
early diners were dining. The
string quartet was playing some-
thing softly that I remembered by
sound and remembered after a
moment by name. Stars in My
Eyes. By Fritz Kreisler. A very
pretty tune.

I looked right. A cocktail lounge
was over that way, beyond a wide
entrance and down a step. A num-
ber of people were drinking cock-
tails. There was no music. I recog-
nized a martini, which was all
right, a manhattan, which was bet-
ter, and an alexander, which you
can have. Everything was very
elegant, very sedate. Maybe some-
one saw me, maybe not. No one
spoke to me or tried to stop me. I
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walked down the hall and up the
stairs.

The carpet went up with me, but
the walnut stayed below. The hall
upstairs ran a gauntlet of closed
doors recessed in plaster. It was nice
plaster, though, rough textured and
painted a soft shade of brown.
Cinnamon or Nutmeg or one of the
names that brown acquires when it
becomes a decorater coler. It was
teo early for the games, and the
rooms behind the doors were quiet.
All, that is, except the last room
behind the last door, which was
the private room of Silas Lawler.
Someone in there was playing a
piano. A Chopin waltz was bcing
played. I thought at first it was a
recording, but then I decided it
wasn’t. It was good, but not good
enough.

I opened the door softly and
stepped inside and closed the door
behind me. It was Silas Lawler
himself at the piano. He turned his
face toward me, but his eyes had
the kind of blind glaze that the
eyes of a man may have when he
is listening to good music or look-
ing at his mistress or thinking of
something a long way off. A pretty
girl was sitting in a deep chair on
the back of her neck. She had short
black hair and smoky eyes and a
small red petulant mouth. She was
facing the door and me directly,
and her eyes moved over me lazily
without interest. Otherwise, she did
not move in the slightest, and she
did not specak.
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Lawler finished the Chepin
waltz, and the girl said, “That was
nice, Lover.” She moved nothing
but her lips, in shaping the words,
and her eyes, which she rolled
toward him in her head. She didn’t
sound as if she meant what she
said, and Lawler didn’t leok as if
he believed her. He didn’t even look
as if he heard her. He was still
staring at mc, and the glazc was
dissolving in his eyes.

“Who are you?” he said.

“Percy Hand,” I said. “We've
met.”

“That’s right,” he said. “I re-
member you. Don't you-bclieve in
knocking?”

“I didn’t want to interrupt the
music. I like Chopin.”

“Do you? It’s better when it’s
played right.”

“You play it fine. I thought at
first it was Brailowsky.”

“If you thought it was Brailow-
sky, you've never heard him.”

“I've heard him, all right. T went
to a concert once. I got a couple
records.”

“In that case, you've got no ear
for music. Brailowsky and I don't
seund alike.”

“Maybe not. Maybe it was just
the shock of hearing you play at
all. I never figured Silas Lawler feor
a pianist.”

“I was a deprived kid. I had
secret hungers. I made some money
and teok lcssens.”

“So was L. So had I. I didn’t.”

“Make moncy or take lessons?”
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“Both.”

“You can see he's poor,” the girl
said. “He wears ready-made suits.”

“Botany 500,” I said. “Sixtyfive
bucks.”

Lawler looked at her levelly
across the grand. I could have
sworn that there was an expression
of distaste on his face. The deprived
kid business was on the level, 1
thought. He remembered the time.
He didn’t like people who made
cracks about the poor.

“This is Robin Robbins,” he said
carefully. “She’s pretty, but she’s
got no manners. That isn’t her real
name, by the way. She didn’t think
the one she had was good enough.
The man you're trying to insult,
honey, is Percy Hand, a fairly good
private detective.”

“He looks like Jack Palance,” she
said.

“Jack Palance is ugly,” I said,
“God, he's ugly.”

“So are you,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said.

“In a nice way,” she said. “Jack
Palance is ugly in a nice way, and
so are you. I don’t really care if
you're poor.”

“Just as long as you're good in
bed,” Lawler said. “Come over
here.”

I walked over and stood beside
the piano. Now I could sce the girl
only by looking over my shoulder.
Instead, I looked down at Lawler.
His face was clean shaven and
square. He was neither tall nor fat,
but he must have weighed two
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hundred. His hands rested quietly
on the piano keys. They looked like
chunks of stone.

“Here I am,” 1 said. “Why?”

“I want to be able to reach you
in case you haven't got a good
reason for busting in here.”

“I've got a reason. You tell me if
it's good.”

“T'll let you know. One way or
another.”

“I want to talk about a couple
people you know. Or knew. Your
brother and Constance Markley.”

He didn’t budge. His face stayed
still, his body stayed still, the hands
on the keys stayed still as stone.

“It’s lousy. I'd be bored to death.”

“Is that so? I'm beginning to get
real interested in them.”

“That's your mistake., While
we're on mistakes, I'll point out an-
other. He isn’t my brother. Not
even step-brother. Foster brother.”

“That makes it less intimate, I ad-
mit. Not quite impersonal, though.
Wouldn’t you like to know where
he is? How he is? Or maybe you
already know.”

“l don’t. I don’t want to.”

“Well, I never heard the like. A
man’s wifc disappcars. He doesn’t
care. A man’s foster brother dis-
appears. He doesn't care. The in-
difference fascinates me.”

“Let me figure this.” His right
hand suddenly struck a bass chord
and dropped off the keys into his
lap. The sound waves lingered,
faded, died. “T've got a sluggish
mind, and I think slow. Regis and
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Constance ran away. You're a pri-
vate detective. Could it be you're
rying to make yourself a case?”

“I'm not making any case. The
case is made. I'm just working
on it.”

“Take my advice. Don’t. Drop it.
Forget it. It isn’t worth your time.”

“My time’s worth twenty-five
dollars a day and expenses. That’s
what I'm getting paid.”

“Who's paying?”

“Sorry. I’m not at liberty to say.”

“It’s not enough.”

“I get by on it.”

“Not enough to pay a hospital
bill, I mean. Or the price of a
tuneral, even.”

The girl stood up suddenly and
stretched. She made a soft mewing
sound, like a cat. I turned my head
and watched her over my shoulder.
Her breasts thrust out against her
dress, her spread thighs strained
against her tight skirt.

“l think Tll go away some-
where,” she said. “I abhor vio-
lence.”

“You do that, honey,” Silas Law-
ler said.

She walked across to the door,
and she walked pretty well. She
had nice legs that moved niccly.
You could follow the lines of her
behind in the tight skirt. I'd have
been more impressed if 1 hadn’t
scen Faith Salem lying in the sun.
At the door, before going out, she
paused and looked back at me and
grinned.

“You
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couldn’t hurt his face

much,” she said. “You could change
it, but you couldn’t hurt it.”

She was gone, and I said, “Lovely
thing. Is it yours?”

“Now and then.” He shrugged.
“If you're interested, I won’t be
offended.”

“I'm not. Besides, I'm too ugly.
Were you threatening me a
moment ago?”

“About the hospital, yes. About
the funeral, no. It wouldn’t be nec-
essary.”

“You ncver can tell. I get tired
of living sometimes.”

“You'd get tireder of being dead.”

“That could be. The way I hear
it explained, it sounds pretty dull.”

“You're a pretty sharp guy, Hand.
You've got a nose for what’s phony.
I'm surprised a guy like you
wouldn’t smell a phony case.”

“I won’t say I haven’t. I'm open
to conviction.”

“All right. Regis and Constance
had a rea] fire going. It didn’t de-
velop, it was just there in both of
them at first sight. First sight was
right here. Downstairs in the
lounge. Don’t ask me to explain it,
because I can’t. Regis was there,
and Constance was there, and to
hell with everyone else. Everyone
and everything. They got in bed,
and whatever they had survived.
They ran away together, that’s all.
Why don’t you leave it alone?”

“You make it sound so simple.
I can’t help thinking, though, that
running away’s one thing, disap-
pearing’s another. You see the dif-
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ference? There 1s onc you know.”

“l see. It wouldn’t scem so
strange if you'd known the woman.
Constance, I mean. She’d had a bad
time. She was sad, lost, looking for
a way to somewhere. You get me?
She was a real lady, but she had
queer ideas. When she left, she
wanted to leave it all, including
herself. It’s pathetic when you stop
to think about it.”

“l get the same picture every-
where. The same idea. 'm begin-
ning to believe it. I'm sceptical
about Regis, though. He doesn’t
seem the type.”

“He wasn’t. Not before he met
Constance. Before he met her, he
was a charming, no-good bastard,
but then he met her, and he
changed. Queer. You wouldn’t
have thought she’d have appealed
to him, but she did. He’d have
done anything she wanted. Very
queer.”

“Yeah. Queer and corny.”

“I don’t blame you for thinking
so. You’d have to see it to believe
i.”

“Did Regis have an interest in
this restaurant?”

“Regis didn’t have a pot. Just
what I gave him. Spending money.”

“What did they use for cash
when they left? What are they
using now? And don’t feed me any
more corn. You don’t live on love.
Some people get a job and live in
a cottage, but not Regis and Cen-
stance. Everything they were and
did is against it.”
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The fingers of his left hand
moved up the keys. It was remark-
able how lightly that chunk of
rock moved. The thin sounds of
the short scale lasted no longer than
a few seconds. The lcft hand joined
the right in his lap.

“I'll tell you something,” he said.
“I don’t know why. What I ought
to do is throw you out of here.
Anyhow, Regis had cash. Enough
for a lifetime in the right place.
See that picture over there? It's a
copy of a Rembrandt. Behind it
there’s a safe. Regis knew the com-
bination. The night he went away,
I had seventy-five grand in it
Regis took it.”

“That’s a lot of cash to have in
a safe behind a picture.”

“I had it for a purpose. Never
mind what.”

“You let him get away with 1it?
You didn’t try to recover it?”

“No. To tell the truth, I was
relieved. I always felt an obligation
toward him because of the woman
whose lousy kid he was. Now the
obligation is wiped out. We're
quits.” He lifted both hands and
replaced them gently on the keys
of the piano. There was not the
slightest sound from the wires in-
side. “Besides, 1 figured it was
partly for her. For Constance. I
liked her. I hope she’s happier than
she ever was.”

I started to refer again to corn,
but I thought better of it. Then I
thought that it would probably be
a good time to leave, and I turned

S



and went as far as the door.

“Hand,” he said.

“Yes,” 1 said.

“Forget it. Drop it. You hear
me?”

“I hear you,” I said.

I opened the door and went out.
After three steps in the hall, I heard
the piano. What I heard from it
was something else by Chopin.

5

On the way in, no one had
spoken to me. On the way out,
someone did. The lower hall was
the place, and Robin Robbins was
the person. Shc was standing in the
entrance to the cocktail lounge, at
the edge of the shallow step, and
although she was standing erect,
like a lady, she somehow gave the
impression of leaning indolently
against an’ immaterial lamppost.
Her voice was lazy, threaded with
a kind of insolent amusement.

“Buy me a drink?” she said.

“I’'m too poor,” 1 said.

“Tough. Let me buy you one.”

“I'm too proud.”

“Poor and proud. My God, it
sounds like something by Horatio
Alger”

“Junior.”

“What?”

“Horatio Alger, Junior. You for-
got the junior.”

“I'm sorry 1 didn’t forget him
altogether. What do you say we
start trying?”

“I'm surprised you know any-
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thing about him to start trying to
forget. He was a long time ago,
honey. Were kids still reading him
when you were a kid?”

“I wouldn't know. I was never
a kid. T was born old and just got
older.”

“Like me. That gives us some-
thing in common, I guess. Maybe
we ought to have that drink to-
gether after all. 'l buy.”

“No. I've got a better idea for
a poor, proud man. In my apart-
ment there’s a bottle of scotch left
over from another time. Someone
gave it to me. We could go there
and drink out of it for free.”

“I don’t care for scotch. Tt tastes
like medicine.”

“There’s a bottle of bourbon
there too. In case you don’t care
for bourbon, there’s rye.”

“No brandy? No champagne?”

“Anything you want.”

“That’s quite a selection to be
left over from other times. Was it
all given to you?”

“Why not? People are always
giving me something. They seem
to enjoy it.”

“Thanks for offering to share the
wealth. However, I don’t think so.
Some other time, maybe.”

She opened a small purse she
was holding in her hands and ex-
tracted a cigarette. I went closer
and supplied a light. She inhaled
and exhaled and stared into the
smoke with her smoky cyes. Her
breath coming out with the smoke
made a soft, sighing sound.
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“Suit yourself,” she said. “It’s just
that I've got somcthing I thought
you might be interested in.”

“You’ve got plenty I might be
interested in, honey.”

She dragged again and sighed
again. The smoke thinned and
hung in a pale blue haze between
us. In her eyes was a suggestion
of something new. Something less
than insolence, a little morc than
amusement. Her lush little mouth
curved amiably,

“That’s not quite what I meant,
but it’s something to consider,
What I meant was something I can
tell you.”

“Information? Is it free like the
scotch and the bourbon and the
ryc? Don't forget I'm a guy who
wears ready-made suits.”

“I remember. Poor and proud
and probably honest. Right out of
H. Alger, Junior. Don’t worry
about it, though. It’s free like the
scotch and the bourbon and the
ryve.”

“Everything free. No price on
anything. I hope you won't be of-
fended, honey, but somehow 1 got
an idea it’s out of character.”

“All right. Forget it. You were
asking questions about a couple of
people, and I thought you were
intcrested. My mistake, Horatio.”

Her mouth curved now in the
opposite direction from amiability.
What had been in her eyes was
gone, and what replaced it was con-
tempt. I thought in the instant be-
fore she turned away that she was
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going to spit on the Hoor. Before
she could descend the step and walk
away nicely on her nice legs with
the neat movement of her neat
behind, I took a step and put a
hand on her arm, and we stood
posed that way for a second or two
or longer, she arrested and I arrest-
ing, and then she turned her head
and looked at me over her shoulder.

“Yes?” she said.

“Make mine bourbon,” 1 said.

We went the rest of the way
down the hall together and down
the two steps and outside. Beside
the building was a paved parking
lot reserved for patrons, and I had
left my car there, although I was
not properly a patron. We walked
around and got into the car and
drove in it to her apartment, which
was in a nice building on a good
street. It was on the fifth floor,
which we reached by elevator, and
it didn't have any terrace that got
the sun in the afternoon, or any
terrace at all, or any of many fea-
tures that the apartment of Faith
Salem had, including several acres,
but it was a nice enough apartment
just the same, a far better apart-
ment than any I had ever lived
in or probably ever would. Besides,
it was certainly something that
someone had just wanted to give
her. For a consideration, of course,
An exchange, in a way, of com-
modities.

