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‘1 WAS ASHAMED
OF MY FACE

until Viderm helped make my skin clearer in one short week”
(FROM A LETTER BY E. S. JORDAN, DETROIT, MICH.}

If your face is broken-out, if bad skin is making yov miserable,
here is how o stop worrying about pimples, blackheads and

other externally-caused skin troubles.
JUST FOLLOW SKIN DOCTOR'S SIMPLE DIRECTIONS

T DOESN'T PAY to put up with a broken-out face. Your very
success in business, love and sécial life may depend upon
your looks. Handsomeness and a good appearance usually
start with the condition of your skin, Nobody likes to look
at & face that is blemished by blackheads or pimples,
WOMEN ARE ATTRACTED TO MEN WHO HAVE
SMOOTH, CLEAR, HEALTHY.LOOKING' SKIN. Busi-
ness executives don't choose men whose complexions are
against them, Don't take chances with your success in life
when this inexpensive Viderm formula may help you.

Good-looking Skin s Not for Women Only

You—yes, you—can have the same handsome complexion,
free from externally caused skin troubles, simply by giving
your face the special care that screen stars give theirs.
There’s almost nothing to it—it is just about as easy as
washing your face. The whole secret consists of washind
your face in a way that thor«

entirely free of the dirt particles that usually bring out pime
ples, blackheads and other externally-caused skin troubles.

Squeezing pimples or blackheads to get rid of them is a
nasty, messy business—but that isn't the worst of it. Doing
so may also be injurious and leave your face with unsightly,
embarrassing blemishes. There is, now, a much easier, safer,
cleaner way to help you rid your face of ugly, offensive,
extemally-caused skin troubles: You merely follow a doctor's
simple directions,

Don't murder your skin! Here’s all you have to do to get {8
smoother and clearer and to keep it that way. Use Viderro
Skin Cleanser when you wash your face. Rub the rlch lather
of this highly-concentrated medicated soap on your face
for just a few seconds and then rinse it off. Then apply @
little Viderm Medicated Skin Cream and that's all there is
to it. Viderin Medicated Skin Cream quickly disappears,

leaving your skin nice and

oughly purges the pores of every
last speck of dirt and grime=-
something that ordinary cleans-
ing seldom does. In fact, exam«
ination after examination shows
that, usually, it is not a case of
“bad skin" so much as a case of
faulty cleansing. What you
should use is a highly concen-

DON'T DO THIS!

Don't murder your skin by squeezing
0. Skin is delicote. When you break
it, you leave yourself open to mis-
eries. 13's far eosier, far sofes, to fed
the Double Viderm Treotmen! heip
you enjoy @ hondsome, clecter,
blemish.free complexion,

smooth. This simple treatment,
used after shaving, helps heal
tiny nicks and cuts, relieves
razor-burn and smarting, besideg
conditiening yeur skin.

Give Your Face This Treot
for 7 Days

Stop worrying and being éme

trated soap like Viderm Skin

Cleanser. This penetrates the pores and acts as an anti-
septic. Specks of irritating dirt and grime are quickly
washed out. They dissolve and disappear, leaving your skin

barrassed over what may happen
to your skin. Just send for your Viderin Double Treatment
this minute, and be confident of a smoother and clearer
complexion. Follow the simple directions, written by &
doctor, that you will get with your Videritn Double Treate
ment. Then look in your mirror and listen to your friends
admire your smoother, clearer skin—the kind that wome
en go for.

Just mail your name and address to The New York Skin
Laboratory, 206 Division Street, Dept. 36. New York City 2,
N. Y. By return mail you will receive both of the Viderm
formulas, complete with full directions, and mailed in a
plain wrapper. On delivery, pay two dollars plus postage.
If you wish, you can save the postage fee by mailing the
two dollars with your letter. Then, if you aren't thrilled
with results, your money will be cheerfully refunded.
Remember that both of the formulas you use have been
fully tested and proven, and are reliable for yod. If they
don’'t help you, your treatments cost you nothing. After
you have received your Viderm, if you have any questions
to ask concerging ghused gkin, just send them in.
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No one would miss the Major,
but his removal brought no
relief to his command. Because
noi, they had to find and purish
witoerer hod commilled murder,
and (urning the Major's kil'er
otver to the autl:orities would
be no pleasure!

PART ONE
“Or Inl:aman Rondage”

UNTERROSSAPFEL

T ATLLL BEGAII the night of the
vig pariy. Swvre, titer: had been
sone indications before, lil:c thse
tims the coloncl fron Army Group
Headquariers was there and the
major got so druni lLie passed out in
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the middle of dinner; we had to make
up a story about an epidemic of dys-
entery to cover up. And of course
hardly a day went by without two or
three members of the detachment
getting good and sore a: the major
and saying something asbout how
much it would please them to kill
him. But things like that are all in
the course of a day’'s work: nobody
ever thinks very mtch of them. After
all, when ecight people live together,
eat together and work together for
a period of several months. they are
bound to start getting on each other'’s
nerves, especially if they come from
such widely different environments

(First Magazine Publication)

as our crew did. But this was dif-
terent. There was a kind of tenseness
in the air after that party. I think
everybody knew after that that some-
thing w-as going to happen to the
riajor. The only question was, when?

The party was to celebrate V-J
Day. The whole dctachment was
there. the mnajor and Carter and Gins-
berg. the officers: and Troy and Dil-
ton and Robinson and Donovan and
myself. Novak was there too. our un-
official courier, “organizer”™ and “lib-

erator.” And a couple of girls from
the office, Ilse and Gret:l, the in-
terpreters.

It was just an ordinary party.
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There was a lot to drink—schnapps,
Rheinwein, champagne and beer. And
when I say beer, I don’'t mean the
stuff they had in England and
France, or even back home; this beat
any beer I'd ever tasted. It was real
Bavarian dark twelve-per-cent stuff,
fresh-brewed in the brewery just out-
side of Unterrossapfel.

We had come into Untzrrossapfel
just before V-E Day, to take over
the Militarregierung, or M.G. On
the whole, things went pretty
smoothly, and we were a very effi-
cient detachment; this was in spite
of, not because of the efforts of
Major Smith. Walter Smith, Major,
Infantry, was how he signed his name
—when he could write, that is. An
officer and gentleman by Act of Con-
gress. Congress has made some pret-
ty bad boners in its day, but this one
beat them all!

HE REST of the bunch were

okay. Lieutenant Carter, a for-
mer cdeputy sheriff from Oklahoma,
was the public safety officer. He was
a lanky, quiet fellow with gray eyes.
The other officer was named Gins-
berg, Al Ginsberg, and he was from
New York. He used to be a CPA. He
wa- dark and his eyes had a kind of
permanent twinkle, as if he could al-
ways see a joke that nobody else
could. The other people in the de-
tachment didn’t like him so much,
but he and I got along first-rate; we
used to have long talks about books
and music and things....

My name is Paul Plush, Private
First Class. I was an instructor in
Classical languages at a big Eastern
university, never mind which, before
I was inducted. I used to be very
proud of the letters Ph.D. after my
name, but it’'s a funny thing how
your point of view changes. Right
then, I was much more proud of my
ability to understand the impossible
Bavarian dialect, and drive a jeep
fast through the winding roads and
little villages and deep forests of that
part of the country.

Sergeant Troy was our chief clerk.
He came from Illinois, had a wife
and two kids, a job in a bank, and was
& very easy guy to get along with.

Also, he was pretty terrific at run-
ning an office. He really ran the de-
tachment, and everyone except may-
be the major knew it. Sergeant Dil-
lon came from Utah; he was a Mor-
mon and he didn't have much of a
sensz of humor, but he was a good
truck driver. We used to kid him
about having dozens of wives, and he
always told us, very soberly, that
polygamy had been abolished in 1890,
or whenever it was.

Frank Robinson was our sanitary
technician. He was a stocky, blond
fellow with a New Hampshire twang
in his voice. He had been a pre-med
student; everybody liked him. The
last member of the detachinent was
Patrick Donovan. He came from New
York and was the investigator for
MG. Donovan was the one who took
care of the Fragebogens, or question-
naires, that all the Germans had to
fill out. He was a good guy. That’s
just the thing: everybody in the out-
fit was a good guy, except the major.

As far as I can remember, it began
with razor blades. Funny hoew little
things like that start the ball rolling,
isn’t it?

Well, there we all were, getting
tanked up, when Frank Robinson
asked Lieutenant Ginsberg about
razor blades. “Leutnant,” he said—
that was an affectation we all adopt-
ed, calling the officers and non-coms
by their German titles, such as
Oberfeldwebel for sergeant, Uberge-
freiter for corporal, Herr Major for
you know who, and so on— *“Leut-
nant, what ever became of those PX
rations? I sure could do with some
razor blades.”

“Hey, that’s right, too,” chimed in
big Dillon. “Those rations should
have been here last Monday. No can-
dy, no sraokes, no—"'

“What are you worrying about
smokes for?” Carter asked

“He trades his to Donovan and me
for our candy rations,” I told him.

“Oh,” Carter thought this over
and it sounded logical to kim. “But
what is the story on those PX ra-
tions, Ginsberg?”

The major looked up from his bot-
tie. “What the hell kind of a PX of-
ficer are you, anyway? We were

"



MA]JOR CRIME 9

short on cigarettes on the last ra-
tions, too. Something goddam funny
i1s being pertrepat—perpe—is going
on here. Well, it’s about time you
came around. Where in hell have you
been?” This last was addressed to
Lucette, who had just come into the
room.

“Thees ees a question you should
nevair ask a woman.” Lucette made
what 1 guess is called a moue. She
had been with our detachment since
we left our town in France, was the
major's private property. I some-
times wondered whv she stuck to
him; nobody ever thought for a mo-
ment that she liked him. Maybe he
had something on her; the Major
could be a pretty shrewd operator, as
he never:tired of tellinZ us. Lucetts
was very blonde and had nice legs;
she had a way of getting psople to do
things for her, too. “Oh, gu’est-ce
qu'il y a!” she cooed. “Du cham-
pagne!” '

Troy, who was playing bartender.
poured her a glass and she downed
it at a draught. Then she went over
to the phonograph and put on a rec-
ord. It was something Viennese and
sentimental. Lucette came back to
Troy for a refill and it wasn’t long
betore she nad caught up with us—
with all of us except the major, I
mean. When I watched the major
drink, I used to thinlkt of old Socra-
tes, and how he could drink the flow-
er of the Athenian intelligentsia
under the table, and carry on one of
those philosophical discussions at the
same time. And he was only drink-
ing Attic wine, and diluted, at that.
No gin, schnapps, rye, cognac. Soc-
rates must have bezn the rankest sort
of amateur compared with our major.

RETTY SOON the major began

to get nasty again; the entrance
of Lucette had only delayed the pro-
cess for a little while.

“Goddam it, it’s just like I keep
telling you all the time,” he said to
his glass. “The only way of getting
anything done is to do it yourself.
First no cigarettes. Then no razor
blades. What the hell are we sup-
posed to be, Ginsberg, a bunch of
Old Testament prophets?”

Ginsberg pretended he didn’t hear.
The only overt sign was a tightening
of his jaw muscles.

The major tried to get up. He made
it the third time. Glass in hand, he
advanced to the center of the room,
where he continued his tirade.

“Trouble with this man’s Army, too
damn much delegation of authority.”
{Donovan caught my eye and raised
his eyebrows as if to say, “Here we
go again.”) The major went on. Noth-
ing short of coma could stop him
once he got going like this. “When
vou start delegating your goddara
authority, you're licked from the
start. You might think a man could
give a simple command and have a
reas’ble expec—expectation it’d get
~arried out. But no. Not here. Gins-
terg”—he turned and confronted the
lieutenont—*"“just what the hell do
vou think I meant when T delegated
the authority of PX officer to you?
In an organization like this”—here he
waved his free hand in a broad and
comprehensive gesture that might
have taken in at lzast a regiment or
a division, not a detachment of eight
men—*‘thie men and officers have got
to be provided with the necessities of
life. Who does it?”

He waited for an answer, got none,
and coritinued. “The Army quarter-
master and supply outfits does—do
it. And who distributes these necessi-
ties of life to the men—and to the
officers? The PX officer, that’s who.
Damn it, Ginsberg, do you realize
that ycu, with gross negl’gence and
in—ineffish’'cy, you are creating a—
a—"-—he looked around for inspira-
tion, saw what he was looking for,
and wsnt on—“a bottleneck in the
Army logistics system? Now, you
lousy sawed-off excuse for an offi-
cer, what have you to say for your-
self?”

Ginsberg said, and I had to admire
the way he kept his tempsr, “Evi-
dently there was some mistake at
company headqu—"

“Evidently!” The iloodgates were
oper again. ‘“Mistake!” He finished
his glass in two gulps. “That’s all I
ever get around here. Evidently and
mistakes. I'll tell you who made the
mistake. Me. Walter Smith. That’s
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who.” He was beginning to get
warm. what with the various internal
and external influences to which he
was being subjected, so he opened
his collar and rolled up his slesves.
I could see the familiar tattooing on
his left forearm where he had had re-
corded for posterity, not an eagle or
an anchior or a girl friend’s name, but
the Statue of Liberty, and, in a sort
of bastard Gothic, his nam= and serial
number. I never could make out the
connection, even in his mind, between
himself and the lady with the torch.
“I made the biggest damn mistake
of them all when I thought I had a
working organization here. And what
did I get?” He glared around the
room and his eye lit on Troy. “I'll
tell you what I got. A bank clerk to
run my office, a damn ignorant son
of a—of an Okie for my public
safety officer”’—Carter’s fingers
tightened on his bottle—"“and to top
off the lot, a boy from the Lower
East Side for my property control
and PX officer. That's what I got.
And my men don’t even have ciga-
rettes or razor blades.”

HE MA]JOR looked around for a
sign of contradiction or disap-
proval, then added, in a fuzzy voice,
“Lucette, let’s get out ot here. I've
had about all the ineffish’cy I can
stand for one evening.” He left, fol-
lowed by Lucette, who gave a little
shrug and a smile to the rest of us.
When the major went out, it was
like the springing of a bear trap, the
way the tension eased. And as some-
times happens in such cases, we all
began to talk at once, mostly inter-
jections and expletives. The first
person whose comment I distinctly
heard was Frank Robinson, who said:
“And to think I started that by ask-
ing about razor blades.”

“Aw, you couldn’t know he was
going to blow his top like that,
Frank. If it hadn’t bzen that it would
have been something clse,” said
Troy.

Novak said, “Leesten to me. I vas
t’ree monthsin Auschwitz, and ve had
a guard ders who was one steenkair.
But I am telling you, he vas
not steenkair like dat major.”

Carter said, “One of these days
he’s goin' to call me a damn igno-
rant Okic jes’ once too cften. An’
then, so help me I'll—"

“You won’t do a damned thing,
Carter,” said Ginsberg eveniy, “and
you know it. That’s all he’s waiting
for, is for one of us to lift up a fin-
ger. Don’t you see? That's just the
hell of this whole set-up; there’s not
a thing we can do about it.”

“But what about the I.G.?” said
Robinson. “Or supposez we all apply
for transfer at the same time?”

“Ncw, there’s an idea,” Dillon said
enthusiastically

“Look,” I reminded him, “We've
been through this whole thing bzfore.
Sure, we could all apply for trans-
fers. But the letter has to go through
the major. Maybe we'd even get the
transfers, though heaven onlv knows
how long it’d take. But what of the
meantimae? You guys think he’s been
making us suffer now. Why, it’s
nothing at all to the way he could;
we'd better just let well enough
alone.”

“Or pray for a miracle,” put in
Dillon.

“Miracles are funny things,” said
Cacter. “The funniest thing about
them is that they sometimzs happen.”

Chapter Juwo

M G In Action

O THAT was
how it all be-
gan. A man with an
{ abnormally high al-
cohel tolerance
{ threshold bullying
AW and terrorizing sev-
4 en othsr men over
N #5 yhom he had com-
plete authority, as well as twenty
or thirty thousand Germans. Two
of them had been at the party. I
think that was what made me the
maddest about the whole thing—that
an Army officer should cuss out and
bully other officers, not only in front
of enlisted men, which in itself is a
pretty bad thing, but in front of a
couple of German girls and a DP,
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I don’t remember when I dropped
off, but the next thing I knew the
sunlight was streaming into the room.
I dressed and shaved quickly, and
went down to breakfast. The major
was just finishing his orange juice,
and from the way he relished it, I
suspected that orange juice was not
the only liquid in his glass. He glared
at me, but didn’t say anything. No-
body said anything; some of the ten-
sion fromn last night was back with
us again. We all ate quickly. When
Carter had finished, he started to get
up, but the major glared at him and
he sat down again. That was some-
thing that the major was very fussy
about, people leaving the table be-
fore he, the C. O., had finished.

When 1T got to the office, there
was already a long line n»f Germans
waiting for us to open. Our offices
were on the second and third floors
of the Stadtsverwaltunggebaude, or
the city administration building.
This was a fairly recent building,
built sometime during the last ten
years, on the town square, iust across
from the_  old Rathaus, a building
from the sixteenth century. Unter-
rossapfel was an old town, with
nothing in particular to distinguish
it from scores of other old Bavarian
towns. The most interesting feature
was the old bridge across the river.
This bridge was only partially de-
stroyed by the Nazis at the time of
the big break-through, and below it
was a steep water-fall, w:th wicked-
looking rocks and debris from the
bridge at the bottom. Ths bridge had
been hastily repaired by our engine-
ers to permit the traffic to go
through.

The Baedecker for that part of the
country also imentioned the old town
wall, which dated back several cen-
turies, and a little church on top of
the hill, with some rather good fres-
coes by a well-known seventeenth
century artist. It was a nice, quiet
little town, and 1t was hard to see
how many of these placid, phlegmatic
farmers and Hausfraus had been af-
fected by the war. Their attitude was
not one of open defiance, nor was
it one of dog-like servility, as I had

noted in other parts of the country,
but rather a quiet, surly indepen-
dence, very much like what it must
have been before Hitler or even Bis-
marck. There was something about
these people that defied wars and
history. Most of them were farmers
and small tradespeople as their an-
cestors had been for centuries. They
took us in their stride much the same
as they had taken Hitler—whom they
all hated, they said-—crop blights,
and the Thirty Years War.

Every morning there was a long
line of them in front of the office,
with various problems, most of which
were pretty easy to solve. As the
detachment interpreter, I had a desk
in the outer office, and I had to in-
terview the people; most of them
never got past that office. There was
also one of the German interpreters
in the outer office, typing letters,
and interviewing some of the people,
who relieved me when I had to go
out on an errand. Most of the people
in line were farmars who wanted
passes to travel beyond the twenty
kilometer limit for business, or to see
their families, or old women com-
plaining about GI's who had ‘“requi-
sitioned” eggs and poultry—they
would bring in the “requistions,”
which were usually signed Donald
Duck or Tyrone Power, since this
was strictly “‘verboten” bv the Army
authorities.

NCE IN a while there was an
“American citizen who had just
comea over to see his family in 1939
and not been able to get back.” Some
of these may have been genuine, but
most of them looked pretty fishy.
Then there were discharges. Wehr-
macht soldiers on their way home,
who stopped to have their passports
stamped; DPs who wanted to get
home; French officers who wanted to
know where they could get billeted,

and GIs from various tactical outfits
in the vicinity who were looking for
billets or liquor or supplies or cars
or radios. I only handled the Ger-

mans and DPs. It was an interesting
job. Frequently I had to go out as
interpreter with the major or one of
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the officers, or with Robinson when
he went to check on the hospitals or
doctors.

Sometimes a young girl would
come in and want to know why she
had been fired from the bank, and I
would look up her Fragebogen, or
questionnaire, find out that she had
joinad the BDM—Bund Deutscher
Madel—the female counterpart of the
Hitler Youth, as soon as she had
come of age. There was a steady
stream of these people all day long,
each with his individual problem or
difficulty. My job was, as the major
put it, “to find out what each one
wants and tell him no.”

The inner offices were grouped
around the main one, where Ser-
geants Troy and Robinson had their
desks. Troy had to go over all the
correspondence that came from
higher headquarters, nine tenths of
{t just for “file.” Carter had the
public safety o:ifice, and Pat Dono-
van and a German interpreter worked
with him. He could go around inter-
viewing Burgomeisters from the
outlying villagzs, checking on Frage-
bogens, sending them for screening
to the CIC, and so on. The mnajor had
the office that had formerly belonged
to the Burgomeister; it was b:auti-
fully furnished, with private bath-
room, oil paintings, and a very ex-
pensive-looking carpet. He would
receive officers from other outfits
there, and sometimes the Burgomeis-
ter and Landrat, or govenor of the
district. When he was sober enough,
he would sign letters and sometimes
even dictate them.

Ginsberg had the property control
office. Here were the property rec-
ords, and bank officials would come
there for conferences with the lieu-
tenant. Dillon’s “office” was a three-
quarter-ton truck. He would go to
Munich or other big cities for sup-
plies, or drive the major around.

I was in the midst of trying to get
some sense out of the story of an old
woman who was having trouble find-
ing her husband, when the door
opened and in came Novak. He greet-
ed me with a grin and said he had an
appointment with the Herr Major. “A

beeg deal,” he said.

“Okay. Go right in, you lucky guy,”
I said. I rather liked Novak; I had
tremendous respect for anyone who
could go through what he had been
through and still laugh., Sure, he did
his share of lootiag, and was probably
involved in black-market activities,
but who could blame him? Novak
came from Prague, had been a den-
tistry student before the war. He was
also Jewish and had been shunted
about from one concentration camp to
the other. He told me once that the
Germans had been about to kill him,
when they discovered that he was a
dentist, or practically a dentist. Then
they gave him the job of extracting
the gold fillings from the teeth of
the gas-chamber victims.

OVAK CAME out ten minutes
later, looking about three shades
paler.

“What’s the matter? Didn’t the big
deal come of f?” I asked him.

“Some day somet’ing is going to
happen to dat major. I think maybe
it'll be pretty soon.”

“Don’'t let him get you down.” I
was about to add some other foolish
bromide when T looked at Novak’s
face again. It was shaking with rage.
He then told me that the maior had
accused him of selling our PX sup-
plies and GI gasoline and other items
to the Germans. And that wasn’t all.
The payoff was when the old s.o.b.
told Novak that he suspected that a
member of the detachment was in on
it too.

“That’s some big deal, all right,” I
said. “It’s a wonder you didn’t haul
right off and pin his ears back.”

“Paul,” he said, “in the KZ you
learn to be patient. I think the
leutnant’s miracle will not be very far
now.” And with that he went out.

I left Gretel, the interpreter, in
charge of the desk and went into the
main office. Angry voices were com.
ing from the major's sanctum. Or
rather, one angry voice—the major’s
—and the quiet voice of Ginsberg. 1
couldn’t hear what Ginsberg was say-
ing, but I knew he was kceping his
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temper the same way he had the night
before. I really had to hand it to that
guy.

“What's
asked Troy.

The sergeant looked up from his
desk with the pictures of his wife and
kids on it and puffed on his cigar.
“Oh, something about the control of
one of the estates on the river. The
whole thing was on the major’s desk
three days ago, but he never saw it.
Now he’s claiming Ginsberg is going
over his head and that he never knows
what’s going on; you know, the same
old—"

Ginsberg came out and smiled wry-
ly at us. “Paul,” he said, “I'm going
over to see the bank director at Kuh-
fladen this afterneon. Want to come
along for the ride? T'll need an in-
terpreter,” he added to Troy. “My
Yiddish doesn’t shape up so hot
alongside of this damn Bavarian.”

I got the nod frem Troy, and said,
“Sure, Leutnant. You look like you
need a little air.”

“Trey!” the major’s fuzzy baritene
bawled out from the inner office.
“Ask Lieutenant Carter to come in for
a minute, will you?”

“Yes, sir.” Troy deliberately tipped
the ashes off his cigar, reposed it in
the ashtray, winked at me, and went
in to get Carter....Novak and Gins-
berg. That made two already this
morning, and it was only-—I glanced
at my watch—a little after eleven. He
was really going on all cylinders.

it about this time?” I

ARTER CAME in with his long

loose stride. This time there

were no angry voices. He came out in
three minutes.

“That son! Who does he think I
am, a damn mechanic? Telling me,
real polite-like—‘Lieutenant Carter,’
he says, ‘there’'s somcthing wrong
with the transmission on my car. I'd
be much obliged if you’d look into it
this afternoon.” ‘Me?’ I says. ‘What’s
the matter with Dillon? He’'s the
motor pool man in the detachment.
‘Sergeant Dillon is goin’ to Munich
on an errand for me this afternoon,’
he says, cool as you please. ‘I'm no
mechanic,’ says I. ‘Lieutenant Carter,’

he says, ‘am I to construe this as a
refusal to obey a direct command?’
‘I was not aware, that such a command
was a legitimate one,” says I. T can
ralk fancy-like too,” Carter added
with a grin. “I ain’t as ignorant as he
thinks. ‘Legitimate or not, it’s a com-
mand. I want the car ready by this
evening.” And that, my f{riends, is
that. I am now promoted to a mech-
anic; ain't that one for the birds,
though”’

“Where you going now, Leutnant?”

“Where am I going?’ he said. “I'm
going to put on my fatigues!” And
with this Parthian shot he left the
office. I heard the outer door slam a
moment later.

“Eins, zwerl, drei,” said Frank. Net
bad for one morning. fie stretched,
yawned, and put on his cap. “I’'m go-
ing over to the hospital to see about
the new Gesundheitsrat. Why the
hell can’t these Germans talk straight?
Gesundheitsrat—seounds like what one
rat said to another who just sneezed.
And the governor—a Landrat! First
cousin to a field mouse.” He dodged

the Training Manual that Troy
heaved at him and went out.
Lucette came in as he left, k::ocked

on the major’'s door and en:ered.
When she came out a few minutes
later we could see she’d been crying.
And Lucette deesn’t cry easily, al-
though you might think so.

“What’s the matter, chicken?” I
asked her. “Qu’est-ce qu’il t’a dit, le
saland?”

Lucette launched into a long nar-
rative in French. Something about
the major threatening to send her
back to France, she had no idea why.
And she couldn’t go back to France,
because they thought she was a col-
laborationist, and you know what they
did to them. I didn’t get the whole
story, but what there was didn't sound
pretty. She was quietly sobbing as she
went out through the opaque glass
door.

“Three, and one makes four.” This
from Troy.

I went back to my desk and re-
sumed my interviewing of farmers,
DPs and old women who couldn’t
find their husbands.



1¢ CRACK DETECTIVE STORIES

Chaptor Thao

The First Attempt

AT same af-
ternoon two
@'more interesting
M@s t hin gs happened.
*s The major put in
Hempel as Landrat,

Conrad Hempel was a little fat guy
in his late forties or early fifties.
There was something about the way
he looked at a person that made me
distrust him immediately and cordial-
ly. He always smiled, when he was
speaking and when he wasn't.

When we came into Unterrossapfel,
the Landrat was an elderly man
named Klug, was a benign, fatherly
chap who looked like a minister or
country schoolteacher. He had one of
the worst possible records—SS, SA,
and so forth, leading up to the rank
of Oberscharfuehrer in the SS; his
name was on the first list of war crim-
inals we received from headquartérs.
So after we had put him in jail, we
made Hessel Landrat, He turned out
to be rather unsatisfactory too, and
nobedy liked him; the problem of
Landrat was a constant tharn in our
side. He had to be someone witli a
good record, someone we could work
with, and, rgost important of all, a
man that the Germans liked and trust-
ed.

Early in the afternoon I saw a man
in black elbow his way past the
crowds outside the door and come in.
It was Stadtpfarrer Mohn. Mohn was
the chief Catholic priest of the dis-
trict. He was universally respected
and loved by the Germans and no
one could find anything bad to say
about him. He looked rather agitated
and flustered. “Geod afternoon, Herr
Plush,” he said.

“Good afternoon, Herr Stadtpfar-
rer. What’s the matter?”

“Is this terrible thing true that
everyone is saying?”

“I wouldn’t know. What is it?”

“Well, you understand, I do not
like to spread rumors as a rule, but
this seems so outrageous and so many
people have been repcating it that
there must be something to it. I
heard it from the wife of the butch-
er, who heard it....”

“You forget, Herr Stadtpfarrer,
that I have not even heard what this
terrible thing is.”

“They are saying that the Herr
Major has made Hempel Landrat.”

“Hempel? Impossible.”

“But the butcher’s wife said....”

“Wait here a moment, please,” I
said, and went inside.

ROY WAS just lizhting his sec-

ond cigar of the afternoon. The
office seemed unusually quiet. “Say,
Troy, the priest is outside. He said
the major has made Hempel Landrat.
Is that true?”

Troy didn’t answer. He picked up
a paper on his desk and showed it
at me. I read it hastily and whistled.

“Old man’s going crazy. Why, the
man’s known to have been in the SS.
He was hand in glove with Klug. Does
Carter know about this?”

“Yeah. He's got the duplicate copy.
I just put it in his basket.”

“But this is nuts. Why, Regierungs-
bezirk headquarters will be on our
necks tomorrow morning. Not only is
thel eniyite S5

Carter came in and slammed the
door. “What in hell does this mean.
Troy?”

“Ivleans what it says, Leutenant.”

“Is he busy now?” Carter jerked a
thumb contemptuously at the major’s
door.

“No, you can go in. But take it
easy; you know what happens when
he starts to blow his top.”

“Don’t you worr{y about me. I can
take care of myself.”

He didn’t have to go in. The major
opened his door and stood on the top
most of the three steps leading to his
office. “VWlhat in hell is all the god-
dam noise about?”

“Major, have you gone out of your
mind?”’ said Carter. “You can’t put
Hempel in; he’s worse than Klug.
HQ will be on our tails so fast it’ll
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“Yes, let’s go. Want to tase the
Mercedes?”

“I don’t know. I think I'd just as
soon take the jeep. It's a pretty nice
day.”

“Good.”

E FINISHED our business

with the bank director in Kuh-
fladen in about twenty minutes and
drove by a roundabout way back to
Unterrossapfel, getting there about
ten minutes before closing time.

“Everything okay in Kuhfladen?”
asked Troy.

“It should only be okay like that
here. After all—"

He stopped as the major’s door
opened. Hempel, the Landrat, was
standing on the threshold and bowing
obsequiously, saying, “Ja Wohi, Herr
Major,” thirteen to the dozen. The
major followed him out. “Well, I
guess I'll knock off. Busy day. Don’t
be late for dinner if you want any
soup.”

He left the office and we began to
close up. Frank took down the flag.
Suddenly the stillness of the August
air was blown to pieces by a shot. It
sounded as if it came from the alley-
way that led to our hotel. We ran to
the window, but there was nothing to
be seen. Sergeant Troy went outside
into the corridor.

A moment later he came back. The
major followed him. The major was
puifing with the exertion of running
up the stairs; he was as white as I
have ever seen a man get. He was
holdinz up his stezl helmet: there
was a neat round hole through the top
of it.

“Some son tried to shoot me,” he
said.

“Didn’t miss by much, did he. Ma-
jor?” said Frank Robinson.

“Boy, what a close call!” said the
major.

“Must have been a sniper or one
of the DPg, sir,” said Troy. “They've
been kicking up quite a bit of trouble
lately.”

“Let’'s see.” Robinson took the hel-
raet and looked at the hole. “It went
in through the back and out the front,
About a .38 caliber, I'd say.”

“Shall 1 have the MP’s search aif
the houses again for weapons?”

“Might as well, Troy, to be on the
safe side.” The major was still puf-
fing a little, His face had got back
some of its normal color, but it was
still a few shades off. “Not that it’ll
do any good. They didn’t find a gol-
darn thing last time.” He sat down,
and passed a hand through his red
hair. Suddenly he looked very old
and very tired.

“You men can go back now.” As I
was about to leave, he said, “One min-
ute, Plush; I'd like to talk to you.”

“Yes, sir?”

““Sit down, Plush I want to tell you
something.”

SAT DOWN. No point in anta-

gonizing him at a time like this.

“Plush, who was in this room when
you heard that shot?”

“Let’s see. Troy and I, and Robin-
son had just come back with the flag,
and Ginsberg...”

“Yes? What about Ginsberg?”’

“He’d just gone back to his office.”

“And Carter and Donovan?”

“I don’t know, sir. They weren’t in
here. Dillon was back at the garage
checking the new jerricans and gas.”

“Plush, I don’t think that shot was
fired by a sniper or a DP.”

“Do you realize what ycu're saying,
Major?”

“Don’t you start that now! All day
long people have been treating me
like an idiot child who didn't know
what the hell he was saying. I'm get-
ting just about fed up with it; T know
darn well what I'm saying. Why do
you think I asked you where every-
one was?’

“Why arve you telling me this,
Major?”

“I dunno, Plush. Everyone else in
the outfit hates my guts.”

“What made you think I don't?”

“Why, you little—" He stcpped. “I
don’t know, if you want to put it that
way.” Again he looked tired and old.
“Plush, somebody in this detachment
is out to get me. I know why and I
think I know who; if anything hap-
pens to me, I've left instructions with
Lucette.”
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make your head spin. You can’t do
it!”

“I don’t think you read that very
carefully, Lieutenant,” said the major
icily. “It's not a question of what I
can or can't do. I have done it. Past
tense, See?”

“But_ y. "’

“Listen, Lieutenant Leroy Carter. I
am ordinarily a very patient man, al-
though the trials I've been put
through are enough to tax the pa-
tience of a Job”—he pronounced it
to rhyme with mob—"surrounded by
such inefficiency. Either I am or I
am not running this detachment; cor-
rect me if I am wrong. No correc-
tion? Very well. I shall proceed. As
long as I'm running this organiza-
ticn,” —again the sweeping and com-
prehensive gesture— I run it the
way I see fit. Understand?”

“Yes, Major.”

“Then get the hell back in there
with those Fragebogens, And don’t
forget my transmission.”

“Speaking of Fragebogens, Majer
Smith, have you seen Hempel's?”

“What would I be doing with it?”

“Beg pardon, sir,” put in Troy. “I
put in on your desk this morning.
Don’t you remember? You asked
TIeR = |

“Gol-darn you, Troy, when will you
learn to mind your own business?”
Then, to Carter. “Okay. So I have it.
So what?”

“May I please see it?”

“You may not.”

“As public safety officer of this
detachment, I demand that you leave
here at once.” Carter didn't say an-
other word as he left the oftice.

SUDDENLY remembered the

Stadtpfarrer waiting outside. He
had probably heard the whole thing
and he knew enough English to un-
derstand what it was all about.

“Major,” I began.

“Now what the devil do you want?”
He gave me the look he reserved for
creatures that have just crawled out
from under wet stones.

“The Stadtpfarrer i& outside and
wants to know about this Hempel
business.”

“Well, you tell the Stadtpfarrer he
can go....” He stopped and a crook-
ed grin broke out on his face. “No,
he couldn’t, either. Never mind; I’ll
tell him myself.” He motioned for me
to call the priest in. I did so.

“Herr Major,” said the Pfarrer, and
made a respectful little bow, “is this
true what I have heard about Hem-
pel?”

“Is this true? Is thattrue? I'm sick
and tired of people asking me are
things true. Of course it's true.”

“But why, Herr Major? Surely you
must have some reason?”

“It is not necessary for me to re~
late my reasons to every German who
comes along. Now, get back to your
church before something really hape
pens, and it won’'t be to Herr Hems=
pel.”

Mohn stood there, shaking his head
slowly, as if he couldn’t quite make
out what the major had said.

“Plush, tell him what I said in Ger-
man.”

“Der Herr Major sagt—"

“Please, it is not necessary to trans-
late. I understand. But at the same
time I do net understand,”

“Well, that is really too bad,” said
the major with consummate irony.
Without another word he turned and
went into his office.

I accompanied the priest back to
the outer office.

“Your Herr Major is a very foolish
man,” he said in German.

“He’s a—"” I stopped.

“No. He is just a very foolish man;
he thinks he can make people do
things by using fear and hate as
weapons. For a little while he will
succeed; we have seen another such
man here in Germany.”

“I must remember to tell the major.
He’ll be very flattered.”

“Well, Herr Plush, I must go back
to my work.”

“Good day, Herr Stadtpfarrer. And
do not worry about Hempel. He won’t
last a week.”

