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Beginning a brand-new series by Victor Canning—one of the fastest

rising stars in the firmament of English mystery writers . .

. This

new series carries on that grand tradition of detective short stories
which includes Carter Dickson’s (John Dickson Carr’s) Department
of Queer Complaints and Roy Vickers’ Department of Dead Ends.
Now meet, for the first time in print in the United States—

THE DEPARTMENT OF PATTERNS
The Sunday Fishing Club

by VICTOR

HE DEPARTMENT OF PATTERNS
Thas its headquarters in a rather
shabby Eighteenth Century build-
ing on the Quai d'Orsay. Only the
two top floors belong to the Depart-
ment and it houses about a dozen
people, including six young men
like myself—and by that I mean
young men with a law degree who
intend to make the judicature or
the police their career.

It is considered a great honor to
be chosen to work in the Depart-
ment of Patterns. There are four
permanent heads of subdepartments
—these subdepartments are sepa-
rately responsible for civil, military,
criminal, and international affairs;
and there is the Chief of the De-
partment himself—Monsieur Al-
phonse Grand.

Papa Grand.

Papa Grand has a little attic room
all to himself with a tiny window
that looks out over the Seine. One
seldom sees him—but he is always
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available if one has a good reason
to disturb him. But the reason must
be impeccable.

We are encouraged, most strin-
gently, to pursue our own lines of
investigation, seek out our own pat-
terns, and trouble Papa Grand only
when we need his direct authority
or advice. I should mention. that
the Department of Patterns does
not come under the jurisdiction of
the police or of the armed forces or
of any Ministry. It is a sort of love-
child of them all, regarded with af-
fection but never openly acknowl-
edged. Its most important function
—or characteristic—is that it has
time to pursue all those unresolved
trails, murders, incidents, accidents,.
and other inexplicable phenomena
which the regular authorities shelve
after a few months if no'results are
forthcoming.

Perhaps the best way to explain
the Department’s work would be
to give you an actual example—one,
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of course, in which I was involved
—indeed, in which I was success-
fully concerned. It was also the first
pattern .formulated by me which
led to a definite resolution. I am
well aware that I may sound a little
pompous. If so, I apologize, but un-
fortunately I cannot help my man-
ner.

However, to continue: for some
weeks I had been making a small
research into the number of un-
solved murders of males between
the ages of thirty and fifty over the
last ten years—in the hope, of
course, that some pattern would
evolve. That is how we work—com-
pletely at random. One takes any
starting point, and by analysis, sta-
tistic sample, and so on, hopes that
something will turn up. Over a
number of years the Department of
Patterns has had a percentage of
success of about ten out of every
hundred patterns evolved—a much
higher proportion than it seems.

However, to get back to this par-
ticular pattern of mine: I discov-
ered that there had been almost fifty
such cases in France, and in break-
ing down the mode of murder em-
ployed I found that twenty of them
had been committed by a shooting
of some sort. Of course, I had sub-
jected this group of twenty to the
elementary test set out in the De-
partment’s Manual of Pattern Mak-
ing—an extraordinary work com-
piled by Papa Grand—and of
which no single copy (there are
only five) is ever allowed to leave

the building. The test, of course,
was to have the appropriate police
authorities of the various depart-
ments where the murders had oc-
curred send to me the bullets which
had been extracted from the victims
—so that I could have them exam-
ined by a ballistics expert to check
whether more than one of them had
been fired from the same revolver.
Most murders, of course, are done
by .38, .32, and .22 revolvers or by
.25 automatic pistols.

Well, all the bullets examined had
come from different firearms, but
while I was waiting for the ex-
pert’s report I went through each
police dossier of these twenty mur-
ders and in seven of them a most
extraordinary phenomenon came to
light. In fact, it was the first time it
had ever happened and subsequent-
ly, I am proud to say, Papa Grand
had it incorporated as an additional
pattern test in the Manual. Of all
the young men who have worked
at the Department I am the only
one ever to be directly responsible
for an amendment to the Manual.

I went at once to see Papa Grand.
He was sitting at his little table by
the window with a pair of field
glasses to his eyes. Without turning
or lowering his glasses, he said,
“Who is it? Either Mortadel or
Renoblier—you both have the same
knock and you both shut the door
as though you were scared of wak-
ing someone.”

“Renoblier, patron.”

“Learn to shut a door firmly,
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with decision, Renoblier. It will
give you a feeling of authority. And
now tell me why should a man be-
low the Pont Solferino be fishing
without any bait on his line?”

“It is simple, patron: many of the
men who fish the Seine in Paris do
not put bait on their line. They have
nothing to do. They just like to sit,
but merely to sit in a great city gives
one the appearance of idleness. But
to sit with a rod in one’s hand gives
a man an ostensible occupation,
which covers his desire simply to
sit and do nothing.”

He lowered his glasses and swiv-
eled round in his chair. He looked
at me hard for a moment and then
smiled. Very softly he said, “Cor-
rect, Renoblier, correct. God help
the defense when you eventually
prosecute.”

He pulled out a snuff box, tapped
it sharply, and took two pinches. I
knew better than to move or say
anything while this ritual proceed-
ed. Papa Grand was a hale man,
over sixty, with a fresh Norman
complexion, a little veined from
wine, white hair, and bright, crys-
tal-clear blue eyes. He always wore
a high, old-fashioned stiff collar
and when his head moved, the loose
folds under his chin rubbed against
the collar making a small brisk
sound. His right hand had the mid-
dle finger missing and the skin of
the back of the hand was badly and
anciently scarred. No one had ever
dared to inquire how this had hap-
pened.

His snuff taken, he said, “Pro-
ceed, Renoblier.”

I took the piece of paper on which
I had made my notes from my pock-
et and read: “Pierre Appell, mur-
dered, Paris, 20th September, 1952.
Olivier Cour, murdered, Paris, 20th
September, 1953. Raoul Duban,
murdered, Lyons, 20th September,
1954. Roget Gervaine, murdered,
Boulogne, 20th September, 1955.
Andre Godonne, murdered, Paris,
20th September, 1956. Manuel Lar-
dennois, murdered, Vichy, 20th
September, 1957. All seven werc
killed by revolver shots from differ-
ent guns. In no case was anyonc
ever apprehended on suspicion or
any arrest or conviction made.
All seven cases are still unsolved. It
is now, patron, the 30th September,
1958. Moreover, all these men were
in the age group of thirty to fifty.
Police records show that there were
two murders reported on the 20th
of September this year. One was
that of a woman in Cannes, and
the other of a Jean Baptiste Manin
at Biarritz. So far the police have
no clues to the murderer. It is a
fascinating date pattern.”

Papa Grand said nothing for a
while. He sat with his elbows on his
table, rubbing his big hands across
his chin. His eyes closed and one
might have imagined he had gone
to sleep.

Then his eyes opened suddenly
and he said with that smile of his
which could be a danger signal to
the imprudent, “It is not only a
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fascinating date pattern, Renoblier,
but as you are well aware and per-
haps half hope I won't be, it is a
fascinating alphabetical pattern. Ap-
pell, Cour, Duban, Gervaine, and
so on. What time of day were they
shot?”

“All within the
hours to 2000 hours.”

“What sort of occupations did
they have?”

“All tradesmen, artisans—no pro-
fessional men. All were married, ex-
cept Duban.”

“What research have you done on
them?”

“None, patron, except the facts
available in the police dossiers.
There is no apparent link there.”

“Seven men, eh? Renoblier, if
you took any random group of
eight men and arranged their names
alphabetically, how far down, sta-
tistically, would you expect M to
come?”

“I do not know, patron.” It was
no good guessing with Papa Grand.

“And you would be correct not
to know, Renoblier. Only God
could tell. But there may be other
men left, also marked for murder.
You wish my permission to pro-
ceed?”

“Yes, patron.”

“You have it. But you will inform
the Stireté of the facts immediately
and call on them for assistance only
if it is absolutely necessary. They
are too busy to be bothered with
this yet. For your own assistance 1
advise you to reread the section

bracket 1600

Group Associations, Male in the
Manudl before you start, and also
to remember that a motive for mur-
der which persists over years usu-
ally develops into a mania. Mani-
acs, I need hardly say, are danger-
ous and wear no labels. I would be
sorry to have to attend your fun-
eral, Renoblier, though I have no
doubt you would carry it off with
great pomp and dignity. Good luck,
my son, and come to me when you
need to.”

The next day, confining myself
to Paris, and beginning at the head
of the list, using the police dossiers
for the addresses, I went to work.

Veuve Appell had not married
again. She lived just off the Ave-
nue des Ternes and was the con-
cierge of a block of flats. Her hus-
band had been a carpenter. She was
a shrewd and vigorous woman
who answered my questions frank-
ly. I had decided, since Papa Grand
would not have mentioned Group
Associations idly, to follow that
line. Her husband had belonged to
no clubs which she could remem-
ber. Outside his work, he had few
activities.

“At the week-end he would go
off fishing and usually come back
drunk—so much so that sometimes
he could not work until a Tuesday.
I am better off without him.”

When I read her the list of other
names, none of them meant any-
thing to her. I tried her on all the
groupings I could think of, but
without success.
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Madame Cour had become Ma-
dame Brunois and she now helped
her new husband run a small tour-
ist souvenir stall near Notre Dame.
With her it was much the same. Her
husband had been an employee on
the Metro. Apart from his work he
had had few outside activities. He
collected stamps and he was the
domino champion at the local bis-
tro. She herself had worked at a
hotel as a maid while he had been
alive and this had kept her away
from the house much. At week-

" ends she had seen little of him and

had no idea what he did, except
that when she got back late at night
from the hotel he was usually home
and comfortably in bed.

“Did he drink?”

“As much as he could afford.”

I had the impression that even in
those days the present Monsieur
Brunois had been around and that
Madame’s week-end work could
have been an excuse to get away
from her husband to spend time
with her lover. She too did not rec-
ognize any of the other names on
the list.

With Madame Godonne the pic-
ture suddenly changed. She was
quite different from the other two
women. She now ran the small
bakery which her husband had
started and clearly had-been much
in love with him.

“He had his faults, monsieur. He
used to drink a little too much at
times. But why should he not since
he worked so hard all the week?

On a Sunday he relaxed and would
go off all day fishing and come
back drunk.”

“Fishing?”

“Yes, monsieur. He was mad
about fishing.”

I read the list of names for her
and she recognized two of them,
not as people she knew but as peo-
ple she had heard her husband talk
about. And then, to my astonish-
ment, she went up to her bedroom
and brought down a small, tat-
tered, cheap exercise book.

“I have never bothered with this,
monsieur. All his things I have
kept as they were, but this might
help.”

It did. On the cover was written
the title: Club de Péche de Diman-
che. Inside was a list of names of
club members and the book record-
ed their Sunday meetings during
the season, the catches they made,
and the various levies paid by them
for the hire of boats and cost of
lunches; it also contained the min-
utes of their one yearly meeting
when they elected a new President

.and held a small annual dinner at

a restaurant in the Bonlevard des
Capucines.

There it was, straight from Papa
Grand’s Manual. Men are held in
the bond of a small group, not by
their affection for one another usu-
ally, but by their mutual passion for
some pursuit. Wartime associations
die, school amities wither, but a golf
or a bridge four may last a lifetime.

I took the book away with me for
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study. There were nine names in it
—two more than the seven of the
murder pattern which had first
caught my interest. These two were
a Marc Acrut and a Philippe Vand-
rand. On inquiry I found that
Acrut had been killed on the 20th
of September 1951—thought not by
a shot from a gun. Of the Sunday
fishing club’s nine members, only
Vandrand remained alive—clearly
thanks to his alphabetical position
on the list. Whether he lived for
another year now depended on me.

The club, I learned, had been
formed in 1948 out of the idle as-
sociation of a group of fishermen
who happened by chance to use the
same stretch of the Seine near Vil-
leneuve each week-end. It had been
their custom, individually, to go in
the evening to a small riverside
café. They had met, nine fisher-
men, and the club had been formed.

But the curious thing was that in
the notebook itself there was a
record of the dissolving of the club.
The minutes were there for a day
in October 1950. The minutes sim-
ply stated that the club was being
dissolved, and immediately under-
neath the last entry in the books was
written: The remaining funds of
the club plus a levy on each mem-
ber of five hundred francs to be
used for the purchase of a wreath
to be placed on the grave of Made-
mouselle Yveton.

The investigation immediately
following these discoveries was not
of great difficulty. We, in the De-

partment of Patterns, had every fa-
cility we needed. We could tele-
phone a police sergeant in the most
remote village of France, announce
“Department of Patterns,” and re-
ceive instant attention. All files, all
records were promptly opened to
us. But it was three days before 1
decided that I could safely ap-
proach Papa Grand again. It would
have been useless to face him with
any aspect of research not fully un-
covered.

I found him sitting at his window
table with a dozen pepper mills all
of the same size and shape before
him; from each he was grinding a
little black pepper onto separaté
sheets of paper. Without looking
up, he said, “Renoblier?”

“Yes, patron.”

“I gave you six days. You have
made it in five. Good. How are your
seven mysterious victims doing?”

“There are nine, patron.”

I proceeded very carefully to tell
him all I had learned, finishing, “It
is clear, patron, that in some way
this fishing club became involved in
a revenge pattern. On the 17th of.
September, 1950, which was a Sun-
day, they were all returning to
Villeneuve in a motor launch they
had hired for the day’s fishing.
There was a thickish evening mist
on the river and they were all more
or less drunk. They ran down a
small rowing boat in which there
were two persons. One of them was
a Mademoiselle Yveton. She was
drowned. So was her companion, a
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man. But his body was not recov-
ered from the river until a month
later and by then it was unrecog-
nizable. Nobody knew him. At the
inquest a verdict of accidental
death was given.”

“Have you made any contact
with the Yveton family?”

“No, patron. Monsieur Paul Yve-
ton is a member of the House of
Deputies. It would be outside my
authority to have done anything
without—"

“Quite. He is also, I may tell you,
a very well-known collector of fire-
arms. Each man was shet from a
different calibre weapon. Except
Acrut. Tell me about him .again.
This Acrut. He interests me.”

T told him. Acrut was a gardener
and he was the only one of the
Club de Péche de Dimanche who
had been permanently affected by
the tragedy. He had been admitted
to an asylum some months after-
ward at Soissons. Each afternoon he
worked from four until six in the
solitary greenhouse the asylum pos-
sessed. It stood in a walled garden
alongside the main buildings of the
asylum, and the main buildings
themselves were surrounded at a
distance of about a hundred and
fifty yards from the house by a tall
brick wall about thirty feet high
and topped by broken glass and a
cheval-de-frise. 4

On the 20th of September 1951,
while he was working alone, two
hand grenades had exploded one
after the other in the greenhouse

and killed him. Where the grenades
had come from no one knew. The
walled garden had been empty ex-
cept for Acrut. Several keepers tes-
tified—it had been raining at the
time—that no unauthorized per-
sons had been within the asylum
walls, and no inmates, except Acrut,
had been out of the house.

The grounds of the asylum were
surrounded by fields in which there
had been farm workers. Their tes-
timony was positive that only two
explosions had been heard—those
of the grenades. If they had been
cup grenades fired from a special
rifle outside the grounds, the noise
of the rifle firing would certainly
have been heard first.

“Interesting,” Papa Grand said
when I had finished. “What now?”

“I suggest, patron, that someone
should interview Deputy Yveton.
And also that it might be interesting
to inspect his collection of weap-
ons.”

“Good. You shall do that.”

“Me, patron?”

“Why not? He is only a Deputy,
not the President of France. Go,
Renoblier, and beard the Deputy.
But—" He paused, his blue eyes
firmly on me.

“Yes, patron?”

“Consider some things. The river
accident did not take place on the
20th of September. It occurred three
days before—on the 17th. But ev-
ery revenge killing—if we may call
it that for convenience—has taken
place on the 20th. Consider that.
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Also tell me, have you ever been to
the Basses Pyrénées, to Biarritz, or
to St. Jean de Luz?”

“No, patron. I always go to Bor-
dighera.”

