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8 i/[y hand could feel the thing there in my pocket
and that was all that mattered.

I don’t know how long or how far I walked. I
walked through streets with houses and streets with
stores. I walked through streets that were dark as
pitch and streets that shone with light. The Voice
kept saying “Farther! Farther!” and I kept walking
and never grew tired and never cared a bit how
wet I was.

Once or twice I thought I might have come to
the place I was meant to seek. There was a young
girl, about my age, I guess, standing under an
awning. She had a silk dress on and it was so wet
it was plastered to her body and it made her look
like a Lewd Woman. But the Voice was just a
whisper and I couldn’t understand the words, so I
just stopped for a minute in the shadows near to
her and then I went on again. When 1 did, I heard
the Voice again and I knew I had been right. An-
other time I was on a dark street and it smelled of
a fish market that was on the corner and the build-
ings were the kind that real poor people live in. 1
saw a woman sitting in a lighted window. She
was wearing a kimono and it was open so you
could see part of her bosom and she was smoking
a cigarette and I waited for the Voice to tell me if
this was the place, but I didn’t hear it, so I went on
again. Once I heard something like a whispering or
hissing and I stopped and listened and then I real-
ized it was my own breath coming fast because
I'd walked so far.

Then I was on a real dark street and it was near
the docks. There was a fog now and the fog horns
were tooting out on the river and it was a real sad
and mournful sound like the chanting the Revela-
tionists set up when they lowered Mom into her
grave. It was so dark down here you couldn’t see
your hand in front of you. Once I stumbled off a
curbing and almost fell.

Then 1 saw the light. It was gleaming there in
the darkness and it was as bright as Preacher Bates’
eyes used to get when he was preaching one of his
hellfire-damnation sermons. All of a sudden the
foghorns and the wash of water and the splash
of rain blended into one big sound and it was
the Voice and it wasn’t whispering any more. It
was shouting at me that this was the place I'd been
sent to find.

The light was an electric sign outside a bar. 1
hurried toward it and when I got there 1 had to
stand for a minute because I was so out of breath.
And all of a sudden I was weak, too, and I was
afraid I might faint, so I took a chocolate bar out
of my pocket and gobbled it. Then I went into the
bar.

It was a dismal-looking place with sawdust on
the floor. The bartender was a fat man in a dirty
apron. There were three or four men in work
clothes drinking at the bar, And there was a wom-
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an. As soon as I saw the woman, I knew I had
come to the right place.

She was about thirty, I guess, with dyed yellow
hair. She was plump and she had a dress that fit
her like the skin on a sausage and it was cut real
low so you could see the upper part of her bosom.
I didn’t think she had a thing on under it.

Oh, she was a Lewd Woman. I knew that for
sure,

She was a little bit drunk and she was talking
and screeching and laughing too loud. I went up
and sat down on a stool next to her and told the
bartender to give me a beer.

This woman turned and looked at me and she
let out a shriek of laughter and she said to the
bartender, “Hey, Harry! You order shrimps for
dinner? The fishmarket sent us a shrimp. Look at
it, Harry. It must be fresh-caught, because it’s still
dripping wet.”

I didn’t say anything. I just sat and waited for
the beer the bartender was drawing from the tap.

The woman yelled, “Hey, Harry! You ain’t going
to serve Shrimpie a beer, are you? He ain’t big
enough to drink. Why, my kid brother was bigger
than Shrimpie when he was ten years old.”

The guys at the bar laughed, like it was a big
joke. I squeezed the thing in my pocket so hard
it hurt my hand. The bartender walked toward me
with a beer glass in his hand. The foam was slop-
ping down the sides of the glass. He said, “In this
joint anybody that can pay gets served.”

I put a dollar bill on the bar.

Before the bartender had a chance to take it, the
woman grabbed it. She stuffed it down the neck
of her dress and let out a shriek of laughter.

Harry stood in front of me holding the beer. He
said, “You gonna fish for your buck or pay me out
of your pocket?”

