








jacket. At the same time he re-
moved the grey suede gloves which
were in that pocket. Stooping, he
reached for the languid wrist and
felt for a pulse beat. There was
none. He straightened up and put
the gloves on and let the air escape
from his lungs in a long, quiet
sigh. “It’s done,” he said softly.

The woman did not answer. She
stood by the piano, her full mouth
trembling, a handkerchief being
twisted tightly in nervous fingers.
She was an attractive woman in
her mid-thirties, blonde, in a hostess
gown that molded the pleasing
curves of her body.

She stood there rigidly, and then
she turned abruptly, knees wobbling
as she stumbled forward a few
steps and leaned against the piano
for support. He walked up be-
hind her quickly and gripped her
shoulders gently but firmly. “Let’s
keep our heads about this, Anne,”
he said with grave concern.
“Quickly now, put the lights on in
the basement for me.”

She sucked in a deep breath and
turned slowly in his arms, glancing
over the lifeless body of her hus-
band and shuddering a little. She
nodded and slipped from his arms
and was about to leave when he
reached out and caught her elbow
suddenly. “Wait!” he said alarmed,
holding a finger to his lips and say-
ing, “Shh!® before she could speak.
She stood stiff and motionless and
followed his eyes to where they
were staring at the picture window
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drapes just opposite them.

They were open a few inches.

He moved across the room rap-
idly, slipping behind a second set
of drapes and opening the glass
door onto the terrace. He looked
around in the darkness outside and
listened for sounds for awhile, then
satisfied there was nobody out there
he came back inside. “I thought I
heard something,” he said taking
a handkerchief and dabbing his
brow. “It must be my imagination.
I didn’t think I was this jumpy.”

“You...you’re sure there’s no
one?” she said, her blue eyes
worried.

He frowned pensively, closing
the window drapes all the way.
“The only other person who would
have any business here at this hour
is the housekeeper.”

“Frieda? But it couldn’t have
been her, Howard. I told you I
sent her on a vacation yesterday.
She’ll be gone a week.”

He sighed with relief, nodded.
“Just nerves. But somehow I just
don’t trust that witch. It’s always
been beyond me how you can stand
having her around.” He left the
drapes and came toward her with
an urgent expression on his round
face.

“Frieda’s been with me for years,
Howard. I've always trusted her.
She wouldn’t...”

“Come on, Anne, let’s not waste
any more time!”

As Anne left the room, he took
his handkerchief and wiped off
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everything he’d touched that eve-
" ning, prior to the time he began
wearing the gloves.

Donald Morse had easily been as
tall and heavy as he, but he finally
managed to drag the body from the
living room to the basement, then
past the wine press and the wooden
barrels and the filters and the rest
of the paraphernalia Donald had
used to manufacture his home-made
wines. Anne was waiting for him
near the large earth pit, where the
bottles of choice stock were buried
for cool storage. He dragged the
body to the edge of the pit, then
paused when he saw Anne tremb-
ling. “You all right, darling?” he
said concerned.

Her blonde head moved up and
down in a brisk, stiff nod. “I...I
think I can use a drink, Howard.”

“Of course.” He went over to the
wooden storage rack, found a full
bottle of brandy and a dusty glass
with a trace of wine caked on the
bottom. He broke the seal on the
bottle and pulled the cork. “Do you
mind?” he asked showing her the
glass before he poured.

She shook her head stiffly, “No.”

He poured the brandy and
handed it to her quavering fingers
and watched her down it swiftly.
Then he took the glass and poured
a hefty one for himself, smiling as
Anne’s nervous blue eyes looked
up at him. “To our future, Anne,”
he toasted “It will be a happy one,

* He tlpped the glass to hls
llps and drained it.

THE ENORMOUS GRAVE

Her eyes flicked to the body at
the edge of the pit, then darted
back to his face again. He set the
bottle and glass down and took
her in his arms. He said consolingly,
“He felt litde pain, Anne. When
my time comes, I hope I can die
with as little suffering.”

The blue eyes flashed up at
him, frightened. “Please don’t talk
like that, Howard! If...if we're
caught...”

He held her tightly. “Easy now.
Easy, darling. We'’re not going to
get caught.”

Her soft body trembled against
him. “Oh God, Howard, 1...”

Taking her face caressingly in
his gloved hands he bent and kissed
her. “I love you, Anne. Will you
remember that?”

“I'.. .1 love you, too.” She
opened her eyes and looked at him.
“I love you so very much, Howard.
If only Donald...”

“Donald was the one wall be-
tween us, darling.” He glanced over
at the dead man. “I'm sure he knew
you didn’t love him. That’s why he
was so miserable. He’s much better
off this way.” His eyes shifted back
to her and he held her shoulders
assuringly “We’d better get on with
the rest of it.”

He released her and climbed
down the steel ladder into the pit,
to the dirt level three feet below
the concrete floor. Picking up the
shovel, he began digging hastily,
thankful again for Donald’s in-
credibly convenient hobby, which
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on the corner of Cove Rd and
Northern Blyd 11 tinght. Put the
money in a paper bag. Just in case
you think I'm fooling I ain’t.

Tight-lipped, Howard crushed the
note in his fist, grabbed his mar-
tini and downed it in one gulp.

“There . .. there was someone out
there last night,” Anne said, her
voice hoarse, weak.

He nodded, taking a deep breath
and examining the envelope. It had
been mailed Special Delivery that
same day, from a town near the
Morse residence. “Our blackmailer
didn’t waste any time, did he?” he
said angrily, stuffing the note and
envelope into his pocket. “I'm wor-
ried. He seems stupid, almost illit-
erate. He didn’t even have the sense
to give us a reasonable amount of
time to get the money. A man with-
out patience is dangerous.”

Anne shook her head hopelessly.
“Is there anything we can do,
Howard?”

Tiredly, he squeezed the tips of
his fingers to the corners of his eyes.
“I'm not sure, Anne. I'm not sure,
at all. I only know I should have
looked around the terrace more
carefully last night. He was prob-
ably hiding in the shadows all the
‘while.”

“I can get the ffty-thousand
easily enough, Howard. You know
that. But do you think it will do
any good?”

He looked at her, nodding de-
jectedly. “I know what you mean.
If we pay this time, what’s to stop

THE ENORMOUS GRAVE

him from coming back for more?”

“No. I meant how can we be
sure he’'ll keep his word and not
go to the police.”

