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“Pete’s Tap. It’'s half a block
from the plant.”

Pete would be able to back up
that part of the story. Ever since
Martin had conceived his plan to
get rid of Beatrice, he had made
it his practice to drop in at the
tavern for a drink every night
after he tinished his shift. Pete
knew him very well by now.

The sergeant would have to
find out one more thing. “As far
as you know, who was the last
person to see your wife?”

“The dry cleaning delivery
man. He brought some clothes
back and picked up some to be
cleaned. It was around three
o'clock.”

The delivery man always came
Mondays at three. But Martin had
been nervous about it until he
appeared.

And that would be about it.

IFrom there on, the sergeant
could figure things out for him-
self.

The delivery man saw her at
threc. Martin left at quarter after
threc in order to get to the park-
ing lot by four. His car was locked
in the lot until midnight. Then he
spent an hour at Pete’s Tap. At
onc, or a few minutes later, he
had an accident and was taken to
jail. He was released at nine, came
directly home, and phoned the
police five or ten minutes later.

No. If he had killed his wife,
there hadn’t been any time to get
rid of her body. Unless it was still
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in the house. And it might be.

Martin smiled.

Perhaps they would even search.

At Greenfield, Martin signaled
and made a right turn. The gray
sedan followed, approximately fif-
ty feet behind him.

Martin experienced a sense of
alarm. Was it a squad car? But
why should it be following him?

His eyes lowered to the speed-
ometer. He was under the speed
limit, Safely under.

When he stopped at a light, he
peered at the rear view mirror.

No. It wasn’t a squad car. That
much he could make out.

But it could be a plainclothes
maun, Martin thought, panic grow-
ing. Is there something wrong
with my car? Did 1 go through
any stop lights?

He shook his head almost angri-
ly. That couldn’t be it. He would
have stopped me when it hap-
pened.

He stole a look over his shoul-
der. No. He couldn’t be a dctec-
tive, He was a little man, Even
from here Martin could see that.
The police didn’t take men that
small,

When the light changed, Mar-
tin’s car moved forward. He
turned at the next corner.

The sedan followed.

Martin began to sweat. This
might be some kind of a hold-up.
He might be waiting for Martin
to stop at a dark street intersec-
tion, Perhaps he thought Martin

9





































































BY’ TALMA({E POWEL









alias, take a cab to the airport, and
return to the big city fifteen grand
richer.

Doty came from his hotel at the
expected time. In the mouth of
the alley, I listened to his foot-
steps on the dark street.

When he came abreast of the
alley, I said, “Doty.”

He stopped.

“Come here,” 1 said, “I want
to talk to you.” I let him glimpse
the gun.

He began to shake. He looked
around frantically.

I pushed him twenty feet into
the alley. He plcaded for his life.

The sound of the gun was a
balloon popping. Doty’s knees
gave way, and he fell dead.

At that moment, the witness
had screamed, long and loud as
only a frizzy-hcaded blonde, in
cheap clothes and makeup, can
scream. She and her boy friend
had decided on the alley as a short
cut {from one of the amusement
places on the parallel street to the
tenement where she lived.

Her bov fricnd was having
nonc of it. He took off on the
instant. The girl was right be-
hind him, but just the same she'd
glimpsed my face.

Two more balloons had popped
in the alley, but in the darkness
the shooting was bad. I'd missed
her. Then T'd violated another
Syndicate rule. I'd panicked—run
straight out of the alley almost
into the arms of a beat cop who'd

A JURY OF ONE

heard the screams and was charg-
ing up for a look-see.

The cop was no sitting duck.
He was big and fast—and armed.

I dropped the silenced pistol and
held both my hands up as high
as they'd go.

The Syndicate of course had
never heard of me. I'd put myself
out on the limb. Still, T had dough
to hire Cyril Abbott. First day
he’d come to jail to see me, he'd
asked how much the job had paid.
I'd had sense enough to say ten
grand. He'd taken the whole ten
and told me not to worry.

It was like telling me not to
breathe. Maybe a lawyer as foxy
as Abbott could cast some doubt
on the blonde’s testimony. After
all, the alley had been pretty dark.
I'd faced the street glow only
briefly. And everything had hap-
pened awfully fast.

The big question—to me—was
whether or not this overbearing
old lady Clevenger qualified to sit
on the jury.

The D. A. buttered her up with
those boyish, friendly brown eyes.
“Your name please?”

“Mrs. Clarissa Butterworth
Clevenger.”

“You're an American citizen?”

“Of course.”