“Fix a bourbon for yourself,” she
said. “For me too, in water. I'll be
back in a minute.”



She went out of the room and
was gone about five times as long
as the minute. In the meanwhile,
I found ingredients and mixed two
bourbon highballs and had them
ready when she returned. She
leeked just the same as she'd leeked
when she’d gene, which was good
eneugh te be disturbing.

“I lose,” I said.

“Some people always de,” she
said. “Lese what, exactly?”

“A bet. With myself. I bet you'd
gone te get inte something more
cemfortable.”

“Why should I? What I'm wear-
ing is comfortable eneugh. There's
practically nething to it.”

I was facing her with a full glass
in each hand. She approached me
casually, as if she were going to
ask for a light er brush a crumb
off my tie. She kept right en walk-
ing, right inte me, and put her
arms areund my neck and her
mouth on my mouth, and I stood
there with my arms projecting
beyond her on both sides, the damn
glasses in my hands, and we re-
mained static and breathless in this
position for quite a leng time.
Finally she stepped back and
helped herself to the glass in ene
of my hands. She teok a drink and
tilted her head and subjected me
and my effect to a smoldering
appraisal.

“I've always wanted te kiss a
man as ugly as yeu,” she said. “It
wasn't bad.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I've had werse
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myself, but under better cenditions.”

“I'm wendering if it's geed
enough te develep. I think it might
be®

“You go on wondcring about it
and let me knew.”

“T'll de that.”

She meved ever te a chair and
lowered herself ente her neat be-
hind and crossed her nice legs.
From where I feund a chair and
sat, across from her, I ceuld see
quite a let of the legs. She didn't
mind, and neither did 1.

“If you decide to develep it,” I
said, “won’t Silas Lawler ebject?”

She swallewed some mere of her
highball and leeked into what was
left. Her soft and succulent little
meuth assumed lax and ugly lines.

“To hell with Silas Lawler,” she
said.

“Don’t kid me,” I said. “I knew
he pays the bills.”

“Se he pays the bills. There’s one
bill he may owe that he hasn’t paid.
If he owes it, I want him te pay
in full”

“For what?”

“Fer the murder of Regis Law-
ler.”

She continued te look inte her
glass. From her expressien, she
must have seen something offen-
sive on the bottom. I looked into
mine and saw nething but goed
whisky and pure water.1 drained it.

“Maybe you den’t know what
you said,” I said.

“I know what I said. I said he
may owe it, I'd like to knew.”
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“And I'd like to know what
makes you think he may.”

“Start with that fairy tale about
Regis and Constance Markley run-
ning off together. Just disappearing
completely so they could have a
beautiful new life together. Do you
helieve it?”

“I don't believe it. I don’t dis-
believe it. I've got an open mind.”

“Brother, if you'd known Regis
Lawler as well as I did, you’d know
the whole idea is phony. He just
wasn't the type.”

“I've heard that. I've also heard
that he was in love with Constance.
[t's been suggested that he might
have done for her what he wouldn’t
have donc for anyone else.”

“That’s another phony bit. His
being in love with Constance, 1
mecan. He wasn’t.”

“No? This is a new angle. Con-
vince me.”

“Maybe I can’t. I don’t have any
letters or tapes or photographs.
Neither docs anyone clse, thank
God. I could give you some inter-
csting clinical descriptions, but I
won't. Basically I'm a modest girl.
I like my privacy.”

“I think I get you, but I'm not
sure. Are you telling me more or
less delicately that Regis had love
cnough for two?”

“Two? Is that all the higher you
can count? Anyhow, what’s love?
All I know is, we went through
the motions of what passes for love
in my crowd, and he seemed to
enjoy it. Whatever you call it, he
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felt more of it for me than he fclt for
anyone else, including Constance,
and I guess you couldn’t have ex-
pected more than that from Regis.”

Her little mouth had for a
moment a bitter twist. The bitter-
ness tainted the sound of her words.
She did not have thc look and
sound of a woman who had bcen
rejected. She had the look and
sound of a woman who huad been
accepted with qualifications and
used without them. Most of all, a
woman who had understood the
qualifications from the beginning
and had accepted them and sub-

‘mitted to them.

“Excuse me,” I said. “I always
have trouble understanding any-
thing when it gets the least com-
plicated. You were having Regis
on the side of Silas, and Regis was
having you on the side of Con-
stance. Not that I want to make
you sound like a chaser or a dish
of buttered peas. Is that right?”

“Damn it, that’s what I said.”

“And Silas killed Regis in anger
because he found out about it. Is
that what you mean?”

“I’s a solid thought. I like it
better than the fairy talc.”

“I'm not sure that I share your
preference. T don’t want to hurt
you, honey, but I doubt like hell
that Silas considers you worth kill-
ing for. He just gave me permis-
sion to try my luck if the notion
struck me, but maybe he didn't
really mean it. Anyhotw, you'll have
to admit that it doesn’t sound like
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a casc of homicidal jealousy.”

“Who mentioned jealousy?” She
shrugged angrily, a small gesturc
of dismissal. “He’s proud. He’s
vain and scnsitive. He’s made a hell
of a lot out of nothing at all, but
he can’t forget that he only went
to the fourth grade and got where
he is by doing things proper people
don’t do. He still feels secretly in-
ferior and insecure, and he always
will. The one thing he can’t stand
is the slightest suggestion of con-
tempt. He’d kill anyone for that.
Can you think of anything more
contemptuous than taking another
man’s wife or mistress?”

I thought of seventy-five grand.
It scemed to me that helping your-
self to that much lettuce was a con-
temptuous act too, and I thought
about discussing it as a motive for
murdecr, but I couldn’t see that it
would get me anywhere in present
circumstances, and so I decided
against it.

“So he killed Regis,” T said.
“That was a couple of years ago.
And ever since he’s gone on with
you as if nothing at all had hap-
pencd. After murder, business as
usual at the same old stand. Is
that it?”

“Sure. Why not? Laughing like
hell all the time. Feeling all the
time the same kind of contempt for
Regis and me that he imagines we
felt for him. Silas would get a lot
of satisfaction out of something
like that.” She looked down into
her glass, swirling what was left
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of her drink around and around
the inner circumference. Bitterness
increcased the distortion of her
mouth. “He'll throw me out after
a while,” she said.

“You’re quitc a psychologist,” 1
said. “All that stuff about inferior-
ity and insecurity and implied con-
tempt. I wish I had as much brains
as you.”

“All right, you bastard. So I'm
the kind who ought to stick to the
little words. So I only went to the
cighth grade myself. Go ahcad and
ridicule me.”

“You're wrong. I wasn’t ridicul-
ing you. I never ridicule anyone.
The trouble your theory has is the
same trouble that the other theory
has, and the trouble with both is
that they leave loosc ends all over
the place. I can mention a few, if
you'd care to hear them.”

“Mention whatever you please.”

“All right. Where’s the body?”

“I don’t know. You'’re the de-
tective. Work on it.”

“Where’s Constance? Did he kill
both of them? If so, why? He had
no reason to hate her. As a matter
of fact, they should have been on
the same team. You, not Constance,
would have been the logicul second
victim.”

“I know. Don’t you think I've
thought of that a thousand times?
Maybe she knew he killed Regis.
Maybe she learned about it some-
how or even actually witnessed it.
Damn it, I've told you something
you didnt know. I've told you
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about Regis and me. I've told you
he was not really in love with Con-
stance and would never have run
away with her for any longer than
a weckend. T've told you this, and
it’s the truth, and all you do is keep
wanting me to be the detective.
You're the detective, brother. I've
told you that tvo.”

“Surc yvou have. I'm the detec-
tive, and all Pve got to do is ex-
plain how someone killed a man
and a woman and completely dis-
posed of their bodies. That would
be a tough chore, honey. Practically
impossible.”

“Silas Lawler’s been doing the
practically impossible for quite a
tew years. He’s a very competent
guy.”

“He is. I know it, and I'm not
forgetting it. However, I can think
of a third theory that excludes him.
IU's simpler and it ties up an end
or two. You said Regis didu't love
Constance. He just had an affair
with her. Suppose he tried to end
the affair and got himsclf killed
for his trouble? She was a strange
female, 'm told. Almost psychotic,
someone said. Do you think she
was capable?”

Robin Robbins stood up abruptly.
She carried her glass over to the
ingredients and stood quietly with
her back to me. Apparently she
was only considering whether she
should mix herself another or not.
She decided not. Depositing her
glass, she helped herself to a ciga-
rctte from a box and lit it with a
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lighter. Trailing smoke, she re-
turned to her chair.

“Oh, Constance was capable, all
right,” she said. “She was much teo
good to do a lot of things I've done
and will probably do again and
again if the price is right, but
there’s one thing she could have
done that 1 couldn’t, and that’s
murder. And if you think that
sounds like more eighth grade psy-
chology, you can forget it and get
the hell out of here.”

“I don’t know about the psy-
chology,” 1 said, “but I'm pretty
sure that you don’t really think she
killed Regis. If you did, you'd be
happy to say so.”

“That’s right.” She nodded in
amiable agreement. “I wouldn’t
mind at all doing Constance a bad
turn, but she didn’t kill Regis.
That’s obvious.”

“I'm inclined to agrce. In the
first place, she couldn’t have got
rid of the body. In the second place,
if she could and did, why run away
afterward? It wouldn’t be sensible.”

“Well, it’s your problem, brother.
I guess it's time you went some-
where else and began to think
about it.”

“Yeah. I'm the detective. You've
told me and told me. You haven’t
told me much else, though. Not
anything very convincing. You got
an idea that Silas killed Regis be-
cause you and Regis made a kind
of illicit cuckold of him, and you
lure me here with free bourbon
and tell me so, and I'm supposed



to be converted by this evangelical
message. It's pretty thin, if you
don’t mind my saying it. Excusc
me for being skeptical.”

“That’s all right. I didn’t expect
much from you anyhow. I just
thought I'd try.”

“Try harder.”

“I've got nothing more to tell

ou.”

“Really? That’s hard to believe.
You're not exactly incxpensive,
honey, and Tll bet you have to
earn your keep. What I mean is,
you and Silas surely get convivial
on occasions. Even intimate. Men
are likely to become indiscreet
under such circumstances. They say
things they wouldn’t ordinarily say.
If Silas killed Regis because of
you, I'd think he’d even have an
urge to gloat. By innuendo, at
least.”

She moved her head against the
back of her chair in a lazy negative.
“m a girl who knows the side
of her bread the butter is on, and
I earn my keep. You're right there.
But you're wrong if you think
Silas Lawler is the kind who gets
confidential or careless. He's a very
reserved guy, and he protects his
position. He tends to his own busi-
ness, and most of his business
nowadays is on the three floors of
the building we just left. To be
honest, he'’s pretty damn dull. He
works. He eats and sleeps and plays
that damn piano, and once in a
while he makes love. Once a
month, for a few days, he goes
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to some place called Amity.”

“Amity? Why does he go there?”

“I wouldn’t know. I guess he has
interests.”

“Do you ever go with him?”

*“No.”

“Why not?”

“I'm never invited, thank God.
Who wants to go to Amity?”

I took a deep breath and held it
till it hurt and then released it.

“That’s right,” I said. “Who does?
Incidentally there’s something else
that nags me. It seems to me that
you're trying to ruin a good thing
for yoursclf, and I don’t understand
it. What happens to you and all
this if Silas turns out to be a
murderer?”

“Whatever it is, I'll try to bear
it 1 may even celebrate. In the
meanwhile, on the chance that I'm
wrong about him, I may be as well
be comfortable.”

I stood up and looked down, and
she stayed down and looked up,
and because she was a shrewd and
tough wench with looks and brains
and queer attachments and flexible
morals, T though it would be
pleasant and acceptable to kiss her
once in return for the time she'd
kissed me once, and that’s what 1
did, and it was. It was pleasant and
acceptable. It even started being
exciting. Just as her hands were
rcaching for me, I straightened and
turned and walked to the door, and
she came out of the chair after
me. She put her arms around my
waist from behind.
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“It's worth developing,” she saidl.
“I've been thinking about it, and
I've decided.”

“Sorry,” I said. “My own mind
isn’t made up yet. I'll let you
know.”

I loosened her hands and held
them in mine against my belly.
After a few seconds, I dropped
them and opened the door and
started out.

“You ugly bastard,” she said.

“Don't call me,” I said. “I'll call

ou.”

“Go to hell,” she said.

I got on out and closed the door
softly and began wishing imme-
diately that 1 hadn’t.

6.

The next morning I checked a
couple of morgues. The newspaper
variety. I turned the brittle bones
of old dailies and disturbed the
rest of dead stories, but I learned
nathing of significance regarding
Constance Markley. She was there,
all right, briefly and quietly in-
terred in ink. No one had got ex-
cited. No one had smelled any-
thing, apparently, that couldn’t
eventually be fumigated in divorce
court. I left the second morgue
about noon and stopped for a steak
sandwich and a beer on the way to
my oflice. In the office, sitting, I
elevated my feet and began to
think.

Maybe thinking is an exaggera-
tion. I didn’t really have an idea.
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All T had was an itch, a tiny burr
of coincidence that had caught in
a wrinkle of my cortex. It didn’t
amount to much, but I thought I
might as well worry it a while,
having nothing else on hand or in
mind, and what I thought I would
do specifically was go back and see
Faith Salem again, and 1 would
go, if T could arrange i, when
Faith and the sun were on the
terrace. She had said to call ahead
of time, and so I lowered my feet
and reached for the phone, and
that’s when I saw the gorilla,

He was a handsome gorilla in a
Brooks Brothers suit, but a gorilla
just the same. There’s something
about the breed that you can’t miss.
They smell all right, and they look
all right, and there’s nothing you
can isolate ordinarily as a unique
physical characteristic that identi-
fies one of them definitely as a
gorilla rather than as a broker or
a rich plumber, but they seem to
have a chronic quality of deadli-
ness that a broker or a plumber
would have only infrequently, in
special circumstances, if ever. This
one was standing in the doorway
watching me, and he had got there
without a sound. He smiled. He
was plainly prepared to treat me
with all the courtesy 1 was pre-
pared to make possible.

“Mr. Hand?’ he said.

“That’s right,” I said.

“I have a message from Mr. Silus
Lawler. He would appreciate it
very much if you could come to

89



see him as soon as possible.”

“I just went to see him yester-
day.”

“Mr. Lawler knows that. He re-
grets that he must inconvenience
you again so soon. Apparently
semething important has come up.”

“Something else important came
up first. I was just getting ready
to go out and take care of it.”