The priest went out and I told
Gretel to take over. I went into Gins-
berg’s office. “About ready, Leut-
nant?”
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“That's kind of irregular, isn't |t,
Major?”

“Gol-darn right it's irregular. But
do you call this regular? One of my
own men shooting me?” He stood up.
“All right. That's all for now; I'll
handle this in my own way.”

Y- SIS T 8

“And, Piush, you mention a word
of this to anyone else and I'll bust
you quicker'n you can say IFrank Rob-
inson.”” He went out.

Well, that was the first attempt,
Whoever it was wouldn’t stop here.
I felt as if 1 were in a ringside seat
for something terrific that was about
to happen, only I didn't know what
or when or where. The only funny
thing about the whole business was
the major's last threat. Busted from
Pfc. Now that was something!

Chapter Founr

Major Disasier

T T HETENT G
N much hap-
pened

thel™® E t
d€ay. The excite-
henty*ronderr i e
shooting at the
major died down,
though the general

disappcintment  at
the bad aim didn't. I thought over
what the major had said to me that
afternoon. The fact that a thorough
search was made of all the houses in
town that same evening and revealed
nothing in the way of firearms lent
weight to the major’s theory, at that.

The letter about Hempel must have
gotten pigeonholed on some desk at
headquarters, because nothing hap-
pened about it. I saw Mohn, the
priest, a few times, but he said noth-
ing about his outbreak of confidence
about Hempel and the major.

The PX rations did not arrive. We
were almost all out of cigarettes, and
mooching was, by a tacit mutual
agreement. outlawed; the razor blade
situation didn't get any better,
either. And another alarming item—
the next morning, Dillon came into
the office with a sheaf of grimy and
illegible-looking papers in his hand.
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I followed him into the inner office.
“Hey, Troy, you know what?”
"Offhand, no. And it's much too

early in the morning to be playing

guessing games.”

“We’'re eleven jerricans short on the
gasoline,”

"What's that? Are you sure, Joe?”

“Sure I'm sure. I went over the tal-
lies three times. Here. See for your-
self.”

Troy took the papers and began to
pore over them., If this was true, it
was really serious. Eleven of those
tlat five-gallon jerricans was a lot of
gas, and I could think who would
give an awful lot of Reichmarks for
that much gas. Net to mention the
cigarettes. Maybe the major wasn’t
just shooting otf his meuth about the
black inarket. But who was it? I was
darned if I could figure it out.

“Yes. the tallies are okay. Eleven
short?” asked Troy. “We’ll have to
take this up with the major.”

“Have a heart, Ed,” Dillon said to
him. You know what that will mean.
Ginsberg is the transportation officer
tods Ll Sust' .get Lit Inkithel neek
again.”

“Who do you think will get it in
the neck if I don't tell him?” asked
Troy. “He's beund to find out socner
or later.”

“Well, I got to get back to the ga-
rage,” Dillon told him. “See you guys
later.”

“The old man’s sure going to blow
his top when he hears this,” said
Frank Robinson, who had been sitting
at his desk reading a magazine. “Boy,
oh boy!”

“Couldn’'t you sort of write a re-
port and put it among the other pa-
pers in the old man’s ‘in’ basket?”
And with that, Dillon left the office.

“I suppose I might as well,”” Troy
said. “No sense asking for trouble, is
theceds

‘ AT DONOVAN came in just
then with a sheet of paper which
was a crudely drawn map. He laid it
on Troy's desk.
“What is it?” Robinson wanted to
know.
“That’s a San. Tecli. for you. Can't
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you see? It's a map of the alley
where—"'

“Oh, I get it. To see where the snip-
er could have been shooting from?"

“That was no sniper, Frank.”

“What makes you so danged sure?”

“Well in the first place, the timing.
How could he have known the major
would be walking through the alley
at that moment?” Pat began. “Then
there's the risk. Broad daylight. Peo-

le might have seen him, although
uckily no one did. Besides, if it'd
had been a sniper, where did he get
the gun? And where could he have
hidden it? The whole town was
searched several times by the MPs,
And why should he wait more than
three months after the war was over
here? If he wanted to take a shot at
somebody, the logical time to do it
would have been in the first few days
after the break-through.”

“And there’s one more point, Pat,” I
said. “If this sniper knew what he
was doing, he wouldn’t have aimed at
the head of a man wearing a GI hel-
met, and certainly not from the back.”

“Well, what’s your theory?” asked
Troy.

“Look at this map. The major was
walking through the alley away
from this building. There’s only one
place where that shot could have come
from, don’t you see?”

“Well, I'll be darned,” said Troy.

“Right. The only place that shot
could have come from at that angle
was this building. Were you guys all
n here when you heard it?”

I had been through this before so
I knew the answer. I told him we had
bzen.

“I was in my office. Carter—wait a
m vite! Carter had just gone to the
bathiroom—"

“Which also faces the alley,” I put
in.
“Right. So it could have Been eith-
er of us. Only it wasn’t one of us.”

“Of caurse,” I said, “It could have
becn sc@cone else in the building.
The finance offices of the city, and
some of tlie Burgomeister’'s offices
are still here.”

“Yes, there’s that.” Donovan sat
down, lit a cigarette, inhaled deeply
and went on. “And it wouldn’t be any

use at all looking for the gun now.
Whoever fired it had all last night to
get rid of it or clean it or plant it.”

“Pat, you know what I think?” I
said.

“What?"”

“I think that whoever tried it will
try again. And this time they’ll be a
little more careful.”

“And as part of the public safety
department, my job is to try to stop
them.”

“I see what you mean,” said Troy.
“No matter how much we hate the
guy as individuals, we are still part
of a team, and once one member of
the team goes around shooting an-
other one—"

“That's it exactly.”

EXT DAY, Friday, I remember

that we were all at the dinner
table. Dillon had brought the Stars
and Stripes, and it was the issue tell-
ing about the atomic bomb and Hiro-
shima. It caused quite a stir, although
it was already a few days after the
end of the war. There were pictures
of the queer mushroam of smoke and
varying guesses as to the actual ex-
tent of the damage done. The awful
immensity of the weapon was just be-
ginning to strike home. And there
were pictures of the signing of the
surrender. It was a very absorbing
issue and we were all more interested
in it than in our dinner. That later
turned out to be important.

The major was in an almost genial
mood. He came out with a few bottles
of his private steck of Liebfraumilch,
It was a wonderful wine and a good
vintage. Most of us had all but for-
gotten the events of the party and
the day after. I hadn’t. bscause of
what the major had told me; I don't
think he had, either,

We were well through the meal
when there was a shout in the street,
It scunded like the vecice of “Cap”
Me:rill, the company courier, so we
rushed to the window. Sure enough,
it was he. The company sent the
courier around twice a week with the
mail, and “poop” from company and
regiment HQ. and the PX rations,
This was the only way we got our
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mail and rations, so it was naturally
an event to which we eagerly looked
forward. We flocked around the
courier; each of us grabbed his mail,
Except the major. He didn’t have any.

We sat down at the table again,
each of us several thousand miles
away. Troy had a couple of letters
from his wife; I had one from my
best friend in the Pacific. We all
began to read the letters. The major
evidently couldn’t stand being the
only one with no mail. His geniality
disappeared like the sun when a
cloud passes over it.

“Gol-darn it, men, how many times
have I told you that it is impolite to
read letters at the table? Put those
letters away before I confiscate
them.”

Grumbling, we did so. Ginsberg was
the only one who didn’t. He sat there,
deliberately reading his letter. I
think it was from his mother. The
major just glared at him, drumming
his fingers on the table.

Finally he exploded. “Apparently,
Lieutenant Ginsberg, a simple order
in English is not enough for you.
Will I have to address myself in Yid-
dish to you from now on?”

Ginsberg staod up. He was very
white, “If you’ll excuse me, Major,
I don’t feel very well. I'm going up
to my room tolie down.”

HE MAJOR started to say some-

thing else, then thought better
of it. Ginsberg left the reom unchal-
lenged. Novak, who was sitting next
to rne, Iboked at me and shook his
head slowly. Nowak was often present
at our tneals; he was practically a
member of the detachmient by this
time. The coolness between him and
the major had apparently died down,
and the major had made no further
reference to his accusation of the
other day. That was one thing about
him; one minute he’d say all kinds
fantastic things about a person, and
the next, they were forgotten.

I looked into Novak’s mild gray
eyes for some sign of fear, hate, or
even disapproval, but found none.
Just the slow shaking of his head.

The major lifted his wine glass and

drank deeply. He stood up and drop-
ped his glass on the floor. He began
to sputter and choke and one hand
went convulsively to his collar; his
face went red, then purple.

Frank Robinson did some quick
thinking and even quicker acting sav-
ed the major’s life. He made an emetic
of a little mustard and water, forced
some of it down the major’s throat,
and accomplished the desired result.
It was pretty messy, but in a few min-
utes the major could sit up and gasp
for water.

Frank took him to the infirmary at
the engineer battalion in town, which
was only a few hundred yards across
the river. I went along to help him.
We made it in a little under nothing
flat. Fortunately, Lieutenant Kilmer
of the medical corps was there. He
and Frank consulted briefly about tie
matter, and the major was put to bed
where he “rested quietly.” Lieuten-
ant Kilmer went back with us to the
hotel to find the pieces of the glass
for analysis.

We found the glass, all right. It
was in several fragments, but Kilmer
got most of them into an envelope.
He seemed to think it was an acci-
dent or maybe attempted suicide;
murder never crossed his mind. I
didn’t tell him about the shot in the
alley. He said he couldn’t tell vet
wlhat sort of poison it was, if it was
pdison at all. Might be arsenic or cy-
anide or any of a dozen things.

3 HEN WE got back to the in-
firmary, the major was much
better. He was sitting up in bed. He
motioned for the lieutenant and
Frank to leave me alone with him.

““You see, Plush,” he said, and his
voice sounded fuzzier than ever, and
weaker, too, “I was right the other
day; someone in this outfit is out to
get me. He must have put the stuff
in my glass when the courier came in.
Didn’t miss by much, at that. That’s
the sccond time. Plush?”

“Yes, sir?”

“If the son tries again, and he’s
Iuckier this time, don’t forget what
I told you about Lucette.”

“No, sir, I won't,”
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“I guess I owe Robinson a promo-
tion for this; remind me to put him in
for tomorrow.”

I didn’t tell the major what I was
thinking, that Robinson wouldn’t be
likely to thank him for having him
promoted. Not for a thing like that,
if you see what I mecan. The major
wouldn’t understand that Robinson’s
saving his life in 1945 had nothing to
do with T-5 Frank Robinson and
Major Walter Smith, Infantry, but
with a fellow who'd been dead for
maybe twenty-four hundred years;
a fellow by the name of Hippocrates.

On my way out, I asked the lieu-
tenant when the major would be back
at the office. He said to:morrow, that
there was nething serious. I thanked
him and he said that he wasn't the
one to ke thanked; the yeung T-5 le-
served all the credit, and that he
couldn’t have done any better if he,
the lieutenant. had been there him-
self,

As I walked back to the hotel, T did
some mere thinking. All of us had
teen there, including Novak. Even
Ginsberg could have done it, althheugh
I couldn’t quite see him as that kind
of a murderer. But then, I wasn’t any
criterion. There was only one person
I could eliminate for sure; that was
me. Maybe I'd know more when I had
the report from the analysis.

I went to my room. I didn’t quite
feel like facing the detachment just
then. When Frank became a doctor,
he took that oath, and personal feel-
ings about anyone needing medical
attention didn’t count. Feeling as I
did that one of them had just tried
to poison a man.

Chapton Five

Precautions

BT I SR
morning the
major seemed like a
different person,

partly, I suppose,
because he was cold
sober, and partly

because of what
' - he’d been through
the last few days. His face had lost

its ruddy tinge and was quite pale;
his thick red hair made it seem even
motre so. He walked more erect, too,
and his short, stubby figure seemed
to take on added stature and dignity.

During the morning, each of us re-
ceived a formal memo, to the effect
that there would be a meeting of the
entire detachment in the major's of-
tice that afternoon at two. We usually
closed the office on Saturday after-
noon anyway, except that there was
a charge of quarters, who took care
of any GIs or other business, on duty
until five.

We were all there promptly at two,
even Donovan, who usually made a
kind of virtue of being at least fif-
teen minutes late. The major hadn’t
shewn up yet, though: he was waiting
to make a dramatic entrance. 1 fig-
ured. As we waited for him, I looked
around at the ether members of the
detachment, sizing up each one, as a
soldier, as a human being, and as a
potential murderer.

Lieutenant Ginsberg sat straight in
nis chair, his dark face almost devoid
of expression. Ilis eyes still had
that twinkle, hard tfor a person to tell
what was going on behind them. He
caught my eye and winked solemnly
as if to sav: Held on to your hats,
hoys-—here we go! 1 don't know
whether 1t was because I liked him
and respected him, but I couldn’t im-
agine him taking a shot at a man, even
the major, behind his back, or putting
peison in his drink. Tentatively 1
crossed Ginsberg off my list.

Carter I wasn’t so sure about. He
sat sideways in his armchair with his
legs comfortably draped over one arm.
He was something over six feet tall
“There was a frown on his face and
his gray eyes looked thoughtful or
puzzled, I couldn’t tell which. Carter
I thought, was a man who knew
what he wanted and would not let
anything stand in his way. Anything?
That took in a lot of territory.

Dillon and Frank Robinson were
conversing in lew tones. Here and
there I caught a word. They were
talking about cars and trucks. Rob-
inson kept shaking his blond head
in disagreement. I certainly could not
picture this stocky New Hampshire
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pre-med student who talked about
Hippocrates and saved people’s lives
as the one who—doctors didn’t usual-
ly kill people; at least not on pur-
pose. In a whodunit, a form of litera-
ture to which I confess I am passion-
ately addicted, he would be suspect
number one. Saving the major's life
by using an emetic would be just the
sort of dodge calculated to throw sus-
picion elsewhere when the murder
really occurred. But it didn’t add up;
unless I was a lousy judge of charac-
ter. Which was not impossible, either.

Dillon was a big boy. He was tall
and broad and he gave the impression
of great strength of body, if not of
mind—the sort of person referred to
in the Army expression “strong back
and weak mind.” He hated the major
too, but not that much, I thought.
No, he didn't seem like the person I
was looking for either.

Sergeant Troy was perusing some
of the “poop” that had come down
from one of the numerous higher
headquarters—the  directives and
memos and information bulletins that
all had to be filed and forgotten, or
that required leg work and paper work
and dozens of important reports—in
triplicate, ot course, to be in by such
and such a date. Troy was smoking
his cigar. His pudgy frame fitted
snugly in his chair. I couldn’t see the
expression in his eyes behind their
rimless glasses. Troy was capable,
efficient. I couldn’t see him killing
anyone either. Certainly not in such
an inefficient way. Besides, he had
been in the office with me when the
shot had been fired, so that let him
out. Or did it?

Pat Donovan was reading the latest
New Yorker that had just been sent
to him. He was the sort of guy that
girls practically swoon cver. Not too
tall, well built, with curly, light
brown hair, always well dressed. In-
telligent. Good sense of humor, A
swell guy., But what did I really
know about any of them, for that mat-
ter?

This analysis was getting me no-
where fast, Try as I would, I could
not imagine any of these people as a
man who would shoot someone, even
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his own C.0., in the back, or dilute
his wine with poison, “Paul,” I said
to myself, “you may know a lot about
irregular Greek verbs and obscure
Latin elegiac poets, but you certain-
ly are one hell of a detective.”

HAD hardly finished making this

observation when the major came
in. We rose te our feet. He waved us
down, mutterzd, ‘“Rest,” lit a cig-
arette, and stood surveying us. He
was, as I have said, cold sober, for
the first time since I had known him.
He was correctly dressed, with his
ribbons and medals on, his tie neatly
tied, his tface clean-shaven. We =at
attentively waiting for him to begin,
Troy's report and Dornovan's New
Yorker forgotten, Robinson and Dil-
lon had ceased their argument. Carter
was sitting in his chair now.

The miajor cleared his throat and
began. “Men, I asked you here this
afternoon because I have some very
important matters to discuss with
you.”

He paused, took a couple of decep
drags, and went on, “When someone
took a potshot at me in the alley, you
thought it was a sniper. I knew darn
well it wasn't. Yesterday, whoever it
was tried again, Two attempts in
three days. Somebody is out to get
me ; and if whoever it is thinks I'm
going to take this lying down, he's
got another think coming. I'm not
saying anything about who I think
did it—I have a pretty good idea—"

E CAREFULLY avo: ued look-

ing at any one of w3, bt
his gaze concentrated on onc¢ of the
rafters in the low ceiling. “Zut that
will come later. I have a pretty good
idea of who's in back of this and what
he’s after. I just want %o let you all
know that I'm taking piecautions
from now on; I'm not poing to be
caught napping a third time. Cne of
you will taste all gy food from now
on. I want a complete list of the
whereabouts of every member of the
detachment at all times. I want to be
able to put my finger on each and
every oné of you at any moment of
the day—or night. Is that perfectly
clear?”
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He paused for an answer. but the
question was obviously a rhetorical
one,

“Just one more thing I want to tell
you all. I said before that I have my
suspicions. I want to tell the man who
tried to kill me -hat if anything
does happen to me, he’ll get what's
coming to him. Is that clear?”’

He took one last drag on his cigar-
ette before he flung it into the large
open fireplace.

“And when I say if anything hap-
pens to me, I mean just that. Any-
thing. I have left full instructions
with a certain party in the event that
aything does happen. I don’t want
to appear melodramatic, but this has
got to stop. I know damn well that
there are quite a few people in this
detachment who hate ruy guts. That’s
all right; as long as it doesn’t inter-
fere with the workings of the outfit,
I don’t give a hoot in Hell what your
personal feelings about me are. But
attempted murder of a C.O. doesn’t
come under line of duty, and it isn’t
good for the morale. Especially mine.
80 no more accidents. Okay, that’s all.
Sergeant Troy, I want a sign-out
sheet in the dining room. When any-
one in the detachment goes out, he
will sign out, saying where he is go-
ing, where he can be reached, and how
long he intends to stay. One more
thing. Until further notice, there will
be a ten o’clock curfew for all mem-
bers of the detachment, including the
officers. Anyone who fails to obey
this will be restricted to his room. All
right. You can go now.”

: E FILED out. That was the
longest, and certainly the most

coherent speech he had made in some
time. Donovan was just behind me,
and when we were out of earshot, he
turned to me. “Well, the old man
seems determined to handle this him-
self.”

“Still has the old stage presence,
huh?”

“What're you doing tonight, Paul?”

‘Oh, I don’t know. Nothing much, I
guess. Why, what did you have in
mind?”

“A little bridge. I'll ask Troy and
the lieutenant. Okay?”’

“Fine. What else can we do with
the curfew?”

“Right. About eight. My room. You
might stop by the brewery and get
another case of that twelve per cent
stuff if you haven’t anything better
to do.” I said I would and took off in
the jeep.

On the way to the brewery, which
was across the river, I stopped off at
the infirmary to see if the report
on the poison had come in. Lieuten-
ant Kilmer was not in, but he had left
the report in an envelope for me. I
broke the seal open, and quickly scan-
ned the paper. It was arsenic; enough

- arsenic to kill a man. I got the beer

and came back to the hotel. As I was
parking the jeep, the major stuck his
head out of his window and asked me
to come to his reom.

When I came in, he was sitting at
the window pounding away at the
typewriter. I suppressed a grin when
I saw the tattooing on his arm. “Yes,
sir?”

“Plush, the pill-roller lieutenant
said he’d have a rcport on the poison.
Would you—"

“I have it here, sir; I stopped on my
way to the brewery.” I gave him the
report.

“Arsenic, eh?” he said. “This bird
is playing for keeps. Well, so am L.”

“Major,” I said, “don’t you think it
would be better to let the proper
authorities handle this thing? This
is serious.”

“Hell’s bells, Plush! Don’t you
think I know it’s serious? That's why
I want to handle it in my own way. In
a couple more days I'll have all the
proof I need, and in the meantime I
intend to take damn good care of my-
gelf. I wonder—"

Donovan got in touch with Troy
and Ginsberg, and a little after eight
we were ceinted around a card table
in his room with plenty of cold bot-
tles of beer. We had all signed the
gign-out she<*, saying that we would
be in Corpcial Donovan's room for
the evening. The major locked him-
self in his room with Lucette.

“What do you think of this cur-
few?” I asked Troy. “Isn’t that one
for the birds?”

“For once he isn't just being chiclk-
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en, though,” Troy sald; “he has a
reason. Not that I think it’ll do any
good. Whoever this is seams to have
pretty well made up his mind.”

“What I said before still goes,”
said Pat Donovan. “It's my job to
try to stop him.”

“Are you sure it’s a him?”

We all looked at Ginsberg, who had
just come out with this rather start-
ling question.

“Well, that is—oh, I see what you
mean,” said Donovan. “Well, I'm not
saying that it's impossible, but on the
face of it, she doesn’t— Wait a min-
ute. Plush, will you play my hand
for me? I want to check on some-
thing,” He went out. He was back
in a few minutes, as the next hand
was being dealt. He offered no ex-
planation for his sudden exit and no
one asked for one. For my part, I was
satisfied that he knew his business.

Chapton Six

Achtung Minen!

AVE you ever
noticed how
the lapse of time
sort of sifts events
and causes and re-
sults and allows you
to see them in their
true perspective?
That’s what hap-
pened v.rith the events of those days
of August. When they were hap-
pening to us, they seemed to be all
jumbled and hap-hazard, but now,
these same events seem to have
taken on the precision of a play of
Sophocles and the relentless, inevita-
ble logic of a Bach fugue.

The major was taking all the pre-
cautions he said he would take. He
did not eat from any dish that had
not been tasted by one of us. Satur-
day night, it was Robinson; Sunday
breakfast he had in his room, where
Lucette did the honors. I was the
lucky guy who was allowed to sam-
ple the royal banquet at dinner Sun-
day. The major made it clear that he
would not go out alone after dark,
and in the sign-out sheet, he had an

adequate check on our daytime where-
abouts.

That afternoon it was sunny, but
not excessively hot. I wanted to be
alone and think. I signed the sheet,
saying I was going for a walk on the
river bank and would be back in time
for supper. Troy and Robinson
stayed in their rooms. Dillon had te
go to Munich again on an errand. The
others had not signed the sheet when
I left. Carter and Donovan said they
were going to work on Fragebogens
at the office. Ginsberg had a date
with a girl named Marya, a DP he
had met at a concert the week be-
fore. She was Polish, dark, and very
pretty. The major had said, at din-
ner, that he was going to take a trip
to the village of Oberpfannkuchen,
fifteen miles away, to sce about in-
stalling a new Burgomecister. The
last one had had the extiremely bad
taste to die, and over the week-end,
at that; according to the major, this
was an unpardonable offense. He
didn’t have to go himself, but he
always liked to put on a show of au-
thority when he could.

LEFT THE hotel shortly after
. dinner, took a copy of Herodotus
along, to browse through. After walk-
ing along the bank for over an hour,
I sat down on a rock and began to
leaf through some of the familiar
stories. I don’t think there has ever
been a story-teller who could beat
Herodotus, althQugh possibly a few
have equailed him. I was struck by
the close parallels between what was
happening here and now and the stor-
fés of Croesus and Polycrates—the
stories of men wbo had too much
money or pride or too much of some-
thing, and how this led to the sin of
Hypris, and was inevitably follewed
by the vengeance of the gods. Wasn’t
that almost exactly the same thing
that was happening here? How Hero-
dotus would have loved to tell the
story of Major Smith bringing down
on himself the wrath of Zeus!
Suddenly I was aroused from these
idle fancies by the sound of voices
and laughter. In another minute
Lieutenant Ginsberg and Marya
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came up the path. He was explain-
ing some of the New Yorker cartoons
to her and she was laughing merrily.
They stopped and greeted me.

“Mind if we join you for a while?”
asked Ginsberg

“Not at all,” said I gallantly.

“I’ve been trying to teach Marya
something about American civiliza-
tion,” he said, waving the New York-
er.
They sat down. “How’s she doing
as a pupil?”

“Not bad. Not bad at all. Better
than some members of our organiza-
tion.” And he waved his hand in the
major's familiar gesture.

He was refciring to the time we
had shown one of the Charles Ad-
dams cartoons to Dillon—the one
with the gruesome nursery, the Dra-
cula-like father playing *“This little
piggy” with his consumptive-iooking
daughter, and finishing off: * this
little piggy cried ‘Wee, wee, wee’ all
the way home. And this little pig-
gy...”” Dillon had looked at the car-
toon very seriously, scratching his
head, and had {finally walked away,
saying, “I don't see what’s so funny
about it, unless she has six toes.” We
had groaned, and the incident had
become a sort of classic example of
humorlessness.

", ARYA took the magazine and
A began to study it happily. The
lieutenant came closer to me and said
in low tones, “Say, Paul, who do you
think is behind this?”

“The major, you mean?”

“ch.”

“I don't know. It’s hard.to say.
Yesterday, when we were waiting for
His Majesty to show up, I tried to
visualize each one as the—the—"

“I kind of thought that’s what you
were doing.”

“Hell, was it as obvious as all that?”
I asked. “Or are you getting psychic
in your old age?”

“A little of each, I guess. As a mat-
ter of fact, I was tyging to do the
same thing rpyself. Tell me, Paul how
do I shape up as a murderer?”

Well, Leutnant, I dunno. Motive, a
plus. Opportunity, a minus. Charac-
ter—well—

“Oh nuts, Ginsberg, you know I
don’t think it was you any more than
you think it was me,” I said ungram-
matically.

He became more serious. “Yes,
that's true. But, seriously, who do
you think it was?”

“Frankly, I haven’'t been very suc-
cessful at casting anyone in the role.”

“How about Carter?”

“I suppose if it had to be one, he
isn't more unlikely than anyone else.
But I just can’t seem to—"

“] know exactly what you mean.”
He was silent for a moment. “I bet
I know who the Old Man suspects,
though.”

“Who?"

“Are you kidding?”

“No, really. Who?”

“Me,”

I don’t know why it should have
been so surprising, really, but you
could have knocked me over with a
blank Fragebogen. After a little
while, it semed very logical that he
gshould suspect Ginsberg. “Why, the
lousy— What about Novak? Or
Troy?”

“Troy? I think not. He wouldn’t
make such a mess of it. He would
never be so inefficient.”

“Pamn it, Leutnant, you are get-
ting psychic! That’s exactly what I
thought about Troy.”

“Novak I'm not se sure about.
There’s something shifty about him.”

“He’d have as good a motive as any-
body, too.”

“How about the others?”

“I dont know. I just can’t see the
whole thing. I mean, talking about
killing someone is one thing, but
shooting him or putting poison in his
glass—I just can’t="

“Neither can I. But someone did.”

And that summed up the thing
pretty neatly. Someonz did. We
didn’t get much further with this
conversation, because just then Mar-
ya brcke in to show us a Peter Arno
cartoon. Shortly afterwards the two
of them got up and walked off. She
was a nice kid.

I went back to Herodotus, but I
couldn’t concentrate. The immediate
problem of Hybris and retribution
seemed to be pushing the other out
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of my mind. I knocked the ashes out
of my pipe and made my way back
to the hotel. The river was quite love-
ly in the afternoon sun, with its lazy,
limpid waters near the banks, and the
swifter current in the middle. Soon
I could hear the dull roar of the falls,
and it wasn’t long before the house-

tops and the little church on the hill -

¢ould be seen again,

S I WALKED across the old

square, I saw Herr Preisel come
out of the Rathaus and run toward
the building where our offices were.
He seemed to be very agitated. He saw
me, and motioned that he was going
up to our office. I decided to follow
him, partly out of native curiosity,
partly because I figured he would
need an interpreter. Maybe I had
some slight premonition, too. I'm not
sure. It all happened so quickly.

I hurried up the stairs, arriving a
gecond or two behind Preisel. He
was a tall, grizzled man of about six-
ty. He had been an ordinary policeman
for over twenty-five years, long be-
fore Hitler, and had not been promot-
ed. That spoke for his honesty, and
since he was an intelligent man with
an excellent record, we had made him
chief of police.

Donovan was in the office. “What’s
up?” he asked.

“I am afraid something bad has
happened. I have just received a re-
port from Huber, the chief of police
in Unterkuhfladen. He was riding on
his bicycle and—"

“Herr Preisel,” 1 said, as gently as
possible, “you can tell us the minor
details later. What happened?”

“Huber says that there has been an
explosion—he thinks a mine—on the
bridge between there and Oberpfann-
kuchen.”

Oberpfannkuchen! Donovan and I
looked at each other. I think we both
guessed instantly.

“We'd better go out and take a
look-see,” said Donovan. “Want to
get the jeep, while I get Carter? As
public safety officer, this is his
baby.”

N LESS than two minutes, Car-
ter, Donovan, Preisel and I were

in the jeep. We made the fifteen
miles in about as many minutes,
which was pretty good going for
those road.. Carter was driving and
Preisel and I were sitting in back.
Over the roar of the wind in our ears,
he told me more of the story.

This Huber had been riding on his
bicycle when he heard an explosion.
He made his way as quickly as possi-
ble to the bridge, an old wooden one
between the two villages. There had
been a big explosion. The bridge, he
said, was demolished. And there had
been an automobile on the bridge.
Huber said it looked like a Mercedes.
That bridge was on the major’s road,
and he had taken the Mercedes that
afternoon.

Preisel had just finished telling
me, and I had relayed it piecemeal to
Carter and Donovan, when we saw
smoke. We came out of the woods to
where the little bridge had been.
There was the car all right. It was
pretty well consumed. Whoever was
in it—-and there wasn't much doubt
who it was—had never had a chance.
The explosion, the crash, then the
fire—

Carter went to work on the wreck-
age with the fire extinguisher we had
in the jeep, and pretty soon it was
under control. There wasn’t much
left, either of the car or the major.

I can still close my eyes and see
that scene in all its horrible clarity,
after almost two years. The remains
of the car were twisted and charred.
Fragments of bridge were all around
the place. A crowd of curious Ger-
mans had begun to gather. There was
an old sign that said Achtung Minen!
and that had been uprooted and
thrown several hundred feet into the
air.

After the fire had been put out, we
tried to find the major. There wasn’t
much left of him. Scattered all over
the place we found a few pieces of
things that at least told us who it
was, as if there had been any doubt.
His gold leaves. One dog tag. What
was left of his helmet, with the little
round hole in it that had been made
only a couple of days before. And
we found something more. We found

_part of an arm, with tattooing on it.
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The last two digits in his serial
number were the only parts that
could be clearly recognized, but there
they were, all right.

That was all we found that could
be identified. It was not a very pretty
sight, even after some of the other
things I had witnessed. We all felt a
little sick.

REISEL said, “Huber thinks it

must have been an old mine.
This bridge is not much used and
Huber thinks—"

“I don’t think it was mine, Preisel.
The major went over this bridge
plenty of times. So did Dillon. Be-
sides, the engineers have been over
all these roads and bridges for mines
months ago. It wasn’t a mine.”

Carter said, “Well, I guess this is
it. He never knew what hit him.”

I didn’t say anything about what
Carter had said about miracles. It
didn’t seem in very good taste. In-
stead, I asked. “There isn't any pos-
sibility—I mean, any doubt—"

“None at all,” said Carter. The dog
tag would be enough. There've been
plenty of our boys buried just on
the evidence of the dog tags. Besides,
the arm with the tattoqing— No,
there isn’t any doubt.”

It was a little awkward. I couldn’t
feel anything at all. No grief, anger,
shock; on the other hand, no jubila-
tion either. I think I just felt a lit-
tle numb.

Carter went on, “Well, I guess that
kinda puts me in the driver’s seat.
Temporary, anyway. We’d better git
back to town and break the news to
1i.e rest of the boys. Let's put the
remains in back.”

That wasn’t a very pleasant job
either. We gathered up all we could,
put it in the back of the jeep, and
left Preisel there to disband the Ger-
mans. The three of us sat in front.

“I think we’d better have a meeting
of the detachment in my room after
chow,” said Carter. “We have a num-
ber of things to discuss that won't
keep till tomorrow. Plush, will you
notify the rest of the men?”

“Okay, sir.”

*Never mind that ‘sir’ stuff. I reck-

on we've all had just about enough of
that.”

“lI guess we have, at that.”

“And one more thing, Plush.”

“Mesi”

“Take down that darn sign-out
shect. Dont reckon we’ll be needing
it any more.”

PART TWO
Variation on a Funeral March

Chapter Swen

t Mortem
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was telling
#%# Plush here,” Carter
#; began, “things are

goin’ to be different
from now on. A lot
2 different. Sign-out
sheet down? Good.
/ﬁ For the time being,
until we have word to the contrary
from higher up, I'm taking charge.”
We were grouped around the large
table in Carter’s room. There was an
informality about this meeting that
had never marked any previous meet-
ings of the detachment. The seven of
us were there. Donovan had gone
over to Novak’s quarters to tell him
to come to the meeting, but he had
been unable to find him. No one had
seen Novak all day, for that matter.
“I reckon we can relax a little bit
on this here military courtesy, ex-
ceptin’ when there are other officers
or men around,” Carter said. “We've
all seen enough chicken to last us the
rest of our natural lives, I guess.”

“Now, there are three things we
have to sort of discuss this evenin’—
The first, and most immediate is,
what are we goin’ to do with the re-
mains? The second—wait a second,
Troy, we’ll discuss each one indivi-
dually after I get done. The second
is, what are we goin’ to tell the au-
thorities? Are we goin’ to call in the
Criminal Investigation Division, or
what? The third is—and this, I
might add, is the most important—
what are we goin’ to do about the
whole thing? I mean, there’s no doubt
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that the old son had it comin’ to him.
But on the other hand, the means
taken aren’t exactly in accordance
with the most civilized proccdures.
Well, that’s about all I got to say
right now. Let's conduct this thing
as democratically as possible.”

Donovan said, ‘‘““Does—did he have
any relatives or anything that any-
one knows about?”’

Troy answer, “Not married. No
near relatives. I checked up in the
files. There’s some sort of a distant
cousin in Ohio. He’ll have to be no-
tified. As far as the immediate dis-
position of the remains is concerned,
I think we’ll have to do the same as
when a person gets killed in action.”

“Yes,” said Carter. “We’ll bury
what’s left tomorrow afternoon.”

“Also,” Troy went on, “Graves Re-
gistration Division, QM Denartment,
has to be notified within a specified
time oi the whole business, location
of grave, and so on.”

HERE WAS a knock on the
door. Carter oncned it and there
was Lucette. She looked very white.
“Ees eet true, what I have hear?”
“I’'m sorry, Lucette. He never knew
what hit him.”
“What are you going to do?”
“Do? Well, I'll be CO for the time
being, if that's what you mean.”
“No, I mean weeth.. ”

“We’ll have a funeral tomorrow.

You'd better get some flowers, Lu-
cette.”

She nodded dumbly, and went out.
Y didn’t want to speak to her just
then about what the major had told
me. Not in front of the others. I made
a mental note to do it the next day.

“Plush,” said Carter, “you’d better
contact that priest tomorrow to get
him to conduct the funeral. I don’t
think it matters very much what the
majot’s religion was. Besides, I don’t
even know. Okay. So much for that

art.”” He paused and lit a cigarette.
‘Now, what do we tell the Munich
people and headquarters and so on?
Who has any ideas?”

“Well,” said Ginsberg slowly, “I
was just wondering. Do we have to
tell them all the circumstances of the
affair? I megan—well, why couldn’t it

have been an accident? There was a
sign that said '‘Beware of Mines” at
the bridge. It wasn’t a bridge that was
used very much. I don’t exactly like
the idca of washing our dirty linen
out in public.”

“Yes, I see what you mean.” Carter
nodded. “How do the rest of you feel
about this?”

“I agree with Lieutenant Ginsberg,”
I said. “I'd like to see if we can find
out for ourselves what happened, be-
fore we start calling in the C. I. D.
and having the place all full of brass.”