The woman said, “You dare reach for that dol-
lar, Shrimpie, and I'll holler copper!”

I looked at her. I was so mad I was about to
bust. I kept squeezing the thing in my pocket. I
guess the look on my face must have scared her,
She took the bill out and she said, “Tell you what,
Shrimpie. You buy me a Scotch and T'll put your
buck on the bar.”

Harry looked at me and I nodded. There wasn’t
anything else to do. After all, this was the Lewd
Woman I was meant to meet.

She drank down her Scotch before I had taken
two sips of beer. The bartender gave me thirty
cents change.

A big guy wearing khaki work clothes and a
windbreaker walked down the bar. He grabbed
hold of the woman and spun her around on the
stool.

“How'’s about a little fun for free, Gert?” he said.

The woman slapped him hard in the face and
wrenched free of the hold he had on her.
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garage. Ridiculously there were a pair of navy-
size captain’s bars on the tabs of his western shirt.
This, then, was Mrs. Baker’s father and one of the
two men who had murdered me. My own brand-
new cowboy suit saved me, I suppose. I looked so
much like the uncomfortable dude here to cure my
asthma, or God-knew-what, that he never gave a
second look to the man he had tried to kill little
more than an hour ago.

I did not go on into the office. If this man had
come smiling from the judge, my incredible story
would sound like the babbling of a madman. I
walked down the street and found a place where
they served beer. It was two hours until the May-
erick’s Barbecue.

Along with the beer, it hit me like a froth of
bubbles. What an idiot I'd been. The first thing I
should have done was look up Chief Barker of the
Westville Police. He and his man had tried to kill
me on the road into town because he thought I
was the professional killer his daughter had hired.
He had made his desperate attempt because he
could not take the chance of pulling in Willie
“Pistol” Marsh after he came to town. If Willie were
picked up, he might start blabbing and, even if it
were in the privacy of an interrogation room, the
word still might slip out that the chief’s own daugh-
ter had hired a murderer. It was a ridiculous
chance he had taken, but I couldn’t help but under-
stand and, to an extent, sympathize. All I had to
do was show up in his office, explain who I really
was, forgive him for knocking ten years off my
life in the irrigation ditch, and everything would be
settled.

The girl behind the bar told me where I could
find the local constabulary. I shoved off my stool
and headed down the street.

The tan stucco building had a flag flying before
it and on the front wall a series of “Wanted” posters.
The deputy behind the desk looked as though he
spent his rising hours dressing before his T.V. set
instead of his mirror. I presented my credentials and
asked for Chief Barker.

The deputy disappeared through a heavy oak
door and returned at once, followed by the big man
I had helped out of Judge Baker’s realty office.
“Come in, Sergeant, come in.” He held out his
hand. “I'm Chief Barker.” His eyes narrowed. “Say,
didn’t I see you about twenty minutes ago, going
into Judge Baker’s?”

“I never went in,” I told him, grinning. “After I
saw you, coming out, I had some thinking to do.”

“Come on in.” He held the door open for me.
His voice wasn’t quite as pleasant as it had been . . .

The tall, lean deputy who had driven the car
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into the garage was in the office. He had a long,
angular head with very dark hair worn full and
brushed from over the ears. He was standing with
his back to us, peering out through the slant of
Venetian blinds. He glanced around as we entered
and then went back to watching the bright, hot
white scene of the street.

Behind the chief’s desk was a chair upholstered
in rawhide. He offered me one only a little less
sumptuous and we faced each other across a wide
expanse of oak and a dual pen set with a small gold
plaque on it which stated Chief Melvin Barker had
been Master Maverick, 1955-56. A blower was push-
ing a lot of cold air from somewhere. It felt fine to
sit there.

“Now, Sergeant, if you'll tell us what brought
you to our little village?” His smile was friendly.
His bright blue eyes were not.