“A pity. You are too young to
become so settled in your habits.
Also,” he smiled, “give Yveton my
kind regards. We were at the Sor-
bonne together and elsewhere.” Just
for a moment I thought that he
looked down at his right hand, but
I could not be sure.

Paul Yveton was charming, help-
ful, and friendly. He lived in a villa
outside Villeneuve and quite close
to the river. I was shown up to his
bedroom by his housekeeper—Yve-
ton was a widower of long standing
—who explained that the Deputy
had been in bed for two days with
a cold.

He lay in bed, a big, white-haired
man, rather like the patron in a
way, wearing a gold dressing gown
with clearly no pajamas underneath
for his chest was naked where the
gown fell apart. The room was
stiflingly hot from a large fire, and
the Deputy was smoking a cigar.

I explained to him most explicit-
ly what I had been doing and he
showed the greatest interest. He
spoke too of his only daughter,
Marecelle Yveton, quite frankly.

“We never did get on, monsieur.
She was wild and headstrong and
it was my duty to curb her, to pro-
tect her from her own instincts. I
loved her deeply but she was not

willing to be loved unless I always
gave her her own way. You must
understand that at the time of the
accident she was within a few days
of her twenty-first birthday. On that
day she would have come into a
considerable fortune from her
mother. But there was a clause in
her inheritance deeds which ex-
pressly stated—you see her mother
knew her nature, too, and sought
even after her passing to protect
Marcelle from herself—that should
she marry without my consent be-
fore she was twenty-one she would
forfeit her inheritance and it would
revert to me.”

“And did she ever wish to do
this, Monsieur?”

“She did. A year before she was
twenty-one she announced that she
had fallen in love and wished to
marry. I told you she was a girl of
highly individualistic ways. I well
remember her approach to me in
this matter. She had met and known
for sometime, she said, a good, hon-
est man who loved her as she
loved him. But he was not of her
class. His name was unimportant.
Would 1 give her permission to
marry? Naturally, I refused. She
might love him, and he might be a
good man, but I wished to know
his name. Also, to be frank, I did
not wish her to marry out of her
class. These unions do not last.

“She refused to tell me the man’s
name and simply announced that
she would wait until she was twen-
ty-one and no longer needed my
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consent. Privately, I hoped that by
the end of the year she would have
_changed her mind. But she did not.
And now, Monsieur Renoblier, I
will tell you something which I
have always kept to myself, but
since you are from Papa Grand I
am willing to make it known.
When she was drowned she was al-
ready on her way out of my life,
and the man with her was to be-
come her husband immediately aft-
er her birthday. She left me a note
in her room telling me this, but she
still did not reveal the man’s name.
He died with her, of course, and
was never identified. Is there any
more I can do to help you?”
“Monsieur, you have been most
kind. I hesitate to impose myself
further on your good nature, but
there is one thing. I should like per-
mission to inspect your collection
of firearms and, if necessary, take
some of them away with me.”
He frowned and for the first time
I sensed the weight he could bring
to bear on people. Then with a
shrug he said, “If you must.” And
then with a smile that dispelled all
his ill-humor he went on, “It is an
uncomfortable train ride back to
Paris. I am bedridden, you see, so 1
will send you back by my car. I do
not need it—No, no, I insist.”
Thanks to Deputy Yveton’s car
and chauffeur, I was back in Paris
just after noon. I immediately took
the firearms to the ballistics labora-
tory at the Stireté and got an imme-
diate test made on them. The re-

sults were so confirmative that I
did not bother with lunch but went
at once to sce Papa Grand.

I was unlucky, however. Papa
Grand was out and did not return
until four o’clock. It was with con-
siderable impatience that I man-
aged to pass the time waiting for
him. There was no hurry, of course
—only my natural desire to prove
my ability as soon as possible to my
patron.

When I finally entered his room
he looked up from his window seat
and said, “Ah, Renoblier, what is
this I see on your face? The flush
of the successful hunter, the elan of
the scientist whose test tubes have
at last given up the sweet distilla-
tion of a perfect formula?”

“Patron, with some modesty—
for you have helped me enormous-
ly—I think that may be so.”

“Good. Now then lct us have the
answers. First the discrepancy be-
tween the date of Mademoiselle
Yveton’s death and the date of the
revenge killings?”

“The 20th of September is the
anniversary of her birthday. A sig-
nificant date.” I went on to tell him
the details of Marcelle Yveton’s in-
heritance and her interrupted elope-
ment with the unknown man who
had shared her fate.

“I see,” said Papa Grand. “And
the actual killings?”

“All done with different revol-
vers or pistols from Yveton’s collec-
tion—the ballistic people matched
them two hours ago.”
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“All,” said Papa Grand, “except
that of —" He paused to take a pinch
of snuff’—except that of the gar-
dener, Acrut.”

“Quite, patron.” 1 smiled to my-
self. “But I pondered your comment
about the Basses Pyrénées and I
came to the conclusion that there
were only two types of people who
would have had any chance of hurl-
ing hand grenades a hundred and
fifty yards over high walls with ac-
curacy—the deadly accuracy need-
ed to kill Acrut. In England it
would be a professional cricketer—"

“A most tedious game,” said Pa-
pa Grand.

“But this is France. The only
comparable person would be a pelo-
ta player. To a skilled pelota player
with a basketwork glove it would
be child’s-play. Deputy Yveton was
born at St. Jean de Luz and in his
youth was a skilled pelota player.”

“And where was he on the dates
on which the killings took place?”

“Naturally, patron, 1 took the
elementary steps of acquainting my-
self with the details of his house-
hold. I was driven back to Paris in
his car and the chauffeur was quite
talkative. It is a simple household—
only the chauffeur and the house-
keeper. The housekeeper goes off
duty at five o’clock, unless Yveton
is entertaining. Normally after that
hour if he wants anything he rings
through to the chauffeur’s bachelor
quarters over the garage. I learned
that Yveton was in the neighbor-
hood of Soissons on the 20th of

September 1951, in Paris on the rel-
evant dates, at Lyons in 1954, and
so on right through the list.”

“Excellent, Renoblier. But why
should the pelota-grenade method
have been used in 1950?”

“Because, patron, to get inside the
asylum would have meant signing
the visitor’s book.”

“Sound, very sound, Renoblier.
But have you given sufficient atten-
tion to the question of motive?
Sometimes in the excitement of
putting a jigsaw puzzle together
one overlooks the final picture.”

“Not at all, patron, if I may say
so. Yveton was at odds with his
daughter, it is true. But by his own
admission he had a deep love for
her, wanted to protect and save her
from herself. Her death must have
been a great blow to him. But most
important, he is one of the few
deputies who has taken an almost
fanatical stand against L'ivresse
publique. He wants much stricter
drinking laws for this country.
That his daughter met her death
because of the drunken bétise of a
handful of fisherman could have
decided him on this course of re-
venge. It has become a mania with
him. He decided to kill these drunk-
en fishermen one by one.”

I stood there awaiting his re-
sponse and, I confess, I was a little
nervous. One does not arrive every
day at the point of “instigating the
arrest of a Deputy of France. No
one would ever know of my part in
the affair, of course, but the honor
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would be there, the satisfaction of
unearthing an obscure truth.

Papa Grand put out his hand and
let it rest on the telephone. “You
want me to ask the Sfireté to make
an arrest?”

“Yes, patron. Of Deputy Yveton.”

He picked up the telephone and
in a few seconds had arranged for
his old friend, Inspector Ofhard, to
take him out to Villeneuve.

“You will come with us, Renob-
lier. It is only just that you be pres-
ent at the finish.”

We drove in a police car to Ville-
neuve and the Yveton villa. It was
past six when we got there and
since we knew that the housekeep-
er had gone home, Papa Grand,
presuming on his friendship with
Yveton, pushed open the hall door
and we went directly up to the
bedroom.

I shall never forget the moment
of opening the bedroom door. Pa-
pa Grand stood ahead of us, the
door swinging in on his knock.

Yveton was sitting up in bed, a
cigar in his left hand. A few feet
from the bed stood the chauffeur
who had driven me to Paris, a tall,

: dark-haired man of about thirty-

five, with a brown, rather hand-
some face. He turned toward us—
and I saw his eyes blazing. In his
hand he held a pistol, a “Manhurin®
Walther .22. It is curious how in
moments of stress one notices little
things.

Not a word was said for almost a
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minute, and then Yveton from the
bed remarked calmly, “Papa Grand,
mon vieux copain, you come at a
moment when I need an advocate.
My chauffeur here, Delabut, has de-
cided to leave my service and pro-
poses to kill me before doing so.”

There was a smile on Yveton’s
face which I envied. How could a
man be so brave?

Delabut half turned to Papa
Grand and said harshly, “Keep
back. One move—just one move
. . . don’t force me, I have nothing
against you.”

He began to edge toward the
window which stood close to the
head of the bed and the pistol now
covered Yveton. It was clear he
meant to kill his master and then
leap for the window.

Papa Grand shrugged eloquent-
ly; then beginning to walk toward
Delabut he said, “You are a fool,
Delabut. You should have taken
your disappointments like a man.
Now, you have become an animal.”

“Get back!” Delabut almost
screamed the words, waving his pis-
tol hand between Papa Grand and
Yveton. And in that second of
movement Papa Grand jumped.
His hand came down on Delabut’s
wrist, grasping at it. The pistol
fired three times.

As Inspector Offiard ran past me
to Papa Grand’s assistance I saw
the mirror on the dressing table be-
yond the bed shatter and the bot-
tles on the table splinter. Then—
my reactions had not been so quick
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as the others,—I joined Offiard and
Papa Grand and we soon had Dela-
but under control.

Never shall I forget how Papa
Grand patiently explained every-
thing to me later in his little attic
office.

“Ah, my young Renoblier,” he
said, shaking his head, “you have
done well—better than many could
do. But you were wrong. How
could you know you were wrong?
You have to sit in my window seat
as long as I have. Then one gets a
wider view.”

“But, patron ...?”

Papa Grand shook his head
again. “Deputy Yveton was in the
first World War. How could you
know that he was gassed and the
effect of the gas was to debilitate
the nerves and muscles of his right
arm? One would not notice it look-
ing at him—he hides it very well.
But I know him. I know, too, of
his youthful pelota playing. This
he did right-handed. But that is
nothing—one could excuse that.
Such mistakes are part of the pat-
tern of all of us.

“But you should have questioned
more deeply the simple fact that his
daughter would not reveal to him
the name of the man she wished to
marry, the man of humble station.
Why should she not? What is in a
name? Nothing, Renoblier. Yet
everything, if it is the name of a

young chaufleur who has been

with the family for years, and

whom, probably, Marcelle had
loved since she was an impression-
able schoolgirl. To name him
would have been to have him dis-
missed—and then they would have
been parted for the one year left to
her twenty-first birthday. She could
not bear such a parting. So, just be-
fore her birthday came, she eloped
with this man, and when her birth-
day would come, they would be
married. But what happened, Re-
noblier? Mitigate your error.”

I blushed at my stupidity.

“Of course, patron, the chauffeur.
He too must have come from St.
Jean de Luz—with the Yveton fam-
ily. Most certainly he too is a pelota
player. And of course he would
have access to Yveton’s armory.
They were both run down by the
launch as they left the villa. But he
was not drowned. He came ashore,
unseen, still near the villa. He went
immediately back to his quarters
and took up his job again—as chauf-
feur. And the man’s body that was
found later—the Seine is always
giving up unidentifiable bodies.”

“Correct, Renoblier. And this
chauffeur who drove you back to
Paris has each year avenged him-
self for the loss of love and—for he
is only human—the loss of a for-
tune. But do not fret about it, Re-
noblier. We all make mistakes—you
made one in wanting to arrest the
Deputy, but I made much bigger
ones. You see, Delabut was no fool.
Your visit to Yveton and your ques-
tions in the car going back to Paris
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must have made Delabut aware
that his deadly game was almost
over. I guessed he might realize this,
but I thought there was still time.

“But my biggest mistake was not
to penetrate the full extent of the
pattern. There were not just nine
victims, ending alphabetically with
Vandrand. The pattern was more
classical, it was longer. Remember
the children’s traditional nursery
song? Sometimes it is called “Ten
Little Indians” or “Ten Little Pick-
aninnies” or “Ten Little Crows”—
there are different versions in dif-
ferent countries. Ten—that was the
true key to the pattern.

“So, my young Renoblier, when
Delabut saw that his time was run-
ning out, he did the unexpected—
he forsook the alphabetical part of
his pattern and skipped Vandrand,
the intended ninth victim, to kill
the man he had left for the very
end, the man he hated most, the
man who had prevented his mar-
riage—his intended tenth victim,
Deputy Yveton.”

And Papa Grand took out.his
snuff box, inhaled two large pinch-
es, sneezed contentedly, and turned
back to his eternal window over-
looking the chimney pots above the
Quai d'Orsay.
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][ WAS DREAMING about a hairless ape
who lived in a cage by himself. His
trouble was that people were always
trying to get in. It kept him in a state
of nervous tension. I came out of sleep
sweating, aware that somebody was
at the back door.

Crossing the cold kitchen linoleum
in my bare feet, I saw first dawn at
the window over the sink. Whoever it
was on the back porch was tapping
now, quietly and persistently. I un-
locked the door and opened it.

A very large young man in dun-
garees loomed up against the gray
light. His pale-blue eyes returned my
questioning look, too steadily.

“Are you Mr. Lew Archer? This is
the address my friend gave me.”

“You have the right address. It’s
early for visiting.”

W,

“I know. It’s inconsiderate of me to
bother you like this. But I have so lit-
tle time.”

“To do what?”

“To straighten out my life, to make
sense of it.” He sounded very young.
“I was told you make a business of in-
vestigating criminal activity.”

A pre-breakfast client was the last
thing I needed that morning. But the
boy interested me. The odd formality
of his speech didn’t go with his faded
work clothes, his mud-stained boots.

“This friend who referred you to
me—do I know him?”

“I think so. I rather doubt he’d want
me to use his name, under the circum-
stances. My own name is Carl Hell-
man. You may have heard of my fa-
ther, Jeremiah Hellman. He used te
be State Senator from Purissima.”

© 1958 by Ross Macdonald
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I remembered the Senator’s name
from the obituary columns. “Didn’t
your father die about six months
ago?”

“He didn't die. He was murdered.
That’s why I'm here.”

“Maybe you better come in and tell
me about it.”

I let him into the kitchen and pulled
out a chair for him. His clothes smelled
of country and sour exhaustion. It
struck me that they were the kind of
clothes that men wear in prison. He
moved with the awkward humility
that men acquire there.

“Are you on the run, Carl?”

He hung his head. “Technically, I
am. I took off from the state hospital
last night.”

“The state mental hospital ?”

“Yes, but I'm not a mental case
any more. I should have been dis-
charged long ago. Only, my brother
Jerry made them keep me there.”

“How could your brother do that?”

“Political pull,” he said darkly.

The melody was familiar. Mental
patients were always blaming their in-
carceration on somebody else, prefer-
ably a close relative. I looked down at
Carl Hellman’s clipped blond head
and tried to guess what was going on
inside of it. Could be I had a tiger by
the tail.

“Why were you in the hospital in
the first place?”

“I'm not sure what the diagnosis
was. I know I was disturbed when I
went in. But that’s all past.”

“Are you certain?”

“You keep asking me Qquestions
about myself. You think I'm crazy,
don’t you?”

“It doesn’t matter what I think. If
you're as well as you say you are, this
1s no way to prove it. You ought to go

back and get yourself checked out.”

“But they’d never let me out, not
now.”

“They will when you’re ready. 1
suggest you get a doctor to take you
back. Do you have a personal doctor
you can go to?”

He laughed harshly. “I wouldn’t go
back to Grantland if I were dying.”

“Is Grantland your doctor?”

“Not any more, thank God. He’s al-
most as bad as Jerry. Grantland was
the one who signed my commitment
papers, so they could lock me up and
throw the key away. Yes, I know I
blew my top when we found him in
the bathtub. But they had no right to
send me away like that. They didn’t
even let me go to his fureral.”