“Mr. Lawler is certain that you'll
prefer to give his business priority.”

“Well, I'll tell you what to do.
You go back to Mr. Lawler and
tell him I'll be around this eve-
ning or first thing tomorrow.”

“Mr. Lawler is most urgent that
you come immediately. I have in-
structions to drive you there and
bring you back. For your con-
venience, of course.”

“Of course. Mr. Lawler is noto-
riously considerate. Suppose I don't
want to go.”

“Mr. Lawler hopes you will want
to accommodate him.”

“Let’s supposc I refuse.”

“Mr. Lawler didn't anticipate
that contingency, I'm afraid. He
said to bring you.”

“Even if I resist?”

“As I understood my orders, Mr.
Lawler made no qualifications.”

“Do you think you're man
enough to execute them without
qualifications?”

“I think so.”

“In that case,” I said, “we’d bet-
ter go.”

I got my hat and put it over the
place where the lumps would have

0

been if 1 hadn't. Together, like
cronies, we went downstairs and
got into his car, which was a
Caddy, and drove in it to Silas
Lawler’s restaurant plus. In the hall
outside Silas Lawler’s private room,
we stood and listened to the piano,
which was being played. What was
being played on it this time was
not somcthing by Chopin, and I
couldn’t identify who it was by
certainly, but I thought it was
probably Mozart. The music was
airy and intricate. It sounded as
if it had been written by a man
who felt very good and wanted
everyonc else to fecl as goed as
he did.

“Mr. Lawler doesn’t like to be
interrupted when he’s playing,” the
Brooks Brothers gorilla said.

“You can’t be too careful with
artists,” I said. “They're touchy.”

“Mr. Lawler’s a virtuoso,” he
said.

He didn’t even blink when he
said it. It was obviously a word he
was used to and not something
special for effect. I wondered if
they were granting degrees to
gorillas these days, but I didn’t
think it would be wise to ask.
Therc wouldn't have been time for
an answer, anyhow, for the virtuoso
stopped playing the music by
Mozart, or at least not Chopin, and
the gorilla knocked twice on the
door and opened it, and I walked
into the room ahead of him.

Silas Lawler got off the bench
and walked around the curve of

MANHUNT



the grand and stopped in the spot
where the canary usually perches in
nightclubs. He didn’t perch, how-
ever. He merely lcaned. From the
same chair in which she had sat
yesterday, Robin Robbins looked
across at me with a poker face, and
I could see at once, in spite of
shadows and cosmetics, that some-
bedy had hung one on her. A
plum-colored bruise spread down
from her left eye across the bone
of her cheek. There was still some
swelling of the flesh too, although
it had certainly been reduced from
what it surely had been. She looked
rather cute, to tell the truth. The
shiner somehow made her look like
the kid she said she never was.
“How are you, Hand?” Lawler
said. “It was kind of you to come.”
“Your messenger was persua-
sive,” I said. “I couldn’t resist him.”
“Darcy, you mean. I can always
depend on Darcy to do a job like
a gentleman. He dislikes violence
almost as much as I do. I'm sure
you didn't find him abusive.”
“Not at all. I've never been
threatened half so courteously be-
fore.” I turned my head and looked
down at Robin Robbins. “Appar-
ently you weren't se lucky, honey.
You must have run into an interior
gorilla somewhere.”
“I fell over my lip,” she said.
Lawler laughed, and I could have
sworn that there was a note of
tenderness in it. “Robin’s impetu-
ous. She's always doing something
she later regrets, and I'm always
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prepared to forgive her eventally,
although I sometimes lose my
temper in the meanwhile. Isn’t that
so, Robin?”

“Oh, sure,” she said. “We love
each other in spite of everything.”

“I won’t deny that Robin’s been
punished,” Lawler said, “but I'm
afraid I must charge you with be-
ing partially responsible, Hand.
You ought to be ashamed of your-
self for taking advantage of her
innocence.”

“I am,” I said, “I truly am.

“Well,” he said, “I don’t think
we need to be too critical. Robin,
I realize, is even harder to resist
than Darcy. For different reasons,
of course. She’s told me what the
two of you talked about yesterday
after leaving here together, and she
understands now how foolish she
was. Don’t you, Robin?”

“Sure,” she said. “I was foolish.”

“She wants me to ask you to for-
get all about it, don’t you, Robin?”

“Sure,” she said. “Forget it.”

“You see?” Lawler shrugged and
shifted his weight against the
piano. “Robin and 1 are really very
compatible. We are never able to
keep secrets from one another for
very long.”

“That’s
touched.”

He was looking directly at Robin
for the first time now. “Wouldn't
you like to apologize to Mr. Hand
for causing him so much trouble,
Robin?”

“I apologize, Mr. Hand, from
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sweet,” I said. “I'm
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the bottom of my heart,” she said.

“I liked it better when vou told
me to go to hell,” I said.

Lawler stood erect and stopped
looking at Robin in order to look
at me. “That wasn’t a very gracious
response, Hand. However, let it
pass. I also want to apologize to
you.”

“What for?"

“I'm afraid I was a litde unrea-
sonable yesterday. 1 understand
now that you were hired to investi-
gate the matter we discussed, and
vou're naturally concerncd about
your fee. I have no right to ask
you to sacrifice that, of course.
What do you think it will amount
tof”

“That depends on how long the
job lasts. I get twenty-five dollars
a day and expenses.”

“Very reasonable. I'll pay you five
thousand dollars to drop the case.
That should be adequate.”

“Bribery?”

“Don’t be offensive. Compensa-
tion for the loss of your fee.”

“It’s not cnough.”

“Really? I figure that it comes to
two-hundred days’ work. What do
you think would be fair?”

“Make it a million, and T'll take
Teg

“Your joke isn’t very funny,
Hand. It’s bad tastc to joke about
& scrious matter.”

“I'm not joking. You sce, I've gat
to be compensated for more than
the loss of a fee. I've got to be com-
pensated for the loss of my integ-
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rity, such as it is. I don’t figure a
million's too much for that.”

“Nonsense. You’re wasting your
time, anyhow. I assured you of that.
Is it ethical to go on accepting a
fce under false pretenses?”

“I explained to my client that it
might not come to anything. Prob-
ably wouldn’t, as a mauter of fact.
We're both satisfied.”

“Perhaps I could persuade your
client that he is making a mistake.
Would you carc to give me his

pame?”

“No, I wouldn’t. The truth is, I
don’t particularly care for your
mcthods of persuasion.”

“No matter. If I really want to
learn the identity of your client, I
can do it easily enough. Now, how-
ever, I don’t proposc to discuss this
matter with you any longer. I be-
lieve I've made you a fair proposi-
tion. Do you still refusc to ac-
cept it?”

“Sorry. I'm holding out for the
million.”

If therc was the slightest sign be-
tween him and Darcy behind me,
the hfting of a brow or the twitch
of a tick, I never saw it. 1t could
be, I guess, that they'd developed
a kind of extra-scnsory communica-
tion that functioned automatically
when the time was precsely right,
Anyhow, sign or not, Darcy
grabbed me abruptly abovc the
elbows from bchind and wrenched
my arms and shoulders back so
violently that I thought for a
moment I'd split down the middle
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like a spring fryer. At the same
instant, Lawler made a fist and
stepped forward within range.

“I regret this, Hand,” he said.
“I really do.”

“l know,” I said. “You dislike
violence. You and Darcy both.”

“It’s your own fault, of course.
You're behaving like a recalcitrant
boy, and it's necessary to teach
you a lesson.”

“Don’t you think you ought to
teach me somewhere else? You
wouldn’t want to get blood on this
expensive carpet.”

“I’s acrilan. Haven’t you heard
of it? One of these new miracle
fabrics. Blood wipes right off.”

“Is that a fact’? Better living
through chemistry. I'm impressed.”

He was tired now of the whole
business. I could see in his face
that he was tired, and 1 believe
that he actually did regret what he
considered the necessity of having
to do what he was going to do.
It was only that he knew no other
way to fight, in spite of Chopin
and Mozart and the veneer of re-
spectability, than the way of vio-
lence. He wanted to get it over with,
and he did. He drove the fist into
my face, and it was like getting
hit with a jagged boulder. Flesh
split on bone, and bone cracked,
and darkness welled up internally.
I sagged, I guess, and hung by my
arms {rom the hands of Darcy, and
alter a while, I guess, I straightened
and lifted my head and was hit
again in the face. When I opened
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my eyes after that, I was lying on
the carpet, and there was blood on
it. In my mouth there was more
blood, and a thin and bitter fluid
riscn from my stomach. I was sick
and in pain, but mostly I was
ashamed. I got up slowly, in sec-
tions, and looked at Lawler through
a pink mist.

“Your carpets a mess,” I said.
“I hope you're right about acrilan.”

“Don’t worry about it,” he said.
“You’re a tough guy, Hand, and I
like you. If you think I get any
kicks out of pushing you around,
you're wrong. There’s a lavatory in
there. Through that door. Why
don’t you go in and wash your
face?”

“T think T will,” T said.

I went in and turned on the cold
tap and caught double handfuls of
water and buried my face in them.
The water burned like acid, but it
revived me and dispelled the pink
fog. In the mirror above the lava-
tory, I saw that a cut on my cheek-
bone needed a stitch or two. I
found some adhesive tape in the
medicine cabinet and pulled the cut
together and went back out into the
other room.

Lawler was seated at the grand
again. Darcy was leaning against
the wall behind him. Robin Rob-
bins, in her chair, was still wearing
her poker face. I thought I saw
in her eyes a guarded gleam of
somcthing appealing. Compassion?
Camaraderie based on mutual beat-
ings? A raincheck? Who could be
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sure with Robin? T kept right on
walking toward the door, and I was
almost there when Lawler spoke
to me.

“Hand,” he said.

I stopped but didn’t turn. I didn’t
answer either. It hurt to talk, and
I saw no sense in it.

“One thing more,” he said. “I
made a reasonable offcr, and you'd
be wisc to accept it. This is just a
suggestion of what you'll get if you
don't. I'll put a check for five thou-
sand in the mail today. You'll get
it tomorrow.”

“Thanks very much,” T said.

I started again and kept going
and got on out of there.

e

In a sidewalk telephone booth 1
dialed Faith Salem’s number and
got Maria.

“Miss Salem’s apartment,” she
said.

“This is Percy Hand,” I said.
“Let me speak with Miss Salem.”

“One moment, please,” she said.

I waited a while. The open wire
hummed in my ear. My head felt
three times its normal size, and the
hum was like a siren. I held the
receiver a few inches away until
Faith Salem’s voice came on.
“Hello, Mr. Hand,” she said.
“You said to call before I came,’
said. “I'm calling.”

“Is it something urgent?”
“I don’t know how urgent it is.
I know I just turned down five
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grand in a chunk for twenty-five
dollars and expenses a day. Under
the circumstances, I feel like being
humorcd.”

She was silent for ten seconds.
The siren shattered my monstrous
head.

“You sound angry,” she said
finally.

“Not at all,” I said. “I'm an
amiable boob who will take almost
anything for anybody, and my
heart holds nothing but love and
tenderness for all of God’s crea-
tures.”

Silence again. The siren again,
Her voice again in due time.

“You'd better come up,” she said.
“I'll be expecting you.”

“Fifteen minutes,” I said.

When I got there, the sun was
off the terrace, and so was she. She
was waiting for me in the living
room, and she was wearing a black
silk jersey pullover blouse and
black ballerina-type slippers and
cream-colored capri pants. On her
they looked very good, or she
looked very geod in them, which-
ever way you saw it. She was lying
on her side, propped up on one
elbow on a sofa about nine feet
long, and she got up and came to
meet me between the sofa and the
door. I thought I heard her breath
catch and hold for a second in her
throat.

“Your face,” she said.

“It must be a mess,” I said.

“There's a stain on the front of
your shirt,” she said.
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“Blood,” I said. “Mine.”

She reached up and touched
gently with her finger tips the
piece of adhesive that was holding
together the lips of the cut that
needed a stitch or two. The fingers
moved slowly down over swollen
flesh and seemed to draw away the
pain by a kind of delicate anestheti-
zation, It was much better than
codeine or a handful of aspirin.

“Come and sit down,” she said.

I did, and she did. We sat to-
gether on the nine foot sofa, and
my right knee touched her left
knee, and this might have been by
accident or design, but in either
event it was a pleasant situation
that no one made any move to alter,
certainly not L.

“I'm so sorry,” she said.

“So am L” I said. “I'm sorrier
than anyone.”

“Would you like to tell me about
it?”

“It’s hardly worth while. I took
a job, and this turned out to be part
of it.”

“It’s all my fault.”

“Sure it is.”

“But I don’t understand. Why
should anyene do this to you?”

“Someone wanted me to give up
the job, and I didn’t want to. We
had a difference of opinion.”

“Does that mean you’ve decided
te go ahead with it?”

“That’s what it means. At least
for a while longer. When anyone
wants so hard for me to quit doing
semething I'm doing, it makes me
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stubborn. I'm a contrary fellow by
nature.”

“You must be careful,” she said.

She sounded as if it would really
made a difference if I wasn’t. She
was sitting facing me, her left leg
resting along the edge of the sofa
and her right leg not touching the
sofa at all, and she lifted her hand
again and touched the battered side
of my face as if she were remind-
ing herself and me of the conse-
quences of carelessness, and it
seemed a natural completion of the
gesture for her hand to slip on
around my neck. Her arm fol-
lowed, and her body came over
against mine, and I was suddenly
holding her and kissing her with
bruised lips, and we got out of
balance and toppled over gently
and lay for maybe a minute in each
other’s arms with our mouths to-
gether. Then she drew and released
a deep breath that quivcred her
toes. She sat up, stood up, looked
down at me with a kind of in-
credulity in her eyes.

“I think I need a drink,” she said.
“You too.”

“No gin and tonic, thanks,” I
said. “Straight bourbon.”

“Agreed,” she said.

She walked over to a cabinet to
get it. I watched her go and
watched her come. Her legs in the
tight capri pants were long and
lovely and worth watching, This
was something she kncw as well
as I, and we were both happy about
it. She handed me my bourbon in
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a little frosted glass with the ounces
marked on the outside in the frost,
and the bourbon came up to the
third mark. I drank it down a
mark, leaving two to go, and shc
sat down beside me and drank a
little less of hers.

“I liked kissing you, and I’'m glad
I did,” she said, “but I won’t do
it again.”

“All right,” I said.

“Are you offended?”

“NO.”

“There’s nothing personal in it,
you understand.”

“I understand.”

“There are obvious reasons why
I can’t afford to.”