“The idea of blackmail, Anne,
is to make money. Lots of it. I'm
sure he’ll keep his mouth shut as
long as we pay him.”

“Then we should pay him. It’s
worth it.”

“I don’t think you understand,
Anne. He'll be back sure as the
devil, as soon as he has used up
the fifty-thousand.”

She reached out for his hand,
the blue eyes serious. “I don’t care,
Howard. With Donald gone, T'll
soon have plenty. Enough to keep
ourselves and our blackmailer
happy for a long time.” ‘

He sat silent for a few moments,
pensively toying with the martini
glass. “I don’t know. I hadn’t fig-
ured on anything like this.”

“I know, Howard. It’s the only
way. I...1 don't feel like dying in
the electric chair, either.”

His eyes looked at her face sin-
cerely. “Nothing’s going to happen
to you, darling. If it ever came to
being caught by the police, I'd
confess and completely absolve you.
After all, I was the one who
actually...”

“Stop it, Howard! Don't talk like
that. We're in this together. We
have been from the very first.” She
drew in a breath, straightened, and
picked up her martini. She took a
sip, then looked up and met his
solemn " eyes. “I'll get the money
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They were sitting on benches in
Washington Square Park, near the
little circle where the ice cream
cart stands, where the heavy green
busses pause before they make the
turn and head through the arch
on their uptown trip.

It was March and the afternoon
sun was still pale with winter, but
the warmth of spring was in it
today.

The sleepy young woman and
the hairless man sat on opposite
ends of a bench. The chubby-legged
child played with a rubber ball in
front of the bench. Just across the
cement walk the vagrant sat alone,
clutching his hands and breathing
heavily. ’

It was so hard for the woman to
stay awake. The new warmth of
the sun was positively insidious.
It lulled her senses, made her want
to surrender completely to the
sleepy spell that was beginning. She
could feel the little ache, the ache
that was not at all unpleasant, in
her joints. It was a warming kind
of ache that began at her hips and
flowed like liquid down her legs
and into her feet and numbed her.
The sleepy spells were becoming
more frequent lately, She had sev-
eral of them a day. But the doctor
had said there was nothing to
worry about. It was a blood sugar
condition and it could be controlled
by diet. It hadn’t reached the stage
of diabetes. Her blood sugar, the
tests had shown, was about 125,
what the doctor called high nor-
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mal. She had an appointment with
the doctor at three to get the result
of the glucose tolerance tests. He
would recommend her diet, then,
and certain medication to prevent
the sleepy spells that were bothering
her. It was a sickness, she supposed,
but it was a rather pleasant sick-
ness, really. She was so drowsy now.
Her appointment wasn’t until
three. She could have just a teeny
little nap there in the sun, she told
herself. The child was quite safe.
She would never think of running
off. She was such a good child.
And of course, the woman thought,
I will only drop off for a moment
or two.

She remembered the litde pills in
her purse. Dexedrine. The doctor
had prescribed them as a temporary
measure until the results of all the
tests were in. They helped her to
stay awake. But she needed water
to take one. The fountain was a
long way off and she had no cup.
She let her eyelids flutter together.
It was so warm, so pleasant. It was
spring at last.

The child had become fascinated
with the gaily striped parasol of
the nearby ice cream cart. She let
her ball roll away a few feet on
the sidewalk. She stood in front of
her mother and spoke squeakily,
with a rising inflection. “’S’cream ?”
she said.

The mother was almost asleep,
but she roused herself slightly. “No,
dear,” she said. “No ice cream.
You've just finished your lunch,
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and it drives you crazy and pretty
soon you're screaming with the
rams. I know. I've been through it.
So put this buck in your pocket.
Keep touching it to reassure your-
self. If you feel the snakes start
crawling, all you have to do is buy
a pint of wine and drink it quick
and it will kill them. If you aren’t
afraid of the snakes, you never get
them. If you know you can kill
them, you won'’t be afraid. So keep
the buck and keep touching it. That
way you'll never have the rams.”
It had worked so far. Once or
twice, Kearney had almost spent
the buck. After ten hours, the
shakes had become so unbearable
he had thought the nails were com-
ing out of his shoes. His eyes had
dimmed and misted over and he
had thought he was going blind.
The fellows at the Twelfth Step
place had poured black coffee down
him, cup after scalding cup. They’d
kept on pouring it down even after
he’d started throwing up. Finally,
one guy had got hold of a goof ball
somewhere and slipped it to him.
That had quieted him. Anyhow,
he hadn’t had the snakes yet and
the buck was still in his pocket.
Kearney was clean. He'd had a
bath and they’'d given him fifteen
cents for a shave at the barber
college because his hand was shak-
ing too much for him to shave
himself. They’d given him clothes,
too, nothing fancy, but clothes that
were clean and mended. He had
denim pants and a flannel shirt
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and an army field jacket. He even
had a felt hat that fit him pretty
well.

Kearney wondered if the worst
of it was really over. “Do it twenty-
four hours at a time,” they'd told
him. “If you get by the first twen-
ty-four hours, you're in.” He was
better, he supposed, though God
knew he felt bad enough. The
sweat was still clammy on his body,
but it was no longer streaming out
of every pore in big fat bubbles.
He'd managed to sleep fitfully for
a while on the bunk in the dormi-
tory where the A.A. fellows had
sent him. He’d even managed to sit
through an A.A. meeting and listen
to speakers tell how they'd licked
alcohol and been sober ever since.
And he’d eaten the soup and sand-
wiches at the Twelfth Step place.
His fear of the snakes was dimin-
ishing, too, partly because of the
reassuring dollar in his pocket. He’d
known right along that the dollar
couldn’t keep the snakes away for-
ever, but it would keep them away
long enough for him to kill him-
self and that was all he asked.

But mainly he felt some faint
glimmer of confidence because the
first twenty-four hours had passed.
He was on the second twenty-four
now and maybe if he’d just sit
here in the sun and think how
much better he was getting, his
hands would stop trembling and in
a day or two he might find a job
fixing television sets. That had been
his racket before Vi had packed

MANHUNT









panting. Chasing the bus, forcing
it to stop had been a mistake. He
had attracted attention to himself.
Kearney fumbled in his pocket and
brought out the crumpled dollar
bill. He parted with it hesitantly.
He was spending his only insur-
ance against the thing he feared
most. The snakes. A day had
passed, but the snakes could still
come crawling. His hands were
shaking so badly he could hardly
get the fifteen cents into the slot.
One of the quarters dropped to the
floor. Kearney knelt down and
picked up the quarter, cursing,
sweat pouring out of him now,
lathering his whole body. He tried
to comfort himself as he reeled to
the rear of the lurching bus. There
was still enough change for a pint
of wine, if the snakes started to
crawl. If the snakes started crawl-
ing, he would just forget the kid
and the hairless man. It wasn’t any
of his business, anyway. He was a
plain damned fool. If the woman
couldn’t stay awake and watch her
child, why on God’s earth should
he worry?