“Your father’s funeral?”

He nodded jerkily. “They didn’t
want me snooping. They got Dr.
Grantland to make a false report on
the cause of his death. They didn’t
even hold an inquest.”

“Who are ‘they’?” It was always a
good question.

“My brother Jerry and his wife, Dr.
Grantland, and probably the Sheriff,
too. They’re all part of the conspiracy.”

I suspected that he was fantasying,
but it was hard to tell. Like any other
private investigator, I'd had to deal
with my share of mental cases, but I
was no expert. Sometimes even the ex-
perts had a hard time distinguishing
between justified suspicions and para-
noid ones.

I said as neutrally as possible,
“Where did you get this information,
Carl?”

“I have my sources. I promised not
to divulge them.”

“Have you talked to anyone else
about it?”

“Just to Mildred, last time she vis-
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ited me. Last Sunday. I couldn’t say
very much, with those hospital eaves-
droppers around. I don’t know very
much, actually. I just got hold of the
facts last week.”

“In the hospital?”

He nodded tensely. His hands were
clutching his knees.

“From another patient?”

“He’s a patient, yes. That doesn’t
make him wrong. There’s nothing the
matter with his mind.”

“Is that what he says?”

“The doctors say it, too. He’s in for
narcotics addiction.”

“That hardly recommends him as a
witness.”

“All righs.” His eyes blazed electric-
blue. He stood up suddenly, knocking
over the kitchen chair he’d been sitting
in. “You don’t believe me. I'll find
somebody who does.”

“Wait a minute, Carl. Is Mildred
your wife?”

“Yes.”

“Do you mind if I talk to her?”

“What about?”

“Things in general. Your family.
You.”

“I don’t object, if Mildred doesn’t.”

“Wherecan I find her?”

“She’s staying with her mother in
Purissima. They live at 220 Grant—
but I'll show you, I'll come along.”

“I don’t think so. I'll make you a
proposition, Carl. Let me take you
back to the hospital. It’s more or less
on the way to Purissima. Then I’ll
talk to your wife, circulate generally,
learn what I can. If I find any evidence
that your brother’s trying to cheat
you, or that Dr. Grantland pitched
any low curves, I’ll do something about
it.?

“How do I know that?”

“Because I'm telling you. Now pick

up the chair and sit down and I’ll
make us a cup of coffee before we get
going.”

He picked up the chair. I turned my
back to him for the first time, and
plugged in the coffeemaker.

The morning turned hot and bright
as we drove up the valley. Carl Hell-
man had become calmer and more
reasonable. I made the mistake, as it
turned out, of encouraging him to
talk about his wife.

“Mildred’s been wonderful to me,”
he said, “much more wonderful than
I deserve. She visited me every Sun-
day. She didn’t miss a week in six
months. It doesn’t seem possible that
she should still love me.”

“Why not?”

“I've given her nothing but two
years of misery. I had no right to
marry her, or any other woman.”
| “She probably sees things different-
y.,’
“How could she, after all the mis-
takes I made?” His voice sank into
bitter self-contempt. “She should have
married one of the others, someone
capable of looking after her. But I had
to talk her into marrying me. She
was so lovely. She still is lovely, in
spite of the beating she’s taken, from
me and my rotten family.”

“Forget about them for now.”

“I can’t forget about them. I keep
remembering iow they treated her—
simply because she had no money in
her family. I have to admit that father
was fairly decent to her. But Jerry and
Zinnie treated her like dirt, as if she
was another one of the servants. The
worst mistake I ever made was drag-
ging her out to live on the ranch. We
should have gone somewhere else to
live.”
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“Why didn’t you?”

“There were reasons that seemed
very important at the time. Father had
a serious heart condition, and he need-
ed help in running the orange ranch.
Jerry is above that sort of thing.”

“What does your brother do?”

“He’s what you might call a non-
practising lawyer.- His only real inter-
est is growing cymbidium orchids.
And stirring up trouble. Jerry was al-
ways making trouble between me and
father. It wasn’t too hard to do. Father
never really liked me. Ever since my
mother died—” He broke off sud-
denly.

“What happened to your mother?”

“I don’t know. She died when I was
very young, and I don’t remember.
When I tried to ask father, his face
closed up like stone. It was one of the
things I couldn’t forgive him for. He
never zold me anything. I had to find
out the facts of life from other peo-

le.”

“The facts of life?”

“I don’t mean sex. I was thinking
of politics, for instance. Father was the
political boss of the county, and it
brought him in contact with some
pretty shady characters. That was
what our last big argument was about,
the night he lost his life.”

Carl was getting tense again. His
words were coming faster and the
thinking behind them seemed disor-
ganized.

“Let it rest for now,” I said.

He was quiet for a while. I was re-
lieved when we came to the hospital
turnoff. It led through an underpass
onto a blacktop road which ran across
flat fields, past a giant hedge of euca-
lyptus trees. The buildings of the hos-
pital appeared on the horizon, in the
gap between two hills.

Carl spoke in a voice that hummed
like a stretched wire, “I have to say
this, Mr. Archer. Words can kill. I
don’t know for certain whether I killed
my father with my words. We had a
terrible argument, and he died that
same night. Dr. Grantland said it was
a heart attack, brought on by over-
excitement. I have to find out if he
was telling the truth. It’s the strain
of not knowing that I can’t stand. If
father died of a heart attack, I'm no
better than a murderer.”

“That’s stretching it, isn’t it? Old
men die every day.”

He went on as if he hadn’t heard
me, “But if he was drowned in the
bathtub, as I have every reason to be-
lieve, then someone else is the mur-
deres. And Dr. Grantland is covering
up for him.”

I was almost certain now that these
were paranoid delusions.

“That doesn’t sound too likely,
Carl. Why don’t you think about
something else for a change?”

“I can’t!” he cried. “You've got to
help me get at the truth. You prom-
ised—"

He took hold of my right elbow.
The car veered onto the shoulder, slid-
ing in gravel as I stamped on ‘the
brake pedal. It came to a stop at a tilt
in the shallow ditch.

“That wasn’t very smart.”

Carl didn’t seem to care what had
happened. “You've got to believe me.
Somebody’s got to believe me.”

“You don’t believe yourself. You’ve
told ‘me two different stories. Your
thinking needs some shaking out. The
hospital is the place to doitin.”

“I'm not going back there. You
promised to help me, but you don't in-
tend to. I have todo it myself.”

“Do what?”
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“Find out who murdered my father,
and bring the killer to justice.”

“He probably died a-natural death.”

“I see.” His tone was disconsolate.
“You're on Dr. Grantland’s side. You
want me to think I'm responsible.”

“Listen to me.”

But he was deep in himself. Dull
sorrow filmed his eyes. He sobbed
once in dry pain. Without any other
warning he turned on me in a kind of
desperate fury. His left hand pushed
me back against the door. His right
came over hard to the point of my
jaw. Daylight waned.

I came to in the dry ditch, beside
the tire marks where my car had
stood. As I got up the checkerboard
field fell into place around me, teeter-
ing slightly. I felt remarkably small,
like a pin on a map.

I took off my jacket, slapped the
dust out of it, and started to walk to-
ward the hospital. It lay like a city in
the middle of its own fields. The con-
crete buildings, divided by broad and
busy avenues, gave no outward indi-
cation of their use.

After some palaver with nurses and
secretaries I found myself in a small
office in one of the buildings, shaking
hands with Carl’s psychiatrist. Dr.
Brockley was a middle-aged man in
a gray herringbone suit. In a series of
precise movements he placed me in a
straight chair facing the window,
brought me an ashtray, then sat down
behind his desk.

“I understand you had some trou-
ble with Carl Hellman. Perhaps you
should understand that the hospital is
not responsible for his actions. We’re
interested, but not responsible. He left
here last night with another patient,
entirely without permission.”

“He told me.”

“You’re a friend of Hellman’s, are
you?”

“I don’t know him at all. He came
to my house early this morning, to try
and get my help.”

“What sort of help?”

“I happen to be a private investiga-
tor. He gave me an involved story
about his family. I think a lot of it
was pure delusion. The main thing
seems to be that he feels responsible
for his father’s death. He wants to get
rid of the feeling.”

From the moment I had named my
profession the temperature in' the room
had been going down. Dr. Brockley
said frostily, “If you’re looking for
family information, I can’t give it to
you.”

“Right now I'm interested in Hell-
man, period. I talked him into coming
back to the hospital. But he changed
his mind on the way, knocked me out,
and stole my car.”

“Are you sure? It doesn’t sound like
him.”

Dr. Brockley was beginning to irri-
tate me. Another bureaucrat, 1
thought, with a noose of red tape up
his sleeve. I said, “I confess, Doctor.
I never really had a car. It was just a
sex symbol in a dream I had.”

He answered without a flicker of ex-
pression. “I mean, are you sure it
wasn’t the ozker patient who took your
car?”

“I only saw the one. Who was the
other?”

“A ygung man named Tom Rica.
He’s quite a different kettle of fish
from Carl Hellman. Rica’s a heroin ad-
dict. Like most addicts he has some
sort of police record. I think it in-
cludes car theft.”

“I used to know a Tom Rica. He
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stole at least one car when he was in
his teens. That was about ten years
ago. He'd be twenty-eight or -nine
now. How old is your patient?”

“Twenty-eight or nine,” Brockley
said drily. “He looks a good deal old-
er. Heroin has that effect.” He lifted a
manila folder out of his in-basket and
studied its contents. “Our Tom Rica
graduated from Compton High School
in 1948.”

“So did mine.”

[ wasn’t surpriscd, just disappointed.
Tom had been one of the salvageable
ones, I thought. I'd helped to get him
probation after his grand-theft-auto-
mobile conviction, taught him a little
boxing and shooting, tried to teach
him some of the other things a man
should know. But he’d dropped away.

“What happened to Tom?” I asked
Brockley.

“Who can say? He came in about
ten days ago, and I've only seen him
once. I didn’t think he belonged here.
But somebody managed to convince
the Purrissima authorities that he
could be rehabilitated. Which reminds
me, I'm going to have to notify them
of his escape. You say he isn’t with
Hellman?”

“Not when I saw Hellman.”

“Did he mention Rica?”

“Not by name. He mentioned a
friend who referred him to me. He
also relayed some accusations against
his personal doctor, which he said he

ot from a fellow-patient, an addict.”

“Undoubtedly Rica. Hellman’s been
close to Rica here. As a matter of fact,
he helped to nurse him through with-
drawal. I'd have kept them apart if I'd
had any idea—well, what’s done is
done.” Brockley gave me a probing
look. “These accusations were directed
against me?”

“Against a Dr. Grantland, in Puris-
sima.”

“Oh, yes, he’s the Hellman family
physician. What form did these accu-
sations take?”

“Carl said Grantland had falsified
the report on his father’s death. That
his father had been murdered, and
Grantland was covering up.”

“So he’s back with that. I hope you
didn’t believe him.”

“I didn’t believe him or disbelieve
him. 'm no psychiatrist, but he sound-
ed rather paranoid to me. He said
among other things that his brether
Jerry was using his political pull to
keep him here in the hospital.”

“That’s nonsense, of course. These
matters are decided by our staff. In this
case the decision was essentially mine.
Carl’s greatly improved, but he still
needs further treatment. There are
certain unconscious memories which
have to be dredged up and faced.”

“Memories of his mother?”

Brockley gave me a quick probing
look. “Did Carl discuss his mother’s
death with you?”

“Vaguely. He didn’t seem to remem-
ber it, and it bothered him.”

“That’s an understatement. I'd say
the circumstances of her death were
crucial in his illness. However. I can’t
go into them with you. Carl has to re-
member them for himself. I believe
that when he does he’ll be well enough
to take up normal life again.”

“Just how ill is he?”

“We don’t go in much for labels. If
you have to have one, I can say he
had manic symptoms when he came
in. He hasn’t now.”

“Is he likely to get them again ?”

“Itdepends on what happens to him.
Too much pressure all at once could
throw him into a windup. This busi-
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ness of your car now—I'd appreciate
it if you wouldn’t press charges right
away.”

“I have no intention of pressing
charges.”

“Fine. It’s better for Carl if we han-
dle it unofhicially, keep it off the books
until he’s had a chance to think about
it. I've already been in touch with his
family. They're contacting Ostervelt,
the Sheriff in Purissima. He happens
to be a friend of the family.”

Brockley rose and came around his
desk. “You might leave your tele-
phone number with my secretary.
When and if your car turns up, I'll
get in touch with you. Right now I'm
overdue on the ward.”

He gave me a walking handshake
which terminated at the door. I took
a bus to Purissima.

The address which Carl had given
me for his wife was in an older sec-
tion of town, between the highway
and the waterfront. It was a two-story
frame house, painted a faded gray,
with a fanlight of ruby-colored glass
over the front door.

The woman who answered the door
had unlikely purplish-red hair cut in
bangs. She wore a low-cut sun dress,
much too young for her. I placed her
age around fifty. She couldn’t be Carl
Hellman’s wife—at least, I hoped she
couldn’t.

“Is Mrs. Hellman home?”

“No, but she’s supposed tobeon her
way. I'm Mrs. Gley, her mother.” She
looked me over with intent blue eyes,
which burned like gas flames in her
rather inert face. “Is it about—
him?”

“If you mean Carl, I would like to
talk to him. Is he here?”

“No, thank God for small mercies.

He hasn’t got around to us yet. I've
been expecting him ever since Mildred
got that call from the hospital. You
wouldn’t be from the hospital ?”

“Ijust came from there.”

I'd intended some misrepresenta-
tion, which she made me regret im-
mediately: “Why don’t you keep them
locked up better? You can’t let crazy
men run around loose. If you knew
what my daughter has suffered—if
you knew what I've suffered! I
begged and pleaded with her to stay
home today. But no, she has to go
traipsing off to work. She leaves me
here by myself, to cope.” Her gaze
moved past me to the street. “Speak
of the devil, here she comes now.”

An old black Buick convertible had
pulled up at the curb. The girl who
got out filled her dark business suit
the way fruit fills its skin. She had
honey-colored hair, a fine small head,
a piquant face which seemed almost
childish at a distance.

But there was nothing childish about
the look she gave me. Anxious and ex-
pectant, it held a startled awareness,
as if she’d had to grow up in a painful
hurry. Her eyes were the same color
as her mother’s, and had the same in-
tensity.

I told her who I was and why I was
there. She listened with her head
bowed, holding her black bag like a
shield in front of her body.

“I'm sorry. Carl never did anything
like that before.”

“It was only a matter of time,” her
mother said. “Maybe you’ll believe me
now, when I tell you he’s dangerous.”

“Heisn’t!”

“I say he is, and he’s liable to turn
up here any minute. You should call
up Deputy Carmichael and ask him
for protection.”
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“I don’t need protection. Carl’s nev-
ereven lifted his hand to me.”

“Maybe not so far,” Mrs. Gley said
darkly.

Somewhere in the house a tele-
phone rang like a muffled warning.
Mildred brushed past her mother and
ran down the hall to answer it. Mrs.
Gley asked me to come in. She showed
me through a curtained archway, then
left me in a sitting room whose bald-
ing mohair furniture maintained an
air of genteel poverty.

From where I sat I could hear Mil-
dred’s voice, thin and high on the oth-
er side of the wall: “He can’t be, Zin-
nie. I don’t believe it . . . No, I can’t
possibly . . .” Then, on a lower note
of resignation: “All right. 'll come.”

Her heels tapped along the hallway.
She leaned in the archway, her eyes
_ shock-bright: “Carl’s been seen on the
ranch. My sister-in-law’s terrified.”

“What’s she so scared about?”

“Jerry isn’t there. And Carl has a
gun.” Her voice was low and wretched.

“You'’re sure?”

“One of the gardeners saw it. I
can’t believe Carl would use it to hurt
anyone.”

“I doubt it myself.”

She gave me a surprised and grate-
ful look. “I thought you were out to
get Carl”

“You thought wrong. He’s my cli-
ent, in a way. My main interest is get-
ting him back to the hospital in one
piece.”