“l know the reasons. What I'd
like to do now, if you don’t mind,
is to quit talking about it. I came
here to talk about something else,
and it would probably be a good
idea if we got started.”

“What did you come to talk
about?”

“About you and Constance
Markley. When I was here before,
you said you knew her in college.
You said you shared an apartment
that she paid the rent on. I neg-
lected to ask you what college it
was.”

“Amity College.”

“That’s at Amity, of course.”

“Yes. Of course.”

“What was your name then?”

“The same as now. Faith Salem.”

“You told me you'd been married
a couple of times. I've been won-
dering about the Miss. Did you get
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your maiden name restorcd both
times?”

“Not legally, When I'mcom-
pelled to be legal, I use another
name. Would you believe that I'm
a countess?”

“I'd believe it if you said i.”

“Well, I don't say it often, be-
cause I'm not particularly proud
of it. The count was attractivc and
quite entertaining fer a while, but
he turned out to be a mistake. I
was in Europe with my first hus-
band when I met him. You remem-
ber the publisher’s son I married
in college? That one. We were in
Europe, and he’d turned out to be
rather a mistake too, although not
so bad a one as the count turned
out later. Anyhow, I met the
count and did things with him
while my husband was doing
things with someonc else, and he
was a very charming and convinc-
ing liar, and I decided it weuld
probably be a smart move to make
a change. It wasn’t.”

“Wasn't it profitable?”

“No. The amount of his income
was one of the things the count
lied about most convincingly. Are
you being rather nasty about it,
incidentally? I hope not. Being
nasty doesn’t suit you somehow.”

“Excuse me. You'll have to rc-
member that I've had a hard day.
The publisher’s son and the count
are none of my business. At your
request, Constance Markley is. I'd
like to know exactly the nature of
the relationship that caused you to
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share an apartment at college.”

“It was normal, if that’s what
you mean.”

“It isn't.” I lowered the bourbon
to the first mark. My mouth was
cut on the inside, and the bourbon
burned in the cut. “I don’t know
just what I do mean. I don’t even
know exactly why I asked the ques-
tion or what I'm trying to learn.
Just tell me what you can about
Constance.”

She was silent, considering. Her
consideration lasted about half a
minute, and after it was finished,
she took time before speaking to
lower the level of her own bour-
bon, which required about half
as long.

“I's rather embarrassing,” she
said.

“Come on,” I said. “Embarrass
yourself.”

“Oh, well.” She shrugged. “I
liked Constance. I told youv I did.
But I wasn’t utterly devoted to her.
She was rather an uncomfortable
girl to be around, to tell the truth.
Very intense. Inclined to be posses-
sive and jealous. She often re-
sented the attention and time I gave
to other people. At such times, shc
would be very difficult and de-
manding, then withdrawn and

sullen, and finally almost patheti-

cally repentent and eager to make
everything right again. It was a
kind of cycle that she repeated
many times. Her expressions and
gestures of affection made me feel
uncomfortable. Not that there was
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the least sign of perversion in them,
you understand. It was only that
they were so exorbitant.”

“Would you say that she admired
you?r”

“I guess so. I guess that’s what
it was.”

“Well, I understand it isn’t so
unusual to find that kind of thing
among school girls. Boys either, for
that matter. Do you have anything
left over from that time? Any snap-
shots or letters or anything like
that?”

“It happens that I do. After you
left the other day, I got to thinking
about Constance, the time we were
together, and I looked in an old
case of odds and ends I'd picked
up different times and places, the
kind of stuff you accumulate and
keep without any good reason, and
there were this snapshot and a card
among all the other things. They
don’t amount to much. Just a snap-
shot of the two of us together, a
card she sent me during the Christ-
mas holiday of that year. Would
you like to see them?”

I said I would, and she went to
get them. Why I wanted to see
them was something I didn’t know
precisely. Why I was intcrested at
all in this period of ancient history
was something else I didn’t know.
It had some basis, I think, in the
feeling that the thing that could
make a person leavc an established
life without a trace was surely
something that had existed and had
been growing for a long time, not
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something that had started yester-
day or last weck or cven last year.
Then there was, of course, the co-
incidence. Silas Lawler wanted this
sleeping dog left lying, and once
a month he went to the town
where Constance Markley had once
lived with Faith Salem, who
wanted the dog wakened. It was
that thin, that near to nothing, but
it was all there was of anything
at all.

Faith Salem returned with the
snapshot and the Christmas card. I
took. them from her and finished
my bourbon and leoked first at the
picture. I don’t know if I would
have seen in it what I did if 1
hadn’t already heard about Cen-
stance Markley what I had. It’s im-
possible to know how much of
what we see, or think we sce, is
the result of suggestion. Constance
and Faith were standing side by
side. Censtance was shorter, slighter
of build, less striking in effect. Faith
was looking directly into the
camera, but Constance was loeking
around and up at the face of Faith.
It seemed to me that her expres-
sion waus one of adoration. This was
what might have been no more
than the result of suggestien. 1
don’t know.

I took the Christmas card out of
its cnvelope. It had clearly been
cxpensive, as cards go, and had
probubly been selected with par-
ticular care. On the back, Constance
Markley had written a note. It said
how miserable und lonely she was
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at home, how the days were inter-
minable, hew she longed fer the
time to comc when she could re-
turn to Amity and Faith. Christmas
vacation, I thought, must havc
lasted all of two wecks. [ read the
note with ambivalence. I felt pity,
and 1 felt irrication.

Fuith Salem had finished her
bourbon and wus locking it me
over the cmpty glass. Her cyes
were clouded, and she shook her
hecad slowly from side to sidc.

“I guess you've got an idea,” she
said.

“That’s an exaggeration,” 1 said.

“Why are vou interested in all
this? 1 don't understand.”

“Maybe it’s just that I'm natu-
rally suspicious ef a coincidence.
Every time I come acress onc, I get
curious.”

“What coincidence?”

“Never mind. If I put it in words,
I'd probably decide it sounded too
weuk to bother with. I'm driving
to Amity tomorrow. The tripll
hike expenses. You'd better give me
a hundred bucks.”

“All right. T1l get it for you.”

She got up and went out of the
room again. I watched her out and
stood up te watch her in. From
both angles and heth sides she still
looked geod. She handed me the
hundred bucks, and I took it and
shoved it in a pocket and put my
arms around her and kissed her.

She had mecant what she had
said. She said she wouldn’t kiss me
again, and she didn't. She enly
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stood quietly and let me kiss her,
which was different and not half
so pleasant. I took my arms away
and stepped back.

“I'm sorry,” I said.

“So am I,” she said,

Then we said good-by, and I
left. Going, I met Graham Mark-
ley in the hall, coming. We spoke
politely, and he asked me how the
investigation was getting along. 1
said it was getting along all right.
He didn’t even seem curious about
the condition of my face.

I didn’t get out of town the next
day until ten o'clock. It was three
hundred fifty miles by highway to
Amity. In my old clunker, allowing
time for a couple of stops, 1 did
well to average forty miles an hour.
Figure it for yourself. It was almost
exactly eight and a half hours later
when I got there. About six-thirty.
I was tired and hungry, and I went
to a hotel and registered and went
up to my room. I washed and
went back down to the coffee shop
and got a steak and ate it and went
back to the room. By then it was
eight. I lit a cigarette and lay down
on the bed and began to wonder
seriously why I was here and what
the hell I was going to do, now
that T was.

I thought about a lot of things. I
thought about Robin Robbins look-
ing like a tough and lovely kid
with her beautiful shiner. I thought
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about Faith Salem lying in the sun.
I thought about Silas Lawler and
Graham Markley and Regis Lawler
and Constance Murkley. The last
pair were shadows. I couldn’t see
them, and I couldn’t entirely be-
lieve in them, and I wished sud-
denly that I had never heard of
them. 1 did this thinking about
these people, but it didn’t get me
anywhere. I lay there on the bed in
the hotel room for what seemed
like an hour, and I was surprised,
when I looked at my watch, to
learn that less than half that time
had passed. The room was op-
pressive, and I didn’t want to
stay there any longer. Getting up,
I went downstairs and walked
around the block and came back
to the hotel and bought a news-
paper at the tobacco counter and
sat down to read it. I read some
of the front page and some of the
sports page and all the comics and
started on the classified ads.
Classified ads interest me. I al-
ways read them in the newspapers
and in the backs of magazines that
publish them. They are filled with
the gains and losses and inferred
intimacies of classified lives. If you
are inclined to be a romantic, you
can, by a kind of imaginative in-
terpolation, read a lot of pathos
and human interest into them.
Someone in Amity, for instance,
had lost a dog, and someone
wanted to sell a bieycle that was
probably once the heart of the life
of some kid, and someonc named
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Martha promiscd to forgive some-
one named Walter if he would
come back from wherever he'd
gone. Someone named Faith Salem
aanted to teach you to play the
piano for two dollars an hour.

There it was, and that’s the way
it sometimes happens. You follow
an impulsc over three hundred
miles bccause of a thin coincidence,
and right away, because of a mild
idiosyncrasy, you run into another
coincidence that's just a little too
much of one¢ to be one, and the
first onc, although you don't know
why, no longer seems like one
either.

I clused my eves and tried to see
Faith Sualem lying again in the sun,
but I couldn’t. T couldn’t see her
lying in the sun because she was
in another town teaching piano
lessons for two dollars an hour. It
said so in the town’s newspaper, I
opened my eyes and looked again,
just to be certain, and it did. Piano
lessons, it said. 1828 Canterbury
Street, call LO 3314, it said. Faith
Salem, it said.

I stood up and folded the news-
paper and stuck it in my coat
pocket and looked at my watch.
The watch said nine. I walked out-
side and started across the street
to the parking lot where I'd left my
car, but then, because it was get-
ting late and I didn't know the
streets of the town, I turned and
came back to the curb in front of
the hotel and caught a taxi. I gave
the driver the address, 1823 Canter-
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bury Street, and sat back in the
seat. The driver repeated the ad-
dress after me and then concen-
trated silently on his driving. I
didn’t try to think or make any
guesses. I sat and listened to the
ticking of the meter that seemed
to be measuring the diminishing
time and distance between me and
something.

We hit Canterbury Strect at Gth
and went down it twelve blocks. It
was an ordinary residential street,
paved with asphalt, with the ordi-
nary variations in quality you will
find on most streets in most towns.
It started bad and got better and
then started getting werse, buc it
never got really good or as bad in
the end as it had started. 1828 was
a small white frame house with a
fairly deep front lawn and vacant
lots between it and the houscs on
both sides, which were also small
and white and frame with fairly
deep front lawns. On the corner at
the end of the block was a ncigh-
borhood drug store with a vertical
neon sign above the cntrance. It
would be a place to call another
taxi in case of necessity, and so I
paid off the one I had and let it
go. I got out and went up a brick
walk and across a porch. There was
a light showing at a window, but
I heard no sound and saw no
shadow on the blind. After listen-
ing and watching for perhaps a
minute, I knocked and waited for
perhaps half of another.

Withou iy prelude of sound
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whatever, the door opened and a
woman stood loeking out at me.
The light behind her left her face
in shadow. She was rather short
and very slim, almost fragile, and
her voice, when she spoke, had an
odd quality of detached airiness, as
if it had no corporeal sourcc.

“Yes?” she said.

“Fm looking for Miss Faith
Salem,” T saicl.

“I'm Faith Salem. What is it you
want?”

“Please cxcuse me for calling so
late, but I was unable to get here
carlier. My name is Percival Hand.
You were referred to me as an ex-
cellent teacher.”

“Thank you. Are you studying
piano, Mr. Hand ?”

“No.” I laughed. “My daughter
is the student. We're new in town,
and she needs a teacher. As I said,
you were recemmended. May 1
come in and discuss it with you?”

“Yes, of course. Please come in.”

I stepped past her into a small
living room that was softly lighted
by a table lamp and a floor lamp.
On the floor was a rose-colored rug
with an embossed pattern. The fur-
niture was covered with bright
chintz or polished cotton, and the
windows were framed on three
sides by panels and valences of the
same color and kind of material. At
the far end of the room, which
was no farther than a few steps, a
baby grand occupied all the space
of a corner. Behind me, the woman
who called hersclf Faith Salem
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closed the duor. She came past me
into the room and sat down in a
chair beside the step-table on which
the table lamp was standing. It was
apparently the chair in which she
had been sitting when I knocked,
for a cigarette was burning in a
tray on the table and an open book
was lying face down beside the
tray. The light from the lamp
seemed to gather in her face and
in the hands she folded in the lap.
The hands were quiet, holding each
other. The face was thin and pretty
and perfectly reposed. I have never
scen a more sercne face than the
face of Constance Markley at that
moment.

“Sit down, Mr. Hand,” she said.

I did. I sat in a chair oppositc
her and held my hat on my knees
and had the strange and inappro-
priate feeling of a visiting minister.
I felt, anyhow, the way the minister
always appeared to be feeling when
he called on my mother a hundred
years ago when I was home.

“What a charming room,” I said.

“Thank you.” She smiled and
noddcd. *I like bright colors. They
make a place so cheerful. Did you
say you are new in Amity, Mr.
Hand?”

“Yes. We just arrived recently.”

“I see. Do you plan to make your
home here permanently?”

“I don’t know. It depends on how
things work out, Miss Salem. Is
that correct? I seem to remember
that you're single.”

“That’s quite correct. I've never
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marricd,” she said, and nodded.

“I'm surprised that such a lovely
woman has escaped so long. Do
you live here alone?”

In her face for a moment was an
amused expression that did not dis-
turb the basic serenity, and I won-
dered if it was prompted by the
trite compliment or the impertinent
question. At any rate, she ignored
the first and answcred the sccond
simply.

“Yes. I'm quitc alone here. I like
living alone.”

“Have you lived in Amity long?”

“Many years. 1 came here as a
student in the college and never
left. I wouldn’t want to live any-
where else.”

“Forgive my asking, but don't
you find it difhcult to live by giving
private music lessons?”

“I'm certain that I should if I
tried it. I give private lessons only
in my off hours. Evenings and
weekends. I'm also an instructor in
the Amity Conscrvatory. A private
school.” She hesitated, looking at
me levelly across the short space
between us, and I thought that she
was now slightly disturbed, for the
first time, by my irrelevant ques-
tions. “I understand that you
should want to make inquiries of
a tcacher you are considering for
your child, Mr. Hand, but yours
don’t secm very pertinent. Would
you like to know something about
my training and qualifications?”

“No, thanks. I'm sure you're very
competent, Miss Salem. I'm sorry
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if my questions secmed out of line.
The truth is, I know so little about
music myself that I hardly know
what to talk about.”