I told my story with a few reservations. I left
out my visit with Madriaga and the fact I knew
Mrs. Baker was Chief Barker’s daughter. 1 told
about my adventure with the bronze sedan but not
that I had seen it in Westville. I faced these men
who might have been my murderers and put on an
act with precisely one intention, to get the affair
out of my hands and into theirs. What the chief
would do about his daughter’s desire to murder her
husband, I didn’t have the faintest idea, Law in
Westville was a curious thing.

When 1 had finished, Barker pulled at the thick
fingers he had entwined across his chest and I
could hear the knuckles crack.

“I’s a crazy story,” he said finally. “Still, you
wouldn’t have come all the way from L.A. unless
something screwy was up.” He paused and con-
sidered me and my story through doubtful slits for
eyes. “Know anything about this Mrs. Baker other
than that she’s the judge’s wife?”

“She’s a beautiful woman,” I said, “apparently a
lot younger than her husband. Smart, too, if you
were to guess from the hat shop she runs here.”
Then to make it sound as though I were speaking
straight from the shoulder, I threw in an official
question. “One thing we would like to know is how
she got onto Johnny Rose?”

“Sure,” he nodded, “if we get anything on that
. . .7 He scratched the back of his head. “Excuse me,
Sergeant, but might I see your credentials? My clerk
out front said they were bona fide. But this is an
unusual situation and .. .” He made an apologetic
gesture with his thick hands.

I tossed my LD. card and badge on the desk.
He opened the folder and studied them. Then, he
raised his eyes and met my glance as though he had
come to a decision. “In view of the barbecue this
evening,” he said, “this is a ticklish situation. Are
you armed, Sergeant?”

Opening the denim jacket I had included in my
cowboy suit so I'd have some place to conceal a
weapon, I showed him the butt of my revolver.
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“I want to know a little more about you before
I say. Willing to answer some questions?”

“What can I lose?” Meadows asked with a
shrug. “Shoot.”

For the next hour Wade Harmon plied his
double with questions about his personal life, all
of which Meadows readily answered. Harmon
satisfied himself that his double had no family,
and no close friends who might inquire about
his whereabouts if he disappeared for a while.
The man seemed to be a drifting soldier of for-
tune, rootless and with no goal in life other than
making his way with a minimum amount of
effort. He cheerfully admitted he had never held
a job for more than a few weeks at a time, and
that he had even avoided military service by
never registering. He also admitted that he had
never filed an income tax return.

It was almost too good to be true, Harmon
thought. Apparently Harry Meadows, fingenprints
weren’t on file anywhere, and even his name wasn’t
listed on any official records. If he disappeared per-
manently after Harmon had made use of him, the
probability was that no one would ever start a
search for him.

When he was satisfied that he had a complete
picture of his double’s background, Harmon said,
“On the subject of ethics. Suppose you suspected
you had been an unwitting accessory to a felony?
Just suspected, not knew. And you didn’t even
suspect until it was all over. Would you feel it
necessary to report your suspicion to the police?”

Meadows asked, “Would I be in a position to
establish I didn’t know in advance what was going
to happen?”

“Let’s put it this way. I will state to you now that
the reason I want you to impersonate me on a
European trip is that I want a certain man to believe
I am in Europe while his wife is vacationing in
Florida. At some future time you may suspect that
isn’t the real reason I hired you. But the police would
never be able to prove you thought any different
when you accepted my offer.”

“Then my conscience wouldn’t bother me,”
Meadows said dryly. “Not with ten thousand dollars
to salve it.”

Wade Harmon smiled to himself. The real payoff
wasn't going to be ten thousand dollars. He had no
intention of leaving a man alive who would be in a
position to blackmail him for the rest of his life.
Not after he had served his purpose.

“Then we have a deal,” he said. He walked over to
the dresser and took out a freshly-laundered shirt.
“I want you to try on some of my clothes to see how
they fit.”

Ten minutes later Harry Meadows was completely
dressed in a set of Wade Harmon’s clothing. It fit
perfectly, from the shoes to the sport coat and
slacks. They stood side-by-side in front of the full-
length mirror on the bathroom door and examined
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their twin reflections.