There were only two other per-
sons on the bus besides the child
and the hairless man and Kearney.
One was a light-colored Negro boy
who wore a beret and carried a
large sketch portfolio. The other
was a fat Italian woman with a
flowery hat.

The hairless man had chosen a
seat midway between the front and
rear exits of the bus. He sat by the

RUN FROM THE SNAKES

window with the child on his lap.
The child was still licking the pop-
sicle greedily. She held her rubber
ball in the hand that wasn’t clutch-
ing the popsicle. The little girl
appeared excited and happy. The
popsicle had begun to melt and
some of the orange goo spilled over
the hairless man’s coat, but he did
not seem to mind.

As Kearney went up the aisle,
the hairless man looked up curi-
ously at him from under the lizard
lids of his eyes.

Kearney took a seat across the
aisle, back of the man and the
child, directly opposite the rear
exit.

He had the jitters bad now. He
felt terribly confined by the bus.
His teeth were rattling and he
couldn’t stop the sweating. He
could smell himself and his sweat
still had the sour odor of alcohol.
Kearney cursed himself silently for
what he had done. He had just be-
gun to calm down and this sudden
effort had caused him to suffer the
worst sort of a relapse. He was dy-

- ing for a drink now. I'll get off the

bus, he told himself. I'll find the
first liquor store and get a pint of
sneaky and drink it down as fast
as I can. I can’t stand this.

Then he saw the man’s hand
stroking the child and there was
something reptilian about the mo-
tion of the hand and arm that dis-
gusted and infuriated Kearney. He
decided to remain on the bus a
little while, to sweat it out a few
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had gone to sleep.

What’s he doing to her? Kear-
ney asked himself.

There were twenty-four hour
picture houses on the Bowery
where bums went to drink and
sleep. Maybe this was a house like
that. Awful things were done in
the all-night picture houses. Kear-
ney had heard about some of them.
Could the man be doing some-
thing unmentionable to the child
here in the darkness?

Kearney shuddered.

I'm going into the rams, he
thought.

I'm going into the rams and I
haven’t even got the insurance
against the snakes now. You can’t
buy a pint of anything with thirty-
five cents in this neighborhood.
Maybe you could buy it on the
Bowery, but I'd never be able to
get that far in time if the snakes
start crawling now. You can’t even
buy a drink with thirty-five cents
uptown. And one drink would
never stop the snakes.

Then Kearney saw the snakes
and he stifled a scream.

The snakes were right there in
front of him, great, black, wallow-
ing, flailing horrors as thick as tree
trunks.

Kearney tried to rise from the
seat and run out of the theatre.
He had no thought of the man and
the child now. He wanted only to
flee the gibbering insanity of seeing
the snakes. But he was paralyzed,
frozen to his seat. He couldn’t
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move. He tried to make a sound
and he only croaked.

Finally, he realized that the
snakes were on the screen. It was
a jungle film and they were show-
ing the great snakes of the forest.
If he only closed his eyes, he would
shut them out. At first he couldn’t
close his eyes, because his muscles
would not react to his mind’s com-
mands. He was in an almost com-
plete state of shock. But, finally,
the eyelids fluttéered down and
when the cool blackness came,
Kearney exhaled his breath with a
great sigh.

He kept his eyes shut a long
while and he began to feel calmer
and then he felt almost as if he
could sleep, his reaction to the
violent horror of the snakes was
so great. When he opened his eyes
at last, a quacking, technicolor duck
was waddling across the screen.
Kearney laughed aloud.

Then he looked for the man and
the child.

They were gone.

Kearney was out in the open air
almost before he realized that he
had risen from his seat.

He stood in front of the theatre,
looking around him frantically.

The man and the child were no-
where in sight.

He started walking, but he had
no purpose. He was merely walk-
ing because he could think of noth-
ing else to do.

Then he saw them. They were
coming out of a soda fountain just
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and pay a fare. This was the end
of the line for Kearney. The man
was not taking another subway.

Then Kearney began to laugh
crazily.

The man was taking a Staten
Island ferry. The Staten Island
ferry was the only transportation
system in Greater New York that
still cost a nickel.

Kearney boarded the waiting
ferry.

He found the man and the child
on the top deck. The man was
standing by the railing with the
little girl in his arms. The little
girl was wide-awake now, excited
by the water, the circling gulls, the
harbor traffic with its tooting horns
and shrill whistles.

Kearney stayed well away from
them, but he kept them in sight.
At least they couldn’t leave the
ferry until it docked in Staten
Island, he told himself.

There was a vast, brand new
ferry terminal on the Island, Kear-
ney discovered. He knew nothing
about the Island, except that nu-
merous Bowery drifters had been
sent to a T.B. sanitarium there. It
was out at the end of the Island,
somewhere, he’d heard.

The man and the child were
heading for the buses that were
parked fender to bumper outside
the terminal.

Here was another problem, his
final defeat, perhaps.

He did not have bus fare. He
had only the subway token.
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Crowds were hurrying toward
the ferry for New York.

Kearney stopped a well-dressed
man, extended the subway token.
“Will you buy a subway token,
Mister?” he asked. “I got to get
bus fare out to the sanitarium. You
can use the token.”

The man looked at him disdain-
fully, shook him off. A terminal
guard came up, put the arm on
Kearney. He said, “No panhan-
dling here, fellow. You want me to
call a cop?”

Kearney said, “I was only trying
to sell a subway token, that was
all. T got to get bus fare.”

“Move on now, you hear?” the
guard said, shoving him. Kearney
moved on. The man and child
were almost out of sight now. A
girl stopped him, put her hand on
his arm. “I'll buy your token,” she
said. She gave him fifteen cents.

Kearney hurried after the re-
treating figures of the man and the
child. He saw them board a bus.
He had to run, but he made the
bus. He gave the driver fifteen
cents. The driver punched a paper
ticket and handed it to him. Kear-
ney sat down in the bus, several
seats behind the man and the
child. The child had gone to sleep
again.