“Do you mind telling me who
sent you to me, Mr. Hand?”

“As a matter of fact, it was the
Conscrvatory. They recommended
you highly, but they didn’t men-
tion that you were an instructor
there.”

“I see. Many students are directed
to mec that way. The oncs who are
unable to attend the Conscrvatory
itsclf, that is.”

I looked down at my hat, turn-
ing it slowly in my hands, and I
didn’t like the way I was beginning
to feel. No one could accuse me
fairly of being a particularly sensi-
tive guy, and ordinarily I am con-
scious of no corruption in the dubi-
ous practices of my trade, dubious
practices being by no means re-
stricted to the trade I happen to
follow. By now I was bcginning
to fecl somehow unclean, and every
little lie was assuming in my mind
the character of a monstrous de-
ception. I was suddenly sick of it
and wanted to be finished with it,
the whole phony case. I had becn
hired for twenty-five and expenscs
to ind a woman who had disap-
pcared two years ago, and here she
was in a town called Amity, living
quietly under the name of Faith
Salem, which was the namc of the
woman who had hired me to find
her, and it had all been so fantasti-
cally quick and easy. a coincidence
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and an itch and a classified ad, and
now there seemed to be nothing
more to be done that I had been
hired to do.

But where was Regis Lawler?
Here was Constance, but where
was Regis? Well, I had not been
hired to find Regis. I had been
hired to find Constance, and I had
found her, and that was all of it.
Almost all of it, anyhow. All that
was lcft to do for my money to get
up and get away quietly with my
unclean feeling after my necessary
deceptions. Tomorrow I would
drive back where I had come from,
and I would report what I had
learned to the woman who was
paying me, and then she would
know as much as I did, and what
she wanted to do with it was her
business and not mine.

There were still, however, so
many loose ends. So many mental
itches I couldn’t scratch. I did not
know why Constance had come to
Amity. Nor why she had assumed
the name of Faith Salem. Nor cer-
tainly why, for that matter, the real
Faith Salem wanted her found.
Nor why Silas Lawler did not. Nor
where in the world was Regis
Lawler. Nor if, in fact, he was. In
the world, that is,

Suddenly 1 looked up and said,
“Mrs. Markley, where is Regis
Lawler?”

Her expression was queer. It was
an expression I remembered for a
long time afterward and sometimes
saw in the black shag end of the
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kind of night when a man is vul-
nerable and cannot sleep. She stared
at me for a minute with wide eyes
in which there was a creeping
dumb pain, and then, in an instant,
there was a counter expression
which seemed to be a denial of the
pain and the pain’s cause. Her lids
dropped slowly, as if she were all
at once very tired. Sitting there
with her hands folded in her lap,
she looked as if she were praying,
and when she opened her eyes
again, the expressions of pain and
its denial were gone, and. there was
nothing where they had been but
puzzlement.

“What did you call me?” she
said.

“Mrs. Markley. Constance Mark-
ley.”

“If this is a joke, Mr. Hand, it’s
in very bad taste.”

“It’s no joke. Your name is Con-
stance Markley, and I asked you
where Regis Lawler is.”

“I don’t know Constance Mark-
ley. Nor Regis Lawler.,” She un-
folded her hands and stood up,
and she was not angry and ap-
parently no longer puzzled. She
had withdrawn behind an impene-
trable defense of serenity. “I don't
know you either, Mr. Hand. Who-
ever you are and whatever you
came here for, you are obviously
not what you represented yourself
to be, and you didn’t comc for the
purpose you cluimed.”

“True. 'm not, and I didn’t.”

“In that case, we have nothing
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more to discuss. If you will leave
quietly, I'll be happy to forget that
you ever came.”

I did as she suggested. I left
quictly. She had said that I was in
bad taste, and I guess I was, for
the taste was in my mouth, and it
was bad.

I turned left at the street toward
the drug store on the corner, and
I had walked about fifty feet in
that dircction when a man got out
of a parked car and crossed the
parking to intercept me, and the
car was a Caddy I had ridden in
before, and the man was Silas
Lawler.

“Surprised?” he said amiably.

“Not especially,” 1 said. “I
heard you've been coming out here
pretty regularly the last couple
years.”

“I was afraid that might have
been one of the things you hcard.
Robin has a bad habit of knowing
things she’s not supposed to. Not
that it matters much. You’ve just
made me make an extra trip, that’s
all. Darcy’s really annoyed, though.
He’s the one who's had to tail you
since you got into this business,
and Darcy doesn't like that kind of
work. He figures it’s degrading.”

“Poor Darcy. I'll have to apolo-
gize the next time I sece him.”

“That could be right now. Just
turn your head a little. He's sitting
over there behind the wheel of the
Caddy.”

“I'llhave to do it some other
time. Right now I'm on my way
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to the corner to call a cab”

“Forget it. Darcy and I wouldn’t
think of letting you go to all that
trouble. We've been waiting all this
time just to give you a lift.”

“I hope you won't be offended if
I decline.”

“I'm afraid 1 would. I'm sensi-
tive that way. I always take it
personally if my hospitality’s re-
fused. You wouldn't want to hurt
my feelings, would you?”

“I wouldn’t mind.”

“That's not very gracious of you,
Hand. I ofler you a lift, the lcast
you can do is be courtcous about
it. What I mean is, get in the
Caddy.”

“No, thanks. The last time we
got together, you didn't behave
very well. I don’t think I want
to associate with you any more.”

“It won't be for long.”

He took a gun out of his pocket
and pointed it at me casually in
such a way that it would, if it
fired, shoot me casually through the
head. I could see, in a glimmer of
light, the ugly projection of a
silencer.

“Now who's not being gracious?”
I said. “It seems to me a guy with
any pride wouldn’t want to force
an invitation on someone.”

“Oh, I won’t force it. You don’t
want a lift, have it your own way.
I'd just as soon kill you here.”

“Wouldn't that be rather risky?”

“I don't think so. Odds are no
one will hear anything, You prob-
ably wouldn't even be found for a
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while. Anyhow, I'm not here. I'm
in my room at the restaurant. So’s
Darcy. If it got to be necessary,
which it probably wouldn't, we
could find a half dozen guests who
are with us.”

I thought about it and dccided
that he could. Maybe even a full
dozen. And so, after thinking, I
conceded.

“] believe you could,” I said,
“and I've decided to accept the lift
after all.”

“Thanks,” he said. “I appreciate
it.”

I crossed the parking to the
Caddy, and while I was crossing,
Darcy reached back {rom the front
seat and unlatched the door, which
swung open, and I got in like a
paying passenger, with no effort,
and Silas Lawler got in after me
and closed the door behind him.

“Good evening, Mr. Hand,”
Darcy said.

“I'm beginning to doubt it,” I
said.

He laughed softly and politely
and slid under the wheel of the
Caddy and started the engine and
occupied himself with driving. He
drove at a moderate rate of speed,
with careful consideration of traffic
regulations, and where he drove
was out of town on a highway and
off the highway onto a country
road. I admired the erect and re-
liable look of the back of his head.
He looked from the rear exactly
like a man whose vocabulary in.
cluded virtuoso.

LOOSE ENDS

“You're a wery stubborn guy,
Hand,” Silas Lawler said. “You
simply won't take advice.”

“It’s a fault,” I said. “All my lfc
I've been getting into trouble be-
cause of it.”

“You're through with that,” he
said. “This is the last trouble you'll
ever get into.”

This was not mercly something
he was saying. It was somcthing he
meant. I began trying to think of
some way to change his mind, but
I couldn’t, and so I began trying
then to think of some way to get
out of the Caddy and off in some
dark field with a sporting chance,
but I couldn’t think of that either.
In the meanwhile, Darcy drove
most of another mile and down a
slope and across a culvert, and it
was pitch dark down there in the
little hollow wherc the culvert was.
Silas Lawler lcaned forward
slightly and told him to stop the
Caddy and turn off its lights, and
Darcy did. The window beside
Darcy was down, and I could hear
clearly the infinite variety of little
night sounds in the hollow and
fields and all around.

“It’s a nice night to die.” 1 said.

Lawler sighed. He really did. A
long soft sibilant sound with weari-
ness in it

“I'm sorry, Hand. I rather like
you, as I've said before, and I
wish you hadn’t made this neces-
sary.”

“I fail to see the necessity,” 1
said.
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“That’s because you don’t know
enough about something you know
too much about.”

“Is that supposed to make sense?”

“It 1s, and it does.”

“Excuse me for being obtuse, I
don’t know much of anything
about anything that I can see. I
know that Constance Markley is
alive, and to teach piano lessons,
in Amity at two bucks per. I know
she’s calling herself Faith Salem.
So what? She’s got a right to be
alive and teaching piano lessons
and what she calls herself is her
business. I was hired to find her,
and I found her. That's a capital
offense?”

“Murder is. Murder’s capital al-
most everywhere.”

“You've got the wrong guy. I
haven’t committed any murder.”

“I know you haven't,” he said.
“But Constance has.”

I sat and listened to the sounds
of the night from the hollow and
fields and all around. For a few
moments they were thunderously
amplified and gathered in my head,
and then they faded in an instant
to their proper dimensions and
places.

So that's where Regis is, 1
thought. Regis is where I almost
am.

And I said, “I don't know any-
thing about that. I haven’t got a
shred of evidence.”

“Sorry.” He shook his head and
took his gun out of his pocket
again. “You know where Con-
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stance is, and that’s enough. You'll
tell the client who hired you, and
your client will tell others, and the
cops will know. Everyone thinks
she and Regis ran away together,
and when they learn that Regis
isn’t with her and hasn’t ever been,
they'll wonder where he is, and he’s
dead. It wouldn't take them long to
find that out. She couldn’t hold out
against them for an hour. So you
see? So you know too much to be
trusted. So you've got to die. I'm
glad for vour sake that it’s a nice
night for it.”

I didn’t try to convince him that
T'd swap silence for life. The risk
in a deal like that would have
been all his, and he was too good
a gambler to consider it. I sat and
listened some more to the sounds in
the nice night to die, and I was
thinking pretty clearly and under-
standing a number of things, but
there were some other things I
wanted to understand and didn't,
and they were things that Silas
Lawler could explain. Moreover,
the longer we talked, the long I
lived, and this was important to
me, if not to him.

“All right,” 1 said. “Constance
killed Regis, and for some reason
you want her to get away with it.
Why? After all, Regis was your
brother.”

“Foster brother.”

“Okay. Foster brother. It’s still in
the family.”

“Regis was no damn good. Dying
was the best thing he ever did,
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and he had to have help to do that.
He wasn’t fit to touch Constance,
let alone sleep with her, and why
she ever loved him is something I'll
never understand. But she did. She
loved him, and she killed him.”

“It sounds paradoxical, but it’s
possible. It weuldn’t make her the
first woman to kill a man she loved.
Anyhow, I'm beginning to get a
picture. You're on her side, mayhe
because you both play the piano,
and you helped her get away after
she killed Regis. I'm guessing that
you disposed of the body too, and
that poses a puzzle I've been try-
ing to figure. No body, no murder.
Why should Constance run? And
why, since she did, only to Amity?
With your collusion, which she
had, why not to Shangri-La or
semewhere?”

He stared past me out the win-
dow into the audible night, and he
seemed to be¢ considering carefully
the questions I'd asked, and after a
while he sighed again, the sibilant
weariness with the job he had to do,
or thought he had to do. Either
way, unless I could prevent it, it
would come to the same end for
mc.

“I guess it won’t hurt to tell you,”
he said. “It’ll take a lirtle time, but
I've got plenty, and you've got
practically none, and maybe it
won't hurt to allow you a little
more.”

“Thanks,” I said. “That’s gener-
ous of you.”

“Don’t mention it. And youd
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better listen close because I'm only
going over it once lightly. The
night it happened, I went up to
Regis’s apartment to see him about
something personal. I punched the
bell a couple times, but no one
answered, so I tried the door, and
it wasn't locked. I went in, and
there they were. Regis on the floor
and Constance in a chair. Regis
was dead, and she was gone. What
I mcan, she was in a state of shock.
She was paying no more attention
to Regis than if he’d just lain down
for a nap. She hardly secmed aware
that I'd come into the room.
I checked Regis and saw that he'd
been shot neatly between the cyes.
She just sat there and watched me
without moving or saying a word,
her eyes as big and bright and dry
as the eyes of an owl. I asked her
what had happened, but she only
shook her head and said she didn't
understand. She said she wus con-
fused and couldn’t scem to get
things clear in her mind. I wanted
to help her, and I held her hands
and kept talking to her, trying
to get her to remember, but even
a dumb guy like me could sce pretty
soon that it wasn’t any use. She
was gone, not home, and it wasn't
any act. She kept insisting she
didn’t understand. She didn™t
understand where she was, or why,
or who Regis was, or I was, or a
damn thing about anything. She
suid her mame was Faith Salem.
She said she lived in Amity. She
said she just wanted to go home.
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“That's the way 1t was. Whatever
[ did to help her, I had t do
blind. So it was a big chance. So
I was an accessory after the act.
To hell with all that. What I finally
did, I took her to my room at the
restaurant and made her promise
to stay there, and then I got Darcy
and went back for Regis. Darcy’s
a guy I trust. Maybe the only guy.
We got the body out of the build-
ing the back way between us. I've
got a place in the country I some-
times go to, and we took Regis
there, and Darcy put him in a
good deep hole in the ground with
a lot of quick lime, and I went
back to the restaurant, and that was
all for Regis. It was good enough.
I haven’t lost any slecp because of
Regis.”

He said all this quictly and easily,
without the slightest trace of anger
or excitement. He said it in exactly
the same manner in which he
would kill me in a little while, in
his own time when he was good
and ready, and I sat and waited for
him to finish the story, whatever
was left of it, and I had a strange
and strong sense of revelation, a
kind of gathering of loose ends in
an obscure pattern.

“She wasn't there,” he said. “She
had simply walked out of the res-
taurant and was gone. I went look-
ing for her. I beat the whole damn
city, but I never found her. It was
two weeks later before I saw her
again. I remembered what she'd
called herself: Faith Salem. 1 re-
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membered where she’d said she
lived: Amity. 1 went to Amity and
tried to find her, but she wasn't
there, and so I waited and kept
looking, and finally she came.
About two weeks later. I don't
know where she’d been in the
meanwhile, or hew she got there,
but she was dressed differently, in
a plain suit, and she seemed to be
in perfectly good condition. She’'d
had money in her purse the night
she left. I know because I checked.
Almost seven hundred dollars. Any-
how, I lct her alone and kept watch-
ing after her, the same as I've done
ever since, waiting to see what she'd
do. What she did was rent that
little house she lives in and start
giving piano lessons.