“Itll work like a charm,” Harmon said finally.
“Even my wife wouldn’t guess you weren’t me.”

Harry Meadows looked startled. “You have a
wife?”

Harmon grinned at him. “Don’t worry about it.
You won't be called on for any marital duties, be-
cause Helen and I don’t get along. On paper we
still live together, but I see her as little as possible,
and she avoids me just as hard. You'll take this
trip by yourself. It won’t even be necessary for you
to meet my wife.”

Meadows’s expression turned relieved. “Won’t 1
have to meet any of your friends?”

“Oh yes. I want you to look a number of them
up in Europe. Everybody in my so-called set but me
is crazy about Europe. I prefer the states, and I've
never had the slightest desire to see any other coun-
try. But there’ll be some friend or other of mine
in every major city you visit. I'll brief you before
you leave on who they are, and where you can
expect to run into them. I'll want you to look all of
them up, so that there won’t be any question at
some later date about my actually having been in
Europe.”

“I see,” Meadows said. “When will this trip take
place?”

“Probably in about a month. I'll fly back to New
York tomorrow. I'll advance you enough money to
follow on a later flight. There’s a small hotel on
eastside Manhattan called the Hotel Gavin. Register
there under your own name, and I'll look you up
as soon as I'm ready for you.”

“When will that be?”

“Soon after you get settled,” Harmon said. “You'll
have a lot of memorizing to do before you take off.
I'll bring you pictures of all the people I want you
to look up in Europe, and brief you on their back-
grounds and their relationships with me, so that
you’ll be able to bluff your way through when you
meet them. You'll also have to learn to reproduce my
signature. So that you can sign traveler’s checks.”

Meadows looked dubious. “People examine the
signatures on traveler’s checks pretty closely.”

“That’s simple,” Harmon said. “I'll furnish you
cash and let you buy the checks yourself in my
name. Then there can’t be any question about the
signatures when you cash them.”

“Probably better,” Meadows agreed. “My signa-
ture will be on the passport too, and somebody
might want to check that against the checks.”

“That’s another thing,” Harmon told him. “We’ll
have to switch identities temporarily the day you
apply for the passport, and again the day you pick
it up. I'll just stay in your room on both occasions.
It may be some time after that before you're ready
to take off, so we won’t make the permanent switch
until you have to leave for the airport.”

Meadows nodded. “Aside from looking up a few
of your friends, what am I supposed to do in
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Europe as a dodge?”

“Just vacation. I won’t know the route I want
you to follow until I've discovered which of my
friends plan to be in Europe and where. I'll give
you your itinerary and what people to look up
before you leave. I also want you to cable my lawyer
your new hotel address every time you move from
one city to another.”

Meadows nodded again. “I take it the purpose
of all this is to build you an unbreakable alibi, isn’t
it?”

Wade Harmon looked at him. “I told you the
purpose was to convince a man I was in Europe
during the time his wife was vacationing in Florida.
If you don’t want to be an accessory, let’s leave
it at that.”

“All right,” Meadows said agreeably. “When do
we switch back to our real selves again?”

“As soon as you land back in the States. Sometime
during your tour, you'll get a cable either from my
lawyer or my wife informing you of an event
which will require your presence home immediately.
You'll arrange to fly back at once. There isn’t a
chance in the world that my wife will bother to
meet you at the airport. You'll have a taxi take you
from the airport to a place I'll show you before you
leave for Europe. I'll meet you there and pay you
your ten thousand dollars. Then I'll proceed on
home as though I was just coming from the airport.”

“You say the cable may come from your wife?”

“Either from her or my lawyer. Why?”

Harry Meadows grinned. “Nothing. Just invali-
dates a guess I was making.”

“What guess was that?”

“That it was your wife you were planning to kill.”