They came to a stop at a place
called The Corners and many of
the passengers got off the bus. The
man remained seated, with the
child in his lap. The driver took
up Kearney’s ticket, said, “You
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bartender, he summoned him with
a wave. “Booker.” The tall Negro
mixed a scotch and soda and placed
it at his elbow. When he raised his
eyebrows to Rae, she nodded and
drained her stinger. He began
blending brandy and creme de
menthe in a mixing glass.

The dog sniffed the hem of her
skirt and Rae fondled his thick
neck. “That’s a beautiful animal.”
The dog’s coat was black and
glossy, with powerful muscle flow-
ing beneath it. He carried his big
head alertly. “What’s his name?”

“He’s Champion Clanahan’s
Hans und Fritz,” Clanahan said.
“He’s going to win Best In Show
at the Garden this winter!”

“He will,” the woman said, pick-
ing up her glass. “I'm sure he will.
My husband wasn’t worth a damn,
but he knew dogs. The only inter-
est he had—besides the bottle. God
knows I watched him train enough
of them.” And she patted the Dob-
erman affectionately on the head.

Clanahan eyed her nervously a
moment, and then said: “I'm em-
barrassed, but—well, I don’t know
your name.”

The blonde’s smile was dazzling.
“There’s no reason you should. It’s
been eight years, Rog. I used to call
myself Rae Jamison then.”

Recognition widened Clanahan’s
eyes. “Oh, sure! You married old
Schuyler Evans!” Then his eyes
went wider still and his face sick-
ened. “My God! You're Esme’s
sister!”
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Rae nodded pleasantly, watching
him.

Clanahan felt trapped. The dog,
sensing his unease, stirred restlessly.
“That was terrible, terrible,” Clana-
han said, longing to be anywhere
else. “My God! That poor kid!”

Clanahan snatched up his high-
ball and drank from it. “She never
told me she was pregnant,” he lied.
“It wasn’t my fault.”

“Of course it wasn’t your fault,”
Rae said consolingly, and patted
his arm. “It was a lot of people’s
fault. It was her fault, for one. And
it was my fault. And it was the
fault of the drunken slob who used
to beat our mother and us.”

Rae finished her stinger and beck-
oned to the bartender. Her eyes
were bitter, remembering. “He tried
more than beatings on me, too.
And when she got big enough, he
must have tried it on her.” She
touched Clanahan’s sleeve. “But,
mainly, what happened was my
fault. I was too deep in a sea of
alcoholic self-pity when she finally
got here to help her find a decent
life, instead of just one with lots
of money.”

“Honest to God, Rae,” Clanahan
said, “I never promised to marry
her.”

The bartender placed two fresh
drinks on the bar. Man and woman
reached for them in unison. “You
wouldn’t have had to,” Rae said
with careful enunciation. “You only
had to make a play for her and she
looked into your eyes and saw
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minks and yachts and fell down on
the bed with her legs spread. I
know how it is.”

“Well, sure. You've been around,”
Clanahan said, hoping it was the
right thing.

“There are always pretty kids
like my sister and I chasing men
with your kind of money,” Rae told
him. “There must be a couple of
thousand of them in this city alone,
sleek little huntresses, prowling the
cocktail jungle. I wonder if they
all come from back road shacks
with no running water, like we
did.”

Clanahan gulped his drink, feel-
ing surer of himself, excited by the
proximity of her body. “You don’t
blame us then, do you? If we get
all we can? A man doesn’t take
naturally to matrimony. It’s his na-
ture to roam from one woman to
another, impregnating as many as
he can.”

Rae’s intelligent green eyes stud-
ied him with a faint look of aston-
ishment. “You surprise me, Rog.”

“Well, I read that in a book on
sex. But it’s true. If Esme wanted
to make a tramp out of herself for
a few presents and a little money,
that’s not my fault.” Clanahan put
his glass on the bar with drunken
carelessness. It fell without break-
ing and ice cubes slithered across
the black formica. The bartender
hurried to mop it up.

Smiling steadily, Rae told him:
“You don’t know what it is to be
a pretty girl and dirt poor and

RING THE BELL ONCE

scared of staying poor forever.”

The bartender placed a fresh
drink in Clanahan’s hand with in-
sulting solicitude. Clanahan leered
and moved so his knee dented one
nylon calf. “How about you? You
did all right when old Schuyler
finally died. Don't feel sorry for
Esme just because she wasn’t as
smart as you.”

Rae smiled up into his bloating
face and pressed her leg firmly
against his. “Yes. I married that
psychotic drunk because I knew he
couldn’t last five years the way he
was drinking. So I served my time
and wouldn’t give him his divorce,
and there was no way they could
cut me out of my widow’s share of
the estate. But it made a drunk out
of me, too, before he was dead.”

Clanahan dropped a hand to her
thigh. “Hell, enjoy your hooch.
Nothing can hurt you now.”

“Esme did.” Rae shook her head
mournfully. “I should have seen to
it she got an education. And mar-
ried some nice young guy with a
decent job who would have been
crazy about her all her life.” She
caught the grey flannel lapels sud-
denly and pulled his face gently
down to hers. She kissed him lightly
on the lips. “Let’s get out of here,
Rog. Let’s go up to my place.

Clanahan shooed the Doberman
into the kitchen and lurched back
to the bedroom, shirtless and bare-
footed. Rae Evans lay on the bed,
naked and uncovered. Her cyes lin-
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gered coldly on the roll of fat above
his belt, and then she raised them to
his. She said with drunken hon-
esty: “I'm going to kill you.”

Clanahan mumbled the standard
reply to that—*“What a way to die!”
He lunged at the bed.

Clanahan woke to early daylight
with a splitting head. He was alone
in the apartment. He staggered
naked into the kitchen and found
a pencilled note scotch-taped to the
refrigerator: “Darling, I've got to
go up to Westchester. Please don’t
mind my borrowing your lovely
dog. I'll call you soon at your place.”

Clanahan found tomato juice in
the refrigerator and vodka in a cab-
inet. He blended two strong pick-
ups and drank them off, wondering
why she had taken the dog. Then
he shuffled back to the bedroom
and lay down. He was beginning
to feel a little better. He pulled a
wrinkled sheet over him and de-
cided to sleep. There was a fatuous
grin on his face. It had been a long
time since he had had a brace of
sisters.