“She advertised. She called her-
self Faith Salem. She got along all
right, and finally she started teach-
ing at a private conservatory. The
point is, she wasn’t acting or con-
sciously hiding. She really thought
she twas someone named Faith
Salem. I'm pretty ignorant about
such things, but I did some reading
and fished a little information out
of a medico who had a debt in the
game rooms, and finally I got an
understanding of it. She was in a
kind of condition that's called a
fugue. Same name as a kind of
musical composition. Unless some-
thing happened to shock her out of
it, she might go on in this condi-
tion for years. Maybe the rest of
her life. I figured it was safer for
her to lcave her as she was. As long
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as she was in the fugue state, she’d
act perfectly normal in the identity
she’d assumed and would never
give herself away.

“There were obvious dangers, of
course. The thing I worried most
about was that she’d come out of
the fugue. She wouldn’t remember
anything since the murder, because
the fugue period is entirely forgot-
ten after recovery, but the murder
was before the fugue, and she’d
remember it as the last thing that
happened to her, and if T wasn’t
around to help her then, she’d be
done for. God knows what she’d
do. So I've been keeping watch
over her the best I can, and every-
thing’s been all right, except now
you've come along and made like
a God-damn detective, and I've got
to kill you, and now’s the time for
it.{

That was Darcy’s cue. He got out
of the front seat and opened the
door to the back scat on my side,
and 1 was supposed to get out
quictly into the road to save the
cushions, but I didn’t want to do it.
What I wanted to do was live,
and in the growing scnse of reve-
laion and gathering ends, 1
thought I could sec a faint chance.

“You'’re making a mistake,” I
said, “and if you go ahead and
finish making it, it won't be your
first, but it may very well be your
last and worst.”

Darcy stood crect by the open
door and waited paticntly and
politely, Silas Lawler made an
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abrupt gesture with his gun and
thenn became utterly still and silent
for the longest several seconds there
have ever been. Finally he sighed,
and the tension went out of him.

“All right,” he said. “Another
minute or two. What mistake?”

“Assuming that Constance Mark-
ley killed Regis Lawler,” I said.

“She was in the room with him.
He was dead.”

“Conceded. But you said you
checked her purse and saw seven
hundred dollars. Did you see a
gun?”

“No. No gun.”

“Was it in the room? Anywhere
in the apartment?”

“No.”

“You think maybe she shot him
with her finger?”

“I've wondered about that. You
explain it.”

“I already have. She didn’t shoot
him.”

“You’re just guessting.”

“Maybe so. But I've got better
reasons for my guess than you've
got for yours. You think she went
off the deep end and killed him
because he was getting tired of
her. Is that it?”

“She’d had troubles. Things had
piled up. Regis was morc than a
lover. He was a kind of salvation.”

“I'll tell you something I've
learned. The night Regis died, Con-
stance Markley’s maid helped her
dress. According to this maid, she
was cager. She wasn’t angry or
depressed or particularly disturbed
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m any way. She was only eager
te see her lover. Does that sound
like a woman betrayed and ready
to kill? It sounds to me more like a
woman who was still ignorant of
whatever defections her lover was
committing.”

“Say she was ignorant.
learned after she got there.”

“Sure. And shot him with her
finger.”

Again, for the time it took to
draw and release a long breath,
Silas Lawler was silent. At the open
door, Darcy shifted his weight with
a grating of gravel.

“You got anything else to say?”
Lawler said.

“Only what you're already think-
ing,” I said. “Constance Markley
didn’t kill Regis. Neither did you.
But someone did. Pretend for a
minute that it was you. You mur-
dered a man, and the night of the
murder the man’s mistress vanishes.
No one knows where she went. No
one knows why. In your mind
these two things, the murder and
the disappearance, are inevitably
associated. It’s too big a coincidence.
There must be a connection. But
what is it? Does she know some-
thing that may be placing you in
jeopardy every second of your life?
Or every second of hers? You must
learn this at any cost, and you
must learn it befere anyone else.
You may pretend indifference, but
in your mind are the constant un-
certainty, the constant fear. They're
there for two long years. Then a

She
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garden variety private detective
stumbles onto something. Maybe.
He makes a trip to a town named
Amity where the vanished mistress
once lived with the same woman
who has hired the detective to find
her. Several people, in one way or
another, learn of this trip. Includ-
ing you, the murderer. What do
these people do? They stay at home
and mind their own business. Ex-
cept you, the murderer. You don't
stay home and mind your own
business, because your business is
in Amity.”

That was all T had. It wasn’t
much, but it was all, and I had a
strong conviction that it was true.
Silas Lawler was still, and so was
Darcy. In the stillness, like a living
and measurable organism, was a
growing sense of compelling ur-
gency. I could hear it at last in
Lawler’s voice when he spoke
again.

“Darcy,” he said, “let’s go back.”
- Darcy got under the wheel, and
we turned and went. We went as
fast as the Caddy’s horses could
run on the road and highway and
streets they had to follow. On Can-
terbury Street, in front of the small
frame house in which Constance
Markley lived, Silas Lawler and 1
got out on the parking and looked
up across the lawn to the house,
and the light was still on the blind
behind the window, and every-
thing was quiet. Then, after a ter-
rible interval in which urgency was
slowly becoming farce, there was a
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shadow on the blind that was not
a woman’s, a scream in the house
that was.

The scream was not loud, not
long, and there was no shadow and
no sound by the time Lawler and I
reached the porch. I was faster than
he, running on longer legs, and
he was a step behind me when 1
threw open the door to see Con-
stance Markley hanging by the
neck from the hands of her hus-
band.

Interrupted in murder, he turned
his face toward us in the precise
instant that Lawler fired, and in
another instant he was dead.

Constance Markley began to
scream again,

She screamed and screamed and
screamed.

I had a notion that the screams
were two years old.

10.

I took a week to get things
cleared up. I stayed in Amity that
week, and then I went home, and
the day after I went home, I went
up to the apartment of Faith Salem.
I madc a point of going when the
sun was on the terrace. Maria let
me in, and I crossed the acres of
pile and tile and went out where
Faith was. She was lying on her
back on the bright soft pad with
one forearm across her eyes to
shade them from the light. She
didn’t move the arm when I came
out.
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“Good afternoon, Mr. Hand,” she
said.

“Good afternoon,” I said.

“Excuse me for not getting up.
Will you please sit down?”

“It’s all right,” I said. “Thanks.”

I sat down in a wicker chair. It
was very warm on the terrace in
the sun, but the warmth was pleas-
ant, and after a while I began to
feel it in my boncs. Faith Salem’s
lean brown body remained motion-
less, except for the barely percept-
ible rise and fall of her breasts in
breathing, and I suspected that her
eyes were closed under her arm.

“So it was Graham after all,” she
said.

“That’s
wasn'’t it?”

“In a way. I had a feeling, but
it was a feeling that he had done
something to Constance. I can’t
understand why he killed this
man,”

“Not because of the affair. He
didn’t care about that.”

“Why, then?”

“Regis Lawler tried to blackmail
him. It went back to something
that happened several years ago.
Graham Markley and Constance
were driving back from the coun-
try. They'd been on a party, and
Graham was drunk. He hit a
woman on the highway and killed
her and kept right on driving. It
was a nasty business. Constance
isn’t a strong person, nor even a
very pleasant person, and she
agreed with Graham that it was

what you suspected,
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better to keep quiet about the in-
cident. It’s easy for some people to
rationalize that kind of attitude.
Then, in due time, after the death
of her child, she met Regis Lawler,
and she wanted to do with Regis
just what everyone actually as-
sumed she had done. She wanted to
run away from everything—her
marriage, her guilt, everything as-
sociated with her child’s death, all
the unhappiness that people like
her seem doomed to accumulate.
“Apparently Regis let her be-
lieve that he might be willing to
go along with this, but he had no
money. Silas Lawler told me that
Regis stole scventy-five grand from
a wall safe at the restaurant, but it
wasn’t so. It was only a lie Silas
used to make their running away
plausible. What really happened
was that Constance told Regis
about the woman’s death on the
highway, and Regis tried the black-
mail, although he actually had no

intention, it seems, of going any-.

where at all with Constance. The
blackmail didn’t work. Graham
Marklcy wasn’t the kind of weak
character to submit. He went to
Lawler’s apartment and killed him.
When Constance went there later
the same night and found his body,
she knew immediately what had
surely happencd. Her own burden
of guilt was too heavy to bear in
addition to everything else, and so
she escaped it by becoming some-
one else to whom none of this had
ever happened. It was something
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that could only have happencd
under certain conditions to a cer-
tain kind of person. She becamc the
one woman she had known that
she completely admired and envied,
and she went back to the place
where she had, for a while, been
happicr than she had ever been
before or since. She became you,
and she went back to Amity. With
a break or two and a couple of
hunches, 1 got the idea that she
might be there, and I went there
to sec if I could find her, and
Graham Markley learned from you
where I was going. He was terribly
afraid of what Constance might
know to tell if she was found, and
it was imperative, as he saw it, to
get rid of her for good and all. And
so he followed me and found her
and tried to kill her, but it didn't
turn out that way.”

“I'm sorry I told him,” she said.
“It was a mistake.”

“Not for me,” I said. “It made me
a smart guy instead of a corpse.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing,” I said. “It's not im-
portant.”

The sun in the sky was nearing
the tooled ridge of stone. I wished
for a drink, but nobody brought
one. Faith Salem’s breasts rose and
fell, rose and fell. Her long brown
legs stirred slightly in the sun.

“Did Constance tell all this?” she
said.

“The part about the murder. Not
the rest.”

“How strange it is. How strange

MANHUNT



simply to forget everything and be-
come someone else.”

“Strange enough, but not in-
credible. It’s happened before.
People have gonc half around the
world and lived undetected in new
identities for years.”

“Is she all right now?”

“She remembers who she is and
cverything that happened until she
found the body of Regis Lawler in
his apartment. She doesn’t remem-
ber anything that happened in the
time of the fugue. That's a long
way from all right, I guess, but it’s
as good as she can hope for.”

“Why become me? Why me of
all pcople?”

There ‘was honest wonderment
in her voice. Looking at her, the
lean brown length of her, I could
have told her why, but I didn’t. 1
had a feeling that it was time to be
going, and I stood up.

“I think I'd bctter leave now,”
I said.

’”

“Yes,” she said. “I think so.

“I’ll send you a bill.”

“Of coursc. I'll be here as long as
the rent’s paid. That’s about three
months.”

“Arc you going to look at me
before I leave?”

“No. I don’t think so. Do you
mind letting yourself out?”

“I don’t mind.”

“Good-by, then, Mr. Hand. I
wish you had a lot of moncy. It’s
a shame you’re so poor.”

“Yes, it is,” I said. “It’s a crying
shame.”

She never moved or looked at
me, and I went away. The next day
I sent her a bill, and two days after
that I got a check. I saw her twice
again, but not to speak to. Once
she was coming out of a shop
alone, and once she was going into
a theater on the arm of a man. |
learned later that she married a
very rich brewer and went to live
in Milwaukee.

=
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“So I rent the cabins cheap and don't ask no questions.
What do I care, I get a hundred bucks apiece for the films.”

CABIN 13

BY EDWARD L. PERRY

I KNEW Toiy weren’t married
the moment I saw them drive
up. You get so you can tell about
things like that when you’ve run
a motel as long as I have.

For one thing, they were just
kids. Too young. High School kids.
The boy was a cocky little punk
trying hard to act grown-up. The
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girl stayed in the car, but I could
sec that she was a small blonde.
I knew they’re out for a fling, but
what the hell? Their money is as
good as anybody’s. Besides, they
werc both clean-cut teen-agers, and
I could make more money out of
giving them a cabin than they'd
ever know.

The punk took out a cigarette
and sized me up. My looks gave
him courage to go through with
what was on his mind. I knew
what he was thinking. I'm harm-
less. Just a one-eyed, rat-like little
guy who couldn’t give a boy his
size any trouble. He couldn’t pos-
sibly guess what my thoughts are.
I was glad he couldn’t. He might
have gotten rough.

“How about a cabin for the
night, Mac?” he said.

“You and that girl married?”

“Sure—sure we are.”

“O.K. here, sign, the book.” 1
flipped the register book towards
him, and he scribbled “Mr. and
Mrs. John Smith” in it. Hell, the
punk couldn’t even think up an
original name.

Half of my ledgers are filled
with the name of Mr. and Mrs.
John Smith,

“That’ll be a fin,” T said.

“That’s kind of high, isn't it?”

“That's the price of my cabins.
Take it or leave it.”

He took it, like I knew he
would. He was so young-looking
no other motel owner would have
put them up for the night

casIN 13

“You got any luggage?” I asked.

“Nope—me and my wife are
traveling light.”

“Ycah, I know what you mean.”

He gave me a dirty look, but to
hell with him. I should have
charged double for allowing them
to shack up in my place. After all,
a man can get into plenty of
trouble if the cops ever got wisc.
But even at that, I knew I'd come
out ahead. I mean, besides the fin
I get for the cabin, Leo will pay
me one hundred dollars for the
films.

That was my lucky night. I as-
signed the tecn-agers to cabin 12,
and I already had a red haired
Venus in cabin 14. I'm filled up,
all except number 13, and brother,
I don’t ever rent that cabin! I'd
be ruined if I did.

The motel is built in a horse-
shoe shape, with cabins built to-
gether in a solid unit, and I fol-
lowed the couple to Number 14. 1
couldn’t help but notice the way
the young girl's hips moved under
the tight material of her skirt. Man,
she was a dolll I noticed the light
was on in Number 12, and T got
to thinking about the red head.

She was a beauty with more
curves than a West Virginia high-
way. She'd checked in earlier in
the night and had left strict orders
that she didn’t want to be dis-
turbed, and I wondered idly if she
was neeting some joker later in
the night. Not that I cared. I was
just curlous.
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I've got a sweet little set-up here.
I don’t get rich renting my cabins
to young punks and their skirts,
but since I fixed up Cabin 13, I've
had a steady income on the side.

Leo runs the pool-room in town,
and he handles all my stuff. He's
a big, mean slob who is always
having trouble with his wife. He
beats hell out of her, and so she
keeps running away. He goes after
her and brings her back. Hc's
jealous to the point of being insane
about it, and swears his wife keeps
running off to see another man.
God, I pity the poor sucker if Leo
ever gets his hands on him. Leo
would kill him!

It was Leo’s talk that first gave
me the idea of fixing up Cabin 13,
only he never knew it. I was down
at the pool-room one day, and he
was talking about magazines.