“Yes,” she said. “I've got to go out
and find him, talk to him.”

But she was having a hard time
getting under way. She stood pale and
tense against the dark green curtains,
hands knotted at her sides.

“Go where?” her mother said be-
hind her. “Where are you going?

You’re not going to leave me alone.”

“I have to go to the ranch. Carl’s
out there now, so there’s nothing for
you to worry about.” Mildred gave her
mother a cold look of appraisal. “Have
you been drinking this morning?”

“What if I have? You can’t expect
me to face these things without any
support. If you had any love and un-
derstanding—"

“Come off it, Mother. You’ve had all
the love and understanding I've got.
Between you and Carl, I'm just about
squeezed dry.”

Mrs. Gley retreated, shaking her
head and muttering. Mildred rested
her fair head against the curtains and
closed her eyes for a moment. With-
out their light and depth in her face,
she looked about thirteen.

“Better let me drive you,” I said.

“Thank you.” She smiled with a
kind of wilted graciousness. “I was
dreading going out there by myself.”

The main street of Purissima be-
came a county blacktop which wound
up over the coastal ridge. On its far
side a broad valley opened, floored
with rich irrigation-green. A dozen
miles across it, the green made inlets
between the foothills and lapped at the
bases of the mountains.

The girl beside me stirred. “All that
belongs to the Hellmans. You can see
the house from here. It’s off the road
to.the right, in the middle of the val-
ley.”

A sprawling tile-roofed building
floated low like a heavy red raft in
the ridged green. As we went down-
hill the house sank out of sight.

“I promised myself I'd never go
back there,” she said. “A house can
soak up people’s emotions, you know.
After a while it has the same emotions
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as the people who live in it. Everyone
who lived there was greedy and hate-
ful and snobbish. Except Carl. Carl’s
not like the other Hellmans.”

‘What is he like when he’s him-
self?”

“Carl is a good man,” she said
earnestly, “terribly sensitive and con-
scientious. You may not believe this,
but it’s often the very best people who
crack up. His family’s more responsi-
ble for his trouble than he is.”

“I sort of gathered that was your
opinion.”

“It’s true,” she said, “and Dr. Grant-
land agrees with me. The way they
handled his mother’s death, for in-
stance—it did dreadful things to Carl.
She was killed right before his eyes.”

“Killed?”

“By a horse. She was mounting it
in the corral, and Carl set off a fire-
cracker behind it. His mother was
dragged from the stirrup. The horse
trampled her and broke her neck.”

“Did Carl tell you this?”

“He doesn’t remember. The family
hushed the whole thing up, treated it
as a guilty secret. But his father
turned against him.” She twisted in
the seat toward me, her -eyes like
dark-blue lights. “How could they
blame a little boy for a thing like
that? He was only four when it hap-
pened. He didn’t know that firecrack-
ers were dangerous. It was the day
before the Fourth of July, and I guess
he couldn’t wait to set one off.”

“Your husband’s had bad luck.”

“Yes, he has. I think his father
would have forgiven him, but Jerry
wouldn’t let him. He always did every-
thing he could to turn the Senator
against Carl. Jerry and his wife have
just one purpose in life: to cut Carl
out of the estate and have it all to

themselves. They were responsible for
a lot of the quarrels between Carl and
his father.”

“Does that include the last one?”

“Did Carl tell you about it?”

“Not very much.”

“Jerry and Zinnie did start it, as &
matter of fact. They deliberately got
Carl talking about political corruption
—a subject he’s hipped on, anyway.
He’d found out somewhere, perhaps
from Jerry, that there was some kind of
graft in the Sheriff’s office. Carl ac-
cused the Senator of condoning it. I
suppose there was some truth in
that, because the Senator always sup-
ported Ostervelt for Sheriff. There
was an election coming up, and Carl
and his father had a shouting match
about it. You could hear them all over
the house.”

“And the Senator died that night.”

“Yes. He always took a warm bath
before he went to bed, to help him
sleep. Carl and Jerry found him in the
morning, dead in the bathtub. It’s a
dreadful thing to say about a man,
but Jerry was really responsible for it.
He may even have planned it. He
knew his father wasn’t to be excited.
I heard Dr. Grantland warn him.”

“Do you know Dr. Grantland
well?”

“Fairly well. He looked after my
husband last year when Carl was de-
pressed.”

“Is he honest?”

“Oh, I think so. Why? Did Carl say
something against him?”

“Plenty. Is there anything in his
idea that Grantland and his brother
conspired to have him committed?”

“No, I don’t think so. It was per-
fectly aboveboard so far as Dr. Grant-
land was concerned. Carl needed hos-
pital treatment. I signed the necessary
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papers myself. Only Jerry got me and
Carl to sign other papers at the same
time, making him Carl’s legal guard-
ian. I didn’t know what it meant. I
thought it was just a routime part of
the commitment. But it means that
as long as Carl is ill, Jerry controls ev-
ery penny of their father’s estate.”

“Is there much money involved?”

“If you mean cash, no. The Hell-
mans are land-poor—the Senator kept
them that way. He believed the ranch
would be worth a great fortune some
day, when the population pushed up
from Los Angeles. Actually, it’s go-
ing on now. I work in a real estate
office, and I happen to know that Val-
ley land is worth at least two hundred
and fifty dollars an acre. The ranch is
twenty thousand acres. Figure it out
for yourself.”

“Five million dollars. Is Jerry plan-
ning to sell?”

“I don’t know. Jerry doesn’t dis-.

cuss his plans with me. I don’t care,
either—at least, not for myself. But
Carl needs money. He could have
better treatment—the best psychiatrists
in the country. Of course that’s the
last thing Jerry wants, to see his
brother cured. It would end his guard-
ianship.”

“Jerry sounds charming.”

“He hates Carl. He'd like to see
him dead. That’s why I have to get
there before Jerry does. Sheriff Os-
tervelt has always taken orders from
the Hellmans.”

“Are you implying the Sheriff might
shoot your husband on Jerry’s orders?
It doesn’t sound likely to me.”

“You don’t know Sheriff Ostervelt.
He’s a foul-tempered old man, and he’s
been criticized for being trigger-happy.
He shotan escaping prisoner last year.
A lot of local people thought it was

unnecessary.” Her voice diminished to
an anxious whisper. “If anything like
that happened to Carl, I'd die.”

I said, without intending to, “We
won'’t let it happen, Mildred.”

A large wooden sign appeared at the
roadside ahead: Hellman Citrus Com-
pany. I turned up a private road which
cut ruler-straight for over a mile
through the geometric maze of the
orange groves. We passed a deserted
corral, a series of barnlike parking
sheds, and finally came to the main
house.

Its brown adobe walls looked as in-
digenous as the oaks that shadowed its
wide lawns. The new cars in the semi-
circular driveway—a red station wag-
on and two black Sheriff’'s cars—
seemed out of place or time. The
thing that struck me most was a
child’s swing suspended by new rope
from one of the trees. No one had
mentioned a child.

When I switched off the Buick’s en-
gine, the silence was almost absolute.
It was broken by a screen door’s per-
cussion. A Palomino blonde wearing
black satin Capri pants and a white
shirt came out on the front verandah.
The entire scene regrouped itself
around her: she was that good-look-
ing. She folded her arms over her
breasts and watched us come up the
flagstone walk.

Mildred raised her voice, “Zinnie?
Is everything all right?”

“Oh, fine. Just lovely. 'm still wait-
ing for Jerry to come home. You did-
n’t see him in town, did you?”

“I never see Jerry. You know that.”

Mildred halted at the foot of the
steps. There was a barrier of hostility,
like a charged fence, between the two
women.

Zinnie’s ice-green eyes shifted from
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Mildred to me. “Who’s your friend?”

Mildred introduced me.

“A private detective yet,” Zinnie
said. “The place is crawling with po-
licemen already. For once in my life
I was really glad to see Ostervelt and
his cohorts.” She looked past us to-
ward the empty patrol cars. “But they
seem to have disappeared again. I sup-
pose they’re out beating the groves.”

“Has Carl been seen?”

“Not since Sam Yogano spotted
him. He’s got twenty thousand acres
to lose himself in, and he knows the
ranch better than anybody.”

“I'm sure you have nothing to fear
from Carl,” Mildred said.

“I wish I was sure. But let’s not get
morbid. Come in if you like.”

We followed her down a hallway
bristling with antlered heads, into a
vast dim living room. Its bright new
furniture was sectional, scattered
around the dark-oak floor in arcs and
oblongs. The adobe walls were hung
with modern reproductions in limed-
oak frames. The room gave me a sense
of an uneasy present trying to over-
come the persistent past.

A tiny girl in a pale blue frock
came up to Mildred. “Hello, Aunt
Mildred.” She couldn’t have been
much over three, but she spoke very
clearly and purely.

Mildred reached down to take her
hand. “Hello, Martha. How are you?”

“I'm fine. Is Uncle Carl coming?
Mommy said on the telephone Uncle
Carl is coming.”

“No,” Zinnie cut in, “I was talking
about somebody else, dear. Daddy is
coming,and Dr. Grantland.”

The child looked up at her mother,
her eyes clear and untroubled. “I don’t
want Daddy to come. I want to go for
a ride with Charlie—"

“Dr. Grantland, you mean? He’s
going to take you for a ride, you and
Mrs. Hutchinson. And you can spend
the day at Mrs. Hutchinson’s house.
Won’t that be fun?”

“I don’t know,” Martha said grave-
ly.
“Of course it will.” Zinnie turned
to me with a forced smile. “I've been
waiting for an excuse to have a drink.
Will you have one with me?”

“Any other time, thanks. What I'd
like to do right now, if you don’t ob-
ject, is talk to the man who saw your
brother-in-law. Sam something?”

“Sam Yogano. Of course, talk to
Sam if you like. Come on, I'll help
you find him. Coming, Mildred?”

“P’ll stay with Martha.”

The child was still holding her
aunt’s” hand. There seemed to be a
quiet understanding between them.

Zinnie took me out the back way,
through a great gleaming kitchen
where a Filipino houseboy was crack-
ing crabs. As soon as we stepped out-
side, I noticed a heavy revolver glint-
ing behind a woodpile, like something
in a Western movie scene.

A young man in deputy’s suntans
emerged, replacing his gun in its hol-
ster. His face had the polished brown
finish of hand-rubbed wood. He swag-
gered slightly, as if he were highly
aware of Zinnia’s sex and his own"
scenic possibilities.

“I'd stay inside if I was you, Mrs.
Hellman.” There was a touch of
drama in his deep drawling voice.
“Things could start popping any min-
ute. The Sheriff picked up his tracks
out behind the bunkhouse.”

The deputy indicated a crumbling
adobe which stood against the dense
green of the orange trees, a hundred
yards from the house.
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“I hope we can take him without
gunfire,” I said.

“Naturally. We all hope that.” The
young deputy gave me an inquiring
look.

“This is Mr. Archer,” Zinnie said.
“He’s a private detective.”

The deputy looked me up and down,
and offered me his hand. “Carmichael.
You the owner of the car he stole?”

“Yes. Have you come across it?”

“We found it stashed in one of the
packing sheds, right near where the
old Jap ran into him. Green Ford con-
vertible.”

“That’s my car. But 'm not mak-
ing any charges. We'll say I lent it to
him.”

“Why say that if it isn’t true?”

“He’s a sick boy, and he’s got all
the trouble he can handle. So take it
easy with him if you can.”

“That’s always been my policy,”
Carmichael said a little pompously. “I
never fire unless fired upon.” A dark
look shadowed his eyes, and he added
as if to himself: “I wish I could say
the same for everybody in the depart-
ment.”

The sound of an approaching car
drifted over the housetop. Zinnie
seemed to recognize it. She turned and
walked quickly around the attached
greenhouse which flanked the side of
thehouse. We followed her.

A silver-gray Jaguar entered the
driveway. Zinnie ran toward it. The
man who got out of the Jaguar slowed
her with a gesture of his hand, but she
didn’t stop. Running across the lawn
under the high sky, she resembled a
little puppet, black and white and
gold jerked across green baize.

“Her husband?” I asked Car-
michael.

“You must be kidding. It’s a doctor

from town, name of Grantland.”

Dr. Grantland looked as if he had
dressed himself to match his ¢ar. He
had on gray flannels, gray suede
shoes, a gray shirt with a mectallic -
sheen. His beak-nosed face was thin
and flexible. As they passed us, I could
see he used his face as an actor might,
with conscious charm.

Zinnie was charmed anyway. The
price you paid for being a Hollywood
type was that you fell for other Hol-
lywood types.

She brushed against Grantland as
they entered the house. He pulled
away from her, as if she’d burned
him, and gave us a quick look.

Carmichael made no comment. He
spat tobacco juice in the grass and
drifted away.

Without going out of my way to
make a lot of noise, I climbed the
verandah steps and stood by the door.
Grantland and Zinnie were murmur-
ing under the antlers, in voices too low
to be understood. I got the gcneral
idea, though, when she moaned.

Childish laughter bubbled at the
side of the house. I moved to the end
of the veranda, leaned on the railing,
and looked around the corner. Mil-
dred and her niece were playing a
game on the lawn with a tennis ball.
Its rules were very simple. Mildred
rolled the ball in the grass and the
child scampered after it like a small
utility-outfielder in fairy blue.

They both looked happy—the enly
happy people I'd seen all day. A gray-
haired woman in a flowered print
dress was watching them from a long
chair in the shade. She called out,
“Martha! You mustn’t get overtired.
And keep your dress clean. Remember
you’re coming visiting.”

Mildred turned on the older wom-.
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an. “Let her get dirty if she likes.”

But the spell of the game was
broken. Smiling a perverse little smile,
the child picked up the ball and
threw it over the picket fence. It
bounced out of sight among the or-
ange trees. Mildred started for the
gate in the fence. I opened my mouth
to warn her to stay out of the trees.
But something was going on in the
driveway at the front.

A big car slid to a stop beside
Grantland’s Jaguar. It was a new lav-
endar Cadillac with gold trim, and it
seemed to collect all the light and
color in the countryside. The dumpy
man in tweeds who got out was in-
significant by comparison. He had the
same coloring as Carl, but he was
older, fatter, shorter.

Zinnie came out to meet him. Un-
fortunately her lipstick was smeared
and her eyes looked feverish.

“Jerry! Where on earth have you
been all day?”

He faced her on the walk, not quite
as tall as she was on her high heels.
“I haven’t been gone all day. I drove
down to see Brockley at the hospital.
I told him what I thought of the
loose way they run that place. These
damn fool doctors, coddling homicidal
maniacs!” His face was full of angry
blood. He jerked a thumb toward
Grantland’s car. “What's ke doing
here? Somebody sick?”

“Didn’t anyone tell you? Carl is on
the ranch and he’s carrying a gun. I
thought that’s why you were staying
away, because you're afraid of him.”

“I'm not,” he said in a frightened
voice.

“You were the day he left. You
should be, after the things he said.”
She added with unconscious cruelty.
“T believe he wants to kill you.”

His hands went to his stomach, as
though she’d struck him a physical
blow there. They doubled into fists.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?
You and Charlie Grantland?”

The screen door rattled. Grantland
came out on cue. “I zhowught 1 heard
somebody taking my name in vain.
How are you, Jerry?”

Jerry Hellman ignored him. He
said to his wife, “I asked you a simple
question. What’s he doing here?”

“I happen to be your brother’s physi-
cian—"

“The hell you are. You haven’t seen
him in six months.”

“That doesn’t change the relation-
ship, old man.”

“Don’t old-man me. If I hadn’t lis-
tened to you, Carl would be where he
belongs.”

“In the death. house?” Grantland
spoke with a thin-lipped sneer.

“That’s right, you lousy quack.”

“l don’t have to take this, Hell-
man.”

“You'll take it and like it, if you
want to go on practising in this
county.”

Grantland lunged down the steps.
Zinnie clutched his arm and held him
back. For a man of his size, the doctor
was fairly easy to hold back. She
said, “He’s only trying to make trou-
ble because he’s frightened.”