In her home in Darien, Rae
Evans called a New York number.
When a woman answered, she
asked: “Joanne?”

“Yes?” The reply was guarded.

“This is Rae Jamison.”

“Well,” the woman said. “Well,
well, well.” ’

“Now don't start talking like we
were old sorority sisters. I only
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worked for you when things were
tough.”

“Looking for a booking?” the
woman singsonged, and laughed.

“No,” Rae said angrily. “I want
you to send a girl over to my place
in the city. There’s a man there.”

“Who is he?” the woman asked,
her voice quick with interest.

“Never mind what his name is,”
Rae answered her sharply. “All
you’ve got to know is he’s a hun-
dred-dollar trick. Tell this girl to
go up and let herself in and intro-
duce herself as a friend of mine
and let him do the rest. He thinks
he’s a great lover.”

“Will she have any trouble with
him?”

“No, I told you. And don’t let
her ask for money. I'm paying for
this. I want her to stay with him
three or four days. As long as she
can manage. As long as he thinks
she’s a conquest and not a call girl,
she’ll have him eating out of her
hand.”

“And when do we get paid?”

“I'll be back in town'the end of
the week. You'll get it then.”

“I better,” the woman said warn-
ingly. “Give me the address.”

Rae cradled the phone and picked
up the highball glass that stood
beside it. She took a long swallow
from it. Without putting her hands
on the arms of her chair, she got
to her feet. She was quite steady.
Clanahan’s Doberman bounded to
his feet and followed her out of the
room, eyes bright and expectant.
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fed him another morsel of meat.

Beginning to understand what
was expected of him, the dog turned
back even before she rang the bell.
He bounded to the third line and
looked back expectantly as she
raised the whistle. Used to training,
and knowing the rewards that
came with a lesson learned, the
Doberman was enjoying this
strange procedure now. The stump
of black tail wagged fiercely.

The Doberman was puzzled
when he crossed the last line and
found himself at the wall. Rae
watched patiently while he snuf-
fled about, telling him softly, “Get
it boy!” over and over. When at
last he raised himself with a little
jerk to sniff the bottom of the row
of cleats, she blew the whistle.

The dog gulped the meat, hur-
ried to the far wall, stood on his
hind legs to touch the second cleat.
The whistle blew again. He needed
a little jump to reach the fourth
~ cleat. When he got to the seventh,
he was backing up a quarter of the
length of the room for a running
start.

Rae fed him the meat this time
from her hand. She hugged the
huge animal, her eyes bright. The
dog was quivering with excitement.
Whimpers escaped him. His eyes
never left the red cloth.

“Now get it, boy!” Rae yelled, her
voice harsh with excitement. The
dog bounded forward with a joy-
ous bark. It took him three savage
lunges before he succeeded in pull-
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ing the cloth down from the peg.

Rae’s eyes on the animal as he
gulped the steak that remained in
the bowl were green glass chips,
the only softness in her a small
twist of regret around the mouth.

The martinis that had put her
to sleep were rank on her breath
when she summoned the dog out
of the fenced back yard the next
morning. Rae had to force him to
sit while she fastened the clasp of
a chain to his collar. The Dober-
man’s coat glistened with dew and
she could feel the vibrant aliveness
of him in every eager pawing.

Rae fastened the end of the chain
to a hook in the wall. The red cloth
this morning was sewn tightly
around the neck of a man’s cloth-
ing dummy. Under it was a tight-
packed roll of steel wool, giving
the cloth a bulgc as though it cov-
ered a man’s larynx.

Rae passed the bowl of meat close
to the dog’s muzzle and he strained
to reach it. She placed it high on
the stepladder and came back to
the dog holding the board with its
electric bell. “You want to get it,
don’t you, boy?” she asked the dog,
and rang the bell. The dog’s head
swung from her to the dummy in
the far corner.

He barked and lunged at it. His
claws slid helplessly on the black
floor and the chain became a taut
line from his collar to the hook
sunk in the wall. Rae had to heave
back on his collar with all her
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weight before there was enough
slack to free the chain from its clasp.

The dog’s body was a glistening
black shell exploding across the
room. The dummy crashed to the
floor. The Doberman’s teeth sank
deep into the steel wool. His huge
body arched and bounded, the mas-
sive head shaking. Then he was
trotting happily back to Rae, the
scarlet prize in his mouth.

The third morning, the red cov-
ering over the steel wool larynx
was replaced by flesh-colored light
canvas, painted to almost the exact
shade of the dummy’s face. The
Doberman went to the exact same
spot like a shot, had very little
trouble ripping it off.

The fourth morning, Rae drove
the dog, unfed, down to New York.
She turned it over to the doorman
of Clanahan’s apartment hotel.

Rae called him from the apart-
ment in the Eighties at noon. Be-
side her on the phone table was
the clipboard with its batteries and
bell.

It took a long while for Clanahan
to answer the phone. His “Hello?”
was a croak.

“Well, hello. Rae Evans here.
Did they bring your dog up?”

“Oh. Yeah, sure. Couple hours
ago. How are you?”

“Fine, but my place is a mess.
Nothing but empty bottles. Did
you camp here?” ]

Clanahan answered with a
phlegmy laugh. You conceited bas-
tard, Rae thought.

RING THE BELL ONCE

“I had myself a ball while you
were gone,” he said. “Maybe I
oughtn't to be a heel and tell you
about it, but this neighbor of yours
came in from Darien the next morn-
ing looking for you. Prissy-looking
bitch, but with that hot-pants air
about her. You know what I mean?
I can spot it every time.”

“What happened?” Rae asked,
making it a delighted little squeal.
“Who was she?”

“Never you mind,” Clanahan
smirked, wanting to take his own
time about it. “I put the old Clana-
han charm to work and that poor
little housewife forgot all about her
old man for life. She went nuts
about me. Honest to God, Rae, the
windup was I practically had to
kick her out of your place last
night.”

I'll bet, Rae thought. “Who was
she?”

“You could probably break down
my gentlemanly reserve, although
I swore my lips were sealed. How
about seeing me tonight, if you
think you've just got to know? And
I know you do.”

“You need a week flat on your
back in a sanitarium, not a new
girl,” Rae told him, glossing it with
a laugh. “Bring the dog to the
phone, please, honey. I want to talk
to him.”

“Are you going-to sec me to-
night?”