“What I nced is some good maga-
zines showing nudes,” he said re-
fectingly, “The guys really eat that
stuff up. Only thing is the law
won't let the editors go but so far.
Why, I knew a feller who use to
handle them books—you know the
kind of stuff I mean—well, he
really cleaned up.”

“Well, I like to look at them my-
self.” T said.

“Everybody does. I got guys com-
ing up to me all the time asking if
I've got any “French” stuff to sell.
I could make a killing if I did.”

I'd been thinking all the time he
was talking, so I said;

“Suppose I could supply you with
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some. How much would you pay?”

His cyes narrowed with intercst.
“I don’t know. You got some con-
tacts?”

“No—I was figuring on taking
the pictures myself.” He laughed
then. “Why in hell would a dame
pose for a litle one-eyed runt like
you?”

“You want to handle my stuff,
or not?” I asked.

“Sure—hell, yes. Only I don’t
think you’ll come across.”

“How much will you pay for—
say a reel of sixteen millimeter
film?”

“Twenty-{ive bucks.”

“Makec it a hundred, and we do
business.”

“A hundred! You crazy or some-
thing?”

“Not crazy, Leo. I just know
what kind of prices that material
brings on the market.”

“Allright—allright, you deliver
the goods, and I'll pay the price you
ask.”

And that’s how I got into busi-

" ness. I fixed up cabin 13 the way I

wanted it. [ put in a couple of those
two-way mirrors in the adjoining
cabins, and while a woman was
looking at herself in the mirrer
on one side of the wall, I was look-
ing right back at her. Only, she
didn’t know it. I took some good
footage that ended up in the stag
partics Leo threw in the back of the
pool-room.

I really got a rep after that. Leo
and the boys assumed the dames
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posed for me willingly, and I didn’t
tell 'em diflcrent.

“I don’t see what you got that
the dames go fer,” Leo would mut-
ter in amazement. Damned if I
can figure how a one-eyed little
rat like you can have all the luck.”

I just gave him a superior grin
and let it go at that. If he thought
I went to bed with the dames, well,
let him.

After 1 got the young couple
settled dewn for the night, I put
out the “No Vacancy” sign and
locked up for the night. 1 went to
cabin 13, unlocked the door and
went in. I didn't have to turn on
the light, because there was enough
of it filtering through the two-
way mirrors to light up the room.
I peeped through at the teen-
agers. They were lying across the
bed doing some heavy petting, but
nothing to get cxcited about yect.
It was diffcrent with the red-head.

The mirror was facing her bed,
and she was undressing for the
night. I started snapping pictures;
when she was completely nude, it
was a sight that made my one eye
want to crawl out of its socket.
Man, she was a cool number. She
snapped out the light and went to
bed, and I stood there with the
sweat rolling off of me. A body
like that really gets a feller worked
up. I knew I had some good pic-
tures that would make Leo's
tongue hang out.

I turned my attention to the
young punk and his girl friend, and

casIN 13

I wasn't disappointed with the
night’s work.

Next morning, I rang Leo. I
told him I had some ncw stuft for
him, and he said he’d be right
over. He sounded crabby on the
phonc, so I knew he was having
trouble with his wife again. Oh,
well. Tt was no skin off my tceth.

I.eo was mad as hell when he
arrived but when I showed him a
few stills of the tcen-agers, hc
calmed down.

“How about getting me in on
some of your parties?” he said as
he studied them.

“Nothing doing, Leo. I keep all
of the women who pose for me to
myself.”

“Can’t blame you.” he grunted.

“How do you like these?” 1
asked, handing him a fistful of
pictures of the red head. I watched
his face. His eyes got big, and his
mouth was open.

“Ain't she a honey? I had a
little trouble talking her into pos-
ing for me, but—" I didn’t gct a
chance to finish. Suddenly Leo got
to his feet, his face a mask of shecr
hate.

“You dirty little louse!” he snap-
ped, and started moving towards
me.

“Leo! What's wrong?™" 1
screamed. “What’s got into you?”

“That’s my wifel So you're the
one she's bcen messing around
with, huh?”

“No! No, now listen, Leo—"

“She even posed for you!” he
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snarled, and 1 saw his hand slip
into his pocket, and a second later
the switchblade opcned with a
small click.

“Wait a minute, Lco! For God’s
sake, let me explain! Don’t kill me,
Lcot”

He laughed. He had me in the

curner now, my back against the
wall. )

“I won't kill you. No, I'm not
going to kill you. But you'll never
look at my wife again. You wont
look at nobody, because I'm going
to pluck out that ether eyel”

~t
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:['r startip like anything clse, just
some of us playing poker, with
Hansen running up saying, “You
guys hear the news? Chiel Foley’s
kid said some guy tried to break
into the women’s locker room at
the swimming peol last night while
she was changing her clothes.”

Benoit  said,  “Jesus!” McCloy
looked sick. Danner’s eyes widened
with everything quiet, very quiet,
the barracks suddenly very dirty.

Benoit, wiping his hands across
his shirt, said, “What happcned,
man? What happenced?”

Hansen came back at him ex-
citedly, “Ther¢’s not much to it.
Last night the kid said she saw a
man’s face in the window pecking
at her while she was changing. It
went away and then she heard the
door being banged, you know, the
guy trying to smash the lock and
get in at her. But the guy stopped
and the kid says she thinks he

BY
FRITZ DUGAN

heard some one coming and beat
i

“Jesus!” Benoit said. “Jesus, what
filthy characters up here.”

“That girl's only about twelve,”
I said.

“How about that,” Hansen said.
“Trying to break in at a kid that
age. That guy’s a pervert, whoever
he is.”

“They shouldn’t bring their fam-
ilies to this lousy basc,” McCloy
said angrily. “There aren’t any
single women up here. These mar-
ried guys bring their wives and
kids. Then they parade them
around guys who haven’t been near
a girl in a year. It serves them
right.”

Benoit clenched his fsts. “I'd like
to get that bastard. I'd squash his
head in.”

Danner nodded. A vein on his
forehcad swelled and his pimply
skin glowed.

“Did they find out who it was?”
I asked Hansen.

“Nah. All the kid saw was the
face in the window.”

“It was bound to happen,”
McCloy said. “And it’ll keep hap-

[t doesi’'t do any good to talk or watch, be-
lieve me. You're got to keep fighting for .. .
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pening and getting worse until
somebody gets hurt. Then they’ll
give the guy twenty years because
he couldn’t forget about women.”

“That’s probably just what will
happen,” I said.

Playing cards, we talked it out.
McCloy angry, but sympathetic
for the guy who did it, Benoit loak-
ing mean and bullhcaded, and
Hansen, who was just a kid, ex-
cited. Danner was greedy, sitting
by the fire exit door listening to
whoever was talking with eyes like
a hungry cat.

Benoit had lost a lot of money
and was grumbling to himslf. He
was a big man with heavily-
muscled arms and huge bony fists.
He slammed his cards onto the
table and shook his head back and
forth, his cyes taking in Danner’s
face by the door, his head profiled
against the lighted backdrop of the
married men’s quarters across the
read from our barracks.

“What do you see over there,
Danner?” he taunted. “What’s to
see in the windows that makes you
slobber and pick at your face?”

Danner, his face coloring, a hand
raising nervously and {ingering a
blemish, mumbled, “Nothing. I'm
doing nothing wrong.”

“You mean nothing? You call
that peeking at the wives nothing?”

“Lay off him, Benoit,” I said.

“With that face he bothers every-
body,” Benoit snarled. “That’s the
kind of guy that sneaks around
trying to get at kids.”
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I stood up and went over by the
door. I looked out into the dark-
ness and across at the lighted win-
dows in the apartments of the mar-
ried men. “We all look over there
oncc in a while,” I said.

Benoit reached over and pulled
a book from Danner’s hand. He
looked at it for a moment, then
tossed it to me. “Look at this title,
Only a pervert would read a book
like ‘The Secrets of European
Love’”

Benoit was breathing hard. He
rapped his big hands on the table,
glaring at Danner.

“You pure little thing,” T said.
“You lose at cards so you take it
out on Danner.”

Benoit stood up, jabbed a finger
in Danner’s chest, and said, “Why
are you protecting this punk?”

“That’s easy. Next time it might
bc me.”

“You guys are buddy-buddy, eh?
Maybe you peek togeth . ..”

1 hit him in the throat, shoving
him back, gasping, his arms flail-
ing out. I moved in, hitting him
again in the throat, then in the
face, the face, the face, until he went
down on his knees, choking, clutch-
ing at his throat. T rabbit-punched
the back of his neck, hearing his
face whack into the floor, and then
he was quiet.

McCloy and Hansen pulled me
away.

“He was only blowing off steam,”
McCloy said. “You didn’t have to
hit him so hard.”
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I did not say anything. I wanted
Benoit to get up and come back
at me. I had scen his kind in bars
beating up weaklings and not
knowing why they did it. But 1
knew; it was fear. Stll, I wanted
him to come back at me.

McCloy took him into the head
to wash up, We went back to poker
until the game broke up at ten at
lights-out.

It was a nice night. I went out-
side and sat on a rock and looked
at the sea.

What had happened earlier was
inevitable. The base was no place
for a single man to pull a two year
tour of shore duty. The only
women up there were the wives
and daughters of the married men
and they wecre told to keep away
from us. It was hard to forget
about women. When we played
poker in the barracks we always
kept the fire exit door open and
looked out across the road at the
buildings where the Brownbaggers
and their families lived.

Charley Danner ncver played
poker but hc always sat by the
open door. Sometimes late at night
I would see him by the door star-
ing at the yellow lights coming
from the windows and doorways
across the road.

Danner was a quict man, only
sensitive about his face. Tall and
lean, his face was an ugly rainbow
of red and purple blemishes. At
night, standing under a steaming
shower, Danncr scrubbed his face

THE REAL THING

in the hot water until it steamed
red and puffed up like a swollen
wet balloon. Then, standing before
a mirror, his hands would shake
and his eyes would fill with rage
at his inflamed face which he was
enable to control. Danner was
thirty-one but still had the skin
trouble of a sixteen-year-old.

I spoke to him about his face
once but he blushed and stam-
mered and wouldn't talk to me.
Whenever there was a woman near
him he put a handkerchicf to his
face or turned his head sideways
or walked away. I never saw him
with a woman.

But he had his women, big-
breasted and full-lipped, pasted on
his locker wall. He had a collec-
tion of what are called “french
postcards” and a deck of oversized
playing cards illustrated by photo-
graphs of nudes, some single,
some in group pictures, all posing
nakedly, smiling scnsuously and
lewdly. These were the women of
Charley Danncr. Many times 1
would see him seated on his bunk
playing solitairc with his cards, his
eyes bright and his fingers shaking
as he held the cards, lost somewhere
in the pornographic dreams. I can
never look at those things. They
leave me cold. It has to be the real
thing or nothing.

When I went back into the bar-
racks I saw a shadow by the fire
exit. I went over to the door. It
was Danner.

“Thanks for tonight,” he said.
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“Forget it.”

I stared at his darkened face.

“They think I'm the guy who
did 1,” he said. “Just because 1
was reading that book they think
I'd attack a lictle kid.”

1 did not say anything. I stared
at the dark profile of his face.
There was something about it. He
was older than me but we were
both about the same height and
weight. In the shadows, the pro-
file and bone structure of his face
looked like mine, except for the
blotchy skin on his face that he
rubbed and squeezed and scalded
with water.

“Look,” I said. “I dont know
you very well but I know your
trouble. You're too self-conscious
about your face.”

In the darkness I could sce him
wince. He started to get up to go.
I put my hand on his shoulder,
restraining him,

“That’s what started Benoit to-
night,” I said. “Your face. If you
hadn’t turned so red when he
talked about picking your face, he
wouldn’t have got on you like he
did. It’s your weakness.”

“What do you know about it?”
he said angrily. “What do you
know about the misery I've had
with my face?”

“Nobody cares about your face.”

“I care. I care. I care about it
and I can’t beat it. You think I
don’t see the disgusted look people
give me? You think that’s noth-
ing?”

F

“They don’t. Those looks are all
in your mind. Only the bullies like
Benoit say anything about it.”

He sat there, not saying any-
thing.

“You have to overcome it,” 1
suid. “Develop personality. You
know, like being funny or playing
the piano.”

“My brother says I do \write
amusing letters.”

We laughed together. I could feel
Charley Danner crecping out of his
shell. T told him of a girl who
worked in the snack bar, the daugh-
ter of one of the married men, who
wasn’t too bad a girl.

“Don’t ask her for a date,” 1
said. “She goes out with Ensign
Kass. But kid around with her,
you know, nice like. It'll give you
confidence.”

Her name was Peggy Neilsen.
Charley said he knew her by sight.
He said he saw her coming up the
road every night when she was
through work. She lived in the sec-
ond row of apartments across the
road, Charley told me, and every
Friday night she took a late swim
at the pool. 1 laughed at that. 1
thought he did not even know her,
but from that seat of his by the
fire exit I guess he saw everybody
on the base when they were coming
or going.

My plane crew had a long flight
the next day and I did not see
Danner again until Thursday night.
I asked him about Peggy Neilsen.

“She laughed,” he said.
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“Good deal. Youre making prog-
ress.”

His face turned very red. “You
don't get it. She laughed at me.
She took one look at my face and
laughed at me. She wouldn’t even
talk to me.”

I felt that I had let him down.
I always figured Peggy Neilsen as
one of the few nice girls on the
basc. “What happened?” 1 asked.

He rubbed his face viciously with
a towel. “Nothing happened,” he
said. “I went in therc ycsterday
and tried to talk to her. She
laughcd. She took one look at my
fuce und walked away laughing.”

He slumped back aguiust the
wall, wringing the towel in his
hands. Tiny shivers shook through
his body and water welled up in
his eyes. He put his fingers to his
face and looked into a mirror.

I tried to tulk to him, but he
pulled away from me. He left the
head and went over to his locker.
He took out his collection of porno-
graphic cards. He went to his
bunk and laid the pictures on his
blanket. He sat on his bunk, breath-
ing hard, his eyes bright and fixed
on the pictures, his hands trem-
bling cxcitedly. He had retreated
to the false fires of his lurid cards.

I let him alone. It was not real,
what he did. It's no good unless
it is the rcal thing.

The next night was Friday. As
usual, we played cards with the fire
deor open. Danner did not sit by
the door. He sat on his bunk, play-
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ing with his collection of cards
until lights out.

It waus another nice night. I went
out by myself again into the night.