“Do you have any moral or re-
ligious convictions against capital
punishment which would disqual-
ify you to sit on a jury in a capital
casc in this stater”

“None whatever, young man.”
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Our hero, Ruby Martinson, writhes again. In dire danger of
going honest, he fights bravely to be the crook he once was, (

a crook admired and generally revered. We can in truth say,
here is the courage ihat has made America precisely what it

IS,

My cousin, Ruby Martinson,
kept me in a constant state of as-
tonishment during my growing-
up years, and to this day I blame
him for the slightly popeyed ex-
pression 1 wear. It wasn’t merely

RUBY MARTINSON’S BANK JOB

his criminal activities that pro-
duced this astonishment; after
awhile, I became quite inured to
the idea that I was keeping com-
pany with the Greatest Criminal
Brain of the Century. What never
failed to glaze me, however, was
the fact that he persisted to
scheme his schemes and commit
his hideous crimes, even though
he never made any Money at it.
And Money, after all, is the goal
of the Criminal as well as the
Businessman. As an accountant,
Ruby must have known that, but
it never seemed to bother him. '

Never, that is, until onc mem-
orable period in his carcer, when
he went through a phase I think
of as the Great Depression. (I
know there was another Great
Depression in the country, but it
wasn't nearly as impressive to me
as Ruby’s.)

It’s hard to know just when the
mood sct in, but for me, it began
on a Thursday evening, when 1
rendezvoused  with  the World’s
Foremost Fiend at  Hector's
Cafeteria on Broadway. I was
fresh from a relaxing day in the
garment district, in which 1 de-
livered fourteen spools of thread
in seven hours, and Ruby had
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“I know this is hard on you,
Mrs. Wallace, but 1'd like you to
tell me everything that happened
one more time. I'm not quite
straight on why you thought it
was a burglar.”

“There’s been one in the neigh-
borhood,” she said. “Everybody
knew about it. He’s robbed at
least three houses. A fcw nights
ago he tied and gagged a woman.
You must have heard—"

“I did. Don’t get excited, Mrs.
Wallace.” Her voice, starting low,
had quickly risen o the brecking
point. “Just tell it slowly.”

She nodded, tried again. “The
gun belonged 1o George. He got
it out when he first heard about
the burglar. Tt was lying on the
dresser 1n the bedroom. The noise
wakened me—it was a sort of
scraping sound, and very closc. I
was frightened. I picked up the
revolver and went into the dining
room. A man—1 saw him only as
a  shadow—was pushing the
French  windows open. T asked
him what he  wainted, but he
didn’t answer. T told him that 1
had a gun, but the windows kept
on opening. Then the gun went
off and he fell down, and 1 came
in here and called the police.” She
paused, unable for a moment o
go on. “That's all, Licutenant.
The gun although 1
don’t remember pulling the trig-
ger or aiming i, I killed my hus-
band—and I didn't even know
that until you told me so.”

went  off,

IN A TRANQUIL HOUSNE

—

The last words wcre so low that
Grant could hardly hear them.
‘the woman was exhausted. He
hated to go on.

“Just a few more questions,
Mrs. Wallace. Were the French
windows locked?”

“I thought they were. George
always locks them before dinner.
1 know that they were closed.”

“You spoke to him. Is it possi-
ble he didn’t hear you?”

“I—I can't be sure. He didn’t
answer, but I got the impression
that he’'d heard.”

“Mr. Wallace had a pood busi-
ness and I understand ne owned
a lot of real estate. You soid your
home recently and you’re only
living here until you've finished
building a bigger house. Will
anyone inherit beside yourself?”

Audrey Wallace's eyes met his
m quick alarm. Her hand went
to her throat. “You think—" she
started to say, and then was silent.
A moment passed Dbefore  she
spoke again. “I'd better not an-
swor  that  question, Lieutenant.
Unul I've scen my attorney I
shan’t say another word.”

Ben Tracy came in. Grant had
sent him to do some preliminary
questioning of the other tenants.
He and Ben were the only mem-
bers ot the force still on the prem-
ises. The body had been removed.
The Medical Examiner, the pho-
tographer, all the other specialists
had gone home.

“Six apartments, Lieutenant—
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and flited around erratically, but
he paid licde attention to her.
Once, he thought he had a really
good takc in front of him, the
figures placed just right, the suds
full and fluffy, and Cora relaxed
and almost enjoying herself. He
was about to snap it, when Russel
pushed him aside.

“Wait a minute, Tony. Let me
check.” Deliberately, Russel fid-
dled with the focus, and Tony
whirled angrily and raised his fist.
He heard a click, and he turned
and saw that Marty had just
snapped a picture of Russel and
himself.