The others nodded approval. Troy
added, “I would want to make sure
that we are doing something to find
out who killed him ourselves before
VUE: B,

“We're comin’ to that, Troy,” Car-
ter reminded him. “That’'s the third
part. What we want to decide now
is what to tell headquarters. Well, if
there's no mcre discussion about this
part of it, I suggest that you, Troy,
draft a letter in the morning to the
Munich team. Tell tliem about the
—uh—deplorable accident that our
beloved commanding officer has met
with, and what we are doing about
it. I would omit any reference to the
other two—accidents which prededed
it. Like you men said, I'd like to
make certain about my dirty linen
before washing it in public.”

Troy jotted down a few words on
his pad.

“Now we come to the more import-
ant and more difficult problem,” said
Carter, ‘“of what we ourselves in-
tend to do about it.” iie inhalcd deep-
ly. “What are your ideas on that?”

“I say, good riddance,” said Dillon.
“Look. We all hated him; no use
pretending we didn’t. Now someone
has saved us the trouble of applying
for transfer or sending for the in-
spector-general. What are we going
to do about it? Nothing, I say. Let’s
just thank our lucky stars it hap-
pened, that’s all.”

“I don't know but what I agree,”
said Robinson. “I know it sounds
funny, my saying this, after what hap-
pened the other day with the poison,
but that's all past. He's dead and it
won’'t do any good if we hunt down
the guy who did it whoever it was,
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he’s just done us a favor and it would
be very ungracious of us to—"

“But you don’t see,” said Donovan,
it isn’t just a question of favors., A
man has been murdered; someone else
decided to take the matter of life
and death into his own hands. How-
ever much I approve of the result, I
do not approve of the manner or the
idea behind it. Just suppose,” he
turned to Dillon, “that this person,
whoever he is, decides next that yeu,
Dillon, are unfit to live and a menace
to society. Then what?”

“Well, but that’s different,”” Dillon
replied.

“Why is it different? Because it's
you instead of the major? What kind
of logic is that?” Donovan was be-
coming more heated than I had ever
seen him before. “No. I say we've got
to find out who did this. When a
person takes the law into his own
hands, he is not to be trusted.”

“I agree entirely with you. When
I said before that I didn’t want this
to come out into the open yet, it
wasn’t because I thought it should
end here.” I said. “I'd like to help
whoever is going to investigate the
matster. The major told me something
about his suspicions before he died.
I'd like to check up or one or two
things first.” Lucette, T meant.

INSBERG and Troy nodded in

accord. Carter said, “Well, I
guess that settles it. Before I com-
mit myself about what’s to be done,
I'd like to have more of the facts of
the case. Donovan, you and I will
investigate as best we can. Any help
from any of the rest of you” —he
looked at me— *“will be most wel-
come.” He threw his cigarette away.
“T have a couple more things to say
while I'm on the subject. The major
was concerned with the possibility of
black market activities; I think that
will bear investigation. There are two
things we’ve got to find out. One is
whe and the other is why. They are
both important. I have my suspicions
but I don’t want tosay anything about
them yet, because it might be em-
barrassm’ if I turned out to be wrong
I want to know where everyone in the
detachment, including the secretaries

and Lucette and Novak—where the
hell is Novak, anyway? I want to
know where each of them was this
afternoon when someone took that
shot at the major, when was it? My
Gawd! Wednesday! Seems like long-
er. Okay. Wednesday afternoon when
the shot was fired at the major. Fri-
day noon. I want to know about the
possibilities of getting the poison.
And I want a complete check on the
activities of as! the personnel today
——not just in the afternoon, but all
day. Got that Donovan?"

Donovan nodded.

The licutenant went on. “One of
us, or one of the girls, or Novak, has
murdered a nian. This is a very seri-
ous thing. I hated the major just as
inucli-as, "the, Test¥of .you "did.”=He
paused, and a frown came over his
tace. Maybe he remembered the time
he’d had to repair the major’s car, or
the initial humiliation over the tent.
“But it’s my job, both as acting com-
manding officer and as public safety
officer, to find eut who did it. All of
us are under suspicion. I have one
or two ideas, but I'm not sayin’ any-
thing.”

“One more thing,” said Donovan,
“has to be checked up on.”

“What's that?”

“I think I’'ll wait and do a little
sleuthing en my own before I men-
tion it to anybody, Lieutenant.”

“Okay. That's up to you, Dono-
van. But if you have any information,
I ought to know about it.

“This isn’t information, it's just a
hunch. As soon as I know anything
definite, I'll tell you, sir.”

“Let's cut out that ‘sir’ stuff. I'm
as sick of it as all of you are.” Car-
ter lit another cigarette and tossed
the match out of the open window.

“Hear, hear!” said Troy.

“Now, before we break up, just for
the record, I want to ask if anyone
will admit to havin’ killed the major.
I don’t make any promises, but I
think I can say it’ll go a lot easier
than if we have to find it out the hard
way. And don’t anyone make any
mistakes about that; we will find it
out. It may take a day, or a week or
a month, but we will find out in the
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end. I've had a little experience in
this kind of thing.”

No one spoke. You could hear the
leaves rustling in the tree outside the
window.

“Well,” said Carter, “no one want
to confess?”

He waited for perhaps five seconds.

ARTER said quietly, “Any of us
could have done it. I could have
done it myself, only I didn’t. Lieu-
tenant Ginsberg could have done it.”
“I didn’t. Sure, I hated his guts,”
said Ginsberg, “but I plead ‘not
guilty’ to that one. Besides, I was
with Plush this afternoon.”

“That right, Plush?” Carter want-
ed to know.

“Yes. He was with me.”

“Well, that doesn’t necessarily let
either of you out. We got to check
on all these things.”

“I could have killed him,” Troy
volunteered, “but I didn’t. I wouldn’t
have been such a damn fool about it,
anyway. If I had shot him, I wouldn’t
have missed; if I had poisoned him, I
wouldn’t have had to try again. No,
I didn’t kill him.”

“Don’t go getting the idea that I
had anything to do with this,” said
Dillon, “just because of what I said
before.”

“I'm not gettin’ any ideas—yet,”
said Carter.

“Well, unless you want to make a
detective story plot out of this,”
Robinson said, “you can’t possibly
think I did it. After all, I did save
his life.”

“That doesn’t let you out either,
Robinson.”

“Well, for crying out loud—"

“Now look, I'm not accusing you;
I'm not accusing anybody. All I said
was that nobody has a completely
clean slate yet. Any of us could have
done it.”

“Just for the record,” I said, “I
didn’t.”

Donovan added. “Lieutenant, I'll
let you in on a big secret. Neither
did 1.”

“Well, that makes six denials.
Seven, countin’ me. All right. Sup-
posin’ every one of us is tellin’ the
truth, which is possible, who does

that leave? Lucette? Possible. The
office girls? Possible, but not at all
likely.”

“How about Novak? asked Troy.
“He was awfully burned up at the old
man the other day.”

I remembered how Novak had gone
into the major's office grinning and
how he had come out a few minutes
later. What Troy said was an under-
statement.

“I'd like to know a lot more about
Novak. Where in hell is he, anyway?”

“He was there the day the poi-
son—" began Robinson.

“I'm not forgettin' anything,” said
Carter; “I know damn well he was
here; that’s why I'm anxious to find
out where he is now. That's one
more thing we got to do. Find Novak.
I'll1 admit that his bein’ gone now it
makes him the most likely suspect,
but—" :

“Let’'s be fair about this,” I said.
He isn’t gone; he’s just not in his
room. He could be anywhere, could
have gone for a walk or visiting,
could have had a date, or any one of
a dozen things. Just because he isn’t
there doesn’t mean that he’s got to
be the one.”

“Keep your shirt on, Plush. Don’t
you suppose I know that? I was
about to say that he looks like a good
suspect, but we’d need a lot more evi-
dence before we try to pin anything
on him.”

I nodded, but didn’t say anything
Jnore.

“Well, that’s about all,” Carter
said. “It’s gettin’ late and I think I'll
hit the sack. Don’t forget about the
letter, Troy, and, Plush, you’d better
see the priest first thing tomorrow
mornin’., And for Gawd’s sake, don’t
say anything about this to anyone
else. The major was killed in an acci-
dent; don’t anyone forget that. A
very regrettable accident. Don’t say
anything, anything at all, about the
other two attempts, or about what
we’ve discussed here this evenin’. Not
to the Germans, not to the DPs, not
to officers, GIs or anyone. Donovan
and I will start investigatin’ tomor-
row. Better all get a good night’s
sleep. We got a lot of work ahead
of us.”
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He got up, yawned, and threw his
butt out of the window. The rest of
us got up, too, and filed out of the
room.

Donovan tapped me on the shoul-
der as I was about to enter my room.
“You're not going to bed right away,
are you, Paul?”

“No, I'll probably read and listen
to the radio for a while. Why?”

“Mind if I drop in on you in about”
—he looked at his watch—"half or
three-quarters of an hour?”

“Hell, no. What’s up?”

“Tell you later.”

Chaptor Light

Mozart And Suspicions

AT ABOUT
ten forty-five
that evening, I
- was comfortably
ensconced in my
armchair with a bot-
tle of beer, listen-
ing to the radio. I
always used to lis-
ten to the programs from Salz-
burg, especially when they had
the annua! Mozart Festival. That
night they were broadcasting Don
Giovanni, which is my favorite opera,
as well as practically my favo:ite
music. They had just gotten to the
part where the Commendatore knocks
at the door and the terrified Lepo-
rello runs and hides, when someone
knocked at my door. I said, “Come
in,” and Donovan did so.

I motioned him to a chair. He
helped himself to seme beer and,
since he was also a lover of music,
he said nothing until some minutes
later, when the performance was
over, the wicked Don having been
snatched away by the spirits of evil
for his crimes and his refusal to re-
pent, and the other six having fin-
ished off the story by pointing out
the moral in a brilliant sextet.

“Reminds me a little of the major,”
said Donovan.

“What sacrilege!” I replied.

“Superficially, anyway. Both are
carried off amid displays of fire-

works, as a result of their misdeeds.”

“You’ve got something there, Pat.
I wonder what Lucette would have
to say about that analogy.”

“Now that,” said Donovan, “Is an
interesting idea.”

“And speaking of Lucette,” I said,
“that reminds me. I've got to see her
in the morning.”

“What for? To comfort her in her
bereavement?”

“Pat, did anyone ever tell you you
have a very nasty mind?"

“Yes, but don’t let that stop you.
Go on. Flatter me. I love it.”

“Besides, where do you get that
‘bereavement’ stufi? Don’t kid your-
self. Lucette didn’t like him any more
trust the rest of us.”

“Well, then, what do you have to
see her for? Don’t you know that she
comes under the head of equipment
for the detachment commander?”

“Carter, huh? I guess you’re right,
at that. Well, I have to see her, be-
cause the major, may he rest in no
peace at all, wanted me to.”

“How’s that?”

“You heard me. Twice he told me,
once on Wednesday, once on Friday.
Once after each of the attempts.”

“Told you what?”

“That if anything should happen to
him, I was to contact Lucette for in-
structions.”

“Lucette, eh? That’s queer.”

“I thought so too. Guess he didn’t
trust the rest of us.”

“If it comes to that, how come he
trusted you?”

“That what I asked him. And he
said that the rest of the guys all
hated his guts—”

“And you didn’t?”

“He seemed to think not, although
I believe I mentioned something of
the sort to him. Anyway, that’s what
he said. Twice.”

“Hm. Wonder what those instruc-
tions are. I guess we ought to tell
Carter about this but—"

ONOVAN sat in silence for a

moment. “You know, this is a

hell of a thing for me to be sayinq‘

and I know it won’t go any further.
‘“Heck, of ¢ourse not.”
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“But I don’t quite trust him. Can’t
put my f{finger on anything, but
there’s something about him that
seems a little fishy. How much ex-
perience has he had investigating
murders, as a ‘deputy sheriff,’ for
instance?”

“I know what you mean. Sometimes
I feel the same way about him.”

“Well, that’s what I want to see
you about, Paul. I thought that if we
could work on this thing together,
you and I, we might really get some-
where. I don’t tiiink for a minute
Carter will ever figure it out.”

+Nemsherhdo . L

“Who do you suppose he meant
when he said he had his suspicions?”

“I don’t know why, but I think it
was Ginsberg.”

“Yes. So do I. How do you feel
about the good leutnant?”

“Ginsberg? INope. He doesn’t seem
the type to go around poisoning and
shooting people in the back.”

“Type? What do you mcan, type?
Some of the worst and most hardened
criminals look like Sunday School
teachers or—"

“Or Latin professors. Is that what
you were going to say?”

“No, but it'll do. Anyway, now that
I've said that there’s ne such thing
as a ‘type’ of murderer, I'll contra-
dict myself and say that I don’t think
Ginsberg could have done it either.
Not the mentality that goes with
that sort of crime.”

“Now who's being a professor?” I
said. “Anyway, we’re agreed that it
wasn’t Ginsberg. Funny—" I broke
off, remembering how Ginsberg had
told me, that same afternoon, that the
major suspected him of the attempts.

“What's funny?”

“Ginsberg knew the major suspect-
ed him, teo.”

“Hm. Well, anyway, Paul, what do
you think of my idea?”

“Sounds all right to me. Only I
don’t think I'll be much use.”

“Wel], leok who’s going modest all
of a sudden. Come now, Paul. Tell
the truth for a change. You know
darned well that, deep down, you’ve
always fancied yourself as an ama-
teur Sherlock Holmes. Now haven't
you?”

“All right. You win. Only yester-
day I decided that I was not such a
hot detective; I kept looking at ev-
eryone trying to figure out who had
done it.”

“Tihat doesn't take a detective. It
takes a clairvoyant.”

“If you think I could be any help,
I'll be glad to try.”

“Good. The first thing is for you
to see Lucette in the morning. Don’t
tell Carter. We’'ll meet every night
and compare notes.”

“You make it sound like Catiline’s
conspiracy.”

“Ha ha. I bet you thought I didn’t
know who Catiline was.”

“Wel}, I--"

“As a matter of fact, I don’t. But
getting back to the issue at hand, I'll
try to check up on Nowak and the
girls in the office. By the way, I was
just over to Novak’s place. He still
hasn’t come in. No one there has seen
him since yesterday.”

“What about Novak? Do you think
he had anything to do with it?”

“Oh, so now you're getting suspi-
cious of Novak? And after what you
said to Lieutenant Carter?”

TAPPED my fingers on the radio,

reflectively. “Not really suspi-
cious. I'm just wondering. After all,
the major as much as said right out
that he thought Novak was involved
in the black market business. If he
thought the major was about to ex-
pose him, that would give him a good
motive. If anyone needed any special
motive ”

“Well, I'll try to check on him,
Then there’s one other thing we have
to dig up information about. This
black market. See what you can find
out about that. Do a little discreet
prying among the Germans. You can
do that better than any of the rest
of us.”

SROgcr S,

“And try not to let Carter know
when you speak to Lucette. I don’t
want him to know too much before
we do.”

“He isn’t going to like this, Pat.”

“You're damned right he isn't.
That, my dear P., is why he must not
find out.”
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So Donovan didn’t trust Carter
either, That was very interesting.

Chapton Ning

The Major's Last Word

AWOKE with a
start. It took a
little while for the
g¥ € gl tsg off g the
previous day te
straigliten th e m-
selves out in my
head. I am not one
e 488 of those people who
can walie up, clear and brilliant, with
their minds in perfect working order.
It always takes me a few minutes to
focus on things. Today it took even
longer.

Then I remembered what the major
had told me. I must see Lucette, {ind
out from her what the major’s instruc-
tions were. Also, I must contact the
Stadtpfarrer and make arrangements
for the funeral. Better ask him to get
in touch with a gravedigger. And a
carpenter. A box. A very small box.

Quickly I dressed and shaved. I left
word at the office that I wouldn’t be
in until later, and told Gretel to take
the desk.

I took out the jeep and went over
to the Stadtpfarrkirche. It was one of
the few churches in that part of the
coantry that did not have that onion-
shaped top. This one had a plain
pointed spire. Inside, the architecture
was late baroque—very ornate carved
wooden statues, painted ceiling, and
so forth. I found the priest inside. He
suggested that we go out and sit on
the bench under the big shade tree.

“I think I can guess why you have
come, Herr Plush,” he began. “In
fact, I was expecting you.”

“You have heard?”

“My friend, it is my business to
hear what takes place in my parish.
Otherwise I should not be an efficient
priest.” He looked up at the branches
of the tree, where a bird was in seng.
His face looked very kind, but very
tired. “Yes, I have heard about the
unfortunate accident.” Was it my
imagination, or did he pause ever so
slightly before the word “accident?”

“Everyone has heard of it. News trav-
els fast in a town like this.”

“And what do the people say?”

“What should they say? The usual
things. That he was a good and kindly
and wise man and that they are very
sorry for the Amerikanischen Solda-
ten. Then they are saying other things
too, things that you., my son, would
not wish to hear from me.”

“l can imagine.”

“Yes. Well, I will not be so hypo-
critical as to say that I am sorry. I
know you would not want me to. You
will think it the ravings of a foolish
old priest, but I seem to see the work-
ings of God’s hand in this affair.”

DID NOT say anything to him

. tayindicate, that, i , it ‘was| thé
work of the Almighty, He had at least
received some very concrete help
from a human being. I didn’t think
it was necessary or advisable.

“What I have to come to see you
about, Herr Stadtpfarrer, is the ar-
rangements for the funeral. Lieute-
nant Carter—by the way, he is going
to be the new commanding officer—"

“Oh, yes. I do not know the lieute-
nant. Is he the tall one with the mild
gray eyes?”

“Yes. That's the one.”

“He seems like a reasonable man.”

“He *is.  He; will be| a’ great 'im-
provement. Well, he wants us to hold
the funeral this afternoon. He asked
me to make the necessary arrangement
with you.”

“Was the major of my faith?”

"I don’t think so; but does it mat-
ter? Nothing very elaborate. just a
simple service. I'll let you know the
location later. Oh, and could you man-
age to get a grave-digger? And we’ll
need a carpenter, too. To make the
coffin. I'll be around later in the
morning, say a little before lunch.
Could you please take care of these
things for us?”

“Certainly, Herr Plush. I shall be
most happy to.”

I was going to ask him something
about the black market, but I thought
I'd better wait and get in touch with
Preisel first, and see what Donovan
had succeeded in digging up.

“How big must this coffin be?” he
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asked. I did some rapid calculating
and told him.

Well, that took care of the funeral
for the time being. When I got back
to the office, I went into the major’s
—I mean to Carter’s office and asked
him about the location. He called
Troy into the office and we discussed
various possibilities. We finally de-
cided on a little hill on the outskirts
of town. I told them about having
seen the priest and about the carpen-
ter and gravedigger.

“Good enough. Troy, have you got
that letter to HQ?”

“Yes, Lieutenant. Here it is.”

“Tell you what. I think I'll drive
into Munich and report in person.
May save us getting a lot of brass
down here when we least expect it.
Have you got the other letter—the
one to Graves Registration?”

“That’s on your desk.”

“On my—Oh, yes, here it is. Troy,
what would I do without you?”

Troy didn’t answer that one.

“Plush,” said Carter, “you’d better
stick with this funeral business. See
the grave-diggers. See the carpenter
about a cross, too. He was a Protes-
tant, by the way.”

“How did you know?”

“Hell of a detective you are. I
looked at his dog tag, of course.”

“And I never thought of that.”

“Now, if I was the major, I'd say
that that was why you are an enlisted
man and I am an officer. Anyway,
better take Lucette with you. She
wants to pick some flowers, and Troy
is tied up here in the office, Dillon's
goin’ in to Munich with me, and Rob-
inson and Donovan are busy here too.
Cheer her up. Talk French to her.
But don’t try to cut me out, because
if you—" He stopped because it was
unnecessary to go on. I laughed and
said she wasn't my type. Carter called
up the hotel and told them to tell Lu-
cette that I'd be around to pick her
up in half an hour.

EANWHILE I went into the
public safety office where 1

found Donovan buried behind a gi-
gantic pile of Fragebogens. He was
trying to clear some of the more im-
mediate denazification work, to al-

low himself to pursue his sleuthing.

“I had an idea this morning, I'll
try to sound out the priest on this
black market business. What do you
think of that?” I asked.

“Good idea. But don’t say anything
about it to Carter.”

“Of course not.”

“Something else we’ll have to take
care of. Hempel.”

“Oh gosh, yes. I forgot all about
him. He certainly can’t stay in. But
who would be the person to replace
T

“I have an idea about that too. The
only really honest and intelligent man
in the place. Can’t you guess who I
mean?”

I thought a minute. “Not Preisel?”

“Why not? I'm going to suggest
it -hok Carter:"

“You’ll have to wait till he gets
back from Munich.” I told him brief-
ly about the lieutenant’s plans. “And,”
I added, “he’s playing right smack
into my hand. He asked me to take
Lucette out and cheer her up; this is
my chance to find out about the ma-
jor’s instructions.”

“That’s swell. And you'll be away
from the office too.”

“That’s the beauty of it.”

“Well, good luck, Paul.”

“Thanks. So long.”

By the time I got to the hotel Lu-
cette was ready and waiting for me
in the garage. She looked very nice
indeed that morning. She was wearing
a blue sweater and a kind of check-
ered skirt. She had almost no make-
up on—she didn’t need it. There was
a wide blue ribbon around her hair.

“Hop in, Lucette.” I spoke in
French to her. My French was by no
means perfect, but it was certainly
better than her English.

Before we set out for the country,
I went to the church again and told
the Stadtfarrer about the arrange-
ments for the funeral. It was settled
—the location, the time—four o’clock
that afternoon. He had taken care of
the carpenter and grave-digger. I
made a mental note to ask him about
black market possibilities later.

Then Lucette and I headed for the
open country. We drove a long way

~out before either of us said anything.
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As had been the case the week before
with Ginsberg, the fresh air and the
wind served to lessen the tension, en-
abled us to breathe more freely.

We stopped in a little valley about
eight or ten miles west of town, Not
east, in the direction of Munich, but
west. We gathered great bunches of
wild flowers—daisies, forget-me-neots,
and other flowers whose names I
didn’t know, After we had filled the
whole back of the jeep with the flow-
ers, we sat down on a little grassy
hill. I lit my pipe. Lucette undid the
ribbon and began to comb her hair.
It was a very lovely shade of gold.
After she had finished combing it,
she didn't put the ribbon back on
but just left it loose. It looked swell.

“Lucette,” I began, and stopped. I
didn’t know exactly how to begin.

“I think I know what you want.
M. le Commandant told me before
he_-”

“I thought maybe he had. Do you
have his instructions?”

HE NODDED, and picked up her
handbag. She produced a large
envelope. It was addressed to me, and
marked, “Confidential —to be opened
only in case of my sudden death.”
I broke it open and began to read.
It was couched in the usual military
communication terms.

SUBJECT: Black Market
TO: Private First Class Paul Plush,
etc., etc.

1. The undersigned has been
aware for some time that there
have been certain black market
activities taking place in Unter-
rossapfel. Cigarettes and other
supplies have been missing from
the post exchange rations. Gaso-
line has been taken from the de-
tachment motor pool.

2. Although I have been sus-
picious for some time of a certain
person in the detachment, I have
kept silent, because mere suspi-
cion Is not enough in a case like
this. I need evidence. Also, I have
wanted to wait until I could catch
this person red-handed.

3. Lately, however, I have been
given to believe that this person
knows I suspect him. He and the
Jew Novak have been working on
this together for some time. Al-
though I want no action taken un-
til there is proof, I have taken
this means of recording my sus-
picions, so that if anything hap-
pens to me, as is more than like-
ly, you will know who Is respon-
sible, or who I think is responsi-
ble. If anything does happen to
me,do not show this letter to any-
body. Keep it in a safe place, un-
til you have some proof. Sooner
or later this person will make a
mistake.

4. I intend to be very careful
of myself. I am not a fatalist. 1
do not want to die for a long
time. If, however, I do, you must
be even more careful that nothing
happens to you.

5. The name of the person I sus-
pect is Lieutenant Ginsberg.
(signed) Walter Smith
Major, Infantry
Det. Comdr.

So that was it; Ginsberg had been
right. Could I have been wrong?
Could it really be Ginsberg? The ma-
jor must have had some reason for
suspecting him. And Novak’s disap-
pearance would tie up, too, for No-
vak was still missing that morning.
No one had seen a trace of him since
the Saturday before.

UCETTE shook her hair. “Now
you know, Paul’

“Yes. Now I know. Did he—have
you seen: this letter?”

Yes:”

“Do you believe it is true?”

“Ah, mon ami, I do not know. The
major he was not a good man, but he
was not a stupid man either, He—
he—" She stopped. A strange look
came over her face. I was not sure
whether it was grief or fear or what.
But she did not go on.

“What’s the matter, Lucette? You
couldn’t have been that fond of him.”
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“No—it is not that, I—I—"

“Tell me, Lucette, and maybe I'll
be able to help you.”

“No, Paul. I cannot tell you, and
you cannot help me. No one can. You
will understand. Later.”

Chaptor Jen

DIRGE IN A MAJOR KEY

ARTER was
back from
WM Munich in the
‘Y earlyafternoon.
{48 Headquarters had
@l been, as was nat-
@ ural, very upset at
. & the news, but ap-
; parently nothing. I
could see right then what the result
would be—a fifteen-page memoran-
dum, marked “F'ile,” on how to avoid
being blown up by mines, mention-
ing in obscure terms what had
happened to a certain mili-
tary government officer who had been
careless. Maybe there would be a bul-
letin from USFET headquarters too.
The major was famous. How he would
have enjoyed this notoriety, from
wherever he was. I could just see
him saying, ‘“Goddam it; that's
what happens when you delegate
authority. The only way to clear away
the goddam mines is to do it your-
selft” And he wasn’t far wrong.

Carter apparently thought it was a
pretty good idea to put Preisel in as
Landrat, said he'd take care of it
first thing next morning.

The funcral was very dignified and
very simple. The Stadpfarrer made a
short funeral sermon, in his broken
English, the flowers were beautiful,
everyone looked solemn. Lucette was
wearing a simple black dress. The lit-
tle box containing all that was mor-
tal of Major Smith was lowered into
the grave, the earth piled up on it,
and a wooden cross erected. And that
was that.

S PER arrangement, Donovan
came to my room that evening.
Reluctantly I turned off the radio
and Mozart. There was work to do.
We worked, at first separately, then

together, for a little more than two
hours. When we had finished, the
following was the result.

Possible suspects: Carter, Ginsberg,
Troy, Dillon, Robinson, Novak, Lu-
cette. Also possible but not likely.
the secretaries, Gretel and Ilse. Also,
theoretically possible, but ruled out
for the sake of argument: Plush and
Donovan.

The murderer must have been able
to (I) fire the shot in the alley on
Friday afternoon; (II) put poison
in the major’s wine glass on Friday;
(ITI) rig up the explosives on the
bridge on Sunday. It’s still not certain
how this was worked. The wreckage
is too far gone to be sure. The bridge
was not a much-used one, and the
murderer may have waited until the
last possible moment to complete the
connection on the detonation device
i.e. when the major’s car came within
earshot. He—or she—must have
known about when to expect the major
and that the probability of anyone
else using.the bridge at that time was
so slim as to be almost negligible. The
explosion must have taken place after
the major finished his business in
Oberpfannkuchen, because he had
accomplished his business there, we
learned, at about four-thirty. Huber
had looked at his watch when he
heard the explosion. It was four-
forty-seven. When we arrived at the
bridge it was five-fifteen.

Crucial times. Wednesday, about
four fifty-five to five-five. A second
or two was all the time necessary for
the firing of the shot, but it would
be impossible to narrow it down any
further. Friday. Lunch time. Presum-
ably the poison had been put in the
major's glass when the courier came
or during the excitement that fol-
lowed. No one remembars seeing the
major drink between that time and
the time he drank the poisoned wine.

It is more difficult to establish a
chronology for the actual murder.
The explosion took place at four-
forty-seven, assuming Huber was tell-
ing the truth and his watch was right
(memo: check on Huber’s watch).
That meant the bomb or explosives
could have been planted any time up
to, say, four-forty-six, although that
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would be shaving it pretty close. It
must have been planted after the ma-
jor crossed the bridge on his way to
Oberpfannkuchen, which was about
threce-thirty. Assuming that the mur-
derer was in Unterrossapfe], allow
between three-thirty and five—the
it could be done in even less if abso-
lutely necessary—ten minutes t{o rig
up the contraption, and twenty min-
utes to return. That leaves fifty min-
utes necessary to complete the job.
between three-thirty and five—the
time when we set out from town with
Preisel and the jeep—or an absolute
minimum of forty minutes.

It remains to consider motives and
opportunities for each of the suspects,
and to consider likelihood on the
grounds of character, or temperament.

THE CASE
AGAINST SERGEANT TROY

Opportunity: Wednesday. Could be.
Carter had just gone to the bathroom,
which also faces on the alley. Friday.
Best of all. Carter was sitting on the
major's right. Could easily have
slipped the poison in major's wine
glass. Sunday. Carter had left the of-
fice, where he'd been working with
Donovan, at a few minutes after four.
His whereabouts between then and
five, when Donovan found him in his
room, are unaccounted for. He could
have taken out the jeep and made it
easily. As a matter of fact, he made
it in just about fifteen minutes when
we all drove out there.

Motive: Carter hated the major as
much as anyone else, if not more. Sup-
pose it were he who had been tamper-
ing with supplies—memo: check that
angle-—and he was afraid the major
would find out, or had found out.
Also, how abeut Lucette? It is no
secret that he has taken things over
in that field. His insistence on carry-
ing out the investigation might be
sheer bravado, or it might be because
he feels it is expected of him.

Miscellaneous considerations. On
the whole, Carter lools like the best
bet. He is cool, looks as if he could
be ruthless. Familiar enough with po-
lice work to be pretty sure of alibis.
Ran risk of being seen, but murderers
glways take some risks.

THE CASE
AGAINST LIEUT. GINSBERG

Opportunity. Wednesday. He was
in his office when the shot was fired.
His office looks on the alley. Friday.
Although he had gozne to his room
when the major actually drank the
poisoned wine, that might be a clever
dodge. After all, he had practically
forced the issue by refusing to stop
reading. (Must be fair about this).
Sunday. Ginsberg and Marya were
with Plush until about ifour. E:act
time not certain, If he had left her
twenty or thirty minutes later, he
could just possibly, although it looks
rather doubtful, have made it to the
bridge and back in time. Say, about
four-thirty to five-fifteen. This
would be very, very risky, because
how would he know exactly when the
major would be coming back from
Oberpfannkuchen? On the whole, rot
as likely as Carter.

Motive. Remember. the major had
thought it was Ginsberg. Ginsberg
told me he knew the majer suspected
him. G. had been baited perhaps more
than any of the rest of us by Smith.
He, as PX officer, was in the best
position to make off with supplies.

Miscellaneous considerations. Gins-
berg ‘“doesn’t seem like the type’—
Plush—to shoot people in the back,
etc, but this is hardly admissable as
evidence. One must be fair. G. had
the opportunity and motive. Intelli-
gent enough to carry out such a plan.
Anti-semitic behavior of major added
incentive.

THE CASE
AGAINST SERGEANT DILLON

Opportunity. Troy would seem to
be ruled out on the frst attempt. He
was in the office with Pluch when the
shot was fired. But supposiig some-
one else fired that first shot? Suppos-
ing that all three attempts were
not by the same person? Supposing
two people were in collusion, one
with an alibi for one time, the other
for the other? Then what? Can it be
assumed that only one person is be-
hind all three incidents? That was the
first idea, but can it? Not really. Or
supposing again that one person fired
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the shot and that gave another and
completely independent person the
idea. Isn’t that a possibility? It is.
Perhaps not as plausible, but certainly
possible. So Troy cannot be ruled out.
Friday. He could have put the arsenic
in the glass as well as anyone else.
Sunday. Troy was ostensibly writing
letters in his room all afternoon, until
we came back with what was left of
the major. But he could have left for
forty or fifty minutes, taken the jeep
out, returned. Says he didn’t leave
his room except for a couple of min-
utes. But if he were the murderer,
what else would he say? Can he prove
he was in his room all afternoon? No.

Motive. Possible for Troy to have
been juggling rations and gasoline.
He put the item about the missing
jerricans in the major’s basket where
he had a pretty good idea it wouldn’t
be noticed for several days. Troy was
almost the first to experience the
blind, drunken wrath of the major,
back there at the chateau in France,
remember.

Miscellaneous considerations. Troy
efficiency plus. And he himself
pointed out, would he have committed
a murder in such a blundering fash-
ion? Would he have failed twice and
have had to try a third time? Maybe,
however, that was what we were
supposed to think. Maybe this was
meant to look like the work of a
bungler, so that everyone would think
it couldn’t have been Troy—he's much
too efficient!

THE CASE
AGAINST SERGEANT DILLON

Opportuntty. Wednesday afternoon.
Dillon was in the garage, checking
supplies, when the shot was fired.
At first glfance that makes him look
unlikely. But the same argument
mentioned above for Troy would hold
true of Dillon. The fact that the shot
went through the back of the helmet
would seem to indicate that the shot
came from the administration build-
ing, because the major was walking
away from it. But—and this was Do-
novan’s deduction, and we subsequent-
ly tested it—it would have been pos-
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sible for someone to have been stand-
ing on the roof of the garage, watch-
ing for the major to come through
the alley, as he sometimes did. When
the major was about halfway to the
garage, this someone—still supnosing
it could have been Dillon—might have
thrown a stone behind the major.
This would cause him to turn around,
and then he coutd have been shot from
behind. Far-fetched? Possibly but
still it could have been done. As for
Friday, Dillon was there and could
have slipped the arsenic in the major’s
glass. Sunday? Dillon had gone on an
errand to Munich, and had arrived
back at the hotel shortly before sup-
per time. But the side road with the
little bridge was only a few miles off
the main highway to Munich. Dillon
might have driven off the main road,
parked the truck off the side of the
road, and waited for the major to
cross the bridge. Then he could have
installed his infernal machine and
come back. Or he could have waited
until we had come to the spot, al-
though that would not have been
necessary, because we did not take
the main road to Oberpfannkuchen.

Motive. Dillon was in almost the
best position to juggle the jerricans;
in fact, he is the most obvious suspect.
He was the one who urged Troy not to
tell the major about the discrepancy,
“for Ginsberg’s sake,” he said. Dillon
hasn’t forgotten those weeks of trying
to drive his truck behind the major
in convoy.

Miscellaneous consideration. Is Dil-
lon bright enough to carry out such a
plan as the stone thrown from the
garage roof? Is he really as dumb as
he sometimes seems?

T THIS point, we stopped work
and drank some beer.

“We aren’t getting anywhere, are
we, Pat?” I asked.

“Don’t be too sure. At least we'’re
getting the whole thing down on pa-
per. We have all the motives, oppor-
tunities and so forth listed. Some-
thing’ll come out of it. You wait and
see.”

“More beer? No? Well, let’s get

back to it.” So we did, as follows.
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THE CASE
AGAINST T—S ROBINSON

Opportunity. Wednesday. Robinson
had just come back with the flag.
He couldn't have fired the shot from
the office. Same thing applies to him
as to Troy. Possibility of collusion
or imitation (see above). Friday. It
seems pretty far-fetched that a man
would try to poison someone, then
give him an emetic and save his life,
then kill him all over again. He
hadn't been seen administering the
poison. Why all that trouble and
risk? But then, that would provide
Robinson with a pretty good psycho-
logical alibi, wouldn’t it? How did he
know so quickly that it was poison?
Such clear thinking and immediate
action—was that likely? Maybe. As
for Sunday. Robinson was in his
room, he says, except for the time he
took a shower—twenty minutes or so.
He also took a nap, and had to be
awakened for supper. Not likely, per-
haps, but certainly not impossible.

Motive. Robinson hated the major,
too; who didn't. Could have been
in on the black market.

Miscellaneaous considerations. Ro-
binson is nobody’s fool. That talk
about Hippocrates might also have
been blind, as might the saving of
the major’s life. The fact that he said
he was taking a nap on Sunday after-
noon proved nothing. Robinson and
Dillon, by the way, were the two that
said, let the murderer go.

THE CASE
AGAINST EMIL NOVAK

Opportunity. Monday. Novak could
have been anywhere in the building
when the shot was fired. Or he could
have been on the roof of the garage.
(Memo—where the hell is Novak?)
Friday. Novak was at the table with
us. Sunday. N. has a car, too. Since
no one knows where he was all day,
he could easily have been to the little
bridge. As far as opportunity goes,
Novak is a prime suspect.