Three days later the two men met again in the
room Harry Meadows had engaged at the Hotel
Gavin on eastside Manhattan. Wade Harmon
brought along a slim package of snapshots and
briefed his double on who each pictured person
was, and what their relationships to him were. He
also handed him a sheet of paper on which were
written the names of each person appearing in the
snapshots. Opposite each name appeared a hotel
name, the name of a city and two dates.

“These are the inclusive dates each person listed
will be staying at the hotel indicated,” he said.
“You'll notice that most of them are either London,
Paris or Rome. You'll have to be in those cities
during the proper periods.”

Then he drew an eight-by-ten portrait photograph
from a manila envelope and showed it to Meadows.
The subject was a lovely-featured brunette with a
still, unsmiling face and sultry eyes.

“My wife, Helen,” Harmon said. “You’ll probably
never meet her, but you'd better know what she
looks like in case any of my friends bring her into
the conversation. Wouldn’t do to give anyone the
impression you thought she was a blonde, for
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instance, if she’s not.”

Later he drove Meadows down to the waterfront
area to show him the place they would meet when
Meadows returned from Europe. It was a deserted
warehouse once owned by Harmon'’s father, and
still a part of the estate held in trust for Wade
Harmon.

“I'll just stay on in your room at the hotel when
we switch identities,” Harmon explained. “You can
cable me there in your name before you start back,
giving your expccted time of arrival, so Ill be able
to meet you here.”

Harry Meadows didn’t question why it was neces-
sary to meet in such an out-of-the-way spot to switch
back identities, when it would be just as simple to
switch them in the hotel room. And Harmon didn’t
think it necessary to tell him he preferred an isolated
spot because he had no intention of paying his
double ten thousand dollars.

He planned to pay for his services with a bullet.

Plans for the European trip went off without a
hitch. Two weeks later Harry Meadows had memo-
rized the names and backgrounds of the half dozen
friends of Harmon’s he was expected to look up in
Europe, he had practiced Harmon’s signature until
he could sign it without hesitation, he had his pass-
port, his traveler’s checks and his plane reservation.

Four days after that Wade Harmon said good-by
to his wife and climbed into a taxi. He had the
driver take him to the Hotel Gavin, left his suit-
cases in the car and told the driver to wait. Ten
minutes later a man of identical appearance and
dress came out of the hotel and climbed into the
cab.

“International Airport,” he said.

Wade Harmon took no action for a full two
weeks after Harry Meadows had departed for
Europe under his name. He spent most of his time
sitting in the hotel room, where he was now living
as Harry Meadows, putting the final touches to his
murder plan.

Wade Harmon had contemplated murdering his
Uncle Gerald Harmon for a dozen years, ever since
he had reached twenty-one and was eligible to
inherit the three million dollars principal his father
had left in trust for him during the lifetime of °
Wade’s Uncle Gerald. The terms of the will allowed
Wade only half income from the estate as long as
Gerald Harmon lived. The other half went to his
father’s brother, who was also custodian of the trust
fund. On his uncle’s death, the whole thing would
fall to Wade.

Gerald Harmon was almost disgustingly healthy.
At sixty-five he seemed destined to live at least an-
other twenty years. Unless he met a violent end.

The trouble was that Wade Harmon had never
been able to devise a safe murder plan prior to the
time he met Harry Meadows. The old man was not
only disgustingly healthy, he was disgustingly well-
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It'd been doctored so that it couldn’t be traced.

Harrower came out of the HQ. Damn the luck,
he had several of his boys with him and I couldn’
angle a shot in among them. I work clean, and I
didn’t want any loose ends like those boys lying
around.

They drove off, 1 tailing them. They took Har-
rower to Penn Station and dropped him off into
more crowds. He went on alone. I quit the car,
deserted it, and followed Harrower into the jammed
terminal, the revolver in my topcoat pocket.

He had a commuter’s ticket. I didn’t know where
he was going. I got on the train, in the same coach,
with him. When the conductor came along punch-
ing tickets, I told him I hadn’t had time to stop at
the ticket window.

When he asked, “Where you going?” I said, “All
the way.”

By now, it looked as if I'd have to go all the way.