Tony lowcred his hand and
shrugged. Tt was stupid to lose his
temper, and it was lucky for him
Russel hadn’t noticed. Cora made
no comment as Russel stepped
back with a satisfied nod.

“Go ahcad, Tony. Looks all
richt now.”

But the had moved,
Cora's had  changed,
and the whole spirit of the pose
was  gone.  Nevertheless,  Tony
kept trying to the biter end. He
had a kind of crazy hope that
maybe one shot, by divine acci-
dent, might turn out the way he
wanted it.

After he’d used up the tenth
and last roll of film, Russel invit-
ed him to the screcned-in terrace
for a long, cool one. Tony picked
up his camera and tripod and
brought them inside. He needed
a drink, and a strong one.

poodle

expression

Marty, still carrying her Brown-
ie, tagged after her mother.
“Mummy, can I have a drink,
too?”

Cora turned in cold fury. “You
cannot. You've caused us enough
trouble. Leave your camera here.
Put it over there on the bar, and
go up to your room and stay there
until I give you permission to
come down. Do you understand?
Do you?”

Marty retreated in fear, as if
she’ld had experience with that
particular tone of voice and knew
better than to disobey. She turned
humbly and left, the sound of her
steps going up the stairs faded
away. A door slammed, not too
violently, and Cora shuddered.

“I'd better change and clean
up,” she said. “I'll have my drink
later on.”

She left the room. Russel, hand-
some and lethal and towering
above Tony, asked scathingly, “I
don’t imagine you're very pleased
with your work, are you’”

Tony sct his glass down with a
bang. He'd had it. “What are you
trying to do?” he demanded
hoarsely. “You knifed me on pur-
pose, that's pretty obvious. But
why? What for?”

“Suppose you tell me, Tony. I'd
like to hcar it from you—how in-
terested you've become in your
model, and she in you.”

Tony swore. “This is ridiculous.
Absolutely—~

“I wonder how much work
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said. “There are more  pleasant
things to discuss, arc there not,
querido?”

Quertdo, he thought, darling. Tt
was the first time he had heard
an expression of affection from
her. His heart began to race.

She glanced about her with a
look of boredom. “I can not
stomach this place any more to-
nicht. So much noisc and loud
talk, such tedious music.” Her
eyes caressed his face, her voice
was very low. “Do you know of
somewhere  clse we  can go?

"

Where we will be alone?

The next morning he hummed
her name over and over as he rose
and showered.

Hc was in the best of moods,
until he saw the morning paper
with the news that today was the
trial of the accused traitor and
seditionist, Ramon Laramate. A
grayness came over him then, a
moment of chill like a musty wash
of air from a tomb. He shrugged
the sensation from him. She hated
Laramate. It would not bother her
should he execute the man. Suill,
he was curious to sec if she had
denounced Laramate.

The evening  paper informed
him. She was there in a huge
photograph on the front page,
face contorted with rage and hate
so that he scarcely recognized her,
pointing a finger elongated and
thickened by its nearness to the

THE EXFCUTIONER

camera, mouthing silent execra-
tions. this disturbed him some-
what. She appeared to be of gen-
teel extraction and her part in the
trial was not at all in keeping
with  her refined upbringing.
Then he recalled that these had
been troubled times the past two
years in Ciclo Azul and that she
must have witnessed many atroci-
tics. And then there was the mat-
ter of her having becn very close
to Laramate and now denouncing
him. Even the paper remarked on
that. She had accused Laramate
of plotting with the deposed
dictator, now in exile, for the
overthrow of Tomasino.

I will have to be careful with
her, he told himself. T'll see her a
few more times and then 1 will
drop her. I do not want her to
begin hating me.

Then he laughed at his fears.
He was a captain in the army of
Tomasino de la Luz. Nothing
could harm himj; he was secure.
But hadn’t Laramate been a con-
fidant of Tomasino? But Lara-
mate had criticized the Leader for
his inaction and inability to get
the economy of the country back
on its feet.

He, the captain, was different.
He had never concerned himself
with politics and did not intend
to. He had joined Tomasino as a
soldier and would remain one.

That evening the warden of the
prison informed him there would
be no executions that night. There
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emotion there I could get my
teeth into.”

“You're such a sweet baby,”
Lilly smiled at Powers. “Go on or
youll miss your plane.” She
kissed him casually, but Boyd saw
the mcaningful way her hand
squecezed his arm.