Motive. Afier his experiences in
the concentration camps, it must have
been a terrific blow to Novak to see
that there were such people as our
majot in the glorious Army of the

United States. Enough to make him
want to kill the major? Besides, it
was pretty much established that No-
vak had been connected with some
black market activities, although
there is a difference between that
and stealing Army supplies. The ma-
jor had accused N. of this, specifi-
cally.

Miscellaneous considerations Novak
will have to be found before one can
be sure of anything. Little known
about his background and character.
Same added incentive of major’s anti-
semitism as with Ginsberg.

Opportunity. Not so hot. She was
not in the building on Wednesday,
she was not at the table on Friday.
No one knows whether she can drive
a car or not. (Memo-—check on this.)
In any case, it isn’t likely she would
have chosen such a method.

Motive. She certainly had no love
for the major. Plush sure of this. But
something funny.

Miscellaneous consideration. Ex-
cept as a co!laborationist, Lucette
doesn't figure as a suspect. Could be
involved with black market too. Ac-
cessory maybe but not murderess.
Same goes for Ilse and Gretel, only
less motivation.

SUMMARY

Opportunity Motive Other

CARTER

Excellent, Ditto, Good suspect.

GINSBERG

Doubtful, Good, Anti-semitism.

TROY

No good for first attempt. Good

“Efficiancy?”
DILLON

Possible, Fair, Enough intelligence?
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ROBINSON

Same as Troy, Fair. Saved M’s life?
Why?

NOVAK

Where is Novak???

Nil, Good, poss. accessory.

Good, Best.

T WAS pretty late by the time we
had finished this opus. I was

ready for sleep, but Donovan said
there was one more thing we had to
do. I asked him what it was. He wrote
for another five minutes, and showed
me the result:

CHECK ON ALL THESE THINGS
—PRONTO

1. Is Huber’s watch right? Was it
on Sunday?

2. Could Carter have gained access
to supplies? Or could anyone
else, besides Ginsberg and Dil-
lon?

3. Contact the girl Marya. Find out
what time Ginsberg left her on
Sunday afternooa.

4. Who could have taken out the
jeep? Troy? Robinson? Carter?

5. Check mileage on truck, com-
pare with known distances. See
motor pool records for this.

6. The major said on Saturday that

he had !2ft instructions. W hat is
to be done about Lucette’s note?

7. F'ind out about sources of arsen-
ic. Weed-killer?

8. Can Lucette drive?

9. Where is Novak?

“We’ll have to do something about
item 6 right away,” said Donovan.

“Yes, but what?”
“I have an idea. but I want to sleep

on it.

Okay?”
“Okay. Think I'll turn in.”
“Good night.”

Chaptor fleven

A Forgery And A Search

Tell you in the morning,

EXT morning
a I went into
the public safety of-
fice, which Dono-
van had all to him-
self, now that Car-
ter had moved into
the major’s quart-
ers.
“Hi, Paul—didn’t
expéct you so early.”
“] want to hear what this idea of
yours is.”

“Well, it’s kind of risky, but I
think we can get away with it. The
thing is, if we show the major’s letter
to Carter, he’ll be on Ginsberg’sneck
and the poor guy won’t have a chance.
He may even consider that enough
proop for the C.I.D. If Ginsberg is
guilty. I'd be the last not to want to
see him get what’s coming to him. But
I think he deserves a chance. Espe-
cially—"

“I know what you mean. I feel the
same way. Now for heaven’s sake quit
stalling and tell me what your idea
is.”

“Okay. Carter expects to hear the
major’s instructions.”

“Yes.”

“But he doesn’t know who or what
or where. My idea is, and of course
we’d have to get Lucette to play with
us, to forge a letter, Change as little
as possible, see? Just the last para-
graph where it says Ginsberg’s the
guy. Of course, we’'d have to forge his
signature, but that shouldn’t be too
hard. His signature was never the
same when he was drunk, anyway.”

“Pat, I think we can get away with
it. In fact, it is a damn good idea.”

“Aw, shucks, “twarn’t nothin’.

“We have to be sure to contact Lu-
cette before we do it.”

“That’ll be easy. She’s in the
office with Carter now. I'll tell Carter
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to come in liere to look at a bunch of
Fragebogens, or better still, I'll go
into his office. He'll cend Lucette out,
and tizen you can give her the low-
down. llow docs that sound?”

Sounds oikay to me, I can tell ker in
French., No one else knows any.”
“Fine. Look.” as he produced a pa-
per from his drawer. “Here's a cupy
of the letter. I think it shouid do the
trig=."

I looked at it. Essentially it was
the same, except in the last paragraph,
which was changed to read, *“T'his
person Is an officer in my detach-
ment., 1 thought it looked pretty
good and said so.

“This way, it's an cither-or propo-
siticn, Carter won’t be so ready to
credit tile majcr's word if he himself
is accuszd. Unlsss, of course, he did
it himself. But I think it’ll do. All
we have to do is forge the signature
novs.”

e worked a rminute or two, then
heid up the paper.

“There. Hovws does that look?”

I compared it with the original.
“Donovan,” I said, “you missed a
great career.”

“Never too late for a guy to start!”

As I was about to go, he stopped
me.

“YWait a minute. Here's a copy of
last night’s cfforts. I checked it over
after you went to bed. I think it’s a
darned good job. But for gosh sakes
keep it on you and don’t let anyone
see it.”

“Oh, draw it mild, as they say in
England. Den’t you think I have any
sense at all? Better not answer that.”

ONOVAN WENT into the ma-
jor's office—I still thought of
it as the major’s office, because he
had so infused the room with his own
personality. Luczstte came out in a
few minutes, and I told her the plan.
I didn’t tell her why we were doing
it, but only that it would be more fair,
especially since the major hadn’t been
sure himself. She looked a little
doubtful, but in the end she agreed.

“What are you trying to do, make
time with the lieutenant’s girl?" asked

Frank Robinson, who had just come
in at the end of our discussion.

“Shhh. Don't tell anyone,” I said.

Then I knocked at Carter's dcor,
was admitted, and told the lieuten-
ant about the letter. I told him Lu-
cette had just given it to me. I showed
him the letter, and suggested that the
contents be communicated to the en-
tire detachment. He agreed and sent
Robinson to get the rest of thie men.
Soon we were all in the large office.
It was a little like the scene the other
day, when the seven of us were sit-
ting waiting for the major. Except
now the major wasn’t going to come
in. Ever again.

Carter slowly read the letter aloud
to the detachment. He paused a long
time before he read the last para-
graph. Ginsberg sat up a little
straighter in his chair when he heard
that paragraph. I smiled to myself.
What would he have said if he had
heard the original?

Carter said, “If we take this at its
face value, it doesn’t look so hot for
me or Lootenant Ginsberg here. And
if I say I know it wasn't me, then
Ginsberg could say the same thing.
Couldn’t you, Lootenant?”

“You're damn right I could. And
would. And do.”

*“So there we are. My word against
yours. Or both of our words against
his.,” He waved the letter. “Which
shall it be?”

“Well,” said Ginsberg, “he doesn’t
say he has proof. I knew he suspected
me some time ago. In fact, I told
Plush the afternoon the major was
killed. Didn't I, Plush?”

“That’s right, Leutnant.”

“Well, let's wait and see what’s
going to happen the next time we
get our rations.”

There was a knock at the door. Car-
ter said, “Come 1n,” and a tall MP
sergeant entered. He saluted Carter,
who put him at rest immediately and
told him to take a seat.

“Iyhave' hesie: 3 the '~ reposty onsthe
search for the DP Novak, sir,” he
said. “We have searched every house
in town, as well as all the villages in
a ten-mile radius. Also, the woods
around town. We didn’t find a trace
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of him. Not a trace. We'll continue
the search, though, through the whole
area. We got check posts out on all
the roads. If he's to be found, we’ll
find him, sir. Maybe sooner, mavbe
later.”

“I'm sure you will, Sergeant.
Thanks a lot.” The sergeant saluted
and went out. r

“Well, that's that. I'd sure like to
know where that guy is. I have a
feeling that when we find him, we’ll
be a whole hell of a lot closer to the
answer to this than we are now. As
soon as I have anything to report on
the results of our investigation, I'll
let you ail know. All right, men.
That’s all for now. Donovan, you
might stay behind a minute.”

HEN DONOVAN came back
to his office I was waiting there
for him,

“What was it about?”

“Oh, it's about putting in Preisel
for Landrat. The old boy is on his way
up here now. Carter wants you to be
there when he comes. Preisel doesn't
know any English.”

And so, about fifteen minutes later,
the four of us, Prcisz], Carter, Dono-
van and I were all in Carter’s office.

With me acting as interpreter. Car-
ter asked Preisel if he thought he
could handle the job of Landrat.
Preisel was amazed, then overjoyed.
His old eyes shone as he said he’d
do the best he could. Then Carter
asked him whom he would recom-
mend to fill his own shoes as chief
of police. To my surprise and delight,
he suggested Huber, the one who had
heard the explosion. Carter said he’d
give him a try. He said that they
were both being given a try. Preisel
thanked him profusely, but not in
the toadying, unctuous manner of
Hempel. Carter said he wanted Hem-
pel arrested. Then Preisel’s face fell,

“What's the matter?”

“Herr Leutnant, that is impossi-
ble.”

“Impossible? I guess you’ll have
to learn a couple of things, if you and
me are goin’ to get along.”

“Pardon me, Herr Leutnant. I did
not say it was impossible because I
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do not want to; but the man has dis-
appeared.”

Hempel, too? That made two dis-
appearances in three days. What the
hell was going on?

“Hempel must be found. He must be
found, Preisel.”

“We will do our best. Perhaps the
American Military Police could help
us. Their facilities are so much
better than ours.”

Carter said he’d notify the MPs.
Preisel was dismissed with a court-
eous nod.

As I passed through my outer
office, the one I was supposed to
occupy, although I actually had been
spending very little time there for
the last few days, Gretel beckoned to
me. I sat down. She sent the old farm-
er out of the office, telling him not to
let anyone else in until she said so.

“What’s up, Gretel ?”

“Ido you—"" She hesitated. “Do you
believe the major was killed by a
mine?”

“Certainly,” I lied. “What else?”

“Then you are either a fool or you
are lying.”

“What do you mean?”

“I would not tell this to anyone
except you. The major was a very
bad man. He—he—" She bit her low-
er lip to keep from crying, but it
didn’t do any good. After a little
while she calmed down. “It was the
second night after you came. I was
out after curfew, to get some food
for my baby. The major caught me on
the street. First he said he would
have me arrested, then he saw that I
spoke English and he offeréd the job
of interpreter to me. I needed the
money. My baby did not have enough
to eat—"

ERE SHE was overcome again,

She regained control presently.
“So I went to work here. Then he
kept trying to make me—to make
me—you know. When I refused, he
said first that he would arrest me,
then that he could delay the orders
for my husband’s return... My hus-
band has been in an American Pri-
soners of War camp for nearly a year
«..] do not think I really believed
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him, but I was so frightened... Be-
cause I am not a bad woman. I have
been faithful to my husband.” I know
that this was true from my own ex-
perience... “Now everyone is saying
how sorry they are! What hypocrites!
I am not sorry. And I do not believe
his death was an accident. There are
lots of people here who hated this
major of yours.”

“For instance?”

“For instance you, and Sergeant
Troy. Oh, you think because I am a
German I am stupid. Do not make
such mistakes, my friend...I have
eyes and ears. I can see what happens
...For instance, Lucette—"

“What about Lucette? What do you
know about Lucette?”

“The major had some kind of hold
over her, too. I think she was a—what
do you call them—a—coll—="

“Collaborationist?’

“Yes. And the major has threatened
to send her back to France where they
will shave off her hair. She has beau-
tiful hair, doesn’t she?”

I nodded absently. This Gretel
might prove to be a mine of informa-
tion.

“Gretel,” I said, “you are right. He
was murdered. And now we want to
catch the man who killed him; will
you help us?”

“Help you catch the man who killed
him? If I live to be a hundred, I shall
never understand you Americans. You
all hated the man and must have
wished he was decad—oh, so many
times! Yet when sonieone grants your
wish, what do you do? You catch him
and hang bim or shoot him. Is this
your American justice? Is this your
democracy?”

I tried to explain it to her, as I had
to Robinson and Dillon. “Gretel, so-
ciety makes the laws to protect itself.
When one man sets himself up above
society and breaks those laws, he is
betraying that society. He is no long-
er fit to exist in a free society whose
laws he has helped to make, and then
broken. Once a person decides that he
has the right to pronounce the death
sentence on another man, where will

he stop? Who is safe from such a
man? Or woman? Do you sec what I
mean?”’

She shook her head. “I think I do,
then I am not so sure., Teil me, what
do you want me to do?”

“If you can help me find out who is
buying American suplies on the black
market, and from whom—"

“You would not want nie to betcay
my own people, would ycu? Like me,
how are they called Stukitcuben—
stool pigeons in your American films?
I would not be able to look my pecp’e
insthedfacek:

“But you would not be betraying
anyonie. You would onl; bathalping
to bring to justice one wio has brok-
en the lJaw. But,” 1 add.d, #hinis ht
over. Let me know later wiat you de-
cide.”

“All right, Paul. T will.”

Chaptor Juwelvz

Odds And Ends
x§ l UBER came
=8 to Unterrossa-
: : pfel that afterncon.
He was a very fat,
short and jelly in-
dividual, quite bald.
He did not look like
a good policeman is
s e supposed to look,
but you can’t Judge by apwrearances, I
told myself. Carter and Danovan in-
terviewed him with my help, and he
seemed to be satisfactory.

I asked him what time it was, and
he told me. I then surreptitiously
looked at my watch, which was cor-
rect, and found that his was too.
Whether it had been right on Sunday
remained for us to guess, but it was
a pretty fair bet that it had been,
And if a police chief trained to ob-
servation in matters like these, was
not accurate, who would be? That
took care of Itemi 1.

Donovan then accomplished a neat
bit of trickery. He pretended he had
a sprained wrist, and asked Lucette
if she was free. She said yes, and Do-
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novan asked her if she would drive
the jeep for him. He said he had to
go to a nearby town to see the Bur-
gomeister. Lucette—did she hesitate
a little before she answered?—said
she was very sorry, but she had never
learned to drive. Donovan thanked her
and said he guessed it would have to
wait. He had his wrist bandaged up
very impressively and didn’t do any
driving that day, either. That seemed
to take care of the item about Lucette
driving. Or did it?

Later in the afternoon, I went
around to the church again. The
Stadtpfarrer was in the garden. He
motioned me to a seat. He Tooked even
more tired than usual.

“Herr Stedtpfarrer, you ae ina po-
sition to help me out,” I began tenta-
tively.

“Anything I can do—anything at
all, Herr Plush.”

“We are investigating this—this ac-
cident,” I said. This was in open de-
fiance of Carter’s orders not to talk
about the business, but I felt justified
under the circumstances. “We think
that the major was—well—"

“Yes, my son. I know. I did not be-
lieve for a minute that his death was
accidental.” (He too? That. made two
who were not taken in by the mine
story. How many others?)

“Well, as I said, we are investiga-
ting his death, and we think that it
has to do with the black market acti-
vities.”

“Ach, yes. I have heard about it,
It is terrible, this SchAwartzmarkt. It
is undermining the morale of the peo-
ple. They are not bad people, but
when they have a chance to buy some
of the things that they have not seen
for such a long time—well, some of
them are weak and not able to resist
the temptation that is set before them.
And so they buy. Sometimes I cannot
blame them.”

“I see what you mean, but this is a
little different. Some of the Army
supplies have been missing, and we
believe that the person responsible
for this is also responsible for the
death of the major. That is why we
are so eager to find out more about it.”
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E THOUGHT a minute. “And
what do you want me to do
about it?”

“You know more about what goes
on here than we do. You would help
us a great deal if you could tell us
something about this black market. I
do not want you to violate any pro-
fessional confidences, you under-
stand, nor to incrimin’éte anyone un-
necessarily, but if you would just
sort of keep your eyes and ears open,
and if you hear of any American sup-
plies like cigarcttes and razor blades
and chocolate and especially gasoline
being sold, let me know. Let me
know who is selling it and where. I
shall try to make it as easy as possi-
ble on the receivers. But remember
that they are breaking the laws. Your
laws and our both.”

“Well, I can promise nothing, Herr
Plush. You put me in an extremely
difficult position. On the one side I
would be guilty of not cooperating
with the authorities; on the other, of
betraying my own people. I can pro-
mise nothing. But I shall, at any rate,
keep my eyes and ears open, as you
ask.”

“Thkat’s fair enough. Please do not
tell anyone at all of these things we
have discussed. No one.”

“But of course not.”
I stood up. The interview was at

an end.

As I walked through the old, cob-
blestoned streets, so ill designed for
modern traffic, I was surrounded by
the usual band of ragged, dirty chil-
dren. “Nix Schokolade? Nix Schoko-
lade?” they cried in the sort of Ger-
man baby-talk that they think is easi-
er for foreigners to understand. I
shook my head in the negative, re-
membering as I did so how similar
bands of English and French kids had
clustered around the GI’'s and what
they had yelled. In England, North
England, it had been "Any goom,
choom?” In the beginning, it was
cute, and we had little or no gum left
five minutes after rations were given
out. But later it got monotonous, and
then downright annoying. Some of
the fellows, I remember, made up a
little poem, which they used to recite
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to the kids, marching in step as they
¢hanted. It went like this:

“We’'ve got no candy, we've got

no goom,

And furthermore, we’re not your
choom.

So beat it, kids, before we get
tough.

D’ya think we're made of the
gosh-darned stuff?”

That worked for a short while. The
kids ran in terror when they heard
it--~for about two days.

In France, it wasn’'t the gum they
wanted, it was another commodity.
“Cigarette pour papa?”’ was the uni-
versal plea there. Now, in Germany,
“Nix Schokolade?’ It was a pretty
good commentary on the state of
things in Europe. In Germany es-
pecially. The things an unscrupulous
GI could get for a bar of chocolate or
a pack of cigarettes!

ROM THERE I went around to
Preisel’s office. I said about the
same to him as I had to the Stadt-
pfarrer. He was much more coopera-
tive. He had no religious scruples,
and was as anxious as we were to stop
the black market. He said he would
let Donovan or me know as soon as
he found out anything.

In the meantime, Pat had been busy
too. He was checking up on the black
market from the inside, trying to find
who had access to the supplies. They
were kept in one of the unused rooms
of the hotel. The door was never
locked. We figurea that if we
couldn’t trust each other, there was
not much use trying to get any work
done together. As for the German
help, they had pass-keys anyway. But
apparently the leak was not after, but
before the supplies were brought to
the hotel. Ginsberg couldn’t figure it
out either. As for the gas, it was kept
in the garage. There was no guard
there, although Dillon was usually
around, except when he was out on an
errand or trip. So that was not much
of a help.

The MPs were duly notified of
Hempel’s disappearance. They dou-
bled all their checkposts. No trace of

him. Or of Novak either. It was three
days now since Novak had vanished
without leaving a single sign or clue.
His belongings were intact. No
clothes or other things seemed to be
missing, as a search of his room re-
vealed. The suspicion was beginning
to fall more and more heavily on
Novak, though there was no means of
proving anything. And he certainly
did not seem such a fool as to increase
the suspicion against himself by run-
ning away. It seemed to me that, if he
had done it, he would have stuck
around and tried to brazen it out. It
was pretty mystifying, though, any
way you looked at it.

EFORE supper, Donovan and I
went out and spoke with Opa,
the old Bavarian janitor and handy-
man. He was a wrinkled old man of
indeterminate age. He might have
been anywhere between fifty and
seventy. Probably about sixty. He had
mild blue eyes, white hair, and was
always smoking a foul-smelling pipe.
I gave him a package of tobacco from
time to time, when I had any to spare.
He was sitting on a box out in back,
whittling on a dead branch.

“Opa,” I said, “tell me something.”

“Ja wohil?” He spoke with a very
thick and guttural Bavarian accent,
so that it was quite difficult to un-
derstand him. He dropped off the
final letters of words. “Wir haben”
became “Mir have'.” Tacked on to the
end of each sentence was the word
l‘Gel,.!,

“I want to know if there is any ar-
senic around?”

“Arsenic? What is this arsenic?”

“Stuff you use to kill weeds.”

“Weeds?” A glimmer of compre-
hension came into the old eyes. “fa
wohl. Ja wohl. There is a can in the
cellar. You want to kill some weeds,
gel’?”

“Not exactly. Would you please
get the can for me?”

“Ja wohl” He got up, shuffled
away, and came back after five min-
utes.

“I am sorry. It is gone. I do not
know what has happened to it. It
must be that new boy in the kitchen,
that Fritz. He is a~—'
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“Opa, think carefully. When did
you last see that can or weed-killer?”

He wrinkled his brow. “Ach, I can-
not say exactly. I cannot always re-
member the time. A week, two weeks.
I cannot say. I am getting old, Herr
Leutnant.” That was a favorite trick
of the Germans, to address an Ameri-
can soldier by a much higher rank.
Not restricted to the Germans, either.
People back home used to call a cop
“Sergeant” or “Captain” or some
higher title. I am getting old and
gometimes I do not remember the
days.”

“Never mind. Do you usually keep
the cellar locked?”

“The cellar?”” He always contrived
to sound as if the question asked him
were on a subject that was utterly
new and foreign to him, and he had to
do a good deal of deliberate thinking
before even trying to give an answer.
“Well, I will tell you, Herr Leutnant,
we used to lock it, but then the key
was stolen and we never got a new
one. Now we do not lock it any more.
But the cellar where the wine is kept,
that is different. That is always
locked.” -

I remembered that this was true.
The major had kept the key—the only
key—to the wine cellar—on his own
person. It had not been found. This
was a very regrettable circumstance,
but the beer from the brewery was
some consolation,

That’s all we could get from Opa.
Well, anyway, we knew where the
- murderer got the arsenic from.

T WAS impossible to check on the
mileage on the vehicles. The motor
pool sheets were all kept in Dillon’s
room, and we didn’t want to raise any
suspicions. Besides, suppose there had
been an extra ten miles or so regis-
tered on the truck, what would that
prove? Nothing, except that Dillon
had driven around a few extra miles.
Besides, if Dillon had had the sense
to evolve such an elaborate scheme,
he would hardly have forgotten to
falsify the mileage readings,
After supper, I stayed in my room.
I brought the letter to Bob up to date,
Donovan came in at about ten. I have

perhaps neglected to mention that the
reason we always met in my room in-
stead of his was that his room was
right next to Carter’s, while mine was
away off at the end of the corridor.
We had much more privacy in mine.
This time Donovan brought the beer,
and some onion sandwiches. It was
committing social suicide, but what
the hell? We both liked onions. We
had quite a feast. Then, after about a
half-hour, we got down to work.

We compared notes. We went over
the check-list. Item 1. Huber’s watch
was okay. So our timing on the mur-
der was all right, Item 2. Anyone
could have gained access to the sup-
plies in the garage, and the PX rations
were still a mystery. Item 3. Marya.
This was going to be rather difficult,
as she seemed to be quite attached to
Ginsberg. But Donovan had an idea.
He wanted me to carry it out, because
Marya’s English was not so good.
There was a dance at the DP camp the
following evening. If I could go, and
dance with Marya, I might catch her
off guard and find out how long Gins-
berg had been with her. Item 4. As
far as the jeep was concerned, any-
one could have taken it out. Opa had
been asleep on Sunday afternoon, and
Troy and Robinson had both been in
their rooms, neither of which faced
the garage. So either of them, or Car-
ter, or Ginsberg—any of them could
have taken it out. We drew a blank
there.

Item 5. No soap on the mileage rec-
ords. Item 6. The forgery Donovan
had made took care of this. Item 7.
Check. Suspicion of weed-killer con-
firmed. Item 8. Lucette apparently
cannot drive. Item 9. Where is No-
vak? That was the sixty-four dollar
question.

I told Donovan about the results of
my talks with Mohn, the priest, and
with Preisel. He seemed satisfied
with our progress.

“I have a pretty hot-lead. It’s kind
of fantastic, Paul, but if it works, it’ll
tie this thing up.”

“What is it?”

“‘Sorry to be so secretive about this,
but I'd rather wait until I'm a little
more certain. You have all the facts.
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See if you can figure it out for your-
self. I'm going out to do a little more
checking up tonight. Tomorrow, I
should know.”

“Well, can I come with you to-
night?”

“Sorry, again, Paul. I don’t think
you’d better. One can do this sort of
thing better than two. Besides, if
both of us are out prowling around,
it might arouse too much suspicion.”

“Okay,” I said reluctantly. “But
take care of yourself.”

Chaptor Jhirteon

FIRST VARIATION: Murder
Da Capo

T WAS raining
the next morn-
when I came down
to breakfast. Dono-
van was not there.
Robinson and Troy
were just starting
— 3  and Ginsberg was
VN almost finished.

“Seen Donovan?” I asked as I sat
down,

“He hasn't come down yet,” said
Robinson.

“This is still a little early for him.
You know he never comes down to
breakiast until the last minute,” Troy
said. _

“Sometimes not even then. That guy
sure does like his beauty sleep,” add-
ed Ginsberg.

“I think he was out pretty late last
night,” I said. “He had a heavy date.”

“Say, Plush, that reminds me. Will
you come to the dance at the DP camp
tonight?” Ginsberg wanted to know.
“Marya asked me to ask you.”

FL Nty LR Ol Del there: 1R I THIEISND
make it sound as if I were just con-
sidering the idea for the first time.

“Okay. I hope you can.”

I dawdled over my breakfast, want-
ing to catch Donovan before we went
to the office. The others finished
and the waitress cleared away the
table. Donovan was the only one who
hadn’'t come down yet, His orange
juice and napkin were still intact. I
waited until a couple of minutes be-

fore nine. Donovan still hadn’t shown
up.

Carter came into my office after a
few minutes. “IMorning, Plush. Have
you seen Donovan?”

I said I hadn’t. Carter said I should
be sure to send him in as soon as he
arrived. He looked as if he were in a
nasty mood. I felt a little sorry for
Donovan. There were more reports
from the MPs. They had gone over
the whole area with a fine tooth comb,
but had found no trace of Hempel or
Novak.

There was a steady stream of peo-
ple that morning. I forgot all about
Donovan until Carter came out to the
outer office again. It was nearly ten
o'clock.

“Where the hell is that guy?”

“He hasn’t shown up yet, Leutnant,
Want me to go over to the hotel and
look for him?”

“Yes. I guess you'd better. Tell him
that if he isn’t over here in ten min-
utes, he’ll be in a sling, and it won't
be his arm.”

I hurried over to the hotel. I
knocked on Donovan’s door. There
was no answer. I knocked again, loud-
er. Nothing. I tried the door handle.
It opened. There was no one in the
room. The bed either had been made
or not slept in. On his table, much to
my surprise, I noticed my copy of
Herodotus. I picked it up, thinking I
had accidentally left it there. Then I
went to my own room. IMy bed had
not been made yet. The maid always
began with my room at the end of the
corridor. I deduced that Donovan had
not slept in his bed. I was really be-
ginning to get a little worried.

WZINT right into Lieutenant Car-
ter's office.

“Well, is he coming?”

I told him. He sat there, blinking
his gray eyes for a moment. Then he
got up and put on his cap.

“Get out the jeep. We're goin’ to
look for him.”

We had no trouble at all finding
him.

As we crossed the bridge, we saw a
crowd of people down on the pebble
beach. They were gathered around

something. We parked the jeep and
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ran down to the crowd, who politely
made way for us.

It was Donovan, all right.

He looked pretty badly battered.
There were a lot of sharp rocks at
the bottom of the waterfall. They
could easily have accounted for all the
ugly wounds, even the one on his
head. There was no doubt that he was
dead. He’d been in the water for quite
a while, too.

We picked him up and carried him
to the jeep. We took him to the same
infirmary where we had brought the
major. Lieutenant Kilmer was there
again. He smiled a greeting when we
came in. The smile vanished, quickly,
when he saw why.

We laid Donovan on a bed in the
office. Lieutenant Kilmer looked him
over.

“Boy, am I glad I'm not in your de-
tachment,” he said to Carter. “That’s
the second one in four days.”

“What happened to him. How did
he die?” asked Carter. “Was it drown-
ing, or these?” He pointed to the
wounds.

“Looks like there's no water in the
lungs. That’d mean he was dead be-
fore he hit the water.” He reflected a
minute. “Where did you find him?”

“Down by the waterfall,’”” Carter
told him.

I asked, “What killed him? I mean,
was it the rocks, or what?”

“That’s pretty hard to say. A fall
onto the rocks from that height might
have inflicted all these wounds. I'm
a little doubtful about that one.” He
pointed to the one in Donovan’s skull.
“Offhand, I'd say that that was the
blow that killed him. It could have
becen caused by a fall, or it could have
been caused by something else. I'd
have to do a post-mortem on him. You
see,” he added almost apologetically,
“I’'m not a police medical examiner,
and I don’t have all that equipment
here. We ought to take him to the
field hospital out there at the airport.
They can do a lot better there.”

“Okay. I'll take him there.”
We took him to the field hospital.

They said they’d give us the report,
They examined his clothes when we
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were there, and found large fragments
of glass in his back pocket. They
looked like pieces of a bottle, a whis-
key bottle. We went back to the
bridge. There was nothing the matter
with the railing.

“What do you think, Plush?” asked
Carter.

“It looks like someone wants us to
think he was drunk and climbed or
fell over the railing,” I said. I wasn’t
paying the least bit of attention to
what I was saying. I was thinking of
the last time I'd seen him. How he’d
grinned and told me not to worry
about him. How we’d had the beer and
onion sandwiches together. How we
had compared notes, how we had been
partners in this game of trying to find
out who had killed the major.

Donovan had found out. He had
known who it was; that was why his
body was now lying, broken into a
million pieces, in the autopsy room
in the field hospital. I had asked him
to tell me, but he wouldn’t. It must
have been to protect me from the
knowledge that was 8o dangerous.

ARTER SAID there would be an-
other meeting of what was left
of the detachment in his office after
lunch. I went back to my room. Idly,
I picked up the copy of the Herodo-
tus that I had found in Donovan’s
room. That bothered me. What had it
been doing there? First I had thought
I'd left it there by accident, but I was
surer and surer I hadn’t, the more 1
thought about it. The last time I'd
been reading the book was the Sun-
day afternoon just before the major
got killed.

What was it doing in Pat’s room?
I began to leaf through the book. I
noticed some wrxtmg on the front fly-
leaf. I looked at it. It was a note from
Donovan. It read:

“Thanks for the loan of your
book. I found what I was looking
for. Be careful. This thing is big-
ger than we thought. Watch out
for Frank E. Altes and Handel’s
Largo. And remember what No-
vak said.”
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The note was not signed, but there
was no mistaking that careless scrawl.
Donovan had left me a last message.
He must have known that something
might happen to him, and he left me
this message. But what in hell did it
mean? I was completely up a tree.
Who was Frank E. Altes? I had never
heard the name, or anything like it
before. And what, in the name of Lew-
is Carroll, did it have to do with Han-
del’s Largo? And what had Novak
said? He had said a lot of things. I
put the book back on my shelf, and
lay down on my bed for a while.

T TWO, we were in Carter’s of-
fice, looking wvery solemn,
Everyone had liked Doncvan. If ever
there was a guy without an enemy in
the world, it was Pat, And now he was
dead, just because he had {igured out

what I was trying to figure out.
Would I be nexi?

Carter said, “This meeting was
called because, as you all know by
now, Corporal Donovan was kiiled
last night. We found his body in the
river below the waterfall. There was
a bottle in his pocket, and he may
have been drinking....”

Carter was all wet. May have been
drinking! Donovan was no teetotaller,
but he certainly had mcre sense than
to get drunk at a time when he was
trying to track down a murderer.

I became aware that Carter was
talking again.

“....has been working on this in-
vestigation with me and we were ar-
riving at a solution. Donovan must
have been lured out on that bridge by
the killer, hit on the head, the whis-
key bottle put in his pocket, and
pushed over the railing. The water-
fall did the rest. It was dark last
night. There was no moon. Plush!”

I jumped. “Yes?”

“You said Donovan had a date last
night? Who with?”

“I don’t know, Leutnant. He just
told me he had a heavy date. I didn’t
ask him any questions. When Dono-
van wants you to know something, he
usually tells you about it....” I broke

off. The mistake in tense brought it
all home to me again.

“Well, where were you last night?”

“Reading. In my room. And listen-
11Tg storthedradio

“What were you listening to?”

“A music program that is broad-
casted from 8Salzburg, Austria. It was
a program of the works of Mozart.
They were play—"

“Never mind what they were play-
ing. What time did you go to bed?”

“About eleven. Maybe a little later.”

“How about you, Troy?”

“I was writing letters in my rocm.
Went to bed early, about ten.”

“Did you see Donovan at
time ?"

NI

“Dillon?”

“I was in Robinson's room. We
were playing cribbage till about quar-
ter to eleven, then we went to the
kitchen to scramble some eggs, tiien
we went to bed.”

“You didn’t see Donovan, either of
you?’)

Both of them shook their heads.

“Lootenant Ginsberg, would you

mind giving me an account of your
whereabouts last night?”

“No, if you'll give the rest of us
an account of yours.”

any

ARTER began to say something,
then thought better of it and
nodded for Ginsberg to go ahead.

“I had a date with a girl from the
DP camp. Her name is Marya. I'm
sure she can vouch for my doings. We
went for a long walk in the country.
The MPs on the checkpost saw us as
we were coming in and going out of
town. They may not remember me, but
they'll remember Marya.”

“You didn’t go near the bridge?”

“Hell, no. We were on the other
side of town.” He stood up. “Now you
tell us. Where were you?”

“In my room. With Lucette.”

“All evening?”

“That’s right. All evening.” Carter
went over to the window, and looked
out on the old town square. The rain
had stopped and the sun had come
out. He lit a cigarette. “Donovan was
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investigating the murder of the major.
He was killed for the same reason the
major was killed; he knew too much.
The question is, what are we going
to do about it?”

No one answered.

“Last time we had a meetin’,” Car-
ter continued, ‘‘some of you thought
we should let the murderer go.
Thought he’d done us a favor, and
that it would be ungrateful of us to
try to catch him. Still feel that way?
Dillon? Robinson?”

Robinson said, “Not me, Leutnant.
This is different. Donovan was a
buddy of mine. I'd like to see the guy
that killed him get what’s coming to
him.”

Dillon said, “That goes for me too.”

“Well, we're all agreed about that.
We’ll have to make out the same kind
of report to HQ. I think we’d better
admit that maybe we’ve bit off more’n
we can chew. I'm goin’ to call in the
CID. Any objections?”

If there were any, they were not
voiced.

“T'll go into Munich tomorrow. Dil-
lon, you’ll come with me. Plush,
you’d better make the arrangements
with the priest again. Troy, get out
those letters to HQ and Graves Reg-
istration. Men,” he paused and bit his
lip, “I know how you feel about this.
But it makes it all the more important
for us to get to the bottom of this
business. I liked Donovan too. He
was a good kid. I'm goin’ to miss him,
just like the rest of you. But we've
got to keep at this thing. We've got
to get this guy, whoever he is. I'll
check on all your alibis for last night.
You can check on mine too. Now, for
Lord’s sake, men, be careful. This
killer is gettin’ crazy with the taste
of blood. He won’t care if he kills
some more people either. He might
as well get hanged for a sheep as a
lamb. So watch out. Don’t go out
alone at night. I think we’d better
have a curfew again, for your own
protection. Keep your doors locked.
And if you think you know some-
thing, don’t wait. Report it to me. Is
that clear?” He waited for an answer.
Apparently it was clear. “All right.
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That's all for now. Curfew at ten
o'clock. Dillon, get up early. We
leave right after chow in the morn-

L B ] |

1n.

DON'T think I ever felt less like

dancing in my life than I did that
night. But I went to the dance at the
DP camp. Went with Ginsberg, as a
matter of fact. I finally got to dance
with Marya, who was one of the most
popular girls on the floor. Ginsberg
certainly could pick them.

“I heard about your friend Dono-
van,” Marya said. “I am very sorry.”

“Yes. We all are. He was a good
guy. He was my friend.”