She looked up and gave Grantland
a little smile, her smudged mouth
doubling its meaning. Of the three,
they formed the paired unit. Jerry Hell-
man stood alone. As if he couldn’t
bear the loneliness, he turned on his
heel and walked stiffly into the green-
house.

Grantland took a gray silk handker-
chief out of his breast pocket and
wiped Zinnie’s mouth. They were so
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intent on each other, they didn’t no-
tice me.

“For God’s sake, don’t be so obvi-
ous,” he said.

Jerry Hellman came out of the
greenhouse with a dull, blotched look
on his face. A pair of garden shears
projected outward from the grip of his
two hands, and gleamed in the sun
like a double dagger. He planted him-
self in front of Grantland, opening
and closing the shears. They snicked
in the silence.

Jerry said in a small dead voice,
“Get out now, if you want to go on
functioning. Get off my property and
stay off. That includes my wife.”

Grantland had suddenly gone hag-
gilrd. He backed away from the

reatening edges and looked to Zin-
nie for support.

She stepped between the two men.
“Listen to me, Jerry. I thought Martha
would be safer in town with Mrs,
*Hutchinson. I had no man around I
could trust, so I asked Dr. Grantland
to come out and drive them in.”

“He’s taking nothing of mine. My
daughter stayshere with me.”

“She does not!”

“We'll see.”

The wugly weapon in his hands
threatened her body. He was at that
trembling balance-point in human
rage’ where he might have alarmed
himself into doing murder. I shoul-
dered Grantland out of the way, a
little harder than necessary, and told
Jerry Hellman to put the shears
down,

I think he wanted to be told that.
For a moment his eyes were puzzled
by dry pain. Then he threw the shears
on the flagstones and went back into
the greenhouse.

Grantland and Zinnie looked at each

P
other, trying to pretend I wasn't there.

Voices rose on the far side of the
house, female and excited, like chick-
ens after a hawk has swooped. I went
around the end of the verandah. Mil-
dred emerged from the trees. Her face
seemed tinged with green by their
green shadows. She came through the
gate in a little staggering run, with
the tennis ball clutched in her hand.

The child went up to her. “Why
did Uncle Carl run away?” Her voice
was high and penetrating.

Mildred bent over her. “It doesn’t
matter why. Uncle Carl likes to run.”

Zinnie swept past me and lifted
Martha in her arms.

Carmichael was close behind her,
unhitching his gun. “What happened,
Mrs. Hellman? Did you see him?”

Mildred nodded, but waited to speak
till Zinnie had carried the little girl out
of hearing. Mrs. Hutchinson answered
for her. “I saw him, sneaking and
slurking under the trees.” Her head
was twisted at an angle toward the
groves. Her face was as gray as her
hair.

Mildred turned on her. “He wasn’t
sneaking! He picked up the ball and
brought it to me. He came right up to
me.” She displayed the ball, as if it
was important evidence of her hus-
band’s gentleness.

Carmichael stepped between them.
“Did he say anything, Mrs. Hell-
man?”

“Idid most of the talking. I tried to
persuade him to come in and give
himself up.”

“Did he threaten you in any way?”

“No. When he wouldn’t come with
me, I put my arms around him, to
try to hold him. He was too strong
for me. He broke away and I ran after
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him. But he wouldn’t come back.”

“Did he show his gun?”

Mildred hesitated, biting her lower
lip. “I don’t believe he’s armed.”

“Which way did he go?”

She hesitated again. “I won’t tell
you.”

“You'd better. This is a matter of
life and death.” His hand went out
toward her as if he wanted to shake
her, but he didn’t touch her.

“I saw him go.” Mrs. Hutchinson
waved her arms toward the groves.
“He took off in the direction of town.”

Carrying his gun like a relay-run-
ner’s baton, Carmichael ran through
the gate and entered the trees. I went
after him, with some idea of trying to
head off violence.

The ground under my feet was
adobe, soft and moist with cultivation.
I never had gone well on a heavy
track. The young deputy was soon
out of sight. After a while he was out
of hearing, too. I slowed down and
stopped, cursing my middle-aged legs.

Tracking wasn’t my forte, except on
asphalt. I got my breath and started
back, taking my time about it. After
a long morning crowded with people
under pressure, it was pleasant to be
walking by myself in the shade.

I'd run further than I'd realized,
perhaps a third of a mile. Eventually

the house appeared through the trees.
The yard was empty. Everything was
remarkably still.

I went through the house from front
to back, and finally found two human
beings in the kitchen. Mrs. Hutchinson
was sitting at the kitchen table with
Martha on her knee. Her face had
thinned and sharpened in the quarter
hour since I'd seen her. She looked at
me bleakly, and put a -worn finger to
her lips.

“Tell me another story,” the child
said.

“We don’t have time. You run and
play in the living room for a bit.”

She set the child down. Martha ran
to an inner door and rattled the knob.
“I want to play in the grecnhousc.”

“Nol Come back here!’

Martha was frightened by the wom-
an’s tone. She came back, dragging
her feet.

“Where is everybody?” I said.

Mrs. Hutchinson gestured toward
the door which Martha had tried to
open. I heard a low murmur of voices,
like bees behind a wall. Holding the
child tightly against her, the woman
said:

“Mr. Hellman was ess aitch oh tee.
He’s dee ee ay dee.”

(continued on page 62)
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he keeps a spot warm in his
heart for the murderer whom he
refers to as “that little brown poet.”
He points out that he earned no
credit for solving the case, since he
didn’t know there was a case to
solve; and he found the deed un-
speakably grim. But he feels that he
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understanding does not excuse any
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Henry Geech nursed the great

dream of seeing his poor verses in
print. He had little need or desire
for a wife. However, a girl who
meant to get a husband, decided
she wanted him, and she landed
him easily.

It happened at the company’s an-
nual picnic at Coogan’s Pond. Hen-
ry hadn’t intended to go. There
would be games and races, at which
he was extremely inept, and since he
had no special pal, and no capacity
for whooping it up in a gang, he de-
cided to spend the free day alone in
the country.

But Curly Bill Cherry accosted
him at quitting time the day before
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and said, “Look, Geech, there’s loads
of room in my heap. We’ll pick you
up at your place in the morning and
ride to the lake together. Okay?”

Before Henry could summon the.

wit to say he wasn’t going, Curly
slapped his shoulder and said, “All
set, huh? See you then”—and was
off.

Henry didn’t know that Helen
Cherry in the Inspection Depart-
ment was Bill’s sister, and never
guessed that she had put Bill up to
asking him. Henry barely knew
Helen. She was one of the girls
who sat on high stools and picked
out defective pieces as they passed
on the belt. She was plump, young,
and sort of pretty, with legs she
wasn’t shy about showing. At cof-
fee breaks she had given him the
eye a few times, but they had never
exchanged more than a few words.

Henry thought of her, if he
thought at all, as a giggler, and he
was too bashful to try getting fresh
with her or with any girl, as most
of the fellows in the plant were al-

~ ways doing. It was a surprise to him,
therefore, when Curly Bill stopped
for him next morning and told him
to hop in the rear seat, to find
Helen Cherry there.

At the picnic she didn’t let him
get far away from her. Henry, who
had had a lonely and introverted
childhood, was unprepared for a de-
termined female attack, and never
understood quite how it came
about; but in the afternoon the two
of them wandered off to a secluded
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spot, and with some help from her
he found his arm around her and
suddenly discovered that he was
squeezing and kissing her. Before
the day ended there was an under-
standing that they were “that way”
about each other. It was literally his
first experience of the kind, and he
felt sort of good about it.

Helen quickly set the day. They
were married, and that was that,
and for a while Henry thought he
had married an angel.

Chief Day knew Henry by sight
and name, as he knew hundreds of
people, as the result of a simple en-
counter. He was on his way one
noon to deliver a Rotary luncheon
talk on juvenile delinquency. He
strode along thinking about what
he was going to say, preoccupied
but still alert to people and things.
Arriving at the George and Main
Street intersection just as the lights
‘'were changing from amber to red,
he automatically stopped to wait for
the green. A small man brushed
past him and started to cross against
the lights. There was a screech of
brakes, and only by inches did the
car miss knocking the little man
down. The Chief put out a big paw
and hauled him back to the curb.

“Mister,” he said, “that light’s
red.”

“I-I y-yes, sir!” the little man said
breathlessly.

“Jaywalking’s against the law.
You know that. People get arrested
for it.” He pulled back his coat to
show the gold star on his vest.
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“I-I was in a hurry to get to the
post office.”

Chief Day, who is handsomer
than a police officer should be, and
could easily play a senator in the
movies, grinned at the little man’s
discomfiture. When the lights
changed they crossed the street to-
gether, the Chief’s hand still resting
on the other’s shoulder. On the far
side the little man looked up shyly
and said, “You'’re Chief Day."”

“That’s right.”

“I'm Henry Geech. 'm sorry.”

“Watch the lights, or you’ll be sor-
rier!”

After that they passed each other
on the street occasionally and sa-
luted, but they never actually met
again till Henry came to the Chief’s
office and insisted on seeing him. It
then became the Chief’s duty, as
well as a necessity growing out of
his deep curiosity about human na-
ture, to dig up every fact he could
about Henry to see what made the
little man tick.

Geech seemed born to be a per-
son of no importance. As shy as a
brown trout, he never called atten-
tion to himself. At school none of
his teachers saw anything in him ex-
cept one English teacher, who wrote
on a set of his verses turned in as a
required composition: You do good
work—show me more.

Henry had been thrilled, but it
would have been unthinkable for
him to have walked up to her desk
unless summoned. As for her, she
had forty in that class, as well as oth-
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er classes, and unless a student
claimed attention she couldn’t do
much.

So Henry had gone on alone,
dreaming of a poet’s fame, reading
avidly, writing secret verse in the
manner of Pope, Keats, Herrick,
or whomever else he currently ad-
mired.

At home he learned that the eas-
iest way to get along was to be qui-
etly inconspicuous. His mother was
an overworked drudge with a no-
account husband, and if Henry did
as she told him and kept out of her
way, he got fewer whacks. On the
playground he did not put himself
forward when boys were choosing
up sides, and he was usually left out
of their games. This suited him; but
he missed the fun and discipline
boys give each other. He sank deep-
er and deeper into the dreams that
consoled him. His one grandiose
ambition was to write and publish
poetry. He told no one this, and the
secrecy grew on him . . .

After marrying, Henry's life
changed a good deal. Helen quit her
job and kept house. She turned out
to be lazy, with hardly a thought
in her head. But Henry didn’t mind.
She loved candy and he liked bring-
ing her as much as she wanted. She
had an easy gift for empty laughter,
something he had never known
about, and he felt lighter-hearted
with her. She was grossly passion-
ate, and sometimes shocked him in
the bedroom. Once in a while he
brought her a book he thought she
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would like, but she read little and
unintelligently.

Their life together brought him
out a bit socially. Helen made him
learn to dance and take her to danc-
es. She made him go to parties, and
invited others to their home and
taught him to do a little light drink-
ing. Altogether, Henry felt very
lucky to have her.

Of course, he admitted she had

some faults. One evening they went_

to the Community House to see a
movie he hoped she would like, and
saw a crowd waiting to enter. “Do
we want to go in and stand?” he
asked. He left such decisions to her.

“We'll try it,” she said. “They’re
probably waiting for the first show
to end.”

The girl at the ticket window
was reassuring. “You can see the
whole show,” she said, “even if you
getin as late as 9:15.”

“Are there plenty of seats?”

“Certainly.”

Just then most of the people in the
lobby moved ahead, and Henry
bought tickets. They found, how-
ever, that the crowd had only
turned the corner.

“I'm not going to stand kere very
long,” Helen said. She liked being
inside munching candy. They wait-
ed a few minutes more and no-
body came out. “That girl told us
there would be seats,” she said
loudly. People turned and stared.
Henry wished she would speak in
a lower voice. “She had no business
to mislead us,” she added, and a
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moment later, “She deliberately lied
to us.”

Henry saw people exchange
glances, and was ashamed. A few
people came out and they moved
ahead slowly. Henry handed in
their tickets. “I don’t think we
ought to give up our tickets,” Helen
said, still too loud. “We ought to go
and get our money back.”

People snickered. Henry wished
he could evaporate on the spot.

“I never did like the way they
run this place,” she said.

Henry couldn’t stand any more.
“Come on,” he mumbled, “let’s
leave.”

“You’'ll make her give you your
money back, I hope.”

The ticket-taker said he was sorry
and handed Henry two tickets,
which he cashed at the window.
Helen gave the girl a piece of her
mind. Henry was very quiet all the
way home. He was thinking he
liked his angel better some times
than others. But he couldn’t bring
himself to an open talk about, and
gradually the feeling wore off.

At work one day the head of
Henry’s department called for him
and handed him a bulky roll of
blueprints. “Inland,” he said, “just
called long distance. They’re big
customers, you know; they’ve got to
have these things tonight. I said
we’d send somebody over with
them. I'm sending you, Geech.” He
told Henry to catch the 3:30 train,
and gave him expense money.

It was quite a thing for Henry.

——
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His job was routine and he had
never had such an assignment be-
fore. He made the delivery without
mishap, but it was dark before he
got back to the station and he found
there wouldn't be a return train till
5:00in the morning.

He rented a cheap hotel room for
the night, but found himself amaz-
ingly lonely without his wife and
home. He didn’t try drowning his
loneliness at a movie, or by sitting
in the lobby watching TV, or tak-
ing a walk; instead, he sat at the
desk in his room under the dim
light bulb, and poured out his feel-
ingson paper.

It had been a long time since he
tried to write a poem, but his heart
was full and the lines came easily.
When they satisfied him, he did a
daring thing. He titled the poem
To My Darling, and copied it neat-
ly on a sheetof hotel stationery:

A dream of hidden love lies

In your azure eyes;

A lily in a sky-filled pool

Speaks to the heart of a drunken

fool;

Sweetheart, the night is long,

But so are my thoughts; and my

song

Wings to you through thé dark—

as would I

Could I but fly.

He couldn’t say things like that
to her face to face. But he longed
to have her know. Feeling proud
and bold for the moment, and think-
ing how happy it would make Hel-
en, he sealed the poem in a hotel
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envelope and addressed it to her.
He bought a special-delivery stamp
at the desk, and even carried the
letter to the post office so it would be
sure to reach her before he got home
from work next day.

Helen was frying hamburgers for
their supper when he got there. He
kissed her. She smelled sweaty, and
he noticed she was bubbling with
what he supposed was pleasure at
his being back. She asked about the
trip, and he told her about it.

Then she said, “I got your—let-
ter.”

His spine tingled as he waited for
her comment. Never in his life had
he spoken so plainly of his feelings
for her, and never had he laid his
soul bare that way before another
human being.

“Did you copy it out of a book?”
she asked.

“Why, no—"

“You mean you wrote it your-
self?” He nodded. She stood with
fork poised over the skillet. “Yoz
wrote that mush?” She giggled. In
a moment the giggle became help-
less laughter. She dropped into a
chair and laughed till tears rolled
down her cheeks. “Oh, Henry,” she
said when she could speak, “it’s so
—funny!”

He had poured out his heart and
she thought it funny.

He had a sudden vision of her
telling her friends and showing
them his poem to laugh at. His
head whirled. He hadn’t known he
could be hurt so much. He could
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think of only one thing to do: hurt
her too.

He slapped her with the flat of
his hand as hard as he could. It
stopped her laughter.

The Geech marriage, if it had
ever borne any resemblance to an
ideal union, lost the resemblance
then. He had kept many things se-
cret for fear of being laughed at.
Now he had let the bars down and
was laughed at by the one who
could hurt him most.

When he calmed down a bit,
Henry asked Helen to forgive him
for slapping her. His fury, and his
expression of it, had deeply shocked
him.

“You better not do it again,” she
said sullenly.

A slap she could understand. But
the feelings he had put into his
poem, and the hurt she had given
him, were beyond her capacity to
understand. But even she sensed
that the quality of their relationship
was strongly changed thereafter.