The conductor gave me a punched ticket and
took my money.

I didn’t take my eyes off Harrower. From now on
I'd be glued to him till I got my chance. He read an
evening newspaper. He didn’t seem worried. He was
somewhat plumpish and clear-skinned. Good living.
Not bad looking. The kind of guy who has a buck
and knows how to spend it right to live cozy. Well,
whatever he had, he wasn’t going to take any of it
with him.

He got off at Massapequa. I got off behind him.

It was twilight. The bright lamps of the station
were lit. There were people around. He walked to a
low-slung ranch wagon in the parking zone. There
was a good-looking woman at the wheel. She
greeted him with a kiss. He got in and they went
sweetly up the road. Looking sharply, I managed to
see the name Whitebirches designed on the door of
the wagon.

I wasn’t in any hurry. I strolled around and in
three-quarters of an hour I found Whitebirches on a
quiet street.

Harrower was in his shirt-sleeves, sprinkling the
resceded lawn with an orange plastic hose. There
were two kids playing around the side of the elegant
split-level house, a boy and a girl, and the boy was
riding a red tricycle.

I heard Harrower’s wife call to him from around
the back.

I faded into the shadows of the bordering oaks
and soon lined up Harrower, his wife, and a neigh-
bor couple, all gathered around an outdoor barbecue
pit. I could smell the aroma of grilled steaks. I could
nearly taste the charcoal flavor in my mouth. I told
you this guy knew how to live.

The friends from over the back fence were all
chatting and laughing. I could hear snatches of talk.
Harrower was going to plant more shrubs. “Vi-
burnum plicatum,” he said with a laugh. “Oriental
snowballs.” He'd even learned to call some of them
by their Latin names. His wife chimed in to say
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that she was going to try to take prizes with her

zinnias this year in the garden club.

. 'ghcy sent the kids into the house early to go to
ed.

The spring night was chilly and I turned up my
coat collar.

There was always somebody with him. But I
could wait. I wanted to get him alone.

At last the barbécue broke up. The neighbors
went home and the Harrowers went into their house
and closed the door.

I was cold. I went back to Massapequa and rented
a room, but first I had a snack in an all-night drug
store. I was starved.

Next day was Sunday. Harrower didn’t go into
the city. He took the family to the little Episco-
palian church in thg ranch wagon. I had to walk.
I stood outside the church and listened to the
hymns. After the service Harrower, his wife, and
the two kids came out and he bought Sunday papers
from the hawker on the corner. He gave the kids
the funnies. Then he drove them down the street
to the bakery and waited outside, smoking an old
bulldog pipe at the wheel of the ranch wagon,
while his wife went inside to buy rolls and cake for
breakfast.

Then they all drove home. I didn’t have a chance
at him. Too many people around.

After breakfast he went out in back in old pants
and shirt and puttered around with his horticultural
kit. His kids were out there too, and so were those
damn neighbors. The boy kid had an archery set
and Harrower showed him how to shoot off a few
arrows. One of the arrows came skimming over
close to me and I had to duck farther back among
the oaks and birches to avoid being seen.

Harrower walked over toward me to get the ar-
row. After he pulled it out of the birch trunk he
stood there for a long moment, relighting his pipe.

I remained hidden, watching him in a fascinated
way. I forgot my gun till it was too late. He'd
walked back again and joined his wife behind the
house.

Why the hell didn’t I get him when I had the
chance?

I was slipping. I watched him all day and I didn’t
get another chance. I was slipping.

He went in for dinner late in the afternoon. I
crept as close as I dared to the house to look in on
him. After dinner the whole family sat around and
watched TV, His wife was a little tardy, because
she had to wash up the dishes in the kitchen.

It got dark early and nobody went out again that
day.

I went back to my room.

I sat there in the dark, just staring out at the auto
lights going by in the street. This wasn’t me. This
wasn’t me at all.

I took out the Police Positive and looked at it in
the gloom. Why hadn’t I used it on Harrower this
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