“They say he was drunk and fell
off the bridge.”

“Marya, I want to ask you some-
thing. You don’t have to answer if
you don’t want to, but if you do, you
may help us to catch the person
who....” I stepped.

“Who killed your friend Donovan?”
She smiled. “And the major who was,
I think, not your friend?”

I didn’t answer.

“What do you want to know?”

“Remember last Sunday? When you
went for a walk with the Jeutnant
along the river bank?”

“Yes. I remember. What about it?”

“Think carefully, Marya.” I stopped
as the music stopped. It continued.
We went on dancing. “After you and
the Jeutnant left us, what did you do?
Did you walk some more along the
river? Did he take you back to the
camp? Or what?”

“We walked for a little while, I
do not know how long. Then he left
me when we got to the bridge. He
said he had some work to do. I do
not know what time it was. I do not
have a watch.”

“And how about last night?"’

“Last night we went for a walk.
We passed some soldiers and they
whistled at me.” She smiled. She had
a very nice smile. I did not blame the
MPs. “We took a long walk.” I saw
Ginsberg elbowing his way through
the crowd. He tapped me on the
shoulder. “Wait for me,” he said,
“and we'll go home together. I have
the jeep.”
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Chaptor Fourteon

Pastoral Symphony

HE next morn-
ing was Thurs-
day. Carter and Dil-
lon left for Munich
right after break-
fast. Troy had
knocked out the of-
ficial correspond-
ence on the affair

the night before. Lucette told me,
at breakfast, that she would like to

ick some more flowers for Donovan.
i’asked Carter if that was okay and he
gsaid sure, that came under the head of
funeral arrangements.

First thing after breakfast, Frank
Robinson and I went out to the field
hospital. This was about three miles
out of town, near an aigport that our
air corps had taken over. We spoke
to the medic captain who had been in
charge of the autopsy.

“There was no water in the lungs.
That means that he was dead before
he hit the water. This wound crushed
the parietal bone, and he was uncon-
scious, if not dead, almost instantly.”

That was a hard one to figure out.
Donovan had more sense than to let
someone creep up behind him and
slug him in the head. One more puz-
zle to figure out....

“What was he hit with, Captain?”

“That’s hard to say, son. Any hard,
club-like object. Even a rock, maybe.
You see, he was pretty badly battered
by the fall on the rocks. But I'd
swear that he was hit before he fell,
or was pushed. If he had just fallen,
there would be some water in the
lungs.”

“Thanks, Captain. I guess we’d bet-
ter take him back. The CID is going
to take the case over. May I have a
copy of the autopsy report, please?”

“You bet. There was one queer
thing,” said the captain, scratching his
chin, “We found a very elaborate and
unprofessional-looking bandage on his
left wrist. But I couldn’t for the life
of me find anything wrong with the

wrist. It was one of the few parts of
his body that was not battered. No
fracture, no sprain, no cuts or
bruises....”

I smiled grimly.

W e took Donovan back to the hotel.
We left him just as he was, and put
a sheet over him. Robinson went back
to the office and I went to see the
Stadtpfarrer.

“I am deeply grieved, my son. I
did not know Herr Donovan well, but
he looked like a fine boy. He often
came to Mass here.”

“He was a very good friend of
mine. We used to listen to the Salz-
burg festival together.”

“Ach, so? I am very fond of Mo-
zart, myself. In this one respect, I do
not agree with the church.”

“That is one thing I could never
understand, Herr Stadtpfarrer. Why
is it that Bach, a Lutheran, is allowed
by the church, and Mozart, who was ¢
Catholic, is not allowed? Can you tel
me?”

“That is a very interesting question,
Herr Plush. It seems that the actual
outward conformity or non-conform-
ity to a church is not the most im-
portant thing. The inner spirit is
more important. Bach, a Lutheran,
wrote music that has a more deeply
religious spirit than old Wolfgang
Amadeus, although the latter was a
Catholic. Do you see?”

el Maisee

“Enough of these matters. I sup-
pose you will bury Herr Donovan. A
good Catholic funeral, no?”

“Yes. But we must wait. A man
from the higher headquarters is com-
ing to investigate the affair this af-
ternoon. The funeral will probably
have to wait until tomorrow.”

“So. Well, that does not concern
me. Donovan's case is now being in-
vestigated by a still higher headquar-
ters. The highest of all.” He did not
smile aind neither did I.

“Will you be good enough to com-
municate with the grave-digger and
the carpenter? A full sized coffin,
this time.”

“And the location?”

“The same spot, I think.”

“Well, the place where the mortal
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remains are buried is not what mat-
ters. Although they are buried side
by side, I do not think that that will
bother either of them, now.”

NODDED and cleared my throat.

“By the way, Herr Stadtpfarrer,
have you found out anything about
the—uh—other matter?”

“Ah yes, I had almost forgotten to
tell you. But I am afraid I cannot re-
veal the sourcé. Does that matter?”

“Perhaps not. But what have you
learned?”

“I found out who was the middle
man in these black market dealings.”

“Well?”

“It was the Czech, Novak. But my
source told me than Novak was not
the main figure. He was only a small
part of the actual dealings.”

“And the main person. The one who
was responsible?”

“I do not know the name. But this
person thinks it was an officer of the
Militarregierung. He does not know
which one. That is all I can tell you
now.”

So the major had been right, after
all. That narrowed it down to Carter
or Ginsberg. On the other hand, the
person merely thought it was an offi-
cer in the MG. I was not much further
along.

I thanked the Stadtpfarrer and
went back to the hotel, where I picked
up Lucette.

It was a beautiful morning. There
was a soft wind blowing which did
wonderful things to Lucette’s hair.
Neither of us spoke.

We drove for many miles before
we came to a meadow with all kinds
of wild flowers. I parked the jeep and
we got out. We picked flowers by the
armful., When the jeep was full of
them, we went for a little walk. As
we climbed up a steep incline, I took
Lucette’s arm. She winced percepti-
bly. I had not hurt her, I was sure, un-
less. ...

We sat down., I pulled up the sleeve
of her sweater. There were big, ugly
blue bruises.

“Do you want to tell me about it,
Lucette?”

"It is very difficult, Paul. I would
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like to, but I am afraid....I am so
abraidee e

“But don’t you see? If you are the
only one who knows, there is reason
to be frightened. But if you tell me,
I will know, and the officers who are
coming, they will know too. The more
people who know, the less there will
be to fear. Do you understand?”

“I understand, and still I am afraid.
Oh, Paul, if I could only tell you....
I have wanted to tell you ever since
the beginning....I have felt that you
are the one person I could trust....
but I have been afraid....”

“Afraid of what, Lucette....afraid
for whom?”

“For myself, of course, and also for
you.... You know what happened to
Donovan. That was because he found
out. Fie knew what happened.... I do
not want that to happen to you, Paul,
because I like you.... You are the
only one here who speaks my native
language....”

“But you can’t keep this to your-
self any longer. You can’t. That’s why
Donovan died. Not because he knew.
That isn’t the reason. It was because
he knew and didn’t tell anyone. The
more people that know, the more
safety there is.”

UCETTE did not say anything.
| She turned away her face and I

could see that her whole body was
racked by convulsive sobs. I let her
cry. I thought it would do her good.
I got up and took a little walk, hav-
ing first lit my pipe. When I came
back to the rock, Lucette had com-
posed hersclf.

“Are you ready to talk now, Lu-
CREEC S

She nodded slowly. “But I cannot
tell you all, not even now. I will make
a bargain with you. Tomorrow morn-
ing, when all the men are together,
thien. I will "tell, the- wholei Story. I
think you are right. As long as you
and I know, neither of us is safe. So
tomorrow morning, I will tell every-
thing to everybody. Then he cannot
harm me any more. He will have to
kill everybody, and even he would not
dare_thiigoigo fans Lo

“But what about you? What’s going



52 CRACK DETECTIVE STORIES

to happen to you? You won’t be safe.
He will want to kill you no matter
what happens.”

“Paul, mon ami, believe me. This is
the best way. Ik now it. It is the only
way. If I thought it would be better
to tell you now, I would tell you now.
But it is not better. Tomorrow I will
tell the whole detachment.”

“But I still want to know what
about you? He will....”

“I do not care what happens to me.
I cannot go back to France. Sooner
or later they would find out. Then I
would be better off dead. No matter
where I would go, they would find
out. They have ways of finding these
things out in France. I have seen
what they do there. You think it is
just the shaving off of the hair that I
am afraid of? Do not be so naive,
Paul. That is the very least....”

“Can you tell me any about it?”

She sighed. “It was a long time ago,
just after the fall of Paris. There was
a German officer....he was billeted
in my house....Afterwards, he said
he would tell everyone I was his mis-

tress.... He said he would send me
back to Germany.... He told me all
sorts of things.... He said he loved

me, and that he couldn’t live without
me.... Oh, what a fool I was! I
should have killed myself first, but
I was young, only eighteen at the
time.... I was such a fool.... In the
end, I believed him.... He was the
first German I had known.... I
thought before that they were all
beasts, but Ae could be kind and gen-
tle and considerate. In the beginning
it was not so bad.... But afterwards,
he knew that he had me in his
power, knew that I couldn’t run away.
Oh, yes, I tried to run away three
times, but he always caught me in the
end.... Finally, I just did not care
any more. ... I did not care what hap-
pened to me, or what the people
thought and said in whispers every
time I passed....
die, but I didn’t have the courage to
kill myself.... It takes much more
courage to kill yourself than it does
to kill someone else.... He has that
other kind of courage.... Oh, God,
how I hate him! How I hate him....

I only wanted to

And now he has killed your friend
Donovan too....”

ASKED gently, “What happened
to yyour German officer, Lucette?”
“He was killed when the Royal Air
Force bombed the town. I was with
him when he died. He smiled and
said, ‘Auf Wiedersehen,’ and then
he closed his eyes.... After that I
left the town and went to the other
town, where I was when the Ameri-
cans came.... Major Smith found me
there and, because I could speak a lit-
tle English, he gave me the job as
interpreter. Interpreter! That is fun-
ny! That is a new name for it!” She
began to laugh hysterically. “Inter-
preter! I must remember that.... Itis
the funniest thing I have heard in
five years! Interpreter! Ha ha ha
s )

She calmed down soon. I asked her
what happened after that.

“I do not know how he found out
about the German officer. But he
tfound out.... he used to threaten to
send me back to France if I would not
do what he told me.... And now...”

“He is dead, Lucette. He cannot
harm you any more.”

“What do you know about the
dead? Sometimes they are worse than
the living. There are two kinds of
dead people. .. .the kind that die and
leave you alone, and the kind that
never stop haunting and destroy-
ing....” She began to weep again.

I looked at my watch. It was get-
ting late. I said, “Let’s go back to the
jeep, Lucette, It’s almost time feor
lunch and Lieutenant Carter will be
back.” I watched her face as I men-
tioned Lieutenant Carter’s name, but
there was no sign. She was under con-
trol now.

Who was this “he” she was talking
about? Was it Carter? Or Ginsberg?
Or one of the others? There was still
a piece missing. There was still some-
thing I couldn’t put my finger on. I
had almost all the pieces.

We walked slowly back to the jeep.
Again neither of us spoke. As we were
about to get out, back at the hotel, I
made one last attempt to get her to
tell me.
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“Lucette, are you quite sure you
don’t want to tell me the whole thing
now? Are you sure you want to wait?”

“I am sure. I have thought very
long and very hard. I't is the best way.
Tomorrow, I will tell everybody.”

I left it at that.

Chapter  Fifteon

Enter the C.I.0O.

HERE were

some new faces
at lunch. Four, to be
exact. There were
the men from the
Army Criminal. Ir}-
vestigation Di1vi-
sion. ILieuten-
Jile 7 i ant Andrews was a
man of middle height. He wore thi.ck
steelrimmed glasses, which gave nim
an owlish look. He seldom smiled.
Corporal Bernstein, his assistax}t, was
a young fellow, with red hair and
freckles.

The other two were replacements
for the detachment. Our new com-
manding officer was Captain Jchn
Doolittle. He was a man of about
fifty, with an air of quiet authority.
He didn’t exactly relish the idea of
taking the detachment over the head
of Lieutenant Carter, and this was
obvious. Carter had insisted on the
captain's sitting at the head of the
table.

The other man was Private Angelo.
He was short and dark. He did not
feel at ease, either. Nobody felt at
ease. We all wondered what the new
regime under Captain Doolittle would
be like. We were a little apprehensive
about the arrival of the CID men, too.
After all, our noses weren’t clean, not
by a leng shot. It turned out that
Lieutenant Carter was being relieved,
not only of his command, but also of
duty with our detachment. He was
going to leave as soon as the business
was cleared up. The CID said that
they didn’t want anyone to leave the
town until they said so. A meeting of
the detachment, the old detachment,
that is, was called for two o’clock in

My =y i‘:‘,';
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the lieutenant’s—no, now it was the
captain’s office.

“Gentlemen,” said Lieutenant An-
drews when we were all gathered, “I
don’t know how much you know
about the C.I.D. But it was crecated
and organized for the exzpress pur-
pose of investigating and solving
matters of a criminal nature. The per-
sonnel are selected for that reason,
and they are carefully trained. They
are pecple who have dealt with crime,
and who know how to deal with it.

You, Lieutenant Carter, and the rest

of you men, have commitied a very
serious error, if not worse. It has
cost you and the Army the lives of
two men. If you had contacted the
CID right at the beginning, when
there was first any indication of
trouble, your major and your corpo-
ral might still be alive.”

He paused to let the effect of that
sink in, blinked his owlish e¢yes, and
continued: “That’s all past. There’s
no good trying to undo what has been
done. Whatever measures HQ wants
to take to insure the correction of
the error you have comrnitted, that's
no affair of mine. I am here to find
out who killed the major and Corpo-
ral Donovan. And, gentlemen, I in-
tend to find it out. I will spare no
one’s feelings; so if any of you are
hiding anything because you think it
may harm someone else, if any of you
are concealing information to help a
buddy, wise up. I'll find it out sooner
or later, and wken I do, if I find you
have been holding out on me, it’ll go
hard on you. Now that isn't a threat.
It’'s just a statement of fact, pure
and simple. So, for heaven’s salke,
play ball with me. Iielp me and
Bernstein here to solve this. Help
us if you can. But if you can’t help
us, picase don‘t hinder us.”

EVERAL of us began to stir un-
easily. I lit my pipe.

“I understand,” said Lieutenant
Andrews, “that there were two at-
tempts on the life of Major Smith
before he actually met his death, and
then that Corporal Donovan lost his
life in the investigation of the cir-
cumstances of the major’'s death. Now
ordinarily, I would question you all
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individually, but there doesn’t seem
to be much point in it now that
you've all been over this thing by
yourselves. So I'll- just hop from one
to the other. Getting this down, Bers-
stein?’ L

Bernstein nodded, his
poised, ready to swoop.

“Lieutenant Carter, you, as acting
commanding officer, had a great re-
sponsibility to these men. You have
let them all down, one irreparably:
Now I want to ask you a few ques-
tions. When did you first know
something was wrong?”’

“When someone took a shot at the
major in the alley.”

“When was that, exactly?”

“Let’s see—last Wednesday.”

“And what action was taken?”

“Noi:e; the major wanted to handle
it himself. We thought it was just a
sniper. All the houses were searched;
nothin’ was found.”

“I see. Then what happened?’

“Two days later—Friday, that is—
the major was drinkin’ a glass of
wine at the dinner table when he sud-
denly keeled over. Robinson here
saved his life by givin’ him an eme-
tic:®

Andrews turned to Robinson.
“How come you knew what to do so
quickly, Corporal?”

“Well, sir,” said Robinson, *I was
a pre-med student. Also, I'm the san-
itary technician in this outfit. When
I saw the major get all purple and
splutter, I thought of poison right
away. So I made an emetic and we
forced it down him.”

“I see. Why was no action taken
then, Lieutenant?”

Carter said, “You didn’t know that
major. He had a kind of habit of get-
tin’ his own way about things. When
he came back from the infirmary he
said he wanted to handle this in his
own way. When Major Smith wanted
to handle a thing in his own way, he
handled it in his own way.”

“And what was he doing about it?”

“He said that he knew someone was
involved in the black market. Some
of our supplies and gas had been dis-
appearing. He said that he was pretty
sure who it was, but he needed proof.
He thought he’d have it in a couple of

pencil

days. And he said that he was going
to take precautions.”

“What sort of precautions?”

“Well, he made someone else taste
his food. He slapped a curfew on us.
We had to sign out any time we went
anywhere.”

“All right. So much for that. Did
he say he was leaving any kind of
instructions?”

“Yes. He left instructions with his
secretary, Lucette. She was to give
them to Private Plush.”

“And did she?”

“Yes sir,” I said. ‘I gave the let«
ter to Lieutenant Carter.”

“May I see the letter, Lieutenant?”

Carter went over to his desk, took
out the letter and gave it to the man
from the CID. Andrews read it very
carefully, then gave it to Bernstein.

“One of the officers, eh?” said An-
drews. “Which one did he think it
was?”

“He thought it was me,” said Gins-
berg. “I was the PX officer. The
major didn’t like me, for various rea-
sons. I didn’t like him either. He
thought it was me, but it wasn’t.”

“I don’t want to question individu-
als about this yet. I just want to get
the bare outlines of the case down
fipst.”’

BEGAN to jot down a few words

to the corporal. I wrote on the
back of an envelope, asking him to
tell the lieutenant that I had some
important information about the mur-
ders, and that I would give it to him
if he would come to my room after
the meeting. I told him the number
of the room. I slipped the envelope
under the pad he was writing on.
This was easy, because he was sit-
ting next to me, and everyone else
was listening to the lieutenant.
Bernstein waited a few seconds, then
took the envelope out and read it
quickly. He nodded to me, almost im-
perceptibly.

Carter was now telling the lieuten-
ant about the death of the major. He
told him where each of us had been,
and about how we had found the
body.

“What state were the remains in?”
asked Lieutenant Andrews.
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“They were all blown to pieces.”

“How did you know it was the
major?”

“We found his helmet—the one
with the hole in it—and his gold
leaves, and one dog tag among the
wreckage.”

“Was that all you found?”

“No. We also found a badly burned
arm with the major’s serial number
tattooed on it. The last part of his
serial number, that is. The major had
his name and serial number tattooed
on his arm, There’s no doubt who it
was.”

“And then what did you do?”

“Then we had a meeting of the de-
tachment to decide what to do. We
decided to bury the remains here.
We notified Graves Registration,
and I notificd headquarters, tellin’
them it was a mine explosion. As a
matter of fact, Lootenant, it could
have been a mine explosion. There
was a sign in German there by the
bridge that said Beware of Mines—
in German., Then, Corporal Donovan
and I proceeded with the investiga-
tion. Y’see’’—he became more confi-
dential— “I’ve had some experience
in this sort of work, I've been a
deputy sheriff for nine years in Okla-
homa. And Donovan was the detach-
ment investigator., We were goin’ to
call in the CID as soon as we had some
facts to give you.”

“But don’t you see, dammit, it’s
our job to dig up facts?” He mopped
his brow, which was becoming quite
perspired. “Don’t you see that....oh,
what’s the use going over the same
ground again? It’'s done now. There’s
no use talking about it any more. So
you and Donovan went investigating.
What did you investigate?”

“Well, we checked on alibis, we
tried to find something out about
the black market, we....”

“And where i1s the result of your
investigations? I mean, you d:d write
them down?”

“I tell you, Lieutenant, Donovan
was doin’ most of the investigatin’.”
Carter was getting more and more un-
easy. “I think he kept some kind of
record, but I'm not even sure about
that.”

Bernstein passed the note to the

lieutenant, who glanced at it, and
then said, “Well, I think I'd better
start asking some questions of indi-
viduals. I believe I have the general
outlines of the business now. Sup-
pose you all go back to the hotel.
Wait in your rooms. Can one of you
show Bernstein where the two deaths
took place?”

Troy said, “You’d better take him,
Dillion.” Dillon said okay and the two
of them left to get the jeep.

WENT back to my room. I had

been there for perhaps five min-
utes when there was a knock on the
door. I opened it and Lieutenant An-
drews came in.

We sat down. He took his glasses
off and began to clean them. “All
right, Private”— I told him my name
—*“Private Plush, now what’s all this
about?”

I told him the whole story. I told
him how Pat and I had not been sat-
isfied with the way Carter was carry-
ing on, and how we had started an
investigation on our own. I told him
of our list, and I showed him the.
document we had prepared, and I read
this over thoughtfully.

“This looks like a careful piece of
work. Mind if I keep it?”

“No sir; not at all.”

“How about these items on the
check list? Have you checked any of
them?”

“Yes, sir. Most of them.” I told him
about Huber’s watch ,about the gen-
eral accessibility of the supplies,
about the talk I had with Marya,
which didn't prove anything either
way, since she had been vague about
the time. I even told him about the
forgery Donovan and I had made. I
told him what the original had said.

“¥You fellows certainly bit off quite
a chunk,” he said, and I told him how
we had not trusted Carter, I even
told him of my suspicions.

“There’s one thing you left out of
this careful suinmary,” said the
lieutenant.

“What’s that?”

“You neglected to include yourself
among the possible suspects.”

“Well, Troy was in the office with
me when the shot was fired.”
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“That doesn’t let you out, as you
have proved here.”

“No, I guess your right.”

Then I told him about my talks
with the Stadtpfarrer.I told him what
the priest had told me that morning
about Novak and ‘“one of the offi-
cers.” He seemed very interested in
this. “Maybe the major was right,” he
said.

“I don’t think so,” I replied. “I
know Ginsberg pretty well and I don'’t
think he could shoot a man from be-
hind. Besides, he was with me until
about four last Sunday afternoon.
Then he walked some more with this
girl Marya.”

“Maybe you’re right.”

Then I told him about Opa and the
weed-killer that was missing. I told
him about the missing copy of Hero-
dotus and the message that Donovan
had written. He asked me if I had ever
heard of Frank E. Altes and I said I
hadn’t.

“What did Novak say?” he wanted
to know next.

“I've been trying to remember. I
have a feeling that if I could recall, I
might have the key to the whole
thing.’

“I think I'd better keep this book.
I'll give it back to you when I've fi-
nished. There are one or two very in-
teresting points about this affair. You
say they have been looking for No-
vak?”

“For four days now, but not a
trace.”

“I think he’s involved in it, but I
don’t think he’s the one we're really
looking for.”

I hesitated awhile, Should I tell
him about Lucette? I decided that, as
long as I had teld him about every-
thing else, I'd better tell him this too.
Just as I was about to, there was a
knock on the door. It was Carter.

“Plush, have you seen Lucette? Ex-
cuse me, Lieutenant.”

“We went out to pick flowers to-
gether. I haven’t seen her since
lunch.”

“That’s funny. She said she’d be in
my room.” He left looking very puz-
zled.

“Now what were you telling me?
asked Andrews.

Quickly, I told him about what Lu-
cette had said that morning and how
she had promoised to tell the whole
detachment tormorrow. He began to
get very excited. “Another person try-
ing to take the law into his own hands,
I only hope it’s not too late this time.”

We left the room and began to look
for Lucette.

Chaptor Sixtoon
SECOND VARIATION: Lucette

E found Lu-

cette in the
cellar, in one of the
musty, little used
rooms with low-
hanging rafters that
we found her. She
was hanging from
one of the rafters.
There was a thin cord around her
neck, thin, but strong enough te hold
her weight. She could not have been
dead very long, because she was still
warm. Her face looked more peaceful,
more resigned than it had looked for
a long time.

We cut her down. There was a
packing box, moldy with age and
damp, turned over under her feet, to
make it look like suicide. Andrews
gingerly put his foot on the box, and
it crumbled to pieces.

“So much for the suicide angle.
This box never would have held her
weight.”

“Even if it had,” I said, “it wouldn’t
have made any difference; she
wouldn’t have killed herself.”

“What makes you so sure of that?”

I told him of the years in France, as
Lucette had told me that morning.
“If she had been the sort to kill her-
self, she would have done it long be-
fore. Besides, she was going to dis-
close the identity of the murderer to-
morrow, remember?”’

“Yes.” He blinked a couple of times.
“You’'ve got something there. Well,
too bad; she could have saved her life
if she hadn’t been so stubborn and re-
fused to talk.”

“Lieutenant,” I said, “I don’t think
she cared much one way or the other.
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She was pretty fed up with life in gen-
eral. She had a hell of a rough time,
and there was no future for her. She
couldn’t have stayed here in Germany,
she couldn’t have gone back to France.
Maybe it's just as well.”

“Maybe.”

This gave me one more score to
settle with the murderer. I didn't real-
ly mean that maybe it was just as well.
I had liked Lucette, in spite of every-
thing I knew about her

“Well, I guess this lets you out,”
said the lieutenant, not unkindly.
“She was killed during the last half
or thiee-quarters of an hour, and you
were talking with me all the time. It
lets that sergeant out, tco, the
one who went out with Bernstein.”

“Sergeant Dillon,” I said.

‘“Yes. And it leaves in the two lieu-
tenants and Sergeant Troy, and the
T_S"!

“And one other person,” I said.

“And one other person,” he agreed.

“What do we do now?”

“This is pretty irregular, Private
Plush, but I think, under the circum-
stances, it's justified. I'm going to
ask you to assist me. I think we can
wind up the case pretty soon now. Un-
doubtedly I have the same idea that
you have. I want you to go back to
your room now. Lock yourself in and
don’t leave, whatever happens. I want
you to go over all the circumstances
of the three attmpts on the major’s
life. I want you to note down what
you think the significant features
were. Then the death of Donovan.
And I want you to work on the note
Donovan wrote in your book. I'll
leave it in your room. And, most im-
portant of all, try to picture in your
mind the times when you and Dono-
van and Novak were together. Try to
remember what Novak said. I have a
hunch that if you can remember this,
it may be the key to the whole thing.
I am going to take my jeep and travel
back to Munich as fast as it’ll take me.
I should be back in three hours, if I
find what I'm looking for. Now, don't
let anyone in. Anyone at all. Do you
understand? This is absolutely vital.
I'mrelying on you a great deal, Plush,
maybe more than you know. Don't
let me down. For your sake, for my

sake, and for Donovan’s sake, don’t
let me down.”

“What are you going to do about
the others?”

“Nothing now. Leave the¢m where
they are.”

“And Lucette?”

“Is there an empty room where we
can “lgeep hiew For | thzftiine boinge™

REMEMBERED that there was a

room on the second floor that Rob-
inson used as his little infirmary—
where he kept the aspirin, bismuth
pills and band-aids. We took Lucette
there and laid her on the bed. Then
Lieutenant Andrews headed for IMu-
nich. I went into the kitchen for beer
and a couple of saudwviches, as ic was
getting dark and I was hungry. It is
funny how your insides kesp demand-
ing sustenance no matter how bucsy
you are, or how worried, or angry, or
grief-stricken. The inner man must
put his two pfennigs in....

I went back to my room and opened
a bottle of beer and started munching
on a sandwich. I forget what kind of
sandwich it was, but I guess it doesn’'t
make any difference.

And slowly, methodically, I went
back over all the things that had hap-
pened in the last ten days.

First, I thought about the shot in
the alley. I remember what Pat Dono-
van had said about the reasons it
couldn’t have been a sniper—the tim-
ing, the gun—where would he get
it? The risk—broad daylight. And I
remembered that I had also mentioned
that it would be very unlikely that a
sniper would aim at a GI helmet when
he could hit a man in the back. Ttiose
helmets are designed so they are hard
to hit with a bullet, so they ward off
pieces of shrapnel and so forth. Why
in the helmet? I thought I had the
answer to that. I wrote it down as
point number one.

Then the second attempt. Arsenic
in the wine. I thought about that one.
Two things appeared to be signif-
icant about it. The manner in which
the poison had been adriinisterzd, and
the speed with which it had taken
effeet,

The same motif was present in the
death of Donovan, I then remem-
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bered. The same motif that had been
running through the whole picture. I
should have seen it before. I almost
had seen it before, but there had been
one thing blinding me.

Then there was the actual murder
of the major. There were two things
about that also. Why, when he was
taking precautions, should he....
Yes, that was a good point. How was
it that I hadn’t thought of that one
before? I was going along fine now.
Little by little, the pieces were be-
gining to fit together. It was as if I
had had the pieces of a jig-saw puzzle
to put together, wth no design, no
picture on the surface of the pieces,
to help me. Now that the picture was
beginning to be visible on the sep-
arate pieces, though, it was a lot
easier to put the whole puzzle to-
gether.

A stray thought came into my mind
...a story about a man who gave a
pair of beautiful riding boots to a
soldier to dry.... That fit in, too.
This was getting better and better.

WAS interrupted by a knock at

the door. I ignored it. The knock-
ing continued and I heard Troy’s
voice calling, “Plush? Are you in
thereR «

“Yes,” I said. “I'm in here.
busy. Go away.”

“What the hell is going on here,
Plush?”

“I can’t tell you now, Troy. I'm
busy doing a job for Lieutenant An-
drews. He deputized me.”

“Well, don’t you want any chow?”

“No. I have a couple of sandwiches
here.”

I heard Carter’s voice outside the
door. “Open up, Plush I want to talk
to you.”

“Sorry, Leutnant. Can’t talk to you
now. I'm under orders from the
C.I.D.”

“Well, have you seen Lucette? I
still can’t find her.”

I thought that one over for a min-
ute.

“No,” I said. “I haven’t seen her.
I’m sorry, Lieutenant Carter; I have
to get back to work now.”

I heard their retreating footsteps.
Now. where was I? Oh, yes....the

I'm

riding boots. That fitted in, too.

Then the letter that Lucette had
given me from the major. I took out
of my drawer and looked at it I
looked at it for a long time. This was
a little doubtful, but there was a point
there also....no, wait a minute. There
were two points there.... I put them
down on my list, too. That made how
many, so far? The shooting, the ar-
senic, Donovan, the riding boots, the
major’s letter. He had actually told
me, in that letter who the murderer
was, if I had only realized it before!
Now it was all so clear. Had Pat
Donovan realized this? Had he found
these clues, these very tenuous clues
that I had overlooked until now?

But why? Why? Why? I still
couldn’t see that....

Another idle thought came popping
into my mind. It was what Gretel
had told me that morning at the of-
fice. Good heavens, was that only
Tuesday? Only two days before? It
seemed like months. Donovan had
still been alive then.... What had
Gretel said? She had been stopped
on the street by the major, but when
he found she could speak English..
This was another point. Not proof,
certainly, but a good piece of corrob-
orative evidence....

I still didn’t know why. I picked
up the volume of Herodotus.... I
thought of the afternoon I had sat on
the river bank reading, and thinking
about the major and Hybris, and the
vengeance of Zeus. I turned over the
pages, trying to find the answer, try-
ing to find what Donovan had been
looking for and had found.... He
had said he’d found it.... I came to
the part about the Persian Wars, the
battles of Marathon....Salamis....
Thermopylae.

Thermoplylae! 1 suddenly remem-
bered two things and the whole pic-
ture was clear, or almost clear....
Thermopylae.... A tiny band of
Grecks, under the leadership of the
Spartan king Leonidas, had held off
the oncoming hordes of the army of
Xerxes, until they were betrayed, be-
cause one man showed the Persians
a pass that led around the mountain
and the Greeks were cut off from
behind.... What was the name of
that traitor? Who was the one who
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had sold out his people to the enemy?
Again I looked at the flyleaf of the
book, where Donovan had written
his note. “Watch out for Frank E.
Altes....” Frank E. Altes F.E
Altes. ... Phoneticallv, it was the
same as Ephialtes....and Elphialtes
was the name of the traitor in Herod-
otus.... Handel’'s Largo....the
name Handel's Largo was a popular-
ization of the aris “Ombra mar fu”
from the opera Xerxes, by Handel..
Watch out for the traitor, Ephialtes,
and for the conquering forces of
TLEIXES. o up

OW I was really getting warm; I

was getting hot. Frank E. Altes
and Handel's Largo were now clear. .
I had to smile in spite of myself, as
I thought of how Donovan had
searched through the history of the
Persian Wars for this traitor of Ephi-
altes. Why had he taken this extreme-
ly devious way of telling me some-
thing that he could have shown me
by simply writing it down in so many
words or even telling me right out?
Was it to protect me from this knowl-
edge, while still leaving a clue that
could be deciphered? Was it because
he thought it was safer to leave the
message deliberately obscure, in case
the murderer should get hold of the
book? Or was it just Donovan’s puck-
ish sense of humor, which had made
Fim pick the two subjects that were
c'osest to me, Greece and music, to
Jzliver the message that was so reverl-
ing? I supposed I would never know.
more.... What had Novak said?

Now there was only one thing
«+..When was the last time we had
all been together? At dinner the day
of the second attempt. Had Novak
said anything then? I could not re-
member anything, except the way
he sadly and slowly kept shaking his
head. How about the time at the
office, when Novak had gone in to
see the major about the “beeg deal?”
No, that was no good. Donovan
hadn’t been there....

How about the night of the party?
The drinks, and Lucette, and the ma-
jor getting all het up and blowing
his top about the PX rations...Then
the major had gone out, and what

had been said? Robinson had said
he was sorry he’'d started the whole
thing by asking about the razor
blades. And Troy had calmed him
down and told him that he couldn’t
help it, and that it had been bound
to happen sooner or later....

And then Novak....what had he
said? I closed my eyes, and I could
hear him all over again.... “Leesten
to me. I vas t'ree months in Ausch-
witz and ve had a guard dere who vas
one steenkair. But I am telling
you, he vas not stcenkair Iike dat
major.”

I had it The last piece missing
from the puzzle. One word in that
speech of Novak’s gave the whole
thing away. Now I had all the pieces.
I knew why, and I knew who, and I
knew how....

I sat down at my typewriter. I
took out the pages on which Dono-
van and I had put all our informa-
tion, inserted a fresh sheet of paper
into the typewriter and began to
write.

Chaptor Seventoon

THIRD VARIATICN: One
Bottle Too Many

I finished what I
was writing. I tcok
the paper out of the
typewriter, assem-
bled the pages, and
looked them over.
Yes, my case was
perfect. Now I knew who had com-
mitted the murders and why.

But I still didn’t know one thing:
What I could do about it. Perhaps
he was being detained; perhaps he
wasn’t coming back until the next
day. I felt I ould not wait that long.
My murderer might escape by then;
he might guess that the jig was up
and then we might never catch him.

I decided that I would catch him
that evening.

Don't get me wrong. I didn’t act
in a spirit of courage, or bravado, or
revenge, or righteous indignation, or
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anything like that. It was simply that
I couldn’t stand this waiting around
without doing ahything about it.

There was one more thing to fi-
gure out. I knew who, and how, and
why, but I didn’t know where.

Again I read over my case against
....and I thought maybe I did know
where, after all. There was tiiis leit-
motif running through the whole
story, one logical place where I must
look. One place, so obvious that it
was right under our noses; so inac
cessible that we might never have
found i1t. The MPs had overlooked
it in their search for Novak and Hem-
pel.

I wrote a short note to Lieuten-
ant Andrews, apologizing for dis-
obeying orders, but explaining the
situation in a manner that he could
not fail to understand. I put on my
belt with thec little .25 caliber pistol
I had “liberated.” I looked outinto
the corridor to make sure that no
one was around. I tiptoed down the
stairs to the cellar. No one was there
either.

AUTIOUSLY I approached the

door of the wine cellar. It was
a thick oaken docr. I listened and
heard the muffled sound of voices.
I took out my automatic and fired
one shot into the door.

“I have a hand grenade here,” I
shouted. “If you don’t open the door
in five seconds, they’ll be picking
you up with a shovel!”

I counted the seconds. On number
four, the door was unbolted and
slowly swung inward. I saw a large,
well ventilated room, with racks and
racks of bottles on the walls. A man
was sitting at a small table in the
center of the room. He had a bottle
in one hand. He got up as I entered.

“Well,” I said, “if it isn’'t the late
Major Smith!”

“I’'ll be—Plush? How in hell did
you get here?”

“Never mind that now. Keep those
hands up or I'll fill you so full of
heles that any self-respecting Swiss
cheese will be jealous.”

“Come now, Plush, there’s no need
to get all hot and bothered. Sit down
and have a drink.”