“All right, if you think you've
got the strength. Please bring the
dog now, Rog. I want to see if he
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house, slowly, taking care not to
step on anything, careful not to
even brush a bush, and he made
no noise at all.

The front bedroom was the
wrong one. “Jeannie,” he said
softly, and hurried to the back
yard. It was a long yard, spotted
with orange and grapefruit trees.
A light was on in a rear upstairs
room.

He ran deep into the yard, strain-
ing his eyes at the upstairs light,
and he saw her just as she pulled
her shade; she was completely un-
dressed.

He forgot himself and beat his
hand excitedly against the leather
briefcase. Then he realized what
he’d done, the noise he’d made, and
stood perfectly still.

There wasn't a sound. The night
was dead.

He hunched down on his heels
and waited. After a time, the up-
stairs light where she was went
out. Still he waited. Finally, he
arose and went around to the front
of the house and checked, and all
the lights were out.

He returned to the rear, sat down
on the porch steps and waited,
breathing rapidly, muttering to
himself softly.

Finally, he laid the briefcase
down on the steps and tried the
back door. It was locked. He took
a key from his pocket and in a
moment he had the door open.
He picked up the briefcase and
pulled the tab of its zipper, open-

MATINEE

ing it, readying it.

“Jeannie,” he said quietly, and
entered the house.

Now was a time for caution, but
also for boldness. In a victim’s sud-
den fear lay the promise of success,
if things got out of control. He
had regretfully been forced to kill
two girls who woke up screaming.
Neither would listen to his plead-
ing explanations.

Light from streetlamps xllummcd
the interior fairly well, and he
moved with precision, without the
slightest hesitation through the
kitchen, the hall, to the front stairs.

He went rapidly up the stairs,
past the front bedroom door where
snores rose and fell peacefully. He
moved down the hall to the rear
room. His first try brought him
into a bathroom. He backed out
and went to the other door. It was
closed.

He hesitated, then tried it. It
opened and he stepped into the
bedroom, left the door partially
open, and moved stralght to the
bed.

He stood above her, breathing
shallowly. She was asleep with no
covers over her, wearing snow-
white shorty pajamas, sprawled out
on the bed, beautiful and wanton
in the freshening streetlight’s glow
through the side windows.

She lay on her back, one wrist
over her eyes, the tops of the
pajamas pulled up to her breasts.
He looked at the smooth expanse
of exposed midriff, then at the
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Turks used to kill us just for the
sport, but there are no Turks in
this, are there?”

“None. Do you know Grace
Engle very well?”

She shook her head. “She didn't
mix much with our gang. But
speaking of wealthy wives, didn't
that Roeder person have one, too?”

“I've just come from his office,”
I said. “I feel he has a place in the
picture, somewhere, but it’s mostly
hunch. Did Alan ever have any
trouble with anybody in this—gang

of yours?”
She looked thoughtful. “I can't
remember any time. I think,

though, that you can eliminate
husbands as suspects. I can’t think
of any husbands in the gang who
take that drastic a view of
adultery.”

“And if we eliminate jealousy,
we come to money. How does your
gang feel about that?”

She smiled. “Most of them take
a very casual view of it. But—
maybe this Pastore girl had a new
boy friend? It’s quite possible she
could have one with middle class
views on morality.”

“It's possible,” 1 agreed and
looked at her levelly. “You’ve come
a long way from the grape-picking
days, haven’t you?”

She colored slightly. “I suppose
I did sound a little pretentious.
To answer your question, yes, I'm
a long way from Fresno.” She
paused, and met my glance defi-
antly. “Artistically, too.”

DEADLY BELOVED

I stood up. “Okay. I guess I was
rude. I apologize, if 1 was. There's
absolutely nothing you can tell me
that might help?”

“Nothing,” she said wearily.
“Alan was well-loved.”

I went down the hill again think-
ing of her last words. Well-loved
he apparently had been. But not
well-heeled. Eliminating hate and
greed, what was left for motive?
A murder needs a motive. Lacking
a motive, its only manslaughter.

Well-loved, usually, also implies
well-hated. The samé quality in
one person inspires love in some
and hate in others. And there was
no reason to limit my suspicion to
Alan’s closest friends.

6.

I drove over to the four unit
apartment building near the Santa
Monica Airport. A block away, I
thought I saw a Chev Club parked
and it looked as though someone
was behind the wheel. But the car
was in the shade of a huge euca-
lyptus tree, and I couldn’t be sure
from this distance.

After my fourth ring, Gina
Pastore came to the door. Her face
was puffed and her eyes red-
rimmed; she looked twenty years
older.

“I'm not supposed to talk to
you,” she said, and started to close
the door.

I put the palm of my hand
against it. “I work for a living, like
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the right hand again. And I hit
him three times in the face while
his right was getting under way.
He went down with a thump and
somebody squealed from the direc-
tion of the doorway.

I turned to face a thin, dark-
haired woman in a soiled kimona.
She stared at me, frightened, mo-
mentarily speechless.

I said very calmly though out of
breath, “Will you kindly phone the
police immediately? They’re look-
ing for this man and he was trying
to leave town.”

She nodded nervously and hur-
ried away down the hall. I knelt
beside the motionless slob and
reached for his wallet. There was
a thick pile of bills in it, and they
all looked like twenties. I made a
rapid count. It wasn’t big money,
not in the Bel Air sense, but it was
two hundred and forty bucks,
which was probably more than
Dutch Hofmeister had been toting
for a long, long time.

I went over to the bed and
looked down at the open suitcase.
It had really been packed in a
hurry. There were a couple of
fancy shirts, both with grimy col-
lars, with a monogrammed H un-
der the pockets. There was one suit,
right out of a Fresno bargain em-
porium, with widely separated
chalk stripes. Some underwear and
stuff were rolled up Army style.
And there was a tin box with
faded lettering on all four sides.

I pulled out the box. Maybe it

DEADLY BELOVED

once held cookies. It was about
eight inches high, and it weighed
about a million pounds. I almost
dropped it in surprise.

Then I pried off the lid and
dumped the contents on the bed.
I got a kick out of seeing the
shining Niagara of halves and
quarters and nickels and dimes,
the kick a kid gets when he
smashes his piggy bank. Only this
was a big piggy. This was a rich
piggy, with maybe a hundred and
fifty bucks in small change.

I scratched my head as I looked
down at this jackpot and then
started shoveling the coins back
into the tin box.

Then that almost feeling went
away.

Because I had the whole thing
pinned down now, with every little
peg right where it belonged.