The two men shook hands.
Powers picked up his suitcase.
“See you in two weeks,” he said.

After he left, Lilly looked at her
husband curiously. “What kind of
ending were you thinking of?”
she asked.

“I'm  forgetting the whole
thing,” he said, going to the foyer
for his coat. “So why bother talk-
ing about it?” He came back, put-
ting on his gloves. “I'm going for
a spin. Sce if I can clarify my
thoughts.” He stopped by the re-
corder, fiddled with 1it. “This
thing’s stuck. Would you come
here a minute?” As she came
over, hc looked wup suddenly.
“You're going to miss him, aren’t
you?” he said softly.

She started; all color left her
face. Dccisively, his gloved right
hand snatched the letter opener,
lifted and smashed it into her
body—once, twice. With his free
hand he turncd the recorder on,
in time to catch her startled gasp
and the broken moan which fol-
lowed it, the crash of a vase struck
by her plummeting arm, the dull
sound of her body slumping to the
tloor.

He then moved quietly out of

the house, leaving the tape re-
corder on to silently measure out
the required passing of time.
Without haste, he continued to
follow his carefully made plan,
initiated a month ago when they
had all come to the lodge to find
“the necessary serenity” to polish
the new play.

He drove to the village at the
same time and in the same way
that he had been doing it for the
last four weeks. The same gay
hand-salute to the idlers in front
of the one hotel. The habitual
stop at the drugstore for ice cream.
The slow drive home.

He went in the front way, call-
ing from the foyer for the recorder
to record: “Lilly? Come and get
it! T bought chocolate this time.
I—" He stopped mid-sentence at
the threshold of the living room
and then still for the benefit of
the recorder, gasped, “Oh, my
God!” He moved swiftly toward
the figure on the floor, toppling
a small table in his calculated
haste. Leaning over her, he re-
peated, “Oh, my God” in a
choked voice. Moaning, he stum-
bled to the phone.

“Operator! Operator! Get me
the sheriff and the doctor! Hurry,
please! Someone’s stabbed my
wife! Please, please hurry! The
Harris lodge...”

He sat hunched, his face in his
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Harris was staring at the ma-
chine, his face twisted with con-
fusion and shock. “I can’t believe
it! Lilly! Lilly and Powers! I can’t
believe it! My God, I just can’t
believe it!”

Slowly, painfully, he allowed
facts—that he wanted to appear—
to be drawn from him:

For the last four years they and
Powers had been close friends. He
had written starring vehicles for
Lilly and Powers. The last had
been a smash hit. He was just
finishing a three character play in
which they were to appear this
season. That's what they had been
working on. Powers had been
with them off and on all month.
He had planned a brief vacation
before the start of rehearsals. He
was to have left today. At least
that’s what he had said...

Constantly, he interpolated his
stunned unwillingness to believe
that Powers had done this horri-
ble thing, that Powers and Lilly
could have betrayed him. Shud-
dering, he refused w listen to the
tape run off again. At last, after
he had given them a picture of
Powers, heard the lieutenant send
out an all-point alert, he allowed
himself to be helped into the bed-
room.

Alone, he lay on the bed—re-
lieved, smiling inwardly.

When Harris left the room, the
lieutenant stood staring at the re-

corder and was lost in thought.

“Something  bothering  you?”
the doctor asked, picking up his
bag.

“I've got a funny feeling,” the
lieutenant said, frowning, shaking
his head.

“Take some aspirin,” the doctor
grinned and started for the door.

“You said there are two
wounds,” the licutenant persisted.
“Two—but there ought to be
three!” He started the recorder
again. “Listen.” When it reached
“Like this—and this—and this,”
he thrust downward three times
as one would with a dagger.
“See?” he said. “Three—!"

The sergeant, sitting on the ta-
ble near the typewriter, put down
the cigar he was smoking. “May-
be he missed on the first try. Or
maybe she fell before he struck
the third time.”

“But the voice suggests— Oh
well, T supposc you're right, I
guess I just hate loose ends...”

“Hating loose ends,” the doc-
tor said, standing at the door, “is
something you have in common
with my profession. What really
gets me is how a playwright can
be fooled like just the run of
ordinary humans. There he is
creating domestic triangles on pa-
per all day long, but when he gets
involved in one himself, he
doesn’t see it any better than any-
body else.”

“These fellows who write
plays,” the sergeant said, shaking
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tion it later, but that was Friday
night and I had to lay out my
tackle for the Saturday sport-fish-
ing boat and I forgot.