“Sorry, Major. I'm kind of parti-

cular who I drink with. Bums, four-
flushers, yes; murderers and traitors,
O'%

“Don’t be too hasty about this,
Plush. No one else knows about this
except you and me. Why can't we
make a little deal....just the two of
us?”’

“Do vou really think I'd make a..”

I never finished that sentence. In
fact, I didn’t do any talking for quite
a while. Because something came
down, hard, en the back of my head,
and I collapsed. I wasn’t interested
in anything for a long time....

The first thing I remember was an
awful dizzy feeling, and a terrific
headache. I tied to sit up, but I
couldn’t make it. Then I realized that
my wrists and ankles were tied. I
twisted my head around, although
the pain was splitting it and I saw
a short, fat man who had an ugly
smile on his face.

“I believe you know Herr Hempel,”
said the major. “He is also a member
of our little organization.”

“So that’s how you got Donovan,”
I said.

“That’s it,”’ said the major. He was
sitting down. I'm sorry, Plush, be-
cause I always thought you were the
one guy I could trust in the outfit.
I’m sorry it has to end like this; we
could have gotten along well to-
gether. The organization can use
clear-headed men like you. I'm sorry
abeut Donovan, too.”

“Well, thanks,” I said. “Thanks
just awfully. Now will you kindly
cut out the mock regrets and get this
thing over with?”

“You were always so impulsive,
Plush. So damn impulsive. Why can’t
we have a nice quiet talk, until it gets
late enough for Herr Hempel here to
take you for a little walk, the way
he did with your buddy Donovan?”

I saw & chance to stall, by goading
his ego. Maybe Andrews would get
back from Munich and it would not
be too late. Maybe. ... While there’s
life, and so forth.

“Would you be interested, Major
Smith, in knowing that there were at
least ten flaws—ten loopholes in your
perfect scheme? Would you like to
know how I found out who was the
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murderer? I'll make a bargain with
you. I'll tell you all I know—if I'm
going where Donovan went, it won’t
make any difference anyway—and all
I want you to do is answer one
question.”

“That sounds fair enough. Ten, did
you say?”

“I said at least ten.”

“The hell you say. All right. Keep
talking. And don’t stop, because Herr
Hempel here needs exercise, and it's
a long time since he’s had a work-
out. And when you get finished, I'll
be only to happy to answer any
question you may have.”

PAUSED purposely, and grinned
slightly. “All right. Here goes.

Number one That helmet gag was
pretty phony. In the first place, no
sniper will shoot like that in broad
daylight. In the second place, the
way you wear your helmet, a shot at
that angle would almost certainly
have hit you. Finally, who is going
to shoot a man and aim at the GI
helmet, when he can hit him in the
back.”

“Do you call that three points?”

“Three? Hell, no, that's only one.
By the way, is that the gun you
made the hole with?” I indicated with
my head a very ugly and very effi-
cient-looking Luger on the table in
front of him.

“Yes. That's the one.”

“I figure it was an easy stunt. You
just took the helmet off, made sure
no one was looking, shot a hole in
it, and came back hollering bloody
murder.”

“All right. All right. What other
mistakes did I make?”’

“Let’s take the poison incident. As
soon as I remembered how the poison
was administered, in the wine, I was
suspicious. You were the most likely
person to think of that as a medium.
That same motif was carried out when
you killed Donovan. What did you
plant on him. A bottie, The same logic
applied when I remembered about
the wine cellar. The perfect place to
hide. And the obvious place that
would appeal to a dipsomaniac like
yourself.”

The major got up and kicked me in

the ribs. I'd feel that for a long time,
if I lived. “That’s for keing insult-
ing,” he said. “Kindly confine your
remarks to the matter at hand.”

I grinned again, mezaning it this
time; I was beginning to get under
his skin. So much the better.

“By all means,” I said. “As for the
actual murder of the major, I won-
dered why, when you were taking so
many precautions, food-tasters, cur-
few, sign-out sheet, and so on, you
felt it necessary to make this trip
to Oberpfannkuchen at all, and es-
pecially alone. It was a very poorly
traveled road, and anything might
happen to a man who was genuinely
concerned for his safety.”

“Yes,” said the major. He sat down
again. “I myself wondered about that
angle.”

“Another point about the poison,”
I said. “I am not sure, but I don’t
believe arsenic works that fast. I
think it would take a few moments be-
fore it began to take effect. But you
weren't taking any chances. You
probably had an emetic prepared, in
case Robinson or someone else didn’t
catch it in time. And your getting
up and spluttering was an act. A
very convincing act. Isn’t that so?”

“More or less.”

“Then the actual mechanics of the
explosion. That took someone with a
certain amount of technical knowl-
edge. I remembered that you had said
you used to be with the engineers.
Say, how did you work that explo-
sion, anyway? That was pretty
tricky.” ~

“You’re the one who knows all the
answers; you tell me.”

“All right. I'll try. I figure you
rigged up the explosives with a de-
tonation cap, put the 'remains’ in the
car, started it downhill toward the
bridge and the explosives, jumped
out and waited. It was something like
that, wasn't it?”

ERE was a trace of grudging
respect in the major’s voice as he
answered. “Something like that. The
‘remains,” as you call them, weren’t
in the car when I started it down-
hill; I planted them later. Other-
wise it would have been too risky.
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The numbers on1 the arm might have
been burned off, and all that work
might have been in vain.”

“Yes, you really did a job there;
that was a very neat piece of work.
You must have killed poor Novak,
cut off his arm, burned it so that only
the last two digits of his Aushwitz
brand would show, and put it in the
wreckage. That was a very neat piece
of work indeed.”

“So you saw through that too?”

“I remembered something Novak
had said at that party. What he ac-
tually said wouldn’t interest you, and
I have no desire to get kicked again,
but he mentioned having been in the
Aushwitz camp. Later—much later, I
remembered that all Auschwitz pris-
oners had numbers branded on their
left arms. That was quite a break
for you, that his last two numbers co-
incided with yours.”

“That was what gave me the whole
idez, Plush,” said the major. “I've got
to ha: . it to you, though; I didn’t
think anyone, least of all you, would
see through that tattooing.”

“Thanks for the compliment.”

“Never mind that. Keep talking.
It's getting late. ‘Or are you fin-
ished ?”

“Not quite finished, Major. Those
things, the helmet, the poison, the
wine, the tattooing, told me that you
were the murderer. There were other
things that told me what else you
were. Not only a murderer, but....”

“He knows too much. Let us stop
this nonsense and put an end to his
talk at once!” said Hempel in Ger-
man. :

“Be patient, Herr Hempel; his time
will coime soon enough,” the major re-
plied in German. He took a long
doink. “Not only a murderer, but a
what, Plush?”

“A traitor. A Nazi and a traitor.”

“Traitor is a funny word, Plush. It
all depends what your viewpoint is.
I can see that.you might call me a
traitor from where you sit, but look
at it from my side. I was born in
Germany. I left in 1930, on a special
mission for the government. While I
was abroad, our late Fuehrer came
into power, and I was aked to serve
my country by becoming a citizen of

the United States. That 1is not
treason; that is only loyalty. Loyalty
to my mother country. My brother
served in the Whermacht, was an
officer. He was killed in an air raid
over France. I was only serving my
country as he was.”

“Yes, Major, but there is one dif-
ference. When you joined the Army,
you were a citizen of the United
States. That's where the treason is.
Did you say,” I added irrevantly,
“that your brother was killed in an
air raid over France?”

“Yes. A year ago. Why?”

I did not answer. I thought of what
Lucette had told me. So that was how
the major knew about her activities,
His own brother!

“What were these other things that
told you that I am a Nazi, and a
traitor, if you like? It does not make
any difference. What were they?”

“Two of them were in the letter
you gave Lucette for me. You spoke
of Novak, not as a Czech or a dis-
placed person, but as the ‘Jew Novak.’
That was suggestive of the Nazi
ideology; by itself it proved noth-
ing—there are loyal American of-
ficers who suffer from racial path-
ology—but added to the other thing, a
rather strange use of a word....”

The Major frowned in thought.
“What word?”

“In your second paragraph, you
said that you had kept silent, although
you suspected this person, because
mere suspicion was not enough: you
needed evidence. Then ¢You said:
‘Also, I have wanted to wait until I
could catch this person red-handed.’”

“I don’t get it.”

“Don’t you? You meant not also,
bue therefore, or so. You used the
word also in the German sense of the
word, not the English sense. That
was a dead giveaway.”

“Well, Plush, I really have to hand
it to you there. That was a tricky bit
of reasoning. I knew better, too; the
word just slipped out.”

“I'm sure it did.”

“Any more evidence?”

“The general tone of the letter, in-
criminating Ginsberg and Novak, both
Jews, was also indicative, if not proof,
But there is one other thing.”
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HE MAJOR'’S voice was frankly
respactful now. “Where did you
dig that up?”

“Strangely enough, [ didn’t dig it
up at all. Gretel told me.”

“Gretel? But she didn’t know any-
thing.”

“Didn't she? She told me that you
found her on the street and threat-
ened to arrest her. Then, after you
found she spoke English, you offered
her the job of interpreter. Get that?
After you found she spoke English.
But that means that you must have
spoken to her in German first. And
if you knew German, why did you
need an interpreter? When the
Stadtpfarrer was there in the office,
you asked me to translate what you
said into German for him. Why
should you want to hide the fact that
you spoke German, unless there was
something under-cover about it?”

“Very shrewd. Very shrewd,” said
the major. “Isn’t it, Herr Hempel?”

“Ja wohl. It is indeed shrewd.”
Hempel smiled.

“It is really too bad that all this
shrewdness, all these deductions and
observations will come to nought.”

“Please don’t waste any sympathy
on me, Major Smith. Or is it
Schmidt?”

“So you guessed that, too.”

“It was obvious. I must really con-
gratulate you, Major. It was a very
clever scheme.”

“In spite of all the loopholes and
flaws? You are too kind. Yes, it was
a good plan. And you see, don’t you,
why it was necessary to dispose of
Donovan and Lucette, as well as the
dog Novak, and why it will be neces-
sary to dispose of you?”

“Yes, I see. Skip the apologies.”

“And now, what was the question
you wanted to ask me?”’

“What was all this business about
the PX supplies?”

“Plush, you astonish me. That's the
easiest part of the whole thing. Don't
you see? It was a blind—a red herring
to withdraw attention from what was
really happening. At the same time,
it gave me the opportunity to fasten
my suspicions on Novak and Lieu-
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tenant Ginsberg, and gave him a mo-
tive to want to kill me. Killed a whole
flock of birds with one little stone.

The major smiled, now. “Perhaps
you have realized by this time that a
good part of my temperamental be-
haviour was an act, too. When I had
a command in the German army, be-
fore 1930, I can assure you that I was
not hated as you and the others hated
npes

I nodded slowly; yes, the major had
gotten away with a first-class de-
ception. “And, I suppose, you weren’t
as completely alcoholic as you pre-
tended to be.... But let’s get back
to what you were saying before. What
was happening?”

“And what was happening?”

“Plush, I wish I could tell you that,
but I can’t; if I did, I'd really be guil-
ty of treason. But I'll tell you one
thing. Ever hear of Martin Bor-
mann?”

“You mean Hitler's
What about him?”

He is the leader of the organization
of which I and Herr Hempel here are
insignificant parts. We are waiting
for him to come, then we shall strike.
We shall strike where and when we
are least expected. I am sorry you
won’t be there to see it happen. It will
be the biggest coup since...”

“Herr Major, it is getting late. Let
us get rid of this swine before some-
one finds the body of the girl.”

“Hempel, you get too impatient
sometimes. We must not make our
guest feel unwelcome.”

“THow about Lucette, Major?”

E & L. SIGHED. “Lucette was a good
B kid. I was sorry to have to kill
her; I re=ally was. She was a good
friend of my hrother’s. When I got to
France, I looked her up. She was a
big help to me. But lately she began
to go soft on me; we have no rcom for
dead weight in this organization.
Besides, the CID coming in here
spoiled everyihing; I had to get out
And within an hour "I will be out.
The MP checkposts won't question
a major with USFET papers, nor his
Chaffeur.” He pointed to Hempel.
(Continued ®n Yarve 92)
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NE OF the most ingenious es-

capes - from - punishment -

through - a - loophole - in-
the-law ever to be recorded was
worked late in the preceding century
by a m2n named William F. Howe,
who was easily one of the most suc-
cesstul criminal lawyers in American
history. It made Howe more famous
than ever, and caused a great state to
alter its statutzs,

Farly one winter morning, a pro-
fessional arsonist named Owen Reil-
ly was nabbed in thz act of setting
fire to a row of stores on New York’s
lower Xast Side. Reilly had been
earning his living for a number of
years by performing this service for
eager storekeepers and building own-
ers who felt that they’d get more
from the insurance companies than
they'd earn from their properties, and
he’d always gotten away with it.
This time, though, he was caught
red-handed—and it looked as though
he was dus for a striped suit.

The penalty for arson was then
life imprisonmznt. In a panic, Reil-
ly scraped up as much mouney as pos-
sible. and hired high-priced William
F. Howe as his attorney.

The first thing Howe did was to
study the evidence in the case and
decide that it showed hLis client to
be overwhelmingly guilty. He went
into a long, careful huddle with his
law books—and then, sadly and with
defeat plain on his features, he ap-
proached the district attorney and
the judge assigned to the case.

He heaved a deep sigh. “This is

You Can't
Predict Death

by Glen Peggie

(Author of “No Punishment
For Murder’)

Another true fact story atbout

the farous criminal lawyer,
Williain F. Howe — and the
man who got away with arson.

one time I've got to admit I'm
licked,” he said. “Caught in the act!
What's a defense attornev supposed
to be—a miracle worker?’

He shrugged his shoulders, and
turned to the district attorney.
*“Lock,” he said, “there’s no point in

spending  the = State’s’ .mongy-  for
lengthy trials and arguments, and

there’s no point in wasting my time
any more than necessary. If you’'ll
change the charge fromi commiitted
arson to attempted arson, we'll agree
to plead guilty. That's a fair enougn
conipromise: you'll save trial expens-
es, and my client will gat off with
a lighter sentence.”

Howe was famous for his amazing
courtroom tricks, and the district at-
torney should have known better than
to agree. But this looked like a sim-
ple enough proposition, and a way to
save the State some money—the D.A.
agreed. Shortly thereafter, the trial
judge concurred.

Owen Reilly pleaded guilty to a
charge of attempted arson, and, af-
ter due proceedings, was asked to
stand and receive sentence. It was
then that Howe sprung his bombshell.

“Just a minute, Your Honor,"
Howe said, rushing up to the bench.
“Reilly needn’t bother standing—he’s
a free man.'

The judge and the district attorney
stared at the criminal lawyer in as-
tonishment. “Have you gone crazy?”
the D.A. snapped.

“Not at all,” Howe said, blandly.
(Continued On Page 97)
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The Ebony Cat

by REX WHITECHURCH

(Author of “Just Around The Coroner”)

When a miser loans out five grand without security, sornething
is wrong — particularly when the borrower is bumped of f within
the hour afterwards!?

T BEGAN just outside my door
—the door that bore on pebbled
glass the following information:

JOHN RANDOLPH BECKETT
PRIVATE DETECTIVE
SPECIALIST IN SHADOW CASES

The blonde girl with the black cat
in her arms let out a shriek just be-
yond the said door. Then she lunged
through the said door and fell dead
across my desk, and the ebony cat
streaked away!

“Plain case of murder,” said fizzy
Police Inspector Gogalvatty, rolling
his little piggy eyes into a glare of
suspicion. “Plain case of murder right
here in the office of this dumb sham-
us who tries to make us believe she
staggered into his presence with a
.22-automatic slug under her left arm.
Besides, 1f you heard the shot, why
didn't you jump out of your chair
instead of, as you say, waiting until
too late?”

They carted the blonde’s body over
to the morgue. Gogalvatty was mov-
ing about my office with a magnify-
ing glass in his pudgy fist, hoping
he’d find something that would give
my story the lie. “It’s a good thing
you bumped her,” he said, “or I would
have died for want of excitement;
it’s been dull so long.”
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“My dear friend, Gogalvatty,” 1
said depreciatingly, “I did not bump
her. It’s not a nice thing to say, to
say there’s anything good about a
swell dame like that being bumped.
I'd like to know what there is good
about it. And for the twentieth time
within the small space of two hours
I have said to you, my dear friend,
Gogalvatty-—- I did not kill the blonde
beauty.”

“You could have gotten rid of the
gun,” Gogalvatty tossed his two hun-
dred and forty pounds of fat out of
my Morris. “You could’ve dropped it
out the window. You could’ve—’

“Swallowed it,” I said, with digni-
fied rancor. “You, Gogalvatty, are
an ass; you have big ears and a bray
and a barnyard smell. Why don'’t you
scram and let me find out in my own
way why murder dropped in on me
the very day my rent was due?”

Gogalvatty and I were close
friends. Business had been below zero
the past five weeks. Murderers had
stopped murdering; thieves had
stopped thieving, and married folks
had stopped stepping out on each
other. Thus, at the precise moment
my landlady, Edyth Widdle, was on
her way to my office to collect two
months’ back rent, my door was
wrenched open by the dying young
lady from
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“Miss Waddle was your only visit-
or.” Gogalvatty’s little eyes were
smaller than two lone peas on a big
dinner plate. “She was the only one
who shewed up right after the mur-
der was committed by those running
feet. Yet Miss Waddle did not see
any feet: she did not see anyone run-
ning. She did net hear the girl
scream. She did not even know there
was a girl who had screamed in her
building, until she walked in and
found her lying across your desk.”

“Her name is Widdle, not Waddle,”
I corrected Gogalvatty. Must I keep
reminding you of that? Another
thing, my dear Gogalvatty—she is
cailled Twiddle by all her tenants, not
Widdle.”

“What’s the difference?” the fat
genius snapped. “Twiddle or Twad-
dle, Widdle or Waddle, it’'s all the
same; she does not confirm your
statement that a woman screamed in
this building. Therefore you are def-
initely a suspect and I ,must warn
you that anything you say may be
used against you.”

I munched on a peanut, put the
bag in my pocket and my topcoat
over my arm. “The proper place to
begin your investigation is at the
studio where the poor kid was booked
to sing, and did sing, time after time,
right into the hearts of millions of
radio fans. Personally, I aim to be-
gin at the morgue; and speaking of
morgues—that’s where you’ll wind
up if you insist on being a dumb jack-
ass and not bringing your brains home
from their extended vacation.”

He followed me out into the nar-
row hall. I locked the door, buttoned
my coat and marched to the lift. Old
Georgie, the elevator boy some sixty-
odd years of age, was waiting; he
slammed the cage door, rolled his
eyes and said, in a hoarse voice:

“Zickety Zam, there’s that black
witch’s cat—!”

Scrooged up in a corner of the rat-
tling lift was a black Tom. His eyes
were like sapphires. His back was
arched, and he was watching me with
a suspicious gleam in his jungle orb,
until I reached down gently, and
spoke to him, and picked him up.
He didn’t sing; he spat a couple of

67

times; but he didn’t claw. Georgie
sighed heavily.
ER N

DROPPED tke Tom off at my

apartment. I got him a big bowl of
milk out of the icebox, patted his
head, removed the thin leather ce}llar
from around his neck and put it in
a bureau drawer, then rushed back to
my sedan, headed for the city morgue
up Edmond Street, and marveled at
the beauty of the first snowfall of
the year.

Old Ben’s lumbago was at its peak
on this day that was so unconducive
to bodily comfort. Between cursing
his pains and impudence, he managea
to clump his way down the iron steps
without dying for want of breath.
He conducted me to the big storage
room, where a white light shone
against a white ceiling, and yanked
out a crypt. He pulled it all the way
out, and the rollers sounded like the
beating of bat wings in pitch dark-
ness.

Just as I bent over the poor kid to
see the wound, scuffing heels raked
down the iron stairs. “Reporters?”
Ben muttered. “Them guys will be
the death of me yet.”

As long as I had known Ben he
was always on the verge of dying.
But he was as healthy as any sound
man his age.

He turned away, moved his bent
form to the door, pulled it shut be-
hind him. Alone with Ruth Cardova,
I inspected the wound with the im-
partiality of a veteran flatfoot. There
were no powder burns. The bullet had
entered underneath her left arm. The
tiny puckered blue hole did not seem
capable of causing death; but that was
an illusion, of course.

“Strikes me,” I thought, “that she
was shot as she passed the hidden
killer, maybe as she passed an open
door. Either that or the culprit was
walking beside her. But if such was
the way it happened, then there
would be powder burns. The corri-
dors of the Ballanger Building are
narrow. It isn’t necessary to think
she was shot by someone in one of
those rooms she passed. Maybe there
was a loiterer in the hall. Nope—
that’s out. On account of the narrow



68 CRACK DETECTIVE STORIES

width of thes corridor, there would
be powder burns around the wound.
Onﬁr by standing inside an open door
could the culprit shoot her without
leaving those burns in the flesh or
on the clothing.”

The sound ot low voices disturbed
me. I drew the sheet over the girl's
face, observing a certain peculiar
hardness around the eyes. In death
when the features are relaxed, you
find traces that reveal plainer than
words ceriain characteristics.

Three men entered the room. Old
Ben; Dave Cassidy, a leg man for
the Chronicle who, on the side wrote
an interesting column; and Tom Far-
ris, production engineer for KVX.

There was ncthing particularly
striking about these men. Cassidy
was short, wide and neatly dressed
in a brand new tweed coat over a
chalk striped bluec suit. He wore a
biack necktie on a white shirt, and
a black hat with the brim turned
down all the way around. He was
graying sligitly at the temples, had
a small, putfed mouth and a dimple
in a stubborn chin; I could imagine
Cassidy getting real fat by the time
he was fifty.

Thomas arris was a writer of
soap operas. He was tall, sandy and
balding. He wore glasses with heavy
gold rim and thick lenses. He was
clad in twceds, even to a tweed top-
coat, a black Homburg and a pale blue
shirt with a wine colored tie. His
shoes were bread, oxblood, and his
gloves were black knitted wwool. He
was about forty years old.

Farris nodded; Cassidy frownecd,
and old Ben swore under his breath.
None of iitem spoke to me. I stalled
near tl:e door, until they had looked
at Ruth Cardova. Gogalvatty was
coming down the iron steps, with
elephanting grace, in a black derby,
a plaid brown topcoat that was as
big as a circus tent, and carrying
a brief case under one arm.

She had no lovers; when she was
killed she was being starred in a soap
opera by Farris.

OGALVATTY horned in,"“Where
did Ruth Cardova come from?”
“A little town west of here called

Cameron,” Farris said. “She’d been
with us about a year. She wasn't the
kind to run areund., I had her out
to night clubs a few times, and she'd
never take more than one highbali;
at the most two. She was greatiy am-
bitious—vowed to make the hometown
folks sit up and take noticze, because
she thought they'd been unjust in
their criticism ot her. ‘t'hey’d called
her stage-struck, the usuai things a
small town says about a girl with
lofty ideas.”

“She didn’t have no boy friends
hanging around?” Gogalvatty e::pos-
tulated. “You sure she didn't have no
lovers, Farris?”

Farris flinched, his hands shook
a little, He wes a nervous man, and
his cigar had gone out. “I don’t think
so,” he said; he kapt his voice down.
“Of course we all mads a play for
her; I admit it. Even Cascsidy took
her out. But none of us was scrious,
if that's what you mean.”

“She wouldn’t play.” fat Cogal-
vatty made a wry face. “She wouldn’t
play at all?”

“She was very quiet.” Farris looked
at me, shrugged. I felt sorry for him.
Gogalvatty was an ass. Gcegalvatty
was a fat monkey; he needed his nose
punched. He was criminaliv sadistic.

Gogalvatty smiled. “She had a rea-
son for going to see this mule-faced
shamus. She wanted to hire him. She
was either afraid of being murdered,
or she was afraid of sometking else.”

“That’'s what I'd like to know,”
said Cassidy, who up to now hadn’t
said a word. “What took her to Beck-
ett's office?”

“And,” Gogalvatty supplied cun-
ningly, “who in the heck Lknew she
was going to see him? And who killed
her to keep her from talking?”

Farris sighed, stamped his cigar out
on the stone floor. “I do not know
how to answer your questions,” he
said coldly. “If I did, it would make
me very happy.”

N MY way back to my office,

I had time to do scme hard
thinking. Although I didn't expect
to get a fee out of my work, I meant
to do my utmost to solve the mystery.
I knew Gogalvatty hoped to pin the
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crime on me. He was an ambitious
donkey and didn't let a little thing
like friendship stand in his way.

I began to have an uneasy feeling,
like maybe someone was following
and watching me, with a sinister pur-
pose in mind. I could imagine a sha-
dow falling aslant my path, a dark,
hooded shadow whose eyes gleamed
with anticipation. I don’t know where
I got the idea, but it actually caused
a cold sweat to break out on my face.
I was used to doing the shadowing
and not beins shadowed.

I put in a long distance call. Ten
minutes later I had Ruth Cardova’s
father on the phone. He'd already
learned of his daughter’s demise and
in his voice was his deep grief.

I learned one thing of importance
to the investigation. Ruth had written
home that barring misfortune she
would be able to prevent the fore-
closure on her father’s business. It
seemad he was facing ruin. Due to
the war he’d been unable to get new
cars to keep his auto agency going
He'd held on until he was heavily in
debt. It would require an even five
grand to put hirn back on his feet;
this sum Ruth had promised she
would raise. No doubt she’d had a
loan in mind.

For a while T sat munching pea-
nuts, the salty kind. It seemed Ruth
Cardova had been a loyal little per-
son, at least where her father was
concerned. But I figured she'd been
trying to borrow the money from
the wrong man. Suddenly I thought
of something. called Inspector Go-
galvatty:

“Did you look in her purse?” I
asked.

“Sure—there’s five grand in it. Five
one thousand dollar bills.” I almost
fell out of my chair.”

“What would a gal be doing with
that much money?” I asked.

"It air’'t exactly cornfodder,” he
said. “When I come to think of it,
vou're the enly cne who knows what
happened inn vour office. I should’'ve
arrested you hours ago.”

“If I killed her” I said, “I could’ve
paid my rent. As it is, I owe two
months and I'm going to have to
move.”

““Which is neither here nor there”

he rapped. “If I can hang Ruth Car-
dova’s murder on you—"

I heard a furtive sound behind me,
muttered quickly, “I mightn’t live
that long” and cradled the phone.
Just then the atomic bomb drepped
on my head, exploded and blew me
into little bitsy pieces.

R

LOWLY I picked myself together
put the pieces all back in place,
crawled to my knees, then to my
brogans and groped along the wall
for the cupboard where I kept my
whiskey. A deep charge of Scotch
and I was able to take cognizance of
the situation. A lump on my head
as big as a goose egg showed where
the bomb had landed but there was
no cut place in my scalp and I fig-
ured I'd been hit with a flat-black-
jack, flat because of the shape of the

mountain,

My desk had been ransacked. The
rug in the front room was a mess.
They'’d even looked in the geranium
pots for whatever it was they'd
looked for. And my desk had been
moved at least four feet; on the floor
lay the blue advertising blotter.

“The money” I exclaimed. “They
knew she had the money and rea-
soned that I robbed her before the
police came. Somebody knew she had

!’)

that five grand—!

I whistled, decided not to report
the matter to the police and about
twenty minutes later I was seated in
a glass room, surrounded by mikes,
filing-cabinets and other accessories
that usually litter up a radio produc-
tion engineer s office. Tom Farris
had before him a stack of manuscripts,
and he’d been working hard because
his face glistened with sweat. But
the room was none too warm to suit
me.

“TI just dropped around to chat a
moment on a new angle,” I said. In
a deep chrome and red-leather chair
I lit a cigarette. .

“Glad you did,” he said. “Gives me
a chance to leave off work. I've been
hard at it in here for an hour and a
half, writing the latest episode of
She lost him because she leved Bim.”

But I observed that the sweat dried
quickly on his fag¢e and this made me
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wonder how he’d worked himself up
to that lather in a room as cool as
this one. I pulled the ashtray toward
me. “Would you mind telling me how
much salary Ruth Cardova was paid
by your company?”

“Not at all,” he said. “One hundred
a week, with a raise coming up the
day she was twenty-five, which would
be next Tuesday.”

“Why that?” I asked. “What dif-
ference did it make about her age?”

“Just a birthday present,” he said.
“She was twenty-four, nearing twen-
ty-five and she spoke about it a lot,
what she’d like to have when she
was twenty-five.”

“Oh, yes, of course,” I said. “A
hundred a week. It would take a long
time to save five grand. Did she have
any money, Farris?”"

“Not much,” he said. “I think she
was sending hoine all she could spare.
But I never heard her say. It cost
her a good deal to live, the way she
lived—I'd say around two hundred
a month for her Plaza apartment, not
to mention the cost of her wardrobe
and other things.”

“Sure, I see.” T got up, went to the
window and gazed out at the snow
flakes swirling around a nearby
church steeple and falling on the
already white city. “Did she try
to borrow from you?” I asked, casu-
ally.

“Never,” he said.

“Do you know anyone with whom
she could have secured a loan?”

“No,” he said. “I do not.”

For any girl making one hundred
a week, borrowing five thousand dol-
lars without security was next to
impossible.

“I had a talk with her father to-
aight,” I said suddenly. “Over at the
police station they have her purse
and it shelters five one thousand dol-
lar bills. Her father said she’d prom-
ised to send that amount home if she
succeeded in raising it, which she
said she believed she could.”

Farris got up slowly and peered
down at me. “Beckett, it’s funny
where she got that money.”

“You telling me?” 1 rose and
walked to the glass door. “But I'm
quite sure the cops will make it their
business to find out where she got

it,” I said. “Well, good day, Farris.”

MAN came toward me through

the blanket of snow as I ap-
proached my apartment which opened
upon the sidewalk. I saw Dave Cassi-
dy’s blocky face and it was red; he'd
been drinking. I led the reporter
down the steps of the sunken living
room and asked him to take off his
topcoat. He declined, didn’t even re-
move his snow sprinkled hat.

The black cat was not in sight.

“I want to talk to you, Beckett.”
The fleshy reporter sat down. “I
think I've got something that will
help you find Ruth’s murderer. I'm
not sure. What do you know about
Edyth Widdle?”

I was making him a drink and
paused, with the glass in my hand. I
set the pink decanter down on the
mantel. The fire was roseate in the
soft table lamp.

“Edith Widdle,” I said, “is my
landlady. She owns the Ballanger
Building. She is a tight-fisted, young-
ish woman, a miser who finds bar-
gains and squeezes the eagie until it
cries bloody murder. She'd do any-
thing for a dollar, and is the young-
est and prettiest miser-lady in the
country. They say her father was
like that before her.”

Cassidy’'s red face flamed. “Miss
Widdle is a money lender,” he said.
“For good securily she will loan you
any amount. But the security must
be excellent. This afternoon I saw
Widdle and Ruth Cardova at the Ren-
dezvous on IEdmond Street. This
tightwad was spending 1noney lavish-
ly, and Ruth had two highballs. They
both wore corduroy slacks and fur
coats. From the Rendezvous they
crossed the street to the Balianger.
That was thirty minutes before Ruth
was killed.”

“All right,” I said. “What about it?
What ice does that cut?”

“Oniy this.” Cassidy took the glass
out of my hand drained, it. “Less
than a month ago Widdle's office was
entered and certain valuables left in
her care as security for loans were
taken. Mostly they were diamonds.”

“I didn’t know that,” I said. “Any-
how I don’t see the connection. I
don't see what you’re getting at.”
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‘Okay,” he said. “Just let this per-
colate: In Ruth’s purse at headquart-
ers the cops found five one thousand
dollar - bills. I'm guessing she got
the money from this female Shylock
because she returned her the stolen
gems.”

I gasped. It was startling. I peered
at the pink decanter on the mantel
and thought how pretty the cerise
light was on it. By no stretch of the
imagination could I place Ruth Car-
dova in the diamond robbery. “You’re
out of your mind,” I said.

He stared at me and his eyes
flamed. “Edyth Widdle has no li-
cense to do a pawnbroker’s business.
Think of the lawsuits that would fol-
low her failure to return those val-
uables to their owners who demanded
them and met their obligations to
Widdle. Do you get what I mean
now?”

“In short,” I said, “our little small
town heartthrob turned thief, then
offers to return the securities if Miss
Widdle will give her five grand.

“Beckett, you're a genius.” He
laughed jeeringly and set his glass
down on the Turkish coffee table.
“You're a deep, quick thinker; you
have got the solution now and there
can't be any mistake.”

“After paying Ruth five grand,
Miss Widdle gets so mad she sees
red, shoots Ruth and recovers the
money. Is that it?” It still didn’t add
up. “Nope,” I said, “that is not the
solution.”

Cassidy straightened, rubbed his
broad face. I followed him to the vest-
ibule. He regarded me cynically. “In-
spector Gogalvatty suspects you of
the murder,” he said. “He’s going to
arrest you, says you are the most
logical suspect. Ruth had to be shot
in your office, for it didn’t occur in
the hall or there would be powder
burns. The hall is entirely too nar-
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row.

I heard him leave the house, went
to the street door and watched him
enter his car. The little street was
filled with a deep hush. The church
on the corner was majestic in the
white silence. Cassidy’s press car
vanished and a curtain of snow fell
behind it, leaving only pink lamps
gpearing out at me.

¥ ko

HURRIED through the house

looking for the ebony cat and I
found Mr. Tom, curled up on my bed,
under the comforter. I did not dis-
turb his deep slumber, but turned
toward the door and stopped. There
was a covert movement beyond the
threshold. Then the room was filled
with a blinding, velcanic explosion,
The floor rushed up and smacked me
in the face, and all the lamps went
out.

I crawled painfully back over a
path littered with thorns. I got my
hands on the bed, but didn’t know it
was the bed. I thought I was cling-
ing to the wall of a precipitous cliff,
and that there was a vast emptiness
below me, and showing in the empty
depths, far, far down there, so that
I could barely see it, was something.
There was a waterfall below me the
stream roaring like thunder and a
seething mass of clutching trapping
hands that tried to pull me down into
the depths. I heard something cry
out soitly, and the bang of a door.
The cat was glaring at me, his eyes
brighter than any diamonds Ruth
Cardova could ever have taken frem
Edyth Widdle, and he arched his
back. Now I knew what it was all
about, for the Tom was crawling out
from under that comforter where he'd
been lyimg peacefully. A tiny clot of
blood on my forehead showed where
the bullet had grazed me, and the im-
pact had momentarily knocked me
out. I must have frightened away the
burglar, because when I grabbed Tom
and hurried out into the living room,
with my automatic in my hand, the
street door was open. Snow whirled
and spun in a white magnificence on
the vestibule rug.

It was about ten minutes later when
I found Edyth Widdle’s name in the
phone directory and about ten min-
utes later when I got her on the wire,
She was panting in the transmitter.

“Do you own a black tomcat?” I
asked. ‘‘He answers to the name of
Jo-Jo.”

“Sure I do,” she said, and her voice
had a lot of music and pieces of vel-
vet in it. “Who’s this speaking?”

“John Randolph Beckett,” I said.
“‘I’'m one of your tenants.”
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‘““You’re the private detective whose
office is on the same fioor with mine,”
ghe said. “And you owe two months
rent. Sure, I know. But what about
my Jo-Jo?”

“l gave him a bowl of cream,” I
said. “IHe’s all right. We’ve gotten to
be pretty good friends since I found
him.rguppose you meet me at your of-
fice, and I'll fetch him along; I sup-
pose you're willing to pay a reward?”

“Possibly a small one,” she said in
a low voice. “How soon?”

“Omne hour,” I said. “It’s pretty cold
out and I want to make myself a cup
of coffee before I tackle this storm.”

“I’ll be waiting in my office,” she
said. “You bring Jo-Jo. Don’t you
dare come without Jo-Jo, Beckett; if
you do, I'll move you eut into the
street.” There was a strange anxiety
in her voice.

% ok

KNEW what she looked like. A
rangy brunette, with long slim
hips and clad always in tweeds. She
had a pale, high-cheekboned face, a
shapely mouth that looked hungry
all the tinie and a deep bosom that
she kept down by tight brassieres.
She was stronger and bigger of phy-
sique than she looked, but she was
quite appealing, despite all that. I
imagined she was just past 30 years of
age. But she had never been married.
I was beginning to see “daylight.
When Ruth Cardova ran into my of-
fice, she had Jo-Jo locked in her arms.
I had just one question yet to answer.
What was she doing with Edyth Wid-
dle's tomcat?

