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normally don’t have any pennies to
spare.” .

“You don’t think they’re going to
hang crystal chandeliers up in that
shack do you?”

“If they found the diamonds they
might do just that. Anyway that’s
what we’re here to find out.”

They went up the path toward
the cabin. Looking up they were
astonished to see an old man stand-
ing there in the doorway watching
them; they had not seen him
emerge; he seemed to have just
materialized out of the hot dry air.
He was standing just inside of
the doorway, just in the shadow,
watching them, one hand holding
the bowl of the corncob that
smoked between his teeth. He was
rather small, gray-haired, wearing
overalls, one of the shoulder straps
held together by a safety pin. Like
Herman, he didn’t seem quite real,
more like & comic strip character.
He watched them, not hostilely but
not amiably either, with nothing in
his eves, not even curiosity, as
though they were not now walking
up this hill toward him and he
was merely staring down it as he
had been doing all his life.

“Afternoon,” he said to them as
they came up to him.

“Good afternoon,” Frank said,
offering his hand.

The old man looked at the hand
for a moment and then shook it
briefly. Ben nodded brusquely to
the old man, wiping his forehead
with a silk handkerchief.

“You must be Mr. Joseph,”
Frank said. He waited for an an-
swer, either affirmative or negative,
but got nothing, only a straight
stare. Frank wet his lips. “Are you
Mr. Joseph?” he asked.

“I have to be,” the old man said.
“There ain’t another family here-
abouts for miles.”

“That’s right,” Frank said with
an indulgent chuckle. “Well my
name is Frank Taylor. This here
1s my partner, Mr. Benjamin. We
represent the Greater New York
Insurance Company.”

“Wouldn’t you-all rather repre-
sent your company inside away
from the sun?” Mr. Joseph asked.

“Yes. Why yes,” Frank said.
“That’s a fine idea.”

They followed the old man into
the cabin. The cabin was very
clean, rustic. Mr. Joseph walked to
a cabinet, the smoke from his pipe
trailing after him. He opened the
cabinet and his hand rummaged
in it for a moment and for that
moment both Frank and Ben
peered intently, with the beginning
of incredulity . . . but the old man
came out with nothing more opu-
lent than a bottle of whiskey.

“We'll have a drink,” he said.
“We keep it in the house since Ma
died.” v

“He probably moonshined that
himself,” Ben whispered.

“Shut up,” Frank whispered
back.

Mr. Joseph poured three drinks
and they all drank standing up
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around the scarred and pitted table
and then sat down.

“The situation is this, Mr.
Joseph,” Frank began, taking off
his hat and setting it on the table
next to his elbow. “Do you recall
the airliner that crashed up here in
the mountains a few wecks ago?”

“I sure do. 1 remember that
good.”

“Well it scems that onc of our
agents, a Mr. Prendergast, was, un-
fortunately, aboard the plane. Mr.
Prendergast was flying from Boston
to New York with a briefcase con-
taining diamonds that were insured
in the neighborhood of $250,000.
Of course everyone aboard the
plane perished, including Mr. Pren-
dergast. But when all the bodies
and all the personal effects were
taken out of the wreckage, there
was no sign of the diamonds nor
of Mr. Prendergast’s briefcase.”

Mr. Joscph fingered the bowl of
his pipe, clicking the stem between
his teeth, staring across at Frank.

“And you reckon we got 'em,” he
said.

“Well . . .” Frank said, paused,
thought for a moment, then con-
tinued. “We read 1n the paper that
you or members of your family
were the first to reach the scene of
the accident and we thought that
perhaps you might have scen . ..”

“Or took.”

“Oh no. I'm not implying that.
Perhaps you saw someone lootin
there.” :

“We was the first, mister. The
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very first. And, as far as I know,
the only, until all the others come.”

“Tust who went there with you?”
- “It was mc and Albert. He's my
oldest. We were down the hill
hocin’ when we heard this thing
in the sky makin’ this mighty
strange noise. ‘It's wantin’ help,’
Albert said. The next thing we
knew we saw it. It was comin’ low
and loud, right over the trees. We
was scared there for a minute; it
was that low, right on wop of the
trees, the whole thing, sailin® there.
Then it ducked down behind the
trees and me and Albert was al-
ready runnin’ even ’fore we ever
heard it strike. It struck too, good
and loud, like nothin’ you cver
heard. It died hard, and mad.”

“So you and Albert ran there?”

“That’s right. We moved fast.
We left our hoes and run so fast
Albert said we must’ve covered a
hunnert yards before them hocs
touched the ground.”

“You ran straight there?”

“That’s right.”

“How long did it take you to
reach the plane?”

“Well she went down in stub-
born country. It took us well onto
an hour to rcach i.”

“Just you and Albert? No one
clse?”

“That’s right.”

“No one else could have possibly
gotten there ahead of you, looted,
and madec off?”