Henry decided never to lay him-
self open to that kind of hurt again.
He began keeping more and more
‘things from her, even little things
that didn’t matter. And he went
back to his old dreams of writing
poetry and having it printed.

He refused to go out with her
whenever he could, and if her
friends visited he usually sat in
wooden silence. Communication be-
tween Henry and Helen became less
and less. And he began to find new
things to criticize in her.
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He noticed now how really sloppy
and unclean she was about. her
housework; how careless at cooking
and bed-making; how greedy in
her eating; how fat she was getting
and how seldom she bathed. He
also noticed she ‘was increasingly
bothered with shortness of breath.
Once, after a very hot spell in July,
she fainted and he had to call in
Dr. Mansfield. But Helen wasn’t
minded to let her man get away
from her. She needed him, and in a
way, he needed her. Her need was
mostly physical; his was habit.

With Henry’s growing secrecy, a
curious duel developed between
them. Henry’s aim was to keep his
secrets secret; Helen’s was to ferret
them out and wound him by letting
him know she had discovered them.

It took on the aspects of a cold
war. He began putting money into
a savings account, hoarding it from
his lunch money, and adding little
by little until it amounted to more
than $140. He had no special plan
for using it, but it was satisfying to
know he had it and Helen didn’t
know about it

But one day he was careless with
the passbook. Helen saw it and
badgered him about the money till
he angrily drew it all out and gave
it to her to buy a coat.

Reading remained one of his chief
pleasures. Helen had no use for
books. If she found one of his ly-
ing around, she sometimes disposed
of it maliciously before he had fin-.
ished it. He tried doing most of his
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reading at a branch of the public
library at night; but Helen found
out where he went, and once when
the reading room was crowded she
came to the door and called out
loudly, “Henry, put that book away
and come home!”

He saw the amused smiles and
burned with shame. “Never do that
again!” he said to her furiously
when they were outside, feeling as
he had when he slapped her. But he
never went back to the library.

He wrote his verses endlessly. He
kept them in a locked tin box in a
drawer in his desk at the office—
Helen couldn’t get at them there.
One day an important idea occurred
to him. His early attempts at get-
ting his verses printed had never
amounted to anything—the manu-
scripts had always come back with
printed rejection slips.

Now he decided to send out his
poems again. However, Helen al-
ways opened his mail at home, and
he couldn’t bear to have her know
what he was doing. His important
idea was to rent a box at the down-
town post office and get his poetry
mail there.

He put the plan into execution
promptly, receiving a key which en-
titled him to unlock Box Number
1127. The next few months were
probably as exciting for him as any
in his entire life. Living with Helen
became less of a chore now that he
had so big a secret.

He sent poems to dozens of maga-
zines. Nearly all came back. Once
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in a while an unimportant editor
wrote a letter; two or three non-
paying periodicals kept poems and
promised to publish them; and one
actually sent him a $3 check. When
that came, he felt like flying.

Henry hoarded anticipation. Usu-
ally he went to the post office only
once a week, during the noon hour.
It was on one such expedition that
he met Chief of Police Day. He
read his mail in private and kept
everything locked in the tin box in
his office.

Helen knew he was up to some-
thing, and was tormented to find
out what it was. One night he care-
lessly left his key ring on the dresser
while he was bathing. She picked it
up. She thought she knew every
key he had, but this was one she
didn’t recognize. She imagined a
love nest and giggled at the notion
of Henry involved in any such ad-
venture. But she couldn’t rest until
she found out what the mystery key
fitted.

She wouldn’t ask. She won her
mean little triumphs by ferreting
out his secrets, then embarrassing
him by revealing that she knew
about them. She began to spy on
him noontimes, which were about
the only times he had for doing
something she wouldn’t know
about. And she was patient as a
vixen.

One day she saw him go to the
post-office box and open it. She
noted the number of the box and
wondered how to use her knowl-
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edge. It was some time before she
had a chance at Henry’s keys again.
When she did, she hurried to the
hardware store two blocks away
and had a duplicate of the key
made. Then she began watching the
post-office box till there was a nice
accumulation of mail.

That evening when Henry got
home from work she said casually,
“Your mail ison the piano.”

“Mail?”

“From vyour post-office box. I
thought you’d like to have it here.
The letters—are very interesting.”
She giggled.

Henry burned and froze. Blood
pounded in his ears. He walked to
the piano too angry to speak. Helen
had opened every letter. Each con-
tained a poem or two and a rejec-
tion slip. Never before had he felt
so desperately humiliated, so mur-
derously angry.

He would have liked to beat her
brains out, but somehow he con-
trolled his fury: he knew it would
please her too much to know she
had hurt him so deeply.

They ate supper in complete si-
lence—except when she giggled.

Helen went to bed early, as usual,
and was asleep when he came into
the bedroom. His mind had been in
a fury of torment all evening. He
had considered not sleeping in the
same room at all. But he took a
stiff glass of the port wine which
Helen kept in the cupboard, and
sleepiness and habit finally con-
quered. Possibly he would have
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found a means of still going on liv-
ing with her, if chance hadn’t lent
a hand.

Helen had been rehanging some
pictures. In her sloppy fashion she
had left the hammer and nails on
the dresser. Seeing them, Henry re-
membered something he had once
read in a policeman’s memoirs.

He looked at her lying in bed.
Her mouth was open, she was
breathing noisily, and it sounded as
if she were still giggling at him.
He picked up the hammer and one
big nail. His hand shook, but he
steadied it. He pushed her hair back
carefully so as not to waken her, and
found the sensitive spot. He drove
the nail furiously through her skull
and into her brain.

She struggled very little. When
she was no longer breathing, he
pulled the nail out. Hardly a mark
remained to show where it had en-
tered, and he covered the spot with
her hair.

The Geeches were obscure and
unimporstant. Dr. Mansfield came at
Henry’s urgent call the next morn-
ing. There was little he could do.
He had attended Helen before and
knew about her shortness of breath
and her fainting. He presumed her
heart had simply stopped while she
slept and signed the death certifi-
cate to that effect: he never dreamed
of any otheér cause of death. Helen
was buried inconspicuously, only .
two cars following the hearse to the
cemetery.

Six months passed before Ser-
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geant Mark Thwing entered Chief
Day’s office and said a guy named
Geech insisted on seeing him.

“Geech?” Day said, pondering
names. “I once ran into a little guy
named Geech—Henry Geech.”

“That’s him.”

“What does he want?”

“He wouldn’t say.”

The Chief wasn’t too busy. “T'll
see him,” and he offered his hand
when Henry came in. Henry failed
to see it. “How are you, Geech?”
The Chief had a friendly smile.
Henry didn’t smile back.

“Chief,” he said, “I came to give
myself up.”

Chief Day still smiled. “You
haven’t been jaywalking again?”

“Ikilled my wife.”

Day didn’t believe him at first. He
listened to Henry’s halting, detailed
story, and realized there had to be
an exhumation. This confirmed
Henry’s story.

Only once during the law’s proc-
esses did Henry show anything ex-
cept complete submission and coop-
eration. The contents of his pockets
were lying on a table during a
search. The officer, poking among
them, picked up a paper.

“Give me that!” Henry shouted.
He lunged, grabbing insanely, but
was held as the officer read the
poem. Henry had called it Solisaire:

He was decreed to wander,
A lone soul, up and down,
Yet never was he lonely
In forest, house, or town;
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For comrades of the tongueless
Abodes of night and day
Were ever calling to him
Glad greetings by the way.

A breath of wind, a vagrant
High cry of bird a-wing;

A star; a cloud; a moonbeam
Or water murmuring.

Geech was as puzzling to Chief
Day as any killer who had ever
come his way. In his customary re-
lentless fashion Day assembled ev-
ery fact that could have a bearing
on the man’s motives. He studied
the poet’s life almost from the day
of his birth, talking with Henry
himself, schoolmates, coworkers,
teachers, friends, and the few mem-
bers of his family. But there re-
mained an unanswered question.

The last time he called on Henry
In his cell, he asked the little brown
poet the vital question.

“Henry,” he said, “why did you
do it?”

“Kill her?” .

“No—I know about that. You
were tormented into it. It was an
awful thing to do. But you did it—
and nobody knew, or would have
known. It was what they call the
perfect crime. What I want to know
1s: why did you come and tell me?”

Henry Geech’s answer was per-
haps more remarkable than any-
thing he ever putinto a poem.

He said quietly, “It got so lonely,
Chief, I couldn’t stand it—with no-
body to keep things from.”
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DEATH IN KENYA
by 14IN GALLANTRY

UTLACK WAS ONE OF THOSE
C tough Kenya farmers who
had carved wealth and beauty from
virgin land with his own hands. He
had shot lions that had killed his
cattle, stayed awake for three days
at a time to fight locust swarms,
and gone alone into the bamboo
forest to slaughter the Mau Mau
verrorists who had set fire to his
cornfields.

On one arm and across his back
were the pale, gouged scars of a
leopard’s claws—he had fought the
animal with a knife when it leaped
on one of his dogs. He had cured
the leopard’s hide and used it to
cover a divan in the living room of
the comfortable farmhouse he him-
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sclf had designed and built. His
nearest neighbors, sixty miles away,
and those who knew him in the
town of Nakuru, a hundred miles
distant, had only one opinion of
him. “A tough,” they said, “a real
tough. And not a very sociable
tough at that.”

Consequently they were sur-
prised when he flew to England
for a month’s leave and returned
with a bride. She was twenty-five—
twenty years younger than Cut-
lack—tall, slender, blonde, beauti-
ful by Kenya standards, and domi-
neering in a middle-class English
way. And it was within a month

of her arrival in Kenya that Cut-
lack decided to kill her.
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Divorce was out of the question.
'He was willing to admit his own
defeat, but he did not want every
“white man in central Kenya to
know that he had chosen the
wrong woman. He could imagine
the gossip that would ripple over
the pink gins at sundowner time
in the Nakuru club.

“Henry Cutlack,” they would
say, “is a good farmer and a real
tough. He can kill leopards with a
knife, but he can’t cope with a little
blonde cat from Europe.”

No, that would hurt. Cutlack
was a proud and self-conscious
man, and his life of isolation had
not given him the thick skin of a
man who lives closely with his fel-
lows.

The only alternative to murder
was to give in to her, and that was
impossible for him. He had made
his farm with his own hands, and
in the making had developed his
own way of life. He couldn’t let
her change his existence as she
planned to do. He was too old, too
proud, too stubborn to be changed
by the whims of a young wife . .

She had irritated him from her
very first day in Kenya, and he had
wondered how to stop himself from
turning against her. But it wasn’t
until the day of the elephant hunt
that he had decided to kill her.

The elephant had broken into
his eucalyptus nursery and tram-
pled the young trees, and he had
wounded it in the neck with a

snap shot from his elephant gun.
Then he had spent a sweating day
without water in the bamboo for-
est on the trail of the wounded
giant. It had killed one of his track-
ers, an old Kamba tribesman who
had been in his service for fifteen
years, then escaped in the thickest
bamboo.

So Cutlack was in a bad humour
when he reached his house. She
met him on the verandah, kissed
him in front of a servant, gave him
a weak pink gin, and said, “Sorry,
no ice.”

“Why not?”
“The refrigerator needs deicing.”
“Well, get on with the job.

You're the housewife.”

“What a way to speak to your
bride,” she said lightly. But there
was sufficient reproof in her voice
to put an edge of anger on his fa-
tigue and irritation. He unloaded
his gun, dropped the shells in his
pocket, and carried his drink away
from her, into the living room that
opened onto the verandah. He sat
on the divan and put out a hand to
feel the leopard skin. But it wasn’t
there.

He called to her. “Where’s the
skin, the leopard skin?”

She came in from the verandah,
wrinkling her nose. “Oh, that dirty
old thing? I had it burned this
morning. It smelled and I found a
couple of fleas init.”

He looked at the long scars that
shone palely in the sun-brown of
his left forearm, and remembered
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how his blood had mixed with that
of the leopard when he had thrust
the knife between its ribs. He
looked at the pictures she had
brought from England to hang on
his walls in place of his shields and
spears she had banished to a spare
room. He thought of the rose gar-
den she planned to put beside his
trout pool (“Just a little bit of old
England, darling”) and thought
how his life would change if she
had her way. Now she had burned
his leopard skin, the symbol of his
toughness and self-reliance. It was
the last straw.

He remembered the two quarrels
in his first month of marriage—the
first when she had insisted that his
dogs should not enter the bedroom,
and the second when she had sug-
gested that the servants should be
made to speak English instead of
Kikuyu or Swahili, and to wear
shoes in the house. She had subtly
used the blackmail of her feminin-
ity. He thought of her plan to give
monthly dinner parties for his ac-
quaintances in Nakuru, then his
mind returned to the leopard skin.
He looked at the scars on his arm
again, and he knew what he had
to do.

But how? Poison? A shooting
accident? A fall on the rocks above
the bamboo forest? He didn’t
know; he'd have to think of some-
thing. But his plot started at once:
she must not know that she an-
noyed him. He must be especially
good and pleasant to her.

So Cutlack gave his wife a long
and friendly smile. “You burned
the old skin? Very wise of you, my
dear. My old bachelor habits were
pretty filthy. A flea here or there
made no difference.” He finished
his gin and smiled at her again.
“Sorry I was so rude. I've had a
filthy day. We'll go down to Na-
kuru tomorrow and get a new re-
frigerator, a real one that doesn’t
clog up every couple of days. We'll
get some new cloth, too—then you
can have those new curtains and
chair covers that you've been talk-
ing about.”

“You'’re sweet,” she said, and
kissed his forehead. The kiss coin-
cided with a servant’s entry, and
he felt his anger revolving again in
his empty stomach.

He thought of the second part of
the plot as they drove the Land
Rover down the red, dusty track
to Nakuru the next morning. It
was simply to let everyone see how
much he loved her, how good she
was for him. He turned to her,
took a hand off the wheel, and
squeezed her arm.

“Why should we rush back?
Let’s spend the whole day in town
and whoop it up at the club this
evening. Give you a chance to meet
your hundred-mile neighbors.”

“That would be lovely,” she said.
“And we can ask all your friends
fora party.”

“Good scheme,” he said approv-
ingly. Yes, a party would fit into
his plan—let them all see how
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much he appreciated her in his
own heme.

He forced himself into a mood
of generosity and husbandly sweet-
ness all day, stood at her elbow as
she chose the new refrigerator and
the cloth for the curtains, took her
to an Indian goldsmith’s and
bought her a set of delicately
chased Hindu bangles, and regaled
her with amusing stories of the
small town’s characters as they ate
lunch at the hotel.

There was an interested stir
among the crowd at the bar when
they reached the club that evening.
Harper, the cattle dealer, more
brash than the others, called out,
“Stop drinking, everybody. A new
bride is in your midst.”

Cutlack said humorously, “Dou-
ble scotch for the blushing bride-
groom, then line up to meet the
lovely lady. Two pounds to shake
her paw, and five to give her a
kiss.”

He introduced her to everyone
in the room, guiding her round
with a hand at her elbow, occasion-
ally giving her an obviously affec-
tionate squeeze. He left her talking
with other farmers’ wives when
he went to the bar.

“You're a lucky fella,” said Har-

er.

“You're damned right,” said Cut-
lack. “She’s the finest woman in
East Africa, and I'll shoot any man
who says otherwise.”

An impecunious old rancher
with a pack of ugly unmarried

daughters - asked provocatively,
“But why go to England when you
can get a perfectly good wife in
Kenya?”

“Well,” said Cutlack, “I wanted
a woman who would remain faith-
ful to me. You know what Kenya
is—a land where the birds have no
song, the flowers have no scent,
and the women have no virtue.”

It was an old saying that they
had all heard before, but they
laughed. Cutlack wondered why
he had married her. He supposed
it was because she was so different
from the women he knew, these
white women of Africa who were
sun-lined and hard, raddled and
ginny; perhaps because she was so
essentially English. It hadn’t been
love, he was sure of that now;
merely one of those infatuations
brought on by the rosy scents of an
English summer.