But there was something else. I
would get around to that later. The
little matter of the attempt on my
life and the slugging I got at the
hands of the same nasty culprit, was
still very fresh in my mind. I went
back into the bedroom and saw the
pieces of the picture of my hunting
dogs smashed on the floor, broken
by the bullet that had narrowly
missed killing me.

What did the nasty culprit want
that I had in my possession or that
he thought I had in my possession?
Could it be—?

I ran to the bureau and dug out
Jo-Jo’s thin leather collar. Racing
through my mind were certain clews

which I was beginning to fit together.
What, for instance, had Ruth Cardova
been doing with Widdle’s black tom-
cat?

She could have picked him up in
the hall. No, that was out. I was sure
she would not have picked up a stray
cat. Two: She had five grand in her
purse when she was shot. Threc: She
was with Widdle at the Rendezvous
wilere she had two highballs with
the miserly young woman. Four:
Edyth Widdle hadn’t clainied her cat
when she came to my oftice after the
killing. Five: She’d hezard no gunshot,
no woman scream And six: Edyth
Widdle was a money lender.

I could've gone on all night link-
ing Widdie with the murder of the
radio canary, but I'm not a patient
man. I pocketed the leather collar
bearing the ebony cat’s name on a
thin brass plate, and headed for the
Ballanger Building. I left the coveted
cat behind, playing safe.

The storm was furious and theire'd
been a drop of four degrces in tem-
perature since I'd gone home from
my interview with Tom Farris, the
playwright. I parked a block this
side of the Ballanger, on Edmecnd
near the Empire Bank. The clock
over the sidewalk said ten o’clock,
straight up and down. The chimes
began to tinkle musically as I clam-
bered from my car. In the pccket of
my trenchcoat was my automatic and
the leather collar. The city’s ermine
coat was studded with gems.

I was cautious as I entered the
building. The lift had stoppecd run-
ning, and the vestibule was cold, with
the steam turned low. I took the
broad wooden steps. The Ballanger’s
an old building but a big one, and the
staircase was steep. I crossed the lanad-
ing slowly on the second floor, aud
soon the landing on the third, and
finally reached the fourth. A light
gleamed at the end of the hall. Be-
yond this the second door, in the el-
bow turn, was my office. I knew that
Edyth Widdle’'s suite was the third
door on my right as I started up tfe
long corridor. A sudden flash of light
gleamed on the fire-extinguisher; this
warned me. I braked to a stop and
reached for my gun.

Just then a door opened and a
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square of saffron brilliance appeared
just two jumps ahead of me, on my
right. The door of Edyth Widdle's
suite had been quietly opened.

Flattened against the wall, I waited
not breathing for fear I would be a
target for a pistol gripped in a des-
perate hand. There¢ came no disturb-
ing sound, no sound at all. I edged
along the wall, inching my way.
When I reached the open door, I
heard voices. I had arrived at my
destination thirty minutes earlier
than I had promised to be there. But
the voices were muifled and 1 could
make out none of the words; nor
were they loud enough to be distinct
so that 1 could recognize the speak-
ers.

Boldly now, the gun gripped in my
hand I crossed the threshold. I saw
nothing. The bright lamp bliinded me.
I made out a desk which stood facing
the door, low, modernistic, with
greenhouse flowers forming a bou-
quet in a big vase on the blotter. Just
as I put my hands on the desk, the
door behind me banged shut.

The next thing I knew I was fight-
ing silently, and desperately, for my
life!

@ 'Y HAND, clutching the automa-
b tic, was pinned to my side be-
fore I could make use of the weapon.
Somecbody was fumbling with the
iront of my coat, and the buttons
were torn away. I pushed this person
back with my left hand, and strove
hard to use tlie gun. I got away, but
was followsd closely by the man
who'd tried to disarm me. I saw him
looming straight in front of me, lifted
the gun quickly and squeezed the
trigger. Thcre was a blinding red
flash and the explosicn of the little
automatic. The form that loomed in
my startled eyes, stopped coming at
me and began to run away on his
heels! ! e | mitet well s timcle™thetsdesk
hard, for the bougquet of flowers
rolled off and crashed on the floor.

I skewed about quickly, but could
not see my other antagonist. But
hands were on me now, and I knew
that I was going to have a hard time
getting away this time. Something
brushed against my face, and I felt

the warm silkiness of a woman’s halir,
Edyth Widdle!

I don't know how she got hold of
my wrist but she was so strong that
she succeeded in twisting the auto-
matic out of my hand. I heard it
clunk on the rug. Then she must have
tripped me, for we soon were rolling
about on the floor. I felt the softness
of her bosom, and the bareness of her,
when she rolled up to sit down on me.
and began to pound my head up and
down on the floor. Only the thickness
of the rug kept her from hammering
my brains out through my skull.

I reared up and found that she was
heavy enough to keep me pinned. I
tried to grasp her hands, her fingers
being buried in my hair. I got hold
of one wrist, and tried to loosen her
hold on my hair, but failed. She kept
bumping my head. I threw my left
arm out and the back of my hand hit
my lost gun. Quickly I closed my
fingers upon it, pulled it to me, and
by bending my elbow was able to get
the weapon close against her side.

Too late she discovered what I'd
done, and she shifted her hold to
my throat. But I had the gun against
her ribs now on the right side, and
I gently pressed the trigger. The sav-
age crash of the gun left everything
still for an immeasurable interval,
then I felt the softness of the weman
harden, and stif{fen and then she just
rolled off on the floor, stiil with
one heavy leg thrown across me.

I scrambled to the phone, called
headquarters. Gogaivatty answecred.
“Okay,” he said, “I'll be over. But
I hope they’ve made mincemeat out
of you by the time I get there.”

He was sore because I'd beaten him
to the solution of the case. Funny
how men who are big enough to held
jobs like this are just boys when it
comes down to their personal feelings.

* o ok

YOGALVATTY sat facing me
across his desk. He toyed with
the leather collar and pulled the
black cat’s ears. Tom seemed to en-
joy it, but I didn’t. He’d held me
there two hours, just talking and
not saying anything new or fresh

enough to hold my interest.

“Of course the credit for the so-
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lution goes to our friend, Cassidy,”
he said. “Cassidy tipped you off and
put your brain to working. You fig-
ured the rest out from the start he
gave you; it didn’t take a lot of sense
to do that. Edyth Widdle wanted her
jewels back, that Ruth Cardova stole.
Ruth had seen where Widdle kept
them in her desk, when she was there
to get a small loan from the woman.
Widdle didn’t know she was the thief,
and when Ruth approached her on the
subject of recovering them for her,
she promised to give Ruth five grand.
She kept her word. Then she decided
to get her money back, and as Ruth
was leaving with the money, Widdle
jumped her. The black cat was there
and took a hand in the struggle. He
must’'ve jumped into Ruth’s face and
she held him to keep him from claw-
ing her. And she didn’t put him down
even after Widdle shot her.

“Ruth ran around the bend in the
the hall, to your office. She knew you
had an office there because when she
stole the gems she looked around on
the fourth floor. She figured you’d
protect her. She didn’t know Widdle

Farris, who was hooked up with Wid-
dle in the money lending business,
figured he’d better get Widdle's
black cat with the collar, away from
you. He was in a tight spot, too.
When he jumped you in the office
he supposed you had the cat there,
then when he tried to kill you in your
apartment, he failed to find the cat
that was sleeping under the comfort-
er.” He sighed. “But I'll say one
thing for that Widdle woman; she’s
not bad to look at, and when she gets
well, I'tn going around to see her. Of
course she’ll get the chair, but I'll
take ker some flowers. You see, Miss
Waddle is the only one who's ever
given you a good beating.”

“Her name’s Widdle,” I said. “Not
Waddle.”

“Well,” croaked the fat genius,

“Twiddle or Twaddle, Widdle or
Waddle, she has my sincerest best
wishes for a quick recovery.

I gave him a cussing, took Tom
and went home.

THE END

——

had wounded her fatally. Then Tom

b e o

........
v ———— b

..........
r— s e o

e ot o e



Guest Again

by JOHN THOMAS URWIN

Unfortunately for him, Jim Metton’s aunt

didn’t plan things ont as carefully as he did.

E WASN'T nervous. He was
never nervous. The whole
thing was planned pretty

neatly. The cops could prove that
Jim Metton was within driving dis-
tance of his aunt’s place tonight, but
he’d out-fox them; he’d admit it be-
fore they tried to prove it. He’d take
the news pretty hard about the old
lady getting knocked off. Then he’d
tell them that he’d been on his way to
pay his respects to her, and that he
and Merrylee had stopped off at this
tourist court for the night.

Oh he’d lay it on good. The wan-
dering nephew arriving one day after
his beloved aunt was brutally mur-
dered. He'd be quiet and dignified
about it, but he’d do it good. Just
like those friends of his aunt, he’d
be—distraught, broken up over the
whole thing. And Merrylee would
swear that he hadn’t left her bed.
She’d be embarassed about it all, very
embarassed when the cops asked her
if she had really stayed with him at
the camp. Just modest enough she’d
be, and just blushing enough and just
sentimental enough in telling them
they were going to be married any-
way. That it ought to make a pretty
good alibi; the sweet young thing ad-
mitting her indiscretion to prove his
alibi.

That’s why he liked Merrylee, he
decided as he pulled the car in under
the trees along the quiet road. She
could turn it on and off when she
wanted to; she could see things his
way. None of this sentimental stuff
his aunt was always pulling. This
rigamarole of pleading with him to
let her lend him enough money to
start up a business and settle down.
Well, he had humored her; he had
taken several hundred bucks at a
time to start a “business”.

The business had always gone
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broke. “Dishonest help”. as he had
told her one time.

But now he was after big stuff,
with no obligations. He knew his
aunt kept lots of dough handy, knew
where she kept it; and to make sure
she’d have plenty on hand he had
written saying he was coming on the
seventh. Well, this was the sixth,
and he was here. He had made it
clear, very clear, because his aunt
was always getting things like that
mixed up. She was always giving him
birthday presents ahead of tinie, and
sending people things on the wrong
dates for anniversaries. She sure was
bugs on that sentimental pap, parties,
or birthdays and all that.

Well, this would be a party, all
right, all right. This would be her
last one.

E HAD walked the quiet road,

and in the darkness turned into
the drive he knew so well. Far down
the road he had left he saw the faint
light from somewhere on the lustrous
paint of parked cars. Probably some-
body down at Metton’s was having a
card-party, playing pinochle or
something. Holy Snake-eyes! Pi-
nochle! Well, they were far enough
away, he wouldn’t have to worry
about anything but pure bad luck,
and he ‘had planned most of those
things ahead.

And he had planned just the way
he’d do it too. No fooling around.
He’d go up the steps as he was now,
looking, as he ascended for any last
minute thing that might change his
plans; seeing, as he was seeing now,
that there was only a dim light in the
room downstairs where she always
sat to save electricity. She was prob-
ably knitting something for one of
her friends, and she’d be sitting in

(Continued On Page 81)



Death Trail

by RAY CUMMINGS
(Author of “Publicity Plus”)

It was a beautiful metal, so ductile it could be spun out thin
as a spider-web. And it becaine the web for a kiilei.

EORGE Barrington sat in the

stern of the small, green canvas

canoz, paddling swiftly with
sweeping, skillful strokes. The moon-
light had faded from the lake. Out
to the south, over the line of wooded
hills, summer storm clouds had risen
to obscure the moon and make the
placid lake surface a dim expansec of
purple. Now as Barrington rounded
the point, the lights of the summer
hotel in the cove beyond the ccttage
where he lived with Bruce Arton,
were vaguely visible through the
trees. It was nearly midnight and
there were only a few lights. Some
of them winked out as Barringion
stared at them. He was following the
shore now. In a moment the lights
were obscured. No one would notice
the tiny blob of his canoe, merging
with the shadows of the shoreline.

It occured to Barrington as a thing
very strange that he should care
whether or not anyone saw him re-
turning home from the dance at
Woodhaven across the lake. George
Barrington liked dancing. He was
fond of.all the lighter. gay things of
life. At twenty-seven now he was a
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tall, dark, sleek and handsome fellow.
Always well dressed, perfectly
groomed. IIis manner was suave,
sophisticated; his personality charm-
ing, especially to women. He knew all
that, but it didn’t male him conccited.
From a business point of view, he
had to be personable. His looks, his
manner, his soft cultivated voice
were all part of his stock in trade.
Because some day George Barring-
ton would be recognized as one of
the country’s great actors. Recogni-
tion had been a little slow coming—
but it would come. Underneath his
light gayety, there was the real Bar-
rington; a cool, calm, perhaps ruth-
less sort of fellow who knew what ne
wanted, and was determined to have
it. You had to be that way, or life
would side-track you....

Now he was tense, and he hoped
that his canoe wouldn’t be seen. More
than that, he was making sure that
it wouldn’t be seen. He tried to tell
himself that there would be no trou-
ble with his cousin, Bruce Arton. He
had determined to have the show-
down now, tonight—because he and
Arton would be alone tonight; and
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tomorrow Arton’s fiance was coming.
and the housekeeper would be back
and there would be other friends in,
the next day. After tonight it would
be too late. Too late for what? Bar-
rington didn't face the question. He
set his handsome mouth more grim-
ly, put more power into his strokes of
the paddle, as though suddenly there

was a tense urgency in what lay -

ahead.

The lake darkened. Overhead the
clouds were spreading. Now there
was only one light visible at the
ragged, wooded shoreline—the light
in Arton’s cottage, one of his win-
dows of the chemical laboratory
where he was undoubtedly working.
Barrington silently swept his frail
little craft up to the small dock; he
pulled the canoe up on the incline
and put on his jacket. Quietly he
ascended the little trail that led up
through the trees and along the edge
of a ragged gully, from the dock to
the house. The Death Trail. The
name, from a hundred years ago, still
clung to it—this little trail that led
from the lake up into the hills where
once an Indian brave had met his
young betrothed here in the summer
moonlight and killed her and then
himself. Barrington knew little of the
legendary story and cared less. But
he thought of the name now as he
followed the trail up to Arton’s cot-
tage. He thought of it with a queer,
vague feeling like a shudder.

RTON HAD built a south wing
on the house last summer,
equipped it as his private laboratory
so that he could continue his ex-
periments in research chemistry dur-
ing the months he was up here from
the city. Barrington entered through
the little side door. He closed it after
him.

“Oh, you George?”’ Arton greeted.
“You're back early. Have a nice
time?”

“Yes, thanks.”

Barrington sat down on a little
stool, here by the door, midway of
the room. It was a narrow, oblong
room, with bench tables and shelves
littered with bottles and what to
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Barrington was a meaningless maze
of chemical apparatus. The place
glowed with dim eerie light; it was
redolent with queer smells. A place
of mystery. Interesting maybe, if
you liked that sort of thing. Bar-
rington didn’t. The realm of chem-
istry was worse than Greek to him, a
thing for the fussy type of mind like
Arton’s.

Certainly no two men could have
been more wholly different than the
handsome, fun-loving, suave George
Barrington and his older cousin,
Arton who was busily at work now.
He was standing in the narrow glare
of a hooded light at a table across the
room. The steady droning hum of an
electric motor came from there. Two
tiny spindles a few feet apart were
whirring, with a big metal arm very
slowly oscillating between them.
Arton, in his shirt sleeves and baggy
trousers, with his thin sandy hair
rumpled, had turned briefly to greet
Barrington ; now he was back, intent
on his work. Bruce Arton was thirty-
five—a smallish, slitn, wirey fellow
with a grave and solemnly intellect-
ual face. He was in business for hime.
self, what he called a research chem-
ist with several big manufacturing
concerns for his clients.

“You look busy,” Barrington said
into the moment of silence.

Arton turned around again. He
certainly seemed in a good mood;
there was an air of quiet triumph
about him. “I solved it,”” Arton said,
“and by Jove I believe it's the most
important thing I've ever done in
my life.” He added something about
the great Bell Telephone Company,
and what his client, some National
Wire Company, would have to say
to them when this new Arton Process
was patented. A lot of Greek to Bar-
rington. He hardly listened to it; he
was thinking of Marjorie. He had
telephoned down to the city tonight,
but hadn’t gotten her.

“Oh,” Barrington said. “Well, that’s
fine, Bruce.” It sounded as though
there might be a lot of money in it
for Arton. Good enough. The pros-
pect of that would have him in a
receptive frame of mind. Now was the
time to cinch the thing.
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“Fine?” Arton echoed. “Yes, I'm
very gratified, of course. I've certain-
ly worked hard enough on it this
summer.” The electric hum had sud-
denly stopped. The little spindles
were motionless. Arton looked at a
dial, nodded to himself and smiled.
He was full of quiet enthusiasm, just
in the right mood.

“You’'d say I've just discovered the
real secret of ductility,” he added.
“The ability to draw metal out, into
an infinitely fine wire. I've got it,
George. A more perfect ductility than
has ever been achieved before. A
gossamer metallic thread, yet so
strong you couldn’t snap it with
your fingers. Can you imzgine how
nice that will be for the intricacies
of telephone switchboards? For—"

“Sure, that’s grand,” Barrington
said abstractedly. How was the best
way to broach the thing? Arton had
been stalling these past weeks, of
course.

RTON now had one of the tiny
spindles in his hand. He was
saying, “A metallic alloy, quite the
usual thing, and then I added a total-
ly new compound. And that did it!
You’d never believe—"

Barrington managed a grin. “I
sure wouldn't, whatever it is. Bruce,
listen—"’

I could put thousands of yards of
it in a thimble,” Arton went on.
“And it's so strong— I've just been
measuring its length and strength.
You—"

“Bruce listen, that little matter we
were discussing—"

“Eh? Oh, what’s that, George?”

Barrington tensed. The thing sud-
denly seemed more important to him
than ever before. A turning point in
his life, with his future stretching
ahead-—a future that could be drab,
full of frustrations like his past; or
flushéd with victory, expanding
like a snowball, rolling up into the
success of fame and riches.

“My new show, Bruce,” Barrington
was saying. “You can’t lose backing
it, there’s no possible way.”

The enthusiasm faded out of
Arton’s thin, studious face. “Oh, that
again.”

_another

“Yes, that again.” Barrington tried
to talk quietly. “We’ve been all over
it, and I had you convinced--—"

“Did you?”

“To be frank, Bruce, we need the
first five thousand, well, tomorrow.
And another in a month should see
us through. You said—you see, we’ve
been relying on—"

“Have you?” Arton’s thin lips went
grim. He was getting angry—a queer
fellow, like a little chimney, to be
heated in a moment. “I never said a
damn thing, just listened to you
talk,” Arton said. “And now I real-
ize you didn’t give it to me straight,
George. Crooked, like all your think-
ing, like everything ycu do as a mat-
ter of fact. You didn’t tell me about
this Marjorie LaMotte—is that what
she calls herself?”

Marjorie! How in the devil did he
know about—

“I’'ve heard of her, naturally,”
Arton was saying. “She was doing
fine in burlesque until the Mayot
closed down all that sort of stuff. So
now you want me to angel a show
that’s going to put niy cousin over
as a great actor! Some day you’ll be
E.H. Southern or like
Maurice Evans, maybe? That’s what
you tell me! So I'm supposed to risk
ten or fifteen thousand in a honky-
tonk for you and this LaMotte wo-
man! Don’t make me laugh!”

It wasn’t going to work!.. Arton
had never any idea of helping..just a
damn little double-crosser.... The
thoughts, with no process of thinking
back of them, stabbed at George Bar-
rington. Arton was engaged to marry
a damn snobbish society girl. FHe’d
discussed the thing with her, of

" course. And she’d quecered it! She’d

queer everything, once he married
her—for instance, the present ar-
rangement of Arton's staking his
cousin to three thousand a year al-
lowance until he got started in busi-
ness. And any chance at big money—

ARRINGTON was on his feet.
Arton was angry and sarcastic.
Well, two could play at that! “I don’t
like to hear that kind of stuff,” Bar-
rington heard himself saying. “When
(Confinued O @ 80)
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The Chief dropped his clgarette to the floor, stamped it out,
and applauded sarcastically. “Go ahead, Sherlock. Tell him the
rest and save him the price of a correspondence course.”

“] was there when we fished her out of the drink”, Lewis
continued without looking in the chief’s direction. “She was nude.
All her clothes were piled on the pier.”

“And the m. e. was willing to consider it an accident?”’

"He didn’t see the body until it was in the morque,” the

sergeant explained. "I quess he took for granted it was fully
dressed when we fished it out."”

Liddell nodded thoughtfully, transferred his gaie to the
police chief. “But your office was willing to write it off as an
accident anyhow, eh Chief?"

“Why not?" Connors growled. “What's the sense of branding
the girl a suicide? Call it an accident and let the poor girl rest in
peace. Besides, what's the use of looking for any scandal?”

Johnny Liddell failed to be impressed. "Just like it wasn't an
accident, it wasn’t suicide.” He tossed the soggy butt of his ciga-
rette in the general direction of the wastebasket. "It was murder.”
Johnny ignored the chief's angry growl and continued. “No doll
who's worked herself up to the state where she’s going to knock

herself off takes the trouble to call in a private eye the day before
she does the job.”

“Listen, Liddell.” Connors’ voice was low, loaded with
menace. "I tried to reason with you. You're stubborn. Okay, I'll
put it on the line.” He pulled himself out of his chair, walked
around the desk and stood facing the private detective. “This is
my town and I don't want any private peepers coming up here
fouling things up. We got enough on our hands right now without
any phoney murder cases. Don't start something you can't finish.”

DON'T MISS

GREEN LIGHT
FOR DEATH

The big July lssue goes on sale May st
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(Continued From Page 78)

you talk about Marjorie LaMotte—
anyway, how did you—"

“She phoned me today,” Arton
snapped back. “You told her every-
thing was fixed, I suppose? And
when she found it wasn't—" Arton
smiled wryly. “"She—what you’d call
turned the heat on a little. You're
my cousin, see? And I'm going to
be married, get the idea? You're my
closest relative—I wouldn’t want
any scandal, Seems it isn’t all just
business between you and LaMotte,
George. And if you don’t come across
now, she’s liable to turn on you, and
on me!”

What a fool thing for Marjorie to
do, jumping in like this! Barrington
stood speechless. He was across the
room now, leaning against a work
table a few feet from Arton. He
gasped, “Marjorie didn't mean—"

““Oh yes she did!” Arton retorted.
““A refined sort of plackmail. That's
what you'd call it! My closest rel-
ative, well thank Heaven you’re no
closer than a cousin. I had a talk
with Alice about it last night. We're
going to wash our hands of you,
George. You go right ahead—”

“Why you—you rotten—"

“Sure! And now you’re showing
your true colors, aren’t you? Alice
warned me! You go ahead, George—
do your worst—"

Prophetic words! Arton couldn't
guess. . It was only a vague blurred
thought in the tumult of Barrington'’s
mind. He was beyond reason, with the
eerie laboratory room swaying before
him and his right hand reaching for
a little globular object on the table
beside him. Then Barrington's cold
fingers closed over it—a heavy re-
tort, like a jug. Barrington hardly
knew that he had flung it. Then he
saw it strike Arton on the side of the
head, and as it ctashed to the floor
Arton was tottering on his feet.

But he wasn’t dead. He screamed
when Barrington leaped upon him. It
was a horrible, piercing scream. It
filled the laboratory room. It surged
out the open window, echoed out
through the trees into the darkness of
the sullen night.... Shut him up!
You've got to shut him up! Silence

him now forever! Barrington’s
thought blurred. Everything seemed
dim and far away. But he knew that
his fingers were gripping Arton’s
throat, his fingers strangling so that
the scream died....

Barrington panted through an
eternity, holding his grip tighter,
with the lunging body under him, the
flailing arms and legs gradually
weakening; until at last the crumpled
thing which had been Bruce Arton
lay motionless.

Barrington jumped to his feet. That
scream still seemed echoing, though
it was long since a memory. Some-
body would have heard it! Somebodv
might be coming from the nearby
hotel acrcss the wooded promontory!
Worse than that! They were coming
already! The terrified Barrington
could hear them—the shouts of men

out on the shortcut path down the
hill! .

N THAT instant, Barrington had
only the wits to snatch up the
retort and wipe it off. Then he
turned and ran, ducking out the side
door the way he had entered. Now
the laboratory wing was between him
and the path down to the hotel. Tt
shielded him: and then the darkness
enveloped him as he fled down the
trail, under the trees to the lake. Bar-
rington was winded, breathless and
covered with sweat as he crouched in
the darkness of the little dock with
his canoe on the incline beside him.
The shouts were up by the lal-
oratory now. Then in the night si-
lence he could hear that the men had
discovered Arton’s body. ... Barring-
ton fought for calmness. After all,
he was in no danger. Nc one had secen
him arrive from Woodhaven in the
canoe. He could take it now and pad-
dle away. No! He would be seen, out
there on the lake. But suppose he had
just arrived now? He would have
heard the scream, just as the other
men did, down at the hotel. He'd hear
it, and he'd shout and run up to tre
house, just as they nad!
Everything was all right! Queerly
a sort of calm triumph began en-
veloping Barrington. His heritage
(Contlnued On Page 98)
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the old chair with the high back. He
was pretty sure of that.

He was perfectly right, of course.
She was sitting just there, scrunch-
ed up against the chair-back to get
the best of the light from the dim
bulb. Well, he wasn’t going to give
her a chance to start any blabbering.
She would hear him come in, as he
was coming in now, but before she
could get up, he would have the rope
over her head. He would be twisting
the ends tight before she could get
up and kiss him and cry on his shoul-
der with that sentimental stuff.

It would better be swift. He let
the door swing wide. He had the
noese tight around her when the
door hit the old cast-iron door-stop
with a clang. That didn’'t bother him,
that noise, it would probably be the
last thing she ever heard. That, and
his foot-steps.

He pulled hard on the rope ends,
saw tie old, worn hands come up and
claw at the coarse fibres. A moment
would do it with such an old and fee-
ble thing. Then the money. Then
away and back to Merrylee. He was
quite pleased with himself. He felt
no qualms, no sentimental twinges
of remorse. He had only to hold on a
moment longer and then he’d have
his hands on some real dough.

He held on. The thin hands picked
almost idly at the coarse fibre of the
rope. Now, perhaps it was done! He'd
hold on, though, best to make a good
job of it.

And in that last moment that he
felt was the perfection of making
sure he began to look toward the
place he knew the money would be
hidden. That was why his head was
turned away when the bright over-
head lights came on. That was why
he didn’t see the gay onrushing
%roup till they were on top of him.

ut he heard the shouts of “Sur-
prise! Surprise! Surprise!” And he
did turn his head in time to see the
laughing faces of his aunt’s friends
in all their sentimental party gaiety.
In fact, big Jim Metton’s face didn’t
have time to change as his eye did,
and Sally Carver’s scream wasn’t as
fast as her husband’s fist. The big
fist travelled just slowly enough to
let Jim realize that he hadn’t quite
done the thing he had come to do,
and just time enough to curse all the
soft and mushy people who gave sur-
prise parties and then got their dates
mixed on top of that. He tried to
scream something like that, but his
teeth were in his throat then, and
there wasn’t time.

THE END




EASY MONEY

by LEE FLOREN

A fight manager can’t be fooled by one of his oldtime boy%
even in disguise!

HEN JAKE entered his ho-
tel room at midnight he al-
most bumped into the black

snout of the automatic, Behind the
automatic was a slim man who wore a
mask.

“How’'d you get in here?”

“Through the window. I want ten
grand.”

Jake had seen plenty in twenty-
some years as a fight-manager but the
suddenness of this holdup had him
surprised. He glanced at the window.

He stalled. “What ten grand?”

“You’re managin’ Kid Watson. The
Kid outpointed Inky Stevens tonight
at Grand Arena. Kick through.”

Jake looked at the gun, tried to
pull his surprise into a studied calm-
ness. He didn’t like the looks of that
gloved finger around that trigger.
This looked like an amateur to him.

“I haven’t collected yet.”

“You got the money,” the man
stated.

Jake mentally cursed Muggy Wil-
eon, the: Grand promoter. NMuggy al-
ways paia off in cash right after a
fight. And tonight he’d shoved ten
crisp one-grand bills into Jake’s fist.
But that had been in the secrecy of
Muggy's office. Jake lcoked at the
finger again, thought he saw it trem-
ble under the glove.

“Go easy.” he said. ‘Those things
have becen known to kill people. The
dough 1s in my coat pocket.”

The stickup had him turn to the
wall, brace his hands over his head,
and put his legs out wide. Jake felt
the hand go into his pecket and fzait
the notes leave. When he had turned
the man had put the gun in his coat
pocket on top of the bills.

“The bulls’ll have you in ten min-
utes,” Jake prophesiad.

“I figure otherwise.”
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Jake had his nerves calm now. Did
he know that voice? No, the fellow
talked low, as though he were dis-
guising hie voice. He had a sudden
idea.

“If it wasn’t for your gat,” he said,
*“I'd whip the hell out of you!”

“Conie ahead,” the man invited.

Jake went forward, fists up. Years
ago he’d been a leading contender for
the lightweight crown. e had some
of his ring-knowledge Icft. He
showed 1t as he shot out a left.

It was fast, wicked, tru: But the
stickup's right shoulder bobbed down,
and the blow slid over him. Jake
glimpsed his right hand ccck, come
in,

Most fighters hit straight. But this
right hand looped, curved a little,
then straightened. Jake knew than
who the stickup waa.

He tried to slip the punch, but the
right hit on the jaw and the lights
came dcwn and hit him, tco.

* * *
HEN HE woke up he was tied
to a chair. His gag made his
jaws ache. He looked at the clock
and guessed he'd been out around
tifteen mir-~ ~* looked at the
phone, head buzzing,

Ten 1ainu.c, e’ad jumped his
chair across the room anc had the
receiver down. The bellboy released
him.

“What happened?”

“Now and then I feel .nad spells
coming on,” Jake informed him sol-
cmnly. “So I gag myself and tie my-
self to a chair to keep from hurting
people.”

The kid accepied the four-bits but
not the story. jake rolled into bed.
Morning found him ea‘ing a hearty
breakfast at the Greek’s.

He caught the Fifth Street bus and
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left it at Grand, walking up Bunker
Hill. The sun was bright and warm.
He was in the old tenement district,
the flop-house section. He climbed a
set of porch steps, entered an old
rooming house, and went directly to
Room 21,

No answer.

He knocked again.

Finally, “Who’s there?” Sleepily.
“A friend.”

A key turned. Jake went in. Pinky
Malone sat on the edge of his bed,
rubbing his eyes with a fighters’'-
hands. A few years back Pinky had
teen in the chips but he’d broken his
right {isc on Tiny Jeffers, the Cen-
tral Avenue boy.

“Haven’t seen you for two years,”
ake said. “Heard you were up in
Frisco?”

“They run trains,” Pinky said. He
dug into his left eye again. “How did
you know I bunked here?”

“An cx-fighter can’'t keep away
from the old bunch. They told me
down at the Greek's.”

Pinky quit rubbing. “You got a
scrap for me, Jake?”

“You'll never fight again with that
mitt, kid. I came after my ten grand.”

Pinky looked at him. “Your ten
grand? Hell, I don’t owe you noth-
ing. When we busted up we were
even-steven. You said that yourself.”

“You know what—ten grand. After
the Watson fight last night you was
waiting for me in my hotel room. You
wore gloves so you wouldn’t leave
any prints and you wanted to hide
your hands from me. But two things
gave you away.”

“Jake, you're dreamin’.”

Jake rubbed hnis jaw. “Well, if I
was, the old mare sure throwed me.
Look out the window, kidz”

Pinky did. He came back. He kept
standing there, face serious. “You
got bulls down there. huh?”

Jake twisted his wrist and looked.
‘In three minutes thev come up,
Pinky. Cough up the ten grand and
I'll forget it.”

INKY kept looking at him,
Jaxe looked at the cheap room.

The bed looked lumpy and the car-
pet didn't hide the floo~ in spots.

“I spent forty of it,” Pinky said
suddenly. “I paid room rent and I
bought a few drinks.”

“Where is i1t?”
Pinky had it under the big wash-

basin., He handed it to Jake who put
it in his coat pocket.

“Damn it, Pinky,” Jake said, “I
managed you dfor six years. We
bunked together. You shouldn’t’'ve
done this to me.”

“I was flat, Jake.” Piaky looked at
the window. “Where did I slip up?”

“Your voice, for one tking. You
tried to disguise it and you did a
good job—I didn’t recognize it. But
you slipped when you et me take a
poke at you. If you hadn’t done that,
I'd never have known it was you.
Your disguisin’ your woice told me
you were an old friend who didn’t
want me to recognize hira. But I
didn’t know who you were until I
saw your right coming.”

“What's wrong with my right?”
“You don’t hit straight.”

“I've chilled a few wi:h that.” Pin-
ky’s voice was uncordial. “I can han-
dle it.” Finky’s professional pride
was hurt.

Jake iound a stance
in, and I’ll show you.”

Pinky shuffled in, head down. Jake
shot his left again; oniy this time,
he held it Pinky’s rignt looped,
straighteted. This time Take rode
under it. His own right came up and
Pinky went down.

Jake’s knuckles throbbed. “I didn’t
know I could still hit that hard,” He
told th¢ worn carpet.

He took a fin from his wallet and
laid it 1n Pinky's hand. “W/hen vou
come to, Kid, drop around and I'll
find a job for you.” But Pinky didn'r
hear that. of course.

Outside, the bull asked, “Every-
thing work out okay, Jake?”

“Everything’s okay, Casecy.”

“Now come

THE END
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You Remember Jeanie

by JOHN D. MacDONALD

(Author of “Blonde Bait for the Murder Master”

He’d been a good cop once, then, when Frank
Bard’s wife was killed, he went oft his nut -
became an alcoholic bum who thought Jeanie
was still with him all the tirne = until . . .

There was Bard, acting as if his wife were beside him « 4+ &
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OR MANY years Bay Strect
Fwas the place. Bar whisky for

cight cents a shot or a double
stug for fifteen. Wateriront street.
The dirty grcy waves slapped at the
crusted piles and left an oil scum. A
street to forget with. A street which
could close in on you, day to day,
night to nigzht, until you maybe ran
into an old friend who slipped you
a five, and somebody saw you get it;
there at dawn an internz from city
hospital would shove your eyelid up
with a clezn, pink thumb. “Icebox
meat,” he’d say. “Morgue bait.” And
maybe, as hes stood up, he’d look
down at your hollow grey face and
the sharp bones of your wrists and
wonder how you'd kept alive so long.
So very long.

But somzthing happened to Bay
Street. It acquired glamor. Reading
the trend, the smart boys cams down
and bought up the property and
built long low clubs with blue lights
and bright music and expensive
drinks. The shining cars lined up
along the curb, and the people with
the clzan clothes gave ragged kids
two bits to make certain the tires
weten’t siashed while they were in-
side the places with the bright music
and the soft women. The doorm:n
at the ncw places had no time for.the
men in broken shoes who were living
out the last years of addiction.

So the men of Bay Street moved to
Dorrity Street—one block owver.
Many ot tie displaced little bars
moved over. The rzd, blue and green
neon flickered against the brick
flanks of the ancicnt warchouses,
and, in the night, the steaning chant
of the juke boxes, the hoarse laugh-
ter and the scuff of broken shoes was
the same as always.

Frank Bard sat on th2 stone front
step of an abandoned warehkouse and
stared at the street, shining in a light
misty rain. The rain made pink halos
around the neon of the piace across
the street. “Allison’s Grill.”

Bard thought vaguely that if the
rain increzased, he’d have to get under
shelter. He didn’t want to go inside;
he had come out because he had been
sick. The muscles of his diaphragm
still ached with the violence of hig

retching. He turned the ragged col-
lar of his dark blue suitcoat up
around his neck. He wondsred if he
ought to walk down the alley and
see if anybody had tried to raove in
on him. Two weeks before, he had
found a sturdy packing casz and, at
dawn, had dragged it down the alley
and put it under a fire escape. The
effort had left him weak and panting.
He had filled it with clean burlap
and it made a snug bed. The fall
rain was chill; the packing case
wouldn’t be any good in ths winter.
He forced that thought out of his
mind.