Now all I had to do was ask one
more question.

The sun was starting to dunk
itself in the bay when I reached
the apartment building near the
Santa Monica Airport.

There was a black sedan parked
outside, and it didn't have to be
labeled “Cop”, for anybody to iden-
tify it as “Cop.” I didn’t know the
driver, so maybe he didn't know
me.

I went inside, pausing at the
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entrance to scrap some imaginary
crud off my shoe, to allow Gina’s
“protection” to get a real good look
at me. What the hell, I can coop-
erate with the law sometimes.

Gina was wearing something
called a traveling suit. It was a
shame, too, because her soft curves
weren't displayed to best effect. But
I hadnt come to pick her ward-
robe.

“Mr. Puma!” she said, looking
big-eyed.

“Paisan,” I grinned. “How’s it
going?”

“All right, I suppose. What's
happened? Have they picked up
that man yet?”

“Somebody’s picking him up all
right,” I said. “Literally.”

“Do they —do they think he
killed Alan?”

“That’s hard to say.” I took a
seat, and glanced towards the bed-
room. The valise was still there,
with its pink loop between the
crack. “You still pack a lousy suit-
case,” I said.

“Oh, oh I didn’t get around to —"

“I saw another suitcase today. It
was packed lousy, too. So you're
not the only one, Gina.” I lit a
cigarette, and offered her one. She
shook her head.

“For one thing,” I said lightly,
“this lousy packer really carries
money around in a strange way.
Like this.” I brought the tin box
out from behind my back, and
jiggled it.

Her whole face got alarmed
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when she saw the box, and she
whispered something like “Dios!”
Then she was after it, her red-
tipped fingers coming for the box
like the claws of a predatory bird.
I pulled it away just in time.

“Uh-uh,” I said. “This is some-
body else’s dough, baby. A fellow
named Hofmeister —"

“Give it to mel”

“Sorry, paisan. This little piggy
goes to the cops.”

“It’'s minel” she shouted, her
eyes burning.

“I know it is. It’s all the tips
you've been getting at Baker's.
Right? It’s plain you've been saving
your dough like a nice girl. Only
you shouldn’t have given it away,
Gina. Not to a creep like Dutch
Hofmeister.”

“He stole it! He stole it from
me]”

I shook my head. “No, Gina.
You gave it to him. And you gave
him more dough than this, the
folding kind. You gave him every
nickel and dime you could. There
must have been a reason, Gina.”

“He—he was blackmailing Alan.
I told you that. I—1I wanted to
help.”

“Uh-uh. That won’t wash. You
couldn’t care less if Alan’s wife
knew about you. That’s what you
wanted. You wanted Alan to tell
her.”

She sagged against the back of
the davenport.

“No, paisan,” I said. “You were
paying Hofmeister. Now, why?
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said Minnie disappointedly.

“Course it don’t. This Crukshank
fella’s no fool. He knows if he puts
down what he figgers on paying,
nobody’s gonna return that damn
wallet.”

“It’s awful the way some people
are so stingy,” said Minnie. “Some-
one like this Mr. Crukshanks don’t
need all that money no more than
a cat needs two tails. After all,”
she ended indignantly, “we found
it, and we oughta have a right to
keep it. Finders-keepers.”

“What do you mean we found
it? I'm the one that found it.”

“Well, it don’t make no differ-
ence who dit it. It belongs to both
of us, a course. You know some-
thing?” she added wistfully. “The
other day when I was in town I
seen some of the nicest dresses in
Goldblum’s window for only $2.98.
They was real pretty.”

“By God,” growled John, “don’t
you go getting no big, bright ideas
in that fool head of yours. Just you
try walking in there with a one
hundred dollar bill and first thing
you know they’ll have you down
the Station House.” He shook his
finger menacingly. “You better
keep that big trap of yours shut.
Maybe you don’t know it, but if we
don’t give that money back, it’s
gonna be just like we stole it.”

“Well, in that case there ain’t
much sense in keeping it, is there?
If you can’t spend money, what
good is it?”

“Spend. Spend. That’s all you

DANGEROUS MONEY

got in that fool head of yours. You
let me take care of things. When
the time comes, I'll take myself a
little trip to New Orleans. A big
city ain’t like these little towns.
Why, a man wouldn’t have one bit
of trouble getting rid of every one
of them bills in a place like New
Orleans. And no questions asked.”
He showed teeth again. “It’s a good
thing one of us has got some
brains.”

Minnie waited for that day to
come. For more than a week she
waited uncomplainingly, even
though no further mention was
made of the money. Where John
had hidden it, she had no idea.
For being neither a very resource-
ful nor imaginative woman, it had
never accurred to her to carry the
search beyond the dresser drawers
and one old straw suitcase that re-
posed on a closet shelf.

She had, however, taken note of
the gradual change that had come
over her husband. With every pass-
ing day, he seemed to grow more
sullen, secretive and short-tempered.
His nightly . consumption of beer
increased, along with the thick,
black coffee he sloshed down every
evening before retiring. Sometimes,
too, when he was not aware that
she was watching him she could
see his lips moving, while a strange,
crafty expression shaded his eyes.

Minnie was worried. Not only
about her husband’s recent peculi-
arities, but about the money. There
were things she needed: things well
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son, grinned at the thin woman
and wished he had the money to go
on to Seattle. Portland was too
close, too damn close.

But with one buck, two quarters
and a nickel, nothing to do but
stay, until he could add to it. He
gripped the case, wondering if he
dared. Why not? Here it was No-
vember. Everybody had Christmas
gifts to think of. And what was
more natural as a gift than jewelry?
Lucky he had a full stock.

It was 2:18. He was Mike Riley.
He'd be in Seattle before too long.
Ship out from there. Everything
looked good.

By 4:35 he’d sold $14.95 worth of
jewelry. Too bad he hadn’t come
to Portland in the first place. That
was a bum hunch, figuring hick
towns could be milked. Hell, he’d
have come to Portland that after-
noon if he hadn’t met Doreen.

She had been standing in the
misting rain at a bus stop. She gave
him a come-on smile with those
big greenish eyes. Her skin was
milky white. Her lips looked
berry-stained against the milky
white skin, like something he must
taste, bite into.