He found it difficult to maintain
his smiling and light-hearted
mood; but he knew that the second
part of his plot had been successful
when they left the club at midnight.
They had issued invitations to two
dozen people to dine with them on
the following Saturday night, and
he had heard Harper say, “Cut-
lack’s a different fella. That girl
has made him human. Now there’s
a testimonial to the power of love.”

He supervised the unloading of
the new refrigerator from the Land
Rover next morning, and as he was
moving it into the kitchen he real-
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ized that he now had his method
for murder. The whole idea came
to him in half a second. She was
emptying the old refrigerator, and
was looking with a distasteful ex-
pression at a slightly rusty tin box
that was bound with surgical tape.

“What's this dirty thing doing
among the food?” she asked.

“Oh, that,” he said casually, tak-
ing the box. “Oh, that’s anti-snake-
bite serum.” He tore off the tape
and opened the box. Inside were
two small bottles each bearing a
label: This serum is effective until
January 1957. After that date it will
have lost its potency. He showed
her the labels. “It’s years out of
date. I'll throw this lot away and
order some more.”

“We should always have some
available,” she said in her con-
stantly reproving voice. “You never
know when it will be needed.”

“You're quite right,” he said,
“but it’s dificult stuff to get regu-
larly. It comes from Miami, but
don’t ask me why. I've always
thought it odd that Africa should
export snakes to America so that
their venom can be turned into
serum to be sent back to Africa.”
_ He walked into the yard and
ground the bottles to fragments
with his heel. He couldn’t be too
careful. Sometimes the serum, if
continuously refrigerated, retained
its potency long after the expira-
tion date. He called to her, “I'll be
back for lunch. I'm just going up
the valley to the mbuga.”

“To the what?”

“The mbuga.
swamp.”

“Well, be careful. There might
be snakes up there.”

“They won’t hurt me,” he said,
and laughed. But inwardly he
writhed with anger. Who did she
think she was? Telling him to be
careful. He could take care of him-
self without her advice. “There
might be snakes,” she had said. Of
course there were snakesl He threw
an empty sack into the Land Rover,
drove up the track toward the
swamp, stopped to cut -two-forked
sticks from a tree, then drove on.

The swamp was chattering and
heaving with water life. The thou-
sand insects that skate on mud
made the surface scutter with
movement; frogs of all sizes slipped
up and down in the tawny pools
like so many bobbing corks; and a
ragged banner of finches spun and
flittered in the buffalo grass. The
birds darted around his head as he
probed with his sticks among the
roots of plants and in the massive
holes made by elephants’ feet.

He turned up a puff-adder, the
ugliest of African snakes—short,
fat, stinking in the hot, steaming
light of the sun. He picked it up
between the prongs of his sticks
and hurled it far into the water.
No, a puff-adder was the wrong
snake. It moved too slowly and it
gave a warning before attacking—
it always hissed a couple of seconds
before it struck.

Swahili  for
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He waded on through the suck-
ing mud and yellow water, poking
and probing with his sticks. He

found two mambas, a green mam-

ba, then a black one, but he threw
those away, too. They were among
the deadliest of snakes but they
were shy. They were apt to slither
away if surprised. What he wanted
was a cobra, a vicious and deadly
snake that would attack speedily,
certainly, and without warning.

He found one eventually beyond
the swamp.

It lay coiled in a muddy hole in
the sunlight. He dropped his sack,
prodded the cobra with a stick, and
when it reared to strike, standing
erect on its tail with its head four
feet above the ground, its black
hood distended to attack him, he
felled it with one stick, held its head
to the ground with the other,, then
raked it into the sack which he held
open with his feet.

A neat and professional job, he
thought, but the sort of job that any
man had to do well if he lived un-
der the shadow of Mount Kenya. It
had to be done neatly. If you didn’t
do it neatly you had just enough
time left to make a very brief will.

He tied the neck of the sack se-
curely and thought of the snake’s
anger. It was Thursday. He would
keep it in the sack without food
until Saturday, then he would let
the snake strike for him.

He threw his sticks into the
swamp, drove back to the farm,
and parked the Land Rover beside

the storage hut. The door was pad-
locked and he had the only key.
This "hut was used for household
goods—flour, canned food, liquor
by the.case, and tobacco.

He opened the door, and, con-
cealed from the house by the Land
Rover, threw in the sack. It landed
among other sacks that lay on the
floor. He watched the sack writhe
for a moment, then locked the
door, buttoned his key ring secure-
ly into his back pocket, and walked
to the house. She was waiting for
him on the verandah.

“How was your mbuga?”

“Fine,” he said happily. He felt
almost jovial.

“See any snakes?”

“Only pink ones. Too much
Scotch at the club last night.”

“Hair of the dog,” she said, and
handed him a pink gin.

He raised his glass. “Here’s to a
long life,” he said.

“Cheers,” she said vaguely, then,
“I was thinking—that flar stretch
of grass by the river where you
have the calves—we cou]d build a
guest house there. Then we could
have people to stay for whole week-
ends.”

“Good idea,” he said, smiling,
and feeling, for the first time in his
life, brotherly toward a snake.

She was in the kitchen as the sun
fell behind a shoulder of the White
Highlands on the Saturday eve-
ning. She was teaching the Kikuyu
cook how to put stuffed olives and
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small sausages on toothpicks. She
called through to him, *“Have you
checked the whiskey, Henry?”

“Doing it now,” he called. He
arranged bottles on a table in a
corner of the living room, calcu-
lating what twenty-six people
might drink before dinner. Two
bottles of gin, two of scotch, one
of vermouth, a jug of fresh lime
juice, one bottle of rum, one of
brandy, a jug of fresh orange juice,
soda siphons recharged, ginger ale,
beer—yes, the scotch would have
to go. He picked up the two bot-
tles of scotch and carried them
across the yard to the storage hut.
He unlocked the door, took in the
bottles, and stood them on a wood-
en crate.

He untied the neck of the sack,
shook it, and stepped quickly from
the hut as he saw the black head
slip out of the sack’s mouth. He
clicked the padlock into position,
and checked the key ring in his
pocket. He found that he was
sweating slightly and drew his
hand ‘across his forehead. His
mouth was dry. He picked a blade
of grass from the clump that grew
waist-high beside the wall of the
hut, stuck it into his mouth to
bring back the saliva, and went
back to the living room. He clinked
bottles as he poured himself a gin
and tonic.

She came into the room and
said, “Do you like it?” She twirled
round before him.

He looked at the black dress.

“Yes, very much.,” Then he real-
ized that it had long sleeves.
“But . ..”

“But what?”

“Well—on a point of—of tact—
you'll look a little out of place
among the others.”

“Why?”

“Evening wear in Kenya,” he ex-
plained, “in this part of Kenya, is
limited to a skirt-and blouse. This
is a farming community, you
know, not a suburb of commuters.”

“You mean, I'm overdressed?”

“I’m afraid so.”

“Well,” she said sharply, “these
yokel women can see a little fash-
ion for a change.”

He found that he was sweating
again. “No, please—a skirt and
blouse?”

“All right,” she snapped, and
turned into the passage that led to
the bedrooms.

He poured himself another drink
and heard a slight hum from the
back of the housc as the household
generator turned to full power to
take on the evening load of light-
ing. A servant padded in, silent
and white-gowned, and switched
on the lights in the living room
and on the verandah. Cutlack
walked onto the verandah and felt
the sweat on his forehead grow
cold in the evening air.

He watched the dusk falling into
his valley, saw the lights of a ve-
hicle slanting up the valley track.
“Guests,” he called through the
house to his wife.
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“Coming,” she replied, then
called back, “I suppose I can wear
stockings?”

“No, no,” he shouted. He'd for-
gotten that.

" “All right,” she shouted angrily,
“all right! God knows why I both-
ered to buy a trousseau.”

The car’s lights swung onto the
grass in front of- the house, and
Cutlack walked down to meet his
guests. He switched on his gaiety.
“Bang on time for sundowners. But
I'm two drinks ahead of you. Come

and let me ply you with filthy li-

quor.”

His wife called from the veran-
dah, “Come on, you people. I'm
dying to start being a colonial hos-
tess.”

Cutlack felt .satisfied when he
saw that her legs were bare, and
that the sleeveless blouse left her
arms uncovered. He grasped her
bare elbow, then slipped an arm
round her waist, kissed her cheek,
and said with assumed solemnity,
“My dear, may I present your first
guests? John and Mary Rymington
from Nakuru. John and Mary, this
is my lovely wife.”

They strolled across the veran-
dah into the living room. Cutlack
approached the table in the corner.
“What's your tipple? What will you
have, Mary?

“Something ice-cold and lion-
strong.”

“Martini?”

“That would be just right.”

“Same for you, John?”

“Scotch and soda for me,” said
John Rymington.

“Damn,” said Cutlack, looking at
the bottles. “Believe it or not there’s
no scotch here. I could have sworn
I brought some out. Dearest,” he
said, taking his key ring from his
pocket, “could you slip over to the
hut and get some scotch while I
mix this martini?”

“Make one for me, too,” she said
as she took the keys. She skipped
down the verandah steps into the
dusk, across the yard, toward the
hut, singing as shewent.

Cutlack heard her feet tattling
across the yard. Must be calm now,
he  thought. Mustn’t show any
signs. Will she scream or just totter
back and say she’s been bitten? Or
will the wretched thing miss her?
Must be calm. A steady hand and
steady voice. “How dry do you like
it, Mary?”

“Dry asyou can make it.”

“One to five.”

“That’s fine—but ice-cold.”

The scream split the dusk.

Then a cry. “Henry!”

“What's that?” said Cutlack
sharply, interrupting his pouring.

- Cutlack put down the gin bottle
and ran outside. “What is it?” he
shouted.

“Come here—quickly!”

I should have been an actor, he
thought as he ran across the yard.
He felt elated by his performance.
The Rymingtons were running
after him. His wife stood in the
doorway of the hut clutching her



50 DEATH IN KENYA

right shoulder with her left hand.

“What’s wrong dear?”

“A snake,” she whispered. “It
bit me.”

The cobra reared on the concrete
floor of the hut. It seemed to pul-
sate in the irregular glow of the
single lamp that was fed by the
pulsing household generator.

Cutlack said sharply, “Mary, get
her indoors. Snake-bite kit’s in the
refrigerator. John, get my shotgun.
It’s in the study.” Then he slammed
shut the door, stood with his back
to it and looked up at the first stars.

He was breathing deeply, feeling
calm and slightly majestic. Beyond
the house the dark valley was
lanced by light as more guests ap-
proached. He would have to put
on an act for them, too, but he
could do it. He knew he could.
“Oh, you're clever, yes, you are,”
he whispered to himself.

Rymington ran across the yard,
loading the gun as he came. He
thrust it at Cutlack, then asked,
“Would you like me to shoot?”

“No. I want to do this.” Cutlack
lowered himself on one knee.
“Open the door and stand back,”
he ordered.

Rymington put his hand to the
door handle. Cutlack was think-
ing: at any moment now she will
discover there’s no snake-bite se-
rum. “Push that door open,” he
said sharply.

Rymington pushed and jumped
back. The door swung open. Cut-
lack took a careful aim, and blew

the cobra in half with one barrel.
It was then that he felt the blow
on the side of his neck. It was like
being struck lightly with acane.

He turned his body and saw a
gleaming black head swaying away
from him in the waist-high grass
beside the wall of the hut.

All the guests had arrived and
were standing silently in the late
Henry Cutlack’s living room. “And
that was that,” Rymington said to
the group of farmers. “The female
cobra had got locked in the store,
and the male was waiting outside.
I suppose poor old Cutlack was so
dazed by shock that he must have
forgotten about that.”

“About what ?”

“That a female cobra always at-
tracts a male—even through nine
inches of brick.”

One of the farmers’ wives said
sadly, “And you could see they
were going to be such a happy cou-
ple.”
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Another one-page riddle story—and again fairplay plus . - .

FAIR GAME
by JUAN PAGE

I HAD BEEN RASH OF HER TO GO WHERE SHE HAD GONE UNESCORTED AND
][ unprotected. What had started on impulse as a hare-brained but
possibly profitable adventure had turned into a panic-stricken flight.
The minions of the old man were after her, brutal, beast-faced, grinning,
the pale pair of them moving silently and obliquely, countering each
desperate move she made to escape.

They worked perfectly together, tireless and efficient, and at no time
did a word pass between them; even at the end they gave no sound of
triumph. Their quarry too was mute: she uttered no cry of defiance,
entreaty, or despair. She fled without hope, and they followed without
mercy in a stillness that was somehow inhuman,

Once a small dark man tried to help her, but he was despatched before
he was even in position to fight. Once she took refuge behind a friendly
clergyman, but again her pursuers, no respecters of person, brushed him
aside and resumed their implacable chase. The old man was determined
to have her, and have her he would.

As the crowd thinned out, there was less and less chance for her to
get away. Then the nearer man dodged backward and to the side, and
his companion slanted in behind her, and she was forced to move quick-
ly to prevent immediate capture.

But time was running out, and in the end she was driven into a
corner, and the two pale men, the expressions on their grotesque animal
faces unchanged, moved in for the kill.

It was over in a moment.

CHALLENGE To THE READER: Can you identify the actors in this little
melodrama? If not, please turn to page 117 to check your conclusions.

rQI
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& new story by

JULIAN SYMONS

AUTHOR:
TITLE: Strolling in the Square One Day
8
: TYPE: Detective Story
: DETECTIVE: Francis Quarles
- LOCALE: London
)
R TIME: The Present
]
& COMMENTS:  Have you ever had your picture taken on
: the street by a “candid cameraman’?
: Did you know it could be dangerous?
9 Well, this story will tell you what
everycitizen should know . . .

RANCIS QUARLES WALKED ACROSS
F Trafalgar Square on a clear
blustery November day. Wind blew
the fountains’ spray toward him,
slightly wetting his suede shoes.
Round his feet pigeons cooed and
strutted. A small girl stood with
arms outstretched holding food, un-
able to contain her laughter as the
birds scrambled over her hands,
shoulders, and head.

As Quarles watched, smiling be-
nevolently, a pigeon jumped onto
his own head. He stood in the
Square, a big man wrapped in a
teddy-bear overcoat, leaning on his
walking stick, a pigeon perched on
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his head. A photographer clicked
his camera.

“Very nice, sir. Three for five
shillings, post-card site. I'll just take
another to make sure.”

Quarles waved his hand dismis-
sively, shook off the pigeon, and
walked away. Two minutes later he
was in the lift going up to his office
in Soames Buildings, overlooking
the Square. He went in from the

corridor entrance and pressed down
the switch for Molly Player. She

.came in.

“We have a visitor,” Molly an-
nounced. “Wants to see you, ur-
gent, won’t give her name.”
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“What sort of woman?”

“Late thirties, I should say. Ele-
gant. You'll like her.” Molly made a
face. “Class. Money. Doesn’t know
I exist. Looks familiar, somehow,
but it may be just that air of breed-
ing.”

It was possible to tell a good deal
about a woman’s education and
background, Francis Quarles - be-
lieved, by such small things as the
way she sat in a chair. The woman
who now sat opposite his desk
seemed perfectly at ease. The light
from the bit window that faced her
showed smoothly classical features,
a litde inexpressive perhaps, but
that might have been the result, of
her deliberate self-contained calm.

She wore a plain blue suit, severe
and simple. Yet the impression she
produced was, curiously, one of
controlled passion. An intelligent
woman, Quarles concluded, and po-
tentially a dangerous one.

He offered her a cigarette. She
took it and inhaled deeply.

“Mr. Quarles? I have heard that
you are the sort of man who does-
n't betray a confidence.” He merely
nodded. “My name is Lesley River-
side.”

“Of course. Silly of me.”

Lord Riverside was Under Secre-
tary to the Ministry of Home Secur-
ity. He had married, about ten years
ago, a woman much younger than
himself, the beautiful Lesley Stone-
ham, who had had a reputation for
gaiety and wildness. Her name had
been linked with those of half a

dozen young men, but all that, as far
as Quarles knew, was in the past.