He was a dark man, with a sullen
face. Once he had been solid, almost
stocky, but the flesh had slowly melt-
ed off him during the past year. He
was still capabls of sudden, explosive
bursts of energy. His hair was long
and his square jaw was dark with
several day’s beard. His cheeks were
hollow and there was a dark wild-
ness in his puffy eyes that the sha-
dows concealed.

Across the street an old man with
matted white hair lurched out of
Allison’s and fell on one knee. He
got up and went on, limping and
cursing in a thin, high voice, wa-
tered down by age.

Frank Bard heard the slow tock,
tock of heels, hszavy heels, coming
down the sidewalk on his side. He
knew who it was without looking. He
scowled down at the sidewalk. The
slow steps stopped.

LOOKED up. Patrolman
Clarence Flynn, tall and solid,
stood looking down at him. Flynn's
raincoat had a cape effect across the
shoulders that made him look largser
than life size.

He said softly, “You okay, Frank-
e, |

“Give me a cigarette, Flynn,” Bard
said hoarsely.

Flynn handed him one, lit it. Over
the match flame the two men glanced
briefly into each other’s eyes—and
looked quickly away.

In the same gentle tore, Flynn
said, ‘“When are you going to
straighten out, Frankie?”

“I like it this way.”

“You were a good cop, Frankie.
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You straighten out and you could
come back in; your record’s good.”

“I like it this way.”

“Yeu look sick, Frankie.”

“I'm fine. You get a beat to walk.”

Flynn shrugged. He handed the
half pack of cigarettes to Bard and
walked on. He stopped ten feet
away and said, “She wasn’t worth
this, Frankie; ne woman was werth
this.”

Bard called him a foul werd and
snapped the half smoked cigarette
into the street. After he could no
longer hear the sound of Flynn’s
heels, he tried to light anothe¢r one.
His hands shook so badly that he
couldn’t do it. The matches were
damp. They sputtered and went out
quickly.

He felt in his side pocket to make
certain that the fifty cent piece was
still there. It was cool against bis
fingertips. He stood up, swaying
slightly, and then walked across the
street, pushed his way into the heat
and smell of Allison’s.

The bar was of plywood laid over
some heavier substance. Naked bulbs
were laid behind the bottles on the
back bar, and the light glowed
through—amber. The place was nar-
row and rectangular—with the bar
on the left and booths on the rigir.
A juke box sat against the far wall,
bubbles rising endlessly up through
the colored tubes. Arther Allison, a
small trim man with Truman glasses
and a grey Colman mustache, in a
spotless white shirt, waited on bar,
his quick eyes flicking ceaselessly
from face to face. Allison was a
watchful, careful man. Jader waited
on the booths and, on occasion, acted
as bouncer. Jader was tall and heavy
with weak eyes that watered con-
stantly. He too was watchful. Under-
neath the bar, to the left of the beer
taps, was a small drawer. There were
usually a few small packages in that
drawer. Summer and winter a small
het coal fire burned in the basement.
In the winter, the fire heated the
building; in the summer the radia-
tors were turned off. On the under
edge of the drawer containing the
packages was a small loop of wire.
Either Jader or Allison could, by
yanking on the loop of wire, drop

the bottom of the drawer. The little
packages would then drop down a
chute into the fire. It was safer that
way. For every package held and re-
layed to the proper pickup men,
there was a small fee of ten dollars.
Five for Jader and five for Allison.
On some days as many as eight pack-
ages spent varying lengths of time
in the drawer.

Allison and Jader were very watch-
ful and cautious men.

When Frank Bard walked in, there
were four men at the bar. He knew
three of them by sight; the fourth
was a stranger. Two of the booths
were occiipied. In one were two
Swedish merchant seamen, and a
thin painted girl with hair the color
of ripe tomatoes and a wet, smeared
mouth. In the second booth were two
quiet men wearing dark topcoats.
Bard glanced at them and guessed
that they were waiting for one of the
packages to arrive.

Bard did a curious thing. He held
the door wide, and, as he walked over
to the bar, he smiled down over his
right shoulder. He said something in
a low voice.

He stepped up beside the stranger,
still smiling down at a point about
six inches from his right shoulder.
Allison moved over toward him and
gaid, “You got the money, Frank?”

He took the fifty cent piece from
his pocket and said, “The usual for
me and Jeanie, Arthur.” Allison
poured two straight ryes and smiled
tiredly as he put one in front of Bard
and one in front of the empty space.
Bard said, “You wouldn’t rather sit
in a booth, would you, Jeanie?”

“What the hell do yeu keep asking
her that, for?” Arthur said. “She
never wants to sit in a booth; she
always stands up here at the bar with
you.”

Bard looked vaguely indignant,
“It’s polite to ask her, Arthur.”

The stranger, a lean man in work
clothes with a pinched, bitter mouth,
loeked with pained disgust at Frank
Bard and then at Allison. “What the
hell goes on?” he asked.

Allison looked amused. “Oh, Frank
cemes in here all the time with Jean-
fe.”
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Frank Bard turned and looked at
the stranger. “Jeanie and me, we like
this place. She likes to come here
even if she did have a little bad luck
here a little over a year ago.”

The stranger looked into Bard's
eyes and moved back a few inches.
“Bad luck?” he inquired politely.

“Yeah. Jeanie was in here late one
night and some lush hit her with a
boitle. Hit her right over the left ear.
I guess my Jeanie hasn’t got such a
tough skull. Funny how it didn’t
break the bottle, hey Arthur?”

ADER CAME over, his pale eyes

watering. He said, “Damn it,
Arthur, what did you let this dizzy
punk come in here for?”

Arthur grinned. “Nervous?”

“No, the guy drives away trade.”
He turned to the stranger. “Mister,
a drunk bashed her head in with a
bottle and got clean away. We give
the cops a description but they never
found the guy.” He paused and
glanced at Bard, who was talking to
Jeanie in a low voice, almost a whis-
per. He continued, “And this thing
used to be a cop. Jeanie was his girl.
He’s been on the skids for nearly a
year, and every time he comes in
here he’s got that damn imaginary
wonmian with him. I tell you, it’s
enough to drive me nuts.”

Arthur grinned tightly. “Where’s
your sense of humor, Jader?”

Jader looked again at Bard, cursed
and wandered off. The Swedes were
pounding on the table.

Frank Bard bent low over his glass
of rye. He lifted it with a quick mo-
tion, and downed it. It caught in his
throat. He gagged, but it stayed
down. He stood for a moment, savor-
ing the glow of it, ‘feeling imimediate-
ly stronger, more confident. He
glanced at the wall above the back-
bar, whistling softly. His lean hand,
dirt stained into the knuckles,
reached slowly out, shoving the
empty glass over toward Jeanie. The
hand hooked around her full glass
and brought it back. He glanced
down, as though surprised to see the
full drink in front of him. He drank
it with steadier hand and smiled at
Jeanie.

“Taste good to you, honey? If I
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had the dough, I'd buy you another.”
He looked down at his dime change.
He glanced over and said, “What
was that, honey?”

He beckoned to Arthur. “Arthur,
Jeanie says....”

“Yeah, I know. She wants a beer
chaser.” Ile picked up the dime, drew
one beer and set it in front of Jeanie.
Bard whistled again, while his right
hand stole out and slid it over. He
drank it quickly and, again looking
at the wall, shoved the glass over in
front of Jeanie.

The stranger said, “You were a
cop?”

Bard looked at him and drew him-
self up, looking for a fraction of a
second, out of the wise, confident po-
liceman’s eyes. The expression faded
and his eyes once more looked hot
and wild. “What’s it to you!” he de-
manded hoarsely. “I don’t see you
buying me and Jeanie no drinks; buy
’em and we’ll talk to you, Mister.”

The man took hold of Bard’s
shoulder with what was almost gen-
tleness. He turned him so that he
faced hima directly, The work-hard-
ened hand came across, smacking
solidly, fingers open, across Bard’s
jaw, knocking him against the har.
The hand came back in a backhand
blow that straightened him up again,
splitting his underlip at the corner.

Frank Bard stood unsteadily, his
hands at his side, grinning foolish-
ly at the stranger, his eyes filling
with tears from the burning pain in

his lip.
Arthur said, “Take it easy!”
The stranger said, ‘“‘That’s for

being a lousy cop; that’s for nothing.
You there, set up drinks for Prince
Charming and his lady.”

“Thanks,” Bard said humbly.

“Think nothing of it, Prince.” The
man turned his back.

Bard drank the two drinks and
stood holding onto the edge of the
bar. His face greyed and he said,
“Excuse me, honey.”

He lurched off to the men’s room
and was ill. He came out in a few
minutes, still shaking, his clothes
soiled and stopped by the bar.” He
said, “Come on, Jeanie.” He walked
t oward the door. Jader c¢rossed close
beside him. With wild fury, Bard
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grabbed Jader’s arm and spun him

around. He said, “Why the hell
don’t you watch where you're
going?”

He bent over suddenly, as though
helping someone up from the floor,
He snarled at Jader, “Okay. Okay,
Go around knocking women down
and don’t apoligize. You all right,
hioney,” he said softly, making brush-
ing motions in the air. Jader grunt-
ed, balled a large white fist and slow-
ly drew it back, his wet eyes nar-
rowed.

Arthur snapped, “Jader! Cut it}”

The big hand unclenched and Bard
walked to the door, held it open with
a small bow and then walked out.

Jader said, “Arthur, I'm not, going
to stand for...”

“Shut up!” The grey eyes were
cold behind the lenses, the mouth a
thin tight line under the mustache.
The girl with the Swedes giggled
shrilly. Jader turned and walked to-
ward the back of the place.

In the alley Frank Bard stood, his
hand on the corner of the packing
case, looking up at the night sky.
The rain had stopped and small
clouds scudded across the moon. Bard
dropped to his knees and crawled
into the box. He lay with his face
against the damp wood and tears ran
down through the thick stubble on
his cheeks. He reached awkwardly
into bis side pocket and pulled out
a small package. He unwrapped the
paper. It contained a small cool me-
tal tubs that still contained lipstick.
Her lipstick. He held it close to his
nose. It held the elusive scent of
her. His fingertips touched the little
skein of hair. Her hair. L.ong and
pale and delicate—amazingly golden.
He wrapped the package and re-
piaced it in his pocket. After a long

time, he slept.
% * *

ADER WAS in a good mood.

The drawer was almost full of
packages and the first pickup was
due in an hour. Arthur Allison had
gons to the races. It was the first
time Jader had been alone in the
place in many months. He liked the
feeling of being trusted. The sun was
hot on Dorrity Street. It slanted
through the smeared front window,

lighting the dim interior. One old
man was asleep, his head on the booth
table. Jader planned to wake him up
and get him out soon.

He glanced across the street and
his cheerful smile faded. He saw
Frank Bard coming diagonally across
the street in the sun, looking down
at a spot six inches from his right
shoulder. Jader could see his lips
moving. Jader’s lip curled as he saw
Bard’s grey, shapeless shoes, the
tired scuff of his walk, the stained,
baggy trousers.

He stepped over into the doorway
as Bard opened the door. Jader didn’t
move. Bard said, “Hey! Let us in!”
He took a dollar out of his side pock-
et and held it up.

“I don’t want no screwballs in
here,” Jader said sullenly.

“Where’s Arthur? Arthur lets us
come in. Get out of Jeanie's way,
Jader.’

“You're not coming in.”

Bard stared at him for a few sec-
onds. “Arthur won’t like to hear
about this. You got a public place
here.”

“You stand up to the bar and talk
to the other customers. The hell with
that noise; you drive away busi-
ness.” :

Frank Bard considered that state-
ment solemnly. “Okay. So Jeanie
and me, we’ll take the back booth in
the end and we won’t talk to any-
body, will we Jeanie?”

Jader glanced down the street, saw
a familiar sedan coming. It would be
best not to delay pickup. He moved
aside. “Okay, come on in and take
the end booth. I'll be with you in a
minute.”

Bard stood aside as though to let
someone come in, and then followed.
Jader waited until Bard was out of
sight in the booth before slipping
the package across to the slim, dark
man who had ordered the beer. The
man drank up and left.

Jader poured two ryes and walked
back to the booth with them. Frank
Bard smiled up at him. “No, she’s
sitting right there across from me,
Jader. Maybe we should take a booth
oftener. It’s nice and private back
here in the end. Jeanie says it’s nice
and clean, Clean ashtray and every-
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thing. She don’t mind being in the §
booth where she got hit. Do you,
Jeanie?”

Jader scowled. “The place is good
and clean because I clean it. Stop
the chatter and give me the buck;
there’s a dime extra for table serv-
ice.”

“But you made me come back
here!”

“It's a dime extra.”

“Okay, Jader. Okay.”

Jader rang up the half dollar and
took the change back. He threw it
on the table. Bard said, “The {ront
way is the only way out, huh?”

“Yeah,” he answered and walked
away.

He went behind the bar and stood
with his fat arms on the bar, looking
gloomily acrcss at the old man sleep-
ing. Some of the flavor had gone out
of ths day with Frank Bard’s arrival.
He seldom showed up in the after-
noon. It was just damn bad luck that
he had to pick that afternoon, Jader
thought.

He scowled as he heard thes low
sound of Bard’s voice. Jader couldn’t
imagine why Arthur permitted Bard
to come around, in fact, why h:
seemicd amused to have Bard around.
It was the type of wry joke that
Jader couldn’t savor.

When he heard Bard call him
hoarszly, he pushed away from the
bar, drew two more ryes and walked
slowly back to the booth.

He stood in front of the beoth and
reached out to sct one rye down
across from Bard. The big white
hand stopped in midair and Jader
stared at the ashtray. There were
two butts in the ashtray. The tip of
one was crimsoned with lipstick. For
a moment he thought wildly that he
hadn’t cleaned it. And he suddenly
remembered Bard's saying it was
clean. The shot glass slipped out of
his white fingers and dropped, over-
turning on the table.

“Where'd that come from?”
gaid in a high, thin voice.

“The cigarette butt? Jeanic smoked
{t.”

; “Don’t say that!” Jader said wild-
y- )
“Don’t you like women smoking.

he

(Continued On Page 9H0)
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(Contlnued From Page 89)

. That’s old fashioned,” Bard said se-
verely.

“@Where’d it come from?” Jader de-
manded again.
. “I told you, from Jeanie.” Bard
t suddenly leaned his dark head over
and looked at his shoulder. He chuck-
-led mildly. “She was sitting right be-
| side me here with her head on my
shoulder when she smoked it. Look
here.” From the surface of the dark
blue coat he plucked two long
 strands of shining gold—held them
b up.
Jader's mouth worked and
‘other glass dropped at his feet.
Bard said, “You see, Jader, you
i only thought you kiled her.” His
 tone was quiet, as theugh -explaining
“to a child.

Jader made a strangled neise. His
wet eyes widened. “I killed her. She
couldn’t.... She couldn't....”

b4

the

E TURNED then and looked

into Frank Bards eyes. His
underlip hung away from his teeth
L and he took a slow step away from
the booth. Somehow Bard was in
front of him. Jader clenched his
white fists and struck blindly. He
. missed and went off balance as
Frank Bard’s thin, dirty fist
smashed his mouth. He fell heavily
Lto his hands and knees, going over
onto his side as one of the grey, bro-
ken shoes landed against the side of
his head. One of the white hands
klay, as still as lard, against the
floor. Frank Bard set his heel on the
fingers and swiveled his entire
weight, slowly. ,

He walked quickly to the front
door and locked it. The old mayg still
slept. He went behind the bar and
carefully opened the drawer. Allison
and Jader were cautious, watchful
men—but who suspicions or fears a
mad alcoholic? He set six neat pack-
ages on the top of the bar, opened
the cash register and took a nickel.

“Sergeant Sullivan, Police Head-
quarters.”

“Sully, this is Frank Bard. ...
don’t interrupt me....I'm at Alli-
son’s Grill on Dorrity Street. I've
just taken over the joint. Jader con-
fessed to killing Jean Palmray. The
angle is that she was trying to do

L

3
:
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some independent spying to help me
along and they got wise and Jader
killed her; I think he only meant to
stun her. I've got a bunch of junk
here. Six small packages. Send the
boys. And have Arthur Allison picked
up out at the track. Yeah.”

He hung up, walked back and
looked at Jader. The man was begin-
ning to stir. Bard kicked him in the
head again and walked back to the
bar. He was suddenly enormeusly
tired. He stili held the small golden
tube of lipstick in his {fist, He
slipped it into his pocket.

They wouldn’t take a lush back on
the force, even if he had done what
he set out to do one year before.

Too late.

He tock a bottle off the back bar
and pulled the patent gimmick out
of the top of it and tilted it up to his
lips. Drunk or sober, he had remem-
bered to pretend that Jeanie had been
with him. That was what had count-
ed. The buildup. And after a year of
buildup, Jader had cracked wide
open. it had been tough, pretending
that she was always beside him, look-
ing at him.

He tilted the bottle, and as the
sharp liquor filled his mouth, he felt
a soft touch on his arm. He spun
quickly, spraying the liquor onto the
bar.

The old man was still asleep in the |
booth and Jader was still silent on

the floor. The door was locked. In
the distance an approaching siren

moaned softly. The bottle slid from | g

his nerveless fingers and shattered
on the fleor,
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((Continued From Page 63)

“But how did you always know
what we were planning? How was it
that you were always a jump ahead
of us?”

“Planning, my friend, planning.
And a microphone in the office. I
knew Carter'd take over, and I sus-
pected he’d have meetings there too.
That reminds me, Hempel”’— he
laughed softly—"“wc must stop and
pay our respects at my grave on our
way!”

“You must have your little joke.”

“Now, Plush, as Hempel here keeps
reminding me, it is getting late. So
if you have anything more to say...”

“If he hasn’t, I have!”’ The voice of
Lieutenant Andrews came from out-
side the door, in the dimly lit cellar.
“Drop that gun, Major, and drop it
fast!”

“That must be the CID,” said the
major. “You wouldn't dare; the first
move you make, I let Plush have it
right through the heart. And I mean
it. The first goddam...”

The word ‘‘goddam” was. appro-
priately enough, the last word the
major ever uttered. Scarcely was it
out of his mouth when somcthing
came flying, Whooosh, through the
air, and caught him on the wrist of
his gun hand. He screamed with pain
and dropped the ILudger. lle was
making a grab for it with his other
hand when Andrew shot him, three
times, through tlie middle. Once
would have been encugh: he died on
the way to the hospital, without re-
gaining consciousness.

“It was self-defense,” said An-
drews, as he untied me and helped me
to my feet, “And ainyway, it'll save
the government the cost of a big
trial. Lucky we got here in time.”

“How much did you hear?” I asked
him.

“Enough to put a rope arcund his
neck.” He indicated liempel with a
contemptuous gesture from his gun.
“How did he get you?”

“I had him covered when Hempel
came up from behind and slugged me.
I had forgotten all about Hempel;
that must be what happened te Dono-
van, too.”

“Well, under the circumstances.
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I guess I can overlook your flagrant
violation of orders,” said Andrews.

Then ¥ saw what had come sailing
through the air. It was a bottle. A
bottle of twelve per cent Bavarian
beer. And I saw who had thrown it.
It was Carter.

“I always said he’d have one bottle
to many,” said Carter. “I guess this
was it.”

Letter To The Pacific

EAR BOB:

Quite a lot

has happened since
I last wrote to you.
I am now at a re-
placement depot in
France, waiting to
get shipped home. I
: @i left Unterros-
sapfel two weel*s after the end of the
case of “Who Killed Major Smith?”

It’s all so long ago that I keep for-
Eetting that you don’t know what’s

een hapening..

Walter Schmidt was born in a
little German village, and became an
officer under the Weimar Republic.
He grew up in Germany between the
two World Wars. He must have
caught the national disease fairly
éarly—say, the mid twenties. (Part
of this I learned from Hempel, who
thought that it might help his case
if he told everything; part Andrews
picked up in the files at USFET and
other places; part is just guesswork.
But it all adds up.)

Rather than stay in a Germany
whose future was, at best, uncertain,
Schmidt came to America in 1930. He
changed his name to Smith and took
out his first papers. The disease he
had caught in Germany was slowly
eating away his insides, although, as
is the usual case with this disease,
one couldn’t see anything from the
outside.

As soon as he had become a citizen,
Smith joined the Army. With his
background, he rose rapidly, even in
the regular Army. He never did any-

thing obvious, like joining the Bund,

(Contlyned On Page 94)
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CRACK DETECTIVE STORIES
(Continued From Page 98)

but he was in constant comtact with
Nazi agents.

When the war broke out, Smith was
a captain in the Infantry, There was
no trace of his origin in his speech
and mannerisms, and only a little in
his attitudes; his instructiens were to
play the role of a loyal and fairly
capable American officer until other
behaviour was needed. He was pro-
moted to major and sent overseas
with the Military Government.

It is not certain when or how he
evolved this plan of his. He was in
touch with what was left of the Nazi
Party, through men like Hempel, and
Lucette. His brether had been an of-
ficer in the Wermacht and had died
in an air raid over France. Lucette,
by the way, had been his brother’s
mistress; and when the major got to
France, he looked her up.

Briefly, his plan was this. He
killed Novak and destroyed the body
beyond recognition, leaving only the
part of his left arm with the Ausch-
witz brand’s last two numbers show-
ing. These were the same as the last
two numbers of his own serial num-
ber. He said that this gave him the
whole idea.

After two phony attempts on his
life, one with a gun, the other with
arsenic, he wrecked his car and plant-
ed his dog tag and other things, in-
cluding Novak’s left arm, in the
wreckage. It was perfect. He had re-
tained the only key to the wine cellar
and this became his headquarters,
Hempel and Lucette were his assist-
ants, the former willingly, the latter
unwillingly. He held the knowledge
of her past as a club over Lucette’s
head, and threatened to send her back
to France if she did not comply with
his wishes.

EN Donovan began to smell a
rat. He traced the major to his
wine cellar, and while he was talking
to him, Hempel sneaked up from be-
hind and knocked him out. That
night, they planted a whiskey bottle
in his pocket and they dropped him
over the falls, where we found his
body the next morning.
Meantime, Lucette was beginnin
to get jumpy. The arrival of the CID
(Continned On Page 90)
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(Continued From Page 94)

(and major Smith knew exactly what
was going on, as he had taken the pre-

ss| caution of putting microphones in
5| the offices) made him decide to leave

in a hurry. Lucette was disposed of,

| and we found ‘her hanging from a
| rafter.

It took me a long time to catch on.
For some time I was blinded by the
tattooing on the arm, as was everyone
else. When I finally saw the whole
plot, I went down to the cellar.

Why did I go alone? Why didn't
I take Carter or Ginsherg? Wel], that
is hard to say. I guess it just didn’t
occur to me. Maybe, subconsciously,
I still suspected Carter, and was not
even too sure about the others. The
major had done his best to make the
suspicion fall on Ginsberg and Novak,
for obvious reasons. I thought I could
handle him alone, and I could have,
too; but I had completely overlooked
the possibility of Hempel's being
there.

Ironically, it was Carter who saved
my life. He was rewarded for his
pains by being relieved of his duty
with the detachment, and made as-
sistant fine arts and monuments of-
ficer in one of the big detachments
in northern Germany.

The detachment has a new comman-
der. Captain John DooYttle seems
like a quiet, dignified and efficient
officer—the type who gets results
without a fanfare.

Hempel’s evidence enabled the au-
thorities.to nip the underground plot
in the bud, although they never found
Bormann. Maybe he is still alive in
some obscure corner...who knows?

See you some day.

Private Paul Plush.
P.S. Oh, yes. I forgot one thing.
There were three orders in from
Headquarters about me, all on the
same day, The first was my shipping
orders. The second awarded me the
Bronze Star for my work in uncover-.
ing the plot. That was from USFET.
The third was from Regiment HQ,
busting me to private for unauthor-
ized meddling in affairs that did not
concern me. That's one prediction of
the major's that did come true, after
all.



YOU CAN'T PREDICT DXATH
(Contlnued From Page 65)

“I've just been reading my law books,
that's all.

“If you'll read yours, Mr District
Attorney, you'll find that the speci-
fied sentence for any crime attempt-
ed but not actually committed is half;
the maximum imposed by the law for
the actual cominission of the crime.
But the maximum penalty for the
commission of arson is life imprison-
ment.”

Ilis eyes swept the courtroo:n, and
he grinned unpudently. "I defy you,
Mr. D.A,, or you, Your Honor, or
anyone else in the ccurtroom, to
measure half a man’'s 1ife.” He waved
an arm. ““"npture tells us that we
knoweth not the day nor the hour of
our departure. Will you. then, sen-
tence the prisoner to half a minute
or half the days of Methuselah?”

There was a moment of dead si-
lence, then the District Attorney
rushed over to the judge and began
to whisper frantically. But it was no
use: the judge had to admit that the
measurenient of Lalf a man’s life span
was beyond the court’s powers.

Owen Reilly left the courtroom a
free man, and William F. Howe had
performed another miracle of legal
juggling. Shortly afterwards, the
newspapers carried a story to the ef-
fect that the New York State Legis-
lature had altered the arson statutes
and placed a specific time-sentence
on the crime of attempted arson.

THE END
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{Continned From Page 80)

from Arton was ten or fifteen thous-
sand at the least; Arton had been
making a lot of money lately. Bar-
rington realized that subconsciously
he had been thinking of that all eve-
ning. His ace in the hole. It had been
in his mind when he wanted not to
be seen arriving. Money to put over
the show and fix things up with
Marjorie. And that chemical inven-
tion of Artoin’s—there would be his
notes on it, of course. Barrington
could get them, hold them dark for
a couple of years, and then tackle
those big coinpanies himself. Maybe
there’d be a fortune in it for him.
What luck!

Barrington stood up on the dock.
And then he saw that the time had
come for him to shout his arrival
Two or three of the men suddenly
appeared up on the trail. Their voices
floated down. And then Barrington
shouted back, ran up the trail a few
feet, stopped and called.... It was
so simple! Breathless, confused ex-
changes.

‘I was just paddling up to the
dock!” Barrington was shouting.
“Heard somebody screaming! What
is it? What happened!”

“Bruce Arton! He’s dead—"

“Dead! Bruce dead—”

“Somebody got in there and killed
him!”

These men were four or five of the
hotel guests. Barrington knew some
of them. He met them a little way
up the trail, where Barrington had
stopped and was standing speechless,
breathless, shocked by the news.

“Why—why that’s horrible—"" he
gasped. “I thought it was his voice
screaming— I paddled hard as I
could—then I heard you people—"

Overhead pallid moonlight was
straggling down through the rifted
clouds now. It struck on the fright-
ened faces of the men, and on the
trees and on the naked rocks here
along the gully brink.

ND NOW here was big Johnson,

the hotel detective. He was com-

ing down the trail with one of the
men. But they weren’t walking or

running. They came slowly, bending
down, and Johnson was holding his
flashlight.

“Where the devil you suppose it
goes?” the man with Johnson mut-
tered.

“Here it still is,” Johnson said.
“Quicker if we lift it up.”

Lift what up? What the devil was
this?

“Oh, hello Barrington,” the hotel
detective said. The man with him
muttered something, and Johnson
turned. “Shut up! Maybe so. We'll
soon see, come on, keep going.”

Barrington and the men with him
blankly stared as the detective and
his companion went past them. Slow-
ly they went down to the dock and
then began coming back.

“Well I'm damned!” the man said.
“It's him—"

“Shut up! Make sure!”

Cold with puzzled apprehension,
Barrington stood silent. And now he
saw that tlie stooping detective was
holding his light to follow something
that lay along the ground.

Then Johnson pounced. “There’s
the end of it! Take a look everybody |
Got him like we found him chained
to the corpse!” He was gripping Bar-
rington now, pointing. “Here is the
killer, we got him!”

Barrington’s mind swept back....
Arton in the laboratory, winding his
new gossamer wire from one spindle
to another, measuring its length and
its stength.. Then Arton with one
of the tiny spindles, much smaller
than a thimble, in his hand.... And
then Arton down on the floor, hands
flailing as Barrington crouched over
him:. .

Now Barrington saw the tiny
spindle with the gleaming gossamer
thread trailing from it, where it had
caught in one of the big ornate
leather buttons of his summer sport
jacket! It was the empty spindle; and
its tiny thread of wire stretched from
here back to the laboratory where the
other spindle had been unwinding as
Barrington ran! Like a death trail—
damnable little gossamer that you
couldn’t break, connecting this mur-
derer with his victim!



Now
ALL 5 FAMOUS

JOWETT

s ~ COURSES
s wee . Volume

For only

rector- Atlantic CiNY

o OK OF
My PHOTO BO
FAMOUS STRONG MEN!

nt
ou ¢ cent
ceatest BodY puilder

osty
_oritwon’'tcos’
ori . l".““w,,‘m 5 6
says Georg®

BUII.D A BODY
YOU WILL BE PROUD OF!

| am making a drive for thousands of
Y new friends fust—REGARDLESS OF COST!

So Get Now My 5 (s :a::lt'(ourses
All in 1 great complete volume ouiv
PACKED WITH HOW-TO-DO-IT PICTURES! 25¢

Enjoy My '"Progressive Power''
Strength Secrets!

Give me 10 Easy Minutes a
Day — Without Strain!

I'{l teach you the “‘Progressive
Power Method" through which 1
rebuilt myself from a physical
wreck the doctors condemned to
die at I5, to the holder of more
strength records than any other
living athlete or teacher! 'Pro-
gressive Power'' has proven its
ability to build the strong-
est, handsomest men in the
world. And | stand ready to
show you on @ money back
basis — that no matter how
flabby or puny you are | can
do the same for you right in
your own home. Let me prove

| con add inches to your arms,
0“ l’ 4' /md broaden your shoulders, give you

whom experts call the ''Champion of o man-sized chest, powerfui legs

At last all § of Jowett's, Wortd-Famous Muscle-Build-
ing Courses are available in one great complete volume
to thousands of readers of this publication at the *‘get-
acquainted”, extremely low price of only 26c! You owe
it to your country, to yow family and to yourself to
make yoursel! physically fit now! Start at once to im-
prove your physique by following Jowett's simple,
eazy method of muscle building ! e

Just a Few of tha Records of

Champions'* and o Rock-like back — in fact,
power pack your whole body so
* World's welter weight wrestling cham- quickly it will amaze you! Yes, I'll jam
pion at 17 you with power and stlfconhdtnce to
* World's weight lifting champion at 19 master any situation—to win popularity—
* Reputed to have the strongest arms and to get ahead on the {ob! Through my
in the world. ) proven secrets | bring to life new power in
* Four times winner of the world's most you inside and out, until YOU are fully
perfectly developed body . . . plus satisfied you are the man you want to be.

many, many other world records!

PROVE IT TO YOURSELF IN ONE NIGHT

Send only 25¢ for my S easy-to-follow, p|c'ure packed courses now in 1 complete
volume "‘How to Become a Muscular He-Man.' Try it for one night! Experience the
thrilling strength that surges through your muscles.

WHAT THESE FAMOUS PUPILS SAY ABOUT JOWETT. WHY DON'T
YOU FOLLOW IN THEIR FOOTSTEPS!

REX FERRIS

Champion Strength Ath-
lete of South Africa.
Says he: ‘'] owe every-
thing to Jowett meth-
ods!" Look at this chest
—~then consider the value
of the Jowett Courses!

A. PASSAMONT

Jowett - trained athlete
who was named Amer-
ica’s first prize-winner
for Physicol Perfection.

JDWEITT INS‘IITUUTE gF PMVOSICAL CULTURE I
ZSGFFTHA ENUVE EW YORK I, N. Y.

10 DAY TRIAL! 2

Think of it—all five of these 'omous courses now in one pic- '
ture-packed volume for only 25c. If you're not delighted with

this famous muscle- bul!dnng guide — if you don't actually

FEEL resvlts within ONE WEEK, send it back and your

money will be promptly refunded!

Send for Jowett's Photo Book of Famous Strong Men!

This amazing bock has gu;dcd thousands of weoklings to mus-
cvlar power. Packed with photos of miracle men of might and
muscle who started perhaps weaker than you are. Read the
thrilling adventures of Jowett in slron?lh that inspired his pupils
to ‘ollow him. They'll show you the best way to might and muscle.
Send for FREE gift book of PHOTOS OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN. ADORESS

JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE Dept.D0-95230 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 1, . r _r & 1 1 B B} N |

l Qeorge F Dear Georg Please &end by retwrn mail,
Jowett prepald, FREE Jowett’s Photo Book of Strong Men,
Champion of along with 'l 5 Muscle Bullding Courses. 1. Mold-
Champions ing a Migh.y Chest. 2. Molding & Mighty Arm.,
3. Molding a Mighty Grip. 4. Molding a Mighty
Back. 3. Moldin€ Mighty Lefs—Now all in One
Volume ‘'How to Become a Muscle He-Man'. En-

I closed find 25¢. NO C.0.B'S.

NAME
I (Please Print Pleinly, Include Zone Number)

L.



ZIPS ON
ZIPS OFF

SELL MASON'S
GENUINE RUBBER
RAINCOATS

Sell ast. Big profits for
you! Guaranieed water-
proof in heaviest rsin-
storms . . . thowsands of
customers all ar und you,

MASON'S
LEATHER JACKETS

rolhne  fn
nliable,

Keep profits
with these sofr.
vet tough and warm., long-
wearing leather rkets
of specially diessed hides,
Low Trice — amazingly
liberal commissions for
voul

MASO

1
e

1
vy

L gty

Otf"

1

MASON’S
MANY ADVANTAGES!
100,000 Pairs of Shoes!

You draw on our stock of
100.000 pairs of fine shoes in
over 150 different styles plus
immense daily factory-out-
put. What a selection. ..
exact size and width with
perfect fit in the wanted
style and color...every time!
More shoes than your cus-
tomers could find in many
stores combined!

EVERY MASON SALESMAN
AN EXPERT SHOE FITTER

Learn to fit every customer through Mason simple,
Mason TRAINS
Expert and Certifled
Mason belps vou bulld a Big Money-

accurate, easy-to-learn methods.
YOU and makes vou a Foot
Khoe Fitter.
Making, Permanent,

Repeat Shoe Business!

SHOE MANUFACTURING (CO.

Dept. IYEETY Chippewa Falls, Wis.

m/PROFITS

Customers everywhere eager to buy these unique “Zip-On .. . Zip-
shoes RICHT NOW!

Top quality glove-soft leather . . .
ishing Zipper shoes lead record-breaking Mason line of over 150
superb styles of dress, work,
Leather Jackets. Raincoats, and other fast-selling itcms
maintains Mason's 45-year reputation for LEADERSHIP.

your SALE S

/

Mason craftsmanship . . . aston-

and women, with
A line that

sport shoes for men

POWERFUL NATIONAL ADVERTISING

Powerful National Advertising in SATURDAY EVENING POXST,
GOOUD  HOL SE-RELI'NG. . scores of other vowerful
National Mayazines . . . 1)au~< the way for vou

SALES POTENTIAL TRIPLED

Cash In NOW_ llelp the people in veur territory get hiyheat
quality, most comfortahle exclusive Feature foo'wear they can
ever buy for the money, Give them excliusive Personal Fitting

Service and help yourself to a sweet, steady, ever xiowing incoms!

GET SAMPLE OUTFIT FREE!

Sell the great Mason ZIPPER Shoe and hundreds of other newest
styles and modelsl  Get Big FREE NSample OQutfitl Be first in
your territoryl

MEN AND WOMEN WELCOME COMFORT OF
Air Cushioned Velvet-Eex

Show men and women exclu-
sive Air Cushioned Velvet-
Eez shoes that cradle foot
on 10,000 tiny air bub-
bles! Many report they
se'l on six out of
every ten calls!

MASON SHOE MFG. CO.
7 Dept. M-25%, Chippewa Falls, Wis.

] RUSH me rour great New Free Sample Outfit,
1 Include your Automatic Selling 'lan and send
1 the hook 5.000 Salesmen wrote for me. | want
[} tn become a Foot Expert and (ertitied Shoe
] . and <rart making big money fast,
] FRREE
}

Expert

mend evervthing and I'repaid.

(My own shoe size is.

e s e a S - .- ——— -