She was easy enough to date.
Told him right away she was going
to baby sit, and sure, she was inter-
ested in jewelry. What girl wasn’t?
Told him to come around in about
forty minutes. Mrs. Osterberg was
sure to be gone by then. She was
gone all right. The girl let him in,
eager enough at first. Maybe she’d

BUS TO PORTLAND

thought he was going to give her
more than those damned pearl ear-
rings. Why had she invited him
into the front bedroom anyway?
If that wasn’t asking for it, he
didn’t know what was. The baby
asleep there, off in a corner. It had
been a big house, warm and com-
fortable . . .

A lot like this house now. He
stood pressing the bell of a neat
white cottage. A tall girl wearing
an apron opened the door. Yes, she
wanted to see the jewelry. Told
him to sit down and poured him a
cup of coffee.

Some long hair music was com-
ing over the radio as he opened his
display case. A glittering green
necklace and earrings caught the
girl’s fancy. She liked the bracelet,
too. Put it on over her thin wrist
and kept murmuring, “But I can’t
afford it. No, I really can’t afford
it.”
She finally put the bracelet back
with an air of triumph, as if she
hadn’t entirely succumbed to temp-
tation. She handed him a fiver.
The necklace and earrings came to
$8.45. She went back to rummage
in her purse as the five o'clock
news began.

In a hurry to get going, he
wasn’t aware of what the news-
caster was saying at first. Then he
heard: “. . . assailant must have
been known to Doreen O'Dell .. .

He stiffened. How the hell did
that figure? He made himself re-
lax. He had to act dumb.
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He slopped his coffee over, putting
it down. He turned quickly.

“Rausch! Remember me?”

Of all the God-damned luck! Of
all the people he’d never counted
on seeing again. “Rev!” He pulled
out the chair beside him. “Still
wearing your collar the wrong
way, I see.”

Reverend Andrew Gledhill was
a round little man. His thinning
hair contributed to the round effect.
He looked like an egg. A good
egg, old Rev.

“Decided to settle here since you
got out of the army?” Rev asked.

Maybe if he told Rev how it was
.« « Hell, no. What was getting
into him? “No,” he said with
quick decision. “Matter of fact, I'm
shipping out tonight.”

“Oh? Thought the storm had
things tied up.” After a long si-
lence, Rev said, “You wouldn’t be
running away from something,
would you, Carl?”

“Hell, what would I be running
away from?”

“The same thing you were al-
ways running from—yourself.”

“Still working without a couch,
aren’t you, Rev? Just wait till the
head doctors unionize and you're
gonna have to stick to the Bible.”

“And you're still putting up a
front, Carl. Why don’t you settle
down and get married to some nice
girl? Or if you have, stay with her.”

Same old Rev. Same old line. He
picked up his case and said that he
had to be going. The last he saw

BUS TO PORTLAND

of Reverend Andrew Gledhill was
a troubled stare.

He was shipping out tonight he'd
told Rev. If he just had a license,
so he could work the downtown
area. Really rake it in. But get a
license for one day? Hell, no. He
just had to hit a good residential
section. All women were suckers
for jewelry.

His eyes roved over the head-
lines on the news rack as he waited
for the streetcar. Damn, why wasn’t
there anything about the baby sit-
ter? So long as there was a scream-
ing headline he could ignore, it was
easy. But this—this not knowing
was tough.

“At three I'll knock off. Maybe
buy a paper. Yes, at three,” he
promised himself. It was now ten
minutes to eleven.

The day didn’t grow warmer.
His feet felt numb. He let two
streetcars pass in favor of one whose
sign said EDGEMONT DRIVE.
That had a nice, fancy sound. He
got off in a neighborhood that was
almost too fancy. Big houses, two-
car garages. The first two doorbells
he rang were answered by maids.
Couldn’t even put a foot inside.

He found when he did get to talk
to the fat housewives, they bought
not one necklace, but several. And
no shuffling around in their purses
for enough cash, either. He grinned
when he sold the green necklace
and earrings. Some profit! Served
that suspicious dame right yester-
day that she lost her five spot.
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punched Bunty in the arm.

“Oh, yeah, but it’s my rifle. And
I wouldn’t have given it to him!
Anyway, he would have done the
same as me. There were too many
people outside. They knew what
I looked like.”

“Bull!”

“Sure, it's easy for you to say!
You were inside—with the old
ladies! You didn’t have to pull
out the rifle. I tell you we couldn’t
get away with it—"

Petey winced in exasperation and
reproachfully shoved Bunty aside.
“Ah, you're just chicken!”

“Yeah? What about that bus
driver? He stopped right on the
corner and kept staring at me and
my pants! I tell you I couldn’t pull
out the rifle when you signalled.
He was wise to something and
kept sitting there with the bus—
even when the light turned green!”

“Go on, chicken! Get out of
here!”

“I swear to you, Petey, the guy
was staring at me!”

“He moved later, didn’t he?”

“Yeah, but—"

“No buts!—I dont want to
know! You should have done what
we planned. What’s the good of a
plan if you don’t go through with
it? A plan’s a plan!” he affirmed
wisely, spitting to one side for
extra emphasis. “Why the hell I
ever took you on, I don’t know.
It was a sure thing—a $100 bucks
easy. Maybe even $200 bucks!”

Bunty lowered his eyes, eager
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for the subject to change, while
Petey glared anxiously at Glotz’s
Candy and Stationery Store.

“There’s one of the old ladies
coming out now. That who scared
you?” laughed Petey.

Bunty was mum.

“Oh, no,” continued Petey. “It’s
that lictle girlie with the ice cream
pop that chickened you! You
thought she was holding a stick
of T.N.T.l”

Bunty swallowed, not daring to
say a word.

“Or maybe it’s that one-armed
blonde that scared you?”

Bunty’s eyes shot up in curious
surprise. “Where? I didn’t see
her—"

“There ain’t none, dope! I just
wanted to see how smart you were.
You Chicken, you!”

“Alright, you don’t have to rub
it in so much,” flared Bunty. “You
know, there’s a limit to everything!
If you want to go back so much,
let’s go! We'll stick ’em up now!”

“It’s too late!” barked Petey.

Bunty sneered. “I thought you
were the guy whose mother don't
worry when you stay up late! It’s
only ten thirty—"

“Why you dope, you! I didn'’t
mean it ‘late’ that way. It’s a mat-
ter of fate! Don’t you know you
can’t push it? It’s bad luck! Any-
one will tell you that! You flubbed
the deal once, and there’s no try-
ing again—at least not with you!”

Bunty was unconvinced, but
didn’t argue the point.
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