The next morning the news was
all over the base. Four or five people
told me about it on the way to the
chow hall. The corridors buzzed
with it. Peggy Neilsen had becn
raped.

In the chow hall I lovked around
for Danner but he wasn’t there. 1
sat down at a table with Hansen
and McCloy. Hansen knew most
of the story. The girl had come
out of the swimming pool about
ten-thirty the night before and
walked along the roud toward her
house. Somebody had recached cut
and slugged her, then dragged her
behind the gymnasium and raped
her.

“You'll never guess the clincher,”
Hanscn said.

“What?"” asked McCloy.

“She knows who did it.”

My heart burned hotly; it felt
heavy, like it was missing beats.
My hands were cold and sweaty. 1
stood up and looked around the
chow hall. Charley Danner was not
at breakfast.

I asked Hansen who did it.

“She doesn’t know his name,” he
said, “but she told the duty officer
and Ensign Kass that she’d recog-
nize the guy if she saw him again.
She says that even in the dark she
got an idea of what he looked like.”

“What are they going to do?”
McCloy asked.
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“I know,” I said. “I saw this hap-
pen once in Alaska. They’ll put the
girl by the chow hall door and let
her see everybody who goes past.
When she sees the one who did it,
she’ll signal the duty officer, and
that'll be it.”

Hansen grinned. “Right. They’re
posting orders now that everybody
has to eat here this afternoon and
get their names checked off.”

I lefe the chow hall without fin-
ishing eating.

I found Danner in his bunk. He
knew. I spoke quietly, “Did you
get out of bed last night?”

“No,” he said. His face was pale
and fear choked his voice. “I didn’t
do it. Honest! I didn’t get out of
bed all night.”

“You'll have to go eat this after-
noon.”

His eyes widened. “No,” he said.
“No. If I go, they’ll say I did it.
Just like Benoit said I did the
peeking.”

“You have to go,” I said. “They’re
checking everybody’s name. They’ll
come after you.”

He fell back on his bunk. “I
can't go. They'll think . .. I can’t.
I'm afraid.”

I thought of how easily he col-
ored under abuse. I talked for a
long time. He had to go. He had
to be seen by Peggy Neilsen. Grad-
ually, he relaxed. “Go early,” 1
said. “Then you’'ll be through. If
you go late, they might think you
were scared and tried to stay
away.”
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“How early?” he asked.

“Go at eleven—as soon as it
opens. Get in past her quick be-
fore she gets set.”

“Okay,” he said.

I went over to the hanger and
borrowed a typewriter. 1 wrote
some letters, mailed them, made a
telephone call, and about 12:30 I
left for the chow hall.

The girl and the duty officer were
not there. A mess cook was wiping
up red stains on the floor. I turned
and ran back to the barracks, my
hear a tight ball of fear.

Danner’s locker was cut open.
The sleeves had been upset and
papers were strewn on the floor.
His pin-ups were gone. There was
a heavy silence in the barracks.
Hansen saw me.

“It was Danner all right,” he said.
“Ensign Kass came in here while
he was at chow and cut open his
locker. He brought all those dirty
pictures down to the chow hall.”

“But that’s not proof,” I said.
“Those pictures can’t be proof.”

*“They was part, man. Danner got
past the girl, but then Ensign Kass
got a phone call. He came charg-
ing down here and got all those
dirty cards and pictures out of the
locker. They got Danner in the
chow hall. They asked him about
the pictures and when he didn’t
speak up Ensign Kass told him to
quit picking his face and answer
the questions. The girl came over
and Danner got red as a beet. Just
by seeing how red he got, you could
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tell he was the guy. Ensign Kass
hauled off and clobbered him. The
girl started screaming that he was
the guy and she tried to scratch
him. Thcy they all started working
him over in the chow hall right
there, the duty officer and all. Old
jcnoit got in a few licks before
they scooped Danner off the floor.
They took him to the brig.”

“IHe didn’t do it,” I said.

“He was your buddy. You never
believe your buddy can do those
things.”

“Danner wouldn't have the guts
to do it.”

“Don't take it too bad,” Hansen
said. “I’s only his first offense.
They won't give him more than
twenty years.”

“At lcast he won’t have to worry
about his face any more.”

“\What "

“Nothing, Hansen. Nothing.”

They gave Charley Danner a
General Court Martial. I did not
ge to the trial. Peggy Neilsen
swore Danner was the man who
attacked her that night. The Foley
girl said that it was his face she
saw in the window. Throughout
the trial Danncr wept and pounded
on tables and scrcamed his inno-
cence. It took just twenty minutes
for the verdict. Danner got a Dis-
honorable Discharge and was sen-
tenced to fourteen vycars in the
Nawal Prison.

Afrer the trial McCloy and Han-
sen took me over to the beer hall.
To humor me they said they
thought Danner was innocent.

Two months later T was dis-
charged.

=5

THE REAL THING
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WILL YOU.
OUR HAIR?

TO SAVEY

How many hard-earned dollars
have you spent to save your hair?
How many Mair tonics, gadgets,
restosers, electrical devices, have
you tried in the last few years—
with no success? How many %mes
after an unsuccessful hair-grow-
ing attempt have you sworn neét
to spend another cent on an-
other hair treatment?

Yet, you buy the next prod-
uct that comes on the market
with hair-growing claims.

CAN YOU GROW HAIR?

Doctors who have spent a fife-
time studying hair and hair growth
have concluded that nothing now
known can grow hair on a bald
head. So, if you are bald, prepare
to spend the rest of your life that
way. Accept it philosephically and
quit spending hard-earned dollars on
hair growers.

ou can't grow hair—what can
you do? Can you stop excessive hair
loss? Can you save the hair you still
have? Can you increase the life expec-
tancy of your hair? Probably. Please read
every word in the rest of this statement care-
fully, since it may mean the difference % you
between saving your hair and losing the rest of it
to eventual BALDNESS.

HOW TO SAVE YOUR HAIR

Itchy scalp, hair loss, dandruff, vesy dry or oily
scalp, nre symptoms of the scalp diseass called sebor- )
rhea. Tbese sacalp symptoms are often warninga of p
approaching baldness. Not every case of seborrhea re- §
sults in baldness, but doctors now know that men &nd 3
women who have this scalp disease usually lose their hair. J

Seborrhea is believed caused by three parasitic gefin {
organisms (staphylococcus albus, Pityrosporum ovale, |
microbacillus), These germs first infect the sebaceous j
glands and later spread to the hair follictes. The hair §
follicles atrophy, no longer can produce new hairs. The 1
result iz “thinning” hair and baldness, R N

But, todsy seborrhea can ba controlied=—quickly and
effectively—by treating your scalp with the amazing
scalp medicine called Ward's Formula,
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SPEND *2

DOUBLE MONEY BACK
GUARANTEE

In seconds, Ward's Formula kills the
three parasitic genn orgsnisams re
tarding normal hair growth. Thia
has becn proven in acientific tests
by a world-famous testing labora-
tosy (copy of laboratory report sent
on request ), Ward's removes infacti-
ous dandruff, stos scalp itch, brings

hatr-pourishing Hood to the ualr.
tends to normslize very dry of oily
scalp. In brief Ward's Formula cor-

rects the ugly symptoms of seboirhea,
stops the hair loss it causes. Ward’s
Formula has been tried by more than
350,000 men and women on our famous
Double - Your-Money-Back Guarantee,
Only 1.9% of these men and women
were not helped by Ward’s and asked for
their double refund. Thia is truly an amaz-
ing performance. Treat your scalp with
Ward's Formula. Try it at our risk. In ooly
J0 days you must see and feel the marked
improvement in your scalp and hair. Your
dandruff must be gone. Your scalp itch must
stop. Your heir must losk thicker, more attrac-
tive, and alive. Your excessive hair loss must
stop. You must be completely satisfied—in only 10
days—with the improved condition of your scalp and
heir, or simply return the unused portion for Doubla
Your Money Back. So why delay? Dellay may ocast
your hair. Ward Laboratories, Inc., 19 West 44 Strest,
N. Y. 36, N. Y. D 1956
LI L L L rryr o
Ward Laboratories, Inc, Dept. JS
19 West 44 Street, New York 36, N. Y,

Rush Ward's Fermula to me a1_once. | muse b, terely salisfied
anonly 10 dovs or vou GUARAKTEE reund of BOCBLE 35V
MONEY BACK upon return of boitie snd unwned portion,

Name

Addrese

Y e e TonS Stave
D Eocloted find $2. send postpaid (check. cash, menay ordar)

B B o AN DD S, DL S

+

d: 30 ¢
Canada, (orcif

DOUBLE MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

MANHUNT



~Continved from Back Cover

,Ves.’ YOU GET $17.10 WORTH OF

by the World’s No. 1 Mystery Writer
ERLE STANLEY GARDNER

ERE’'S the mystery treat of the year!

SIX~yes, SIX—complete Perry Mason
thrillers by ERLE STANLEY GARDNER,
including his latest — ALL FREE on this
amazing introductory offer from the famous
Detective Book Club! All full-size, full-
length books — 24 solid hours of reading,
pleasure!

The Cream of the Best NEW Mysteries
— for LESS than $1 each!

Out of the 300 or more new detective books
that come out every year, the Club selects the
very '‘cream of the crop'—by top-notch authors
like Erle Stanley Gardner, Agatha Christie,
Manning Coles, Mignon Eberhart, Anthony Gil-
bert, and Leslie Ford. ALL THESE and many
other famous authors have had their books se-
lected by the Club. Many are members of the
Club themselves!

Club selections are ALL newly published
books. As a member, you get THREE of them
complete in one handsome volume (a $7 to
$8.50 value) for only $2.29.

You Take ONLY The Books You Want

You do NOT have to take a volume every
month. You receive a free copy of the Club’s
“Preview,” which will fully describe all coming
selections and you may reject
) any volume in advance. You

need NOT take any specific
number of books — only the ones
you want. NO money in ad.
vance; NO membership fees.
You may cancel membership
any time you please.

X
OKS FREE

BO

EXCITING MYSTERIES AT ONCE — FREE!

7

You Enjoy These Five Advantages

(1) You get the cream of the finest BRAND-
NEW detective books—by the best authors. (2)
You save TWO-THIRDS the usual cost. (3)
You take ONLY the books you want. (4) The
volumes are fresh and clean—delivered right to
your door. (S) They are so well printed and
bound that they grow into an impressive library.

Mail Postcard for Six FREE Books

SEND NO MONEY. Simply mail postcard prompt-
ly and we will send you at once—_FREE—the six
complete Perry Mason mystery thrillers de-
scribed here, together with the current triple-
volume containing three other com-
plete new detective books. But this
exceptional offer may never be
repeated. So don't risk disappoint-
ment. Clip the valuable postcard
now, and mail it at once to:
DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. I., New York

F——-——-—-—————-——————-———-——
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" SEND NO MONEY—JUST MAIL POSTCARD

MAIL THIS

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. I, New York

POSTCARD

Walter J. Black, President

NOW
FOR YOUR

SIX
FREE BOOKS
°

NO POSTAGE

Please enroll me as a member and send me FREE, in regular hard-covered publisher’'s
cditions, the SIX full-length Perry Mason mysterv novels pictured on this page. In addi-
tion send me the current triple-volume, which contains three complete detective books.

I am not obligated to take any specific number of volumes. I am to receive an advance
description of all forthcoming selections and I may reject any book before or after I
receive it. I may cancel my membership whenever I wish.

I need send no money now, but for each volume I decide to keep I will send you only

$2.29, plus a few cents mailing charges as complete payment within one week after I
receive it. (Books shipped in U.S.A. only.)

Mr. (
MPIS. P ....cccecccsccscccotoscrcacecccsscsssssasscssscsssces seesersrsratateseterersnsntee
NEEDED Miss ) (PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY)
AGQATESS tovvveraususeosssnrosessnssasasanssceensoonaranss Ceeecssesetesatsttsassconsensane
Zone No.
CltY. . aieciacatecncnactececteacasccanarennae (4 8NY) ..... State...c.iiiiiecatnannnaanas



To New Members

by the one and only

exee stancey GARDNER

“Undisputed King of the Mystery Writers”

ES - yvtit get ALL SIX of the letest Perry Mason
'steries — a $17.40 velue - FREE on this
amazing ofter. These six thrillers by FERLE STAN-
LEY GARDNER are packed with the kind of «<uspense
that only this ‘Undisputed King of Mystery Writers'
can provide. Each is a full-size, full length, hand-
semely hard-bound volume. Read below about the

" feast of thrills that is wait-
ing for you!

ALL FULL-SIZE
HARD-BOUND BOOKS

A §17.10 VAL

Here Are The SIX Thrill Mysteries You Get FREE:

The Case of the Kiz‘b}v He ;érodgcex a talpet recox;jdmx

ot the murdered man's last words —

LONG-LEGGED MODELS naming Kirby as thevkiller! How e¢an
Perry’s client had the motive for Mason prove HE ISN'T GUILTY?

Lily i

ing

|
murder and the opportunity. Even a i
gun, with one shell missing, turns up B The Case of the 5
in her apartment Yet xhe refuses to g
divuige the ONE ASTONISHING FACT GILDED LiLY §
that might save her neck! Stewari Bedferd wakes up in a motel i >
The Case of the tll(r;};({u‘:]{) v?]ng finds ® C,O,f}f,?z%g%e '§ c
OWS he e accuned o . g
SCREAMING WOMAN e HOPES Perry Mason will find the QO
k The D.A has an airtight case against real kitler IN TIME. § C
e e 1 OThe Case of the b
LUCKY LOSER A s |
16, I Perrv has only one 3
¢hanee to save his eli- 1
Postage Postage Stamp | ot with a CORPSE Wig=
Wili be Paid Mecossary that has been dead for 0
by W Mailed in the | 1wo vEaRrs: w
Addressee United States I 9 The Case of the <
DEMURE DEFENDANT |
I Nadine Farr ‘“‘eon- 1
—— fesser ' that she poi- i
l soned Higlev  Masen
PR 1 tinds e died a natural
death Then  police
B U s l N E s s R E P l Y c A R D —— find a hottle of cyanide 3
T— I‘ where Nadine said i
First Class Permit No, 47 —Sec. 34.9 —P.L. & R. — Roslyn, N. Y, S— l <he “”ﬁ‘:" it
e Caseof the
T ! NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE Uk )
E— Afa«on’s beautiful |
A — I t'hn“v;t, Sybil Hartand, @ |
° 15 Heghting far her iife
D t t B k cl b e — I The D A prodices one
e ec lve Oo U [—— damaging *itness af-
—— I ter apasther Arnd all
—— I Petry offers 'n her de-
fense is heel-
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