“Don’t see how, when there ain’t
nobody around hcre but us.”
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house, stutled inside of a toy dog,
then taken to the airport, emptied
into Solly Prendergast’s bricfcase,
flown across the rolling Atlantic
waves to Boston, on the way to
New York, a quarter of a million,
mavbe even moie . . . ending up
here in a damned forest on the side
of a damned mountain because
something had gone wrong some-
where somehow with an airplane
or with a pilot or in the weather.
A quarter of a million in glitter-
ing regal stones stolen or lost some-
where in a damned forest.

They pushed deeper into the
forest. There was no path here
now. The trees and the brush were
thick. The old man seemed to slide
like a wind through it though, go-
ing quickly, while Frank and
Ben twisted and smashed a the
branches, stumbling, falling, curs-
ing, muttering, their trousers and
jackets catching and tearing.

“How in hell did they ever get
the bodies out of here?” Frank
asked the old man.

“With one of them airyplanes
that stands still in the air,” the old
man said.

A path began, out of nowhere,
and they followed it, the two city
men grateful. Down the path a
young man appeared. He was very
tall and solemn-looking. He wore
overalls and a blue shirt. He had
stopped upon seeing them, was
watching them now, his long arms
hanging against his thighs, another
unreal, comic strip character.
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“That's Albert,” the old man
said.

“What's he doing out here?”
Frank asked.

“We got some land down there
at the edge of the forest.”

They came up to Albert. He
towercd above all of them. He had
dark curly hair, heavy eycbrows.
He was handsome in a somber,
melancholy way.

“Thesc here gentlemen,” the old
man said, “represent somcbody in
New York who’s interested in the
airyplane wreck.”

Albert looked at them. “Pleased
to know you,” he suid in a soft,
barely audible voice. He had ex-
tremely long arms with hard,
supple muscle that ran up into
knots in his upper arms.

They continued walking—the four
of them now. It was extremely
hard going. The path disappeared.
They cut up and uwp into in-
creasingly difhicult climbing. Once
Frank and Ben had to take time to
rest, sitting on a large moss-covered
rock. Mr. Joseph and Albert stared
at them silently, standing up, until
they were ready.

“No more resting, you bum,”
Frank muttered to Ben. “If they
can take it so can we.”

It took them almost two hours
to reach the plane. It was a terrible
sight, the downed and skun air-
plane, lying amidst.a smashed and
savage forest. Its mighty wings had
hacked a wide swath through the
trees. One of the wings had been
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“You see,” Wainwright went on,
“we are two men with the same
problem. And, as the thought of
ending your days in the death
house at Ossining must be as ab-
horrent to you as it is to me, we
are in a perfect position to relieve
each other of his burden. It is
simply a question of one gentleman
helping another out.”

Wainwright lit a cigarette and
leaned back in his chair. “I have
given considerable thought to the
problems of getting away with
murder over the past two vyears.
If you will bear with me, Mr.
Bordeaux, 1 propose to deliver a
little lecture on the subject. The
crucial thing is not to be suspected,
or, if suspected to be able to prove
you could have had nothing to do
with the crime. The ideal solution
is to have someone do the deed for
you. That is a knotty matter, to
which I will return in just a
moment.”

Wainwright exhaled cigarette
smoke thoughtfully. “The alterna-
tive is the False Alibi approach
which you planned to use. It in-
volves a good deal of monkeying
around with time tables and so
forth. It is fraught with dangers.
Have you thought, for instance, of
the trouble you would have been
in, if you had killed your wife and,
if at this very moment, a fight, a
fire, or some other disturbance were
going on at the Paramount? The
police would certainly be alerted by
your inability to give an account
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of what had happened. Or, suppose
someone other than myself had
noted your exit from the side door
of the theatre?”

Brick felt the cold clutch of fear
at his heart. This man was un-
canny, and yet he felt a certain
amount of gratitude toward him,
“How did you know about my
alibi?” he asked.

“Simple deduction,” Wainwright
answered. “As I said, I have been
following you all day. My hopes
began to pick up when you emerged
from that Village firetrap carrying
a package that looked as if it could
easily contain a pistol, and, of
course, I was certain I was on the
right track when it fell to the the-
atre floor and made such a racket.

“I was puzzled as to why you
were spending your time in a
movie, but it became clear when 1
saw you return to the same theatre
tonight, dressed so garishly, and
making such an obvious business
of calling attention to yourself.
When you slipped out of the the-
atre, I was sure you had scheduled
the murder for tonight.”

Wainwright smiled. “You can be
thankful I got to you in time. The
police would have torn that ama-
teurish fabrication apart within
minutes.”

Wainwright snubbed out his cig-
arette. “Well, so much for the
False Alibi approach. I discarded it
long ago as hopelessly impractical.
I began to ask myself, ‘What kind
of murderers get away with it time
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