When I rolled out early An-
drea was up and had packed my
lunch. “Well, thanks,” I said. “No
trouble,” she said. “The Evans’
are going on a picnic and invited
me along, so I had to make a
lunch anyway.”

“Remember me to the ants,” 1
said, and ook off.

Poor Sam Evans caught it that
day. As it turned out later, they
had been picnicking in that park
down Dby the scashore and Sam
got to showing off, fooling around
by the cdge of the rocks. It's
about onc hundred and twenty-
five teet down, and Sam forgot
he couldn' fly.

[ got pretty mad at the funeral
because 1t didn’t particularly seem
sad, the way the funeral ought to
be. I mcan, the way things change
in this modern age, at least some
of the old customs ought to last.
But I'll swear that Deborah Evans
was as dry-eyed as an orange peal
in the sun.

“By God, I believe she's really
glad Sam’s dead!” T told Andrea.

“Sam was awful to her,” said
Andrea. “Simply awful. She old
me all about it.”

The rug was delivered about
two weeks later. “Now, Andrea,”
I said, “I don’t particularly un-

£°DY WITII A HOBBY

derstand about the rug. We have
thirty-eight dollars in the savings,
and this must've cost—"

“Five hundred, Hal,” she said.
“Only five hundred.”

“l don’t care for that number
exactly, Andrea,” I said. I mean
you have to be firm with women.
There’s a tone I get in my voice
so she knows I'm more or less
serious. “How come five hundred
shows up in your life right now?”

“But, Hal, T told you. Aunt
Martha in St. Louis died last
year and left a little money. Can’t
you remember anything?”

“That was way back,” T said.

“Last ycar, honey,” she said
laughing with the blue eycs and
pinching my arm. “It takes a long
time to finish a probate in Mis-
souri.”

“Let me sce the letter from the
lawyer.”

She pointed at the disorder of
my desicc T haven’t exactly kept
the papers up to date there.

“Just the same I'm going to find
thot letter,” T told her. “I may
even write to the Supreme Court
of Missouri. That's mighty poor
probating.”

But as it turned out the albacore
came in that Saturday and I didn’t
get around to it

“The car broke down again,”
Andrea old me.

“Don’t worry in the least about
i,” [ said. “In exactly twenty-three
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hobbies. You don’t invent a hob-
by—you pick something that a lot
of other pceople do. It’s all right
to be creative, but—God!

She drew a bead on me with
her clear blue eyes, and it was
plain she was wondering how
much [ kncew. I remember at the
time she held a breadknife, kind
of waving it, so it glinted, and it
seemed she was  different some-
how.

“Look, Ifal,” she said. “You
have your hobby. I have mine.
Let's don’t get into each other’s
hair.”

[ wasn't exactly frightened. It's
a man’s job to sct his wife right,
whatever the danger. “I am going
to buy you a stamp album,” 1
said. “Some  beginning  stamps—
right out of my SFB fund.”

[ turned my back right on her
and went o my room and locked
the door and then picked up the
phone.

“How wre things going?” 1
asked Don Markham when T got
him on the wire.

“Fine, Hal, fine.”

“Mother okay?”

“Oh,” he said. “I guess you
haven't heard—"

My breath got shorter and my
hands began to sweat. “No, I
haven’t old buddy.”

“Auto accident,” he said. “Very
sudden—"

It was late in the fishing season

LADY WITH A HOBBY

and I was out on a boat with Al
Grubel. You mcet all kinds on the
public sport-fishing boats. Poor
folks, medium folks, and rich
folks. You'd think that rich folks
would hire charter boats, or run
their own and scme do, but the
truth is, the chirter boat captains
are what we call “week-end skip-
pers.” They dont know the best
fishing spots. The good fishing
spots change from day to day, so
the man who can take you right
to the best spot is the daily-travel-
ing public boat skipper, like I
planned to be one day.

Al Grubel is a lawyer with a
lot of classy clicnts. I'd been kind
of asking him legal questions dur-
ing the summer, like the best way
to beat a murder case and how
much it costs to defend one, and
whether o woman killer had a bet-
ter chance than a man,

“If vou know a killer,” Al said
that dav. *I could use one.”

“I don‘t—exactly. Put you meet
all kinds in the grocery store busi-
ness.” 1 told him. “Why?”

“Well, it's because of the way
you've been talking. You sce, I
have a problem with my wife,
Hal. We're five years married and
quite honestly I cant sce the next
five.”

“How about divorce?”

“She's  fifty-cight,” said Al
“Also she owns three-quarters of
a million dollars from before we
were married. I am the heir.”

“If T knew anybody—"
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