“Mr. Quarles,” she said with
faultless composure, “I have been
very stupid. I want you to get back
a photograph for me—a photograph
showing me with a man. It is a per-
fectly innocent photograph. It was
taken out therein the Square.”

“In Trafalgar Square?”

“Yes. We were standing under
one of the Landseer lions. This little
photographer came up to us, clicked
his camera, and said that he had
taken a snap. We told him that we
didn’t want it.” She added in her
even voice, “We should have
smashed his camera.”

“Nothing else happened?
took no second photograph?”

“No. I want the negative of that
photograph back, Mr. Quarles.”

He met her gaze with one as
steady as her own. “Why?”

“It is embarrassing,” she said, but
she showed no embarrassment.
“Quite a long while ago I had an
affair with a man named Tony
Hartman. George—my husband—
knew about it. I had to promise
never to see Tony Hartman again.
George is a jealous man—I might
even say, pathologically jealous. He
said that if I ever met Tony again
he’d—"

ics 1

“George said he would kill him.”

“And the man with you in the
Square—"

She said coolly, “Yes. The man
with me was Tony Hartman.”

He
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“You say this photograph was
taken a week ago. It may have been
destroyed by now. What makes you
think you’re in any trouble?”

“This came today.”

Quarles read the letter she pushed
across the desk. It said: “You and
your friend make a lovely pair. A
certain person would be interested.
Send /20 in ones to James John-
son, c/o Charing Cross Road Post
Office.”

“Are you going to pay it?”
Quarles asked.

“Certainly not. That's why I've
come to you.”

“All right,” Quarles said, al-
though he thought it was far from
all right. “But this will cost you
money.”

She wrinkled her nose distaste-
fully. “As long as it is understood
that I am buying it. You can go up
to fifty pounds.”

“That’s not very high.”

“I have no intention of being
blackmailed for a large sum of
money, Mr. Quarles. I might go to
seventy-five.”

“Tell me what you can remember
about the man who took the photo-
graph.”

“He was a small man, rather
grubby, fair hair, brown suit, very
fancy suede shoes, a bad squint in
his left eye.”

Quarles was glad that his own
suede shoes were under the desk.
“You're very observant, Lady Riv-
erside. Did you notice whether he
was wearing a badge?”

IN THE SQUARE ONE DAY

“A badge? No, I'm sure I should
have noticed it. Is there anything
else you want to know?”

“I don’t think so. I'll report to
you when I have some news.”

“By telephone, please, between
ten and eleven o'clock each morn-
ing. I shall answer the telephone
then.”

She did not extend her hand as
she got up to go. Quarles watched
her from his window as she crossed
the Square, unhurried and unruffed
and waited for a taxi. Molly came in
and stood beside him.

“What was she like?”

“An intelligent icicle. She says
she’s being blackmailed.”

“And is she?”

“That’'s what I'm going to find
out.”

Trafalgar Square is one of the
three or four places in central Lon-
don (Westminster Abbey and the
Tower of London are two of the
others) where street photographers
cluster, cameras ready, to snap gap-
ing Americans, innocent Europeans,
and those up from the provinces to
see the sights of London. Some of
the photographers are licensed by
the L.C.C. and wear badges to say
so, but others operate independently
and without permission.

Quarles’s guess that the man he
was after would prove to be an inde-
pendent operator was proved cor-
rect. Two of the official photogra-
phers recognized Lady Riverside’s
description as that of a man named
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Joe James, and one of them, who
knew Quarles, was able to give him
James’s address.

“You want to be careful with Joe
James, -Mr. Quarles. What do you
want him for?”

“It might be blackmail. Would he
be up to that?”

“He’d be up to anything. He only
uses this camera pitch as a come-on
for mugs. I wouldn’t trust him fur-
ther than I could throw him.”

The address Quarles had been
given was in Fendy Street, near
Paddington Station. Fendy Street
proved to be a cul-de-sac of con-
demned, or at least eminently con-
demnable, Victorian houses. Chil-
dren played in the gutters while
their older brothers and sisters,
drainpiped and lipsticked, lounged
against the walls. The eyes that fol-
lowed Quarles’s bulky figure as he
walked down the street wearing his
teddy-bear overcoat, carrying his
loaded stick, were definitely hostile.

The number that Quarles had
been given was 22. There were five
bells outside the house. Quarles
pressed it. Nothing happened.

A small greasy-haired girl in a
soiled red frock, her face angelic
beneath layers of dirt and dust, said,
“They don’t work, mister. Who
d’yer want?”

“Joe James.”

“He’ll be at the Black Horse
round the corner. Least, he usually
is, this time of day.”

“Thank you.” She stared at him
as though he were speaking an un-

IN THE SQUARE ONE DAY 55

known language, and looked unbe-
lievingly at the shilling he gave her.

Saloon or Public, Quarles won-
dered, and pushed open the Saloon
bar door. A couple of minutes later
an unobtrusive man wearing a gray
trilby hat and a threadbare gray
suit, who had tailed Quarles from
his office, followed him in.

Quarles recognized Joe James im-
mediately. The photographer leaned
against the bar with a glass of beer
in front of him. Quarles tapped him
on the shoulder.

“Mr. James?”

The squint was very marked.
“Who wants him?”

“Or Mr. James Johnson, if you
like that better.” Quarles added
mildly, “It’s a mistake to use your
own initials, or part of your real
name, when you're sending letters
like that. Let’s talk, shall we?”

Joe James was less shaken than
Quarles had expected him to be.
James led the way to a table in the
corner. “Have you brought the
money?”

“No.”

“Then you can get out. Who are
you, anyway? How'd you find
me?”

“My name is Quarles. I'm a pri-
vate detective, and I've got friends
who know you. Blackmail is a seri-
ous offense.”

“Don’t give me that. She’d never
dare.”

“Why not?”

One eye looked at Quarles. The
other stared fixedly at the door,
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“You don’t know much, do you?
She’s sent a boy to do a man’s job.”

“My client wants the negative of
that photograph.”

“She’s got a hope. When I spotted
her photo in a picture paper the oth-
er day—at my dentist’s it was—I
said to myself, Joe boy, you're fixed
for life. Don’t kill the goose that’s
going to lay the golden eggs, 1
said. A nice steady twenty pounds
a month I reckon it’s worth. She
can afford it, and that’s what she’s
going to pay.”

“It's not worth it.”

The squinting eye roved wildly.
“Let her go to the police, then.”

“Let meseea printof it.”

“Look.” Joe James's forefinger
jabbed at Quarles’s chest. “You're
not seeing anything. She knows
what picture I took, and she knows
I've only got to send it to a certain
party and she’'dbe—"

“Yes,” Quarles said, as Joe James
stopped suddenly. “What would
happen?”

The little man smacked down his
glass on the table. His voice was low
but intense. “I don’t believe you
know what it’s all about. You just
go back and tell her to pack up
that money and send it like I said.
And if you know what’s good for
you, get out of here.”

“I'm here to buy the negative.
Thirty pounds for it.”

“Don’t make me laugh.”

“Fifty.”

“Not for sale.”

“A hundred.”
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It was a cold day, but the little
man’s brow was thick with sweat.
He did not answer.

“Five hundred pounds,” Quarles
said softly. “Suppose I offered you
five hundred pounds for the nega-
tive. Should I get it then, Joe?”

“Get out.” Joe James’s hand
moved downward. The empty glass
he was holding broke on the table
edge, and he raised the jagged frag-
ment menacingly. Quarles brought
up his walking stick and sent the
fragment of glass flying. In the
hubbub that ensued he left quietly.
He did not notice the man in the
gray trilby hat and the threadbare
gray suit, who stayed on, nursing
his half pint of bitter.

On the following morning, just
after ten o’clock, Quarles picked up
the telephone. The voice at the other
end said, “Yes?”

“Lady Riverside? This is Francis
Quarles.”

“Oh, yes.” The voice became one
degree colder. “I won’t require your
services any further, Mr. Quarles,
If you send in your bill I will see
that you receive a check.”

Whatever Quarles had expected,
it was not this. “But my report—"

“Is of no interest to me. The mat-
ter has been settled.”

The line was disconnected.
Quarles stared at the telephone.

“I was listening,” Molly Player
said when he went to the outer of-
fice. Not without malice she added,
“Her ladyship doesn’t soil her hands
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with the lower orders more than is
necessary. Where are you going?”

Quarles’s face was dark with an-
ger. “Back to Fendy Street.”

He went out into a London
which today was yellow with fog—
a fog so palpable that a knife could
slice it. The photographers were
gone from the Square, buses
crawled, even the pigeons were
muted.

When Quarles reached Fendy
Street it was empty and silent. Even
the teenagers and the children had
disappeared. He went to the door of
Number 22, ignored the bells, and
plied the knocker heavily.

The door was opened by the little
girl to whom he had given the
shilling. Her frock looked a little
dirtier, her hair a little greasier, than
they had done the day before.

“Oh, it’s you. Joe James ain’t in.”

Quarles looked at his watch. “It’s
too early for the pub.”

“That’s right. ’E ain’t out either.
What I mean is, there’s his milk. ’E
always takes it upstairs for his tea.
What I mean is,” she said trium-
phantly, “’e ain’t ’ere.”

“Pll just take up the milk and
make sure. He’s first floor, isn't
he?”

“Second.” This time she accepted
the shilling as a matter of course.

Quarles took up the half pint of
milk to the second floor and
knocked. There was no reply. He
turned the door handle, and the
door opened. The room was full of
fog. Joe James lay on the floor in his

pajamas, his tongue hanging out of
a discolored face. The cord pulled
round his neck was so tight that it
had cut into his skin.

Quarles did not touch the body,
but he examined the room. It was
full of fog because the window had
been left wide open. He crossed
over to it, looked out, and saw to
one side and below the flat roof of
an extension. It would have been
easy enough for any moderately ac-
tive man to climb up on to that roof
and thence to this window.

The room was in utter disorder,
with the contents of drawers strewn
on the floor and the bedding cut to
ribbons. Empty gin and whiskey
bottles lined the walls. In one cor-
ner stood a metal filing cabinet, its
drawers gaping.

Quarles carefully went through
the notes and photographs inside,
and saw without surprise that at
least half a dozen people would
have had good reason for wanting
Joe James dead. The little man had
not confined his photography to the
streets. But Quarles found no pho-
tograph or negative relating to Lady
Riverside.

The papers from the dead man’s
wallet were scattered on the floor.
Among them was a clipping from a
newspaper five days old, headed
EXPULSION OF IRON CUR-
TAIN DIPLOMAT. CHARGE
OF SPYING. The story went on to
say that a particular Iron Curtain
country had been notified that the
British Government had informa-
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tion to the effect that Max Nafescu,
a Third Secretary in the Embassy,
had been engaged in espionage ac-
tivities, and that his presence in this
country was no longer acceptable.
The Embassy had protested strong-
ly, but Nafescu had been sent home.
There was a photograph of him,
smiling and looking engagingly
boyish, and another photograph
which showed him, coat collar up,
boarding an airplane.

Quarles read and reread this clip-
ping, and then put it in his pocket.

It took him more than an hour to
%ct back to Trafalgar Square in the
'og. He telephoned Lady Riverside,
and spoke to a manservant who
asked his name, went away, and re-
turned.

“Lady Riverside is not at home.”

“I think you’re mistaken. Tell her
that it is in connection with a friend
in—" and Quarles named the Iron
Curtain country.

“But, sir—="

“Just tell her that. I'll hold on.”

It was just a minute later when
he heard her icy voice. “Mr.
Quarles? I haven’t the least idea
what you're talking about.”

“Joe James is dead.”

“I have never heard the name.”

“And I am talking about Max
Nafescu.”

There was a silence. Then she
said, “What do you want?”

“To see you. Teday.”

“It is inconvenient. I have a din-
ner party this evening.”

“It won’t take more than a few
minutes.”

“Very well. Come here at seven
o’clock.”

The house was in Kensington
Square, tall, narrow, and elegant.
He was shown into a first-floor
drawing room, which had French
windows leading out to a balcony.
Quarles walked over to these win-
dows, parted the curtains, and stared
out at the fog. When he turned she
was standing in the doorway, and
she had spoken his name. She wore
a dark blue dress that reached the
ground, and there was a blaze of
diamonds at her throat. Her cheeks
were flushed. She was one of the
most beautiful women he had ever
seen.

“Mr. Quarles, I owe you an apol-
ogy. I should have explained to you
this morning why I wanted no fur-
ther investigation made. I was un-
necessarily brusque. Forgive me.”

He said nothing.

“Last night I spoke to my hus-
band. I told him about Tony Hart-
man, about the photograph. I told
him that whatever had been be-
tween us was over. I had misjudged
my husband. He forgave me, he un-
derstood. We could afford to laugh
at this petty blackmailer. You see?”

“It won’t do,” Quarles said.
“You're very good, but it won’t do.
You're not worried about Tony
Hartman, and you haven’t told
your husband anything. You're war-
ried about a charge of treason, Lady
Riverside.”
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She walked across to the mantel
and put her bare arm on it. “That
is ridiculous.”

“Let me tell you a story—the story
of a beautiful woman who liked ex-
citement, and was bored with her
life. Somehow—at a party, a recep-
tion—she met a handsome young
man, Third Secretary in an Em-
bassy. Was there a love affair be-
tween them? Possibly, but it wasn’t
important. The important thing
was that her husband was in the
Government, and she was in a posi-
tion to pass on secrets. Perhaps at
first she did it as a kind of lark, a
kind of adventure. Later it became
more than that.

“They met in, of all places, Tra-
falgar Square. But after all, why
not? It is crowded—the people are
preoccupied with the birds, the
fountains, each other. It was bad
luck that a photographer took a
snap of them together. But still, this
wasn’t important—it became impor-
tant only when the Third Secretary
was accused of espionage, had to
leave the country, and the photog-
rapher saw the story in the paper.
And from then on the bad luck
piled up.

“The photographer saw a picture
of her in a glossy magazine, and he
remembered the two who had been
so insistent that they didn’t want to
be photographed. He realized that
this photograph was worth a lot of
money. By a further piece of bad
luck, he was a petty blackmailer. So
he wrote a blackmail note.
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“And what was our society host-
ess to do now? I can tell you what
she did.” Quarles’s dark eyes were
angry. She did not meet his gaze.
“She went to a private detective and
told him a cock-and-bull story
which he partly believed. She want-
ed him to find the photographer,
that was all. She told somebody at
the Embassy, and they had the pri-
vate detective followed. He found
the photographer for them. Then
they killed him, and searched for
the negative.”

“I didn’t want—" she began, and
stopped. Then she said defiantly,
“You have no proof.”

“They didn’t find the negative,
did they?”

She stared. “You mean
you've found it?”

“It is in a safe place.”

“What do you want for it?” Her
composure had broken at last. She
came over and clutched at his coat.
“How much?”

“It is not for sale.”

“Idon’t understand.”

He disengaged her hands from
his coat. “You can’t understand, can
you, that some things are not for
sale?”

“But—but what do you want?”

“I shall deliver the negative to the
proper place tomorrow morning.
Unless circumstances make it un-
necessary.”

Her whole body seemed to sag
for a moment, then she was all ice
and iron again. “I think I under-
stand now.”

that
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“Scandal is always undesirable.
And I should say this: if anything
happens to me, it will not help you.”

In a low voice she said, “Nothing
will happen. I've done with all
that.”

He left her staring into the look-
ing glass over the mantel. He let
himself out of the house and
walked into the fog. His footsteps
on the pavement were muffled, as
though he were walking in cotton-
wool.

On the next day the fog had lift-
ed. A watery sun shone from a
pale-blue sky. Molly had the paper
ready for him when he entered the
office.

“Isn’t it terrible about Lady River-
side?” Quarles raised his eyebrows.
“She went out for a walk last night
—had a bad headache after a dinner
party—and stepped right in front of
a passing car. She was killed at
once.”

“It was the end she chose,”
Quarles said. He told the story to
Molly, who listened spellbound.

“She was really selling secrets?”

“Giving them away, I guess—just
for the thrill of it. She was that sort
of woman,” Quarles said.

Molly bit one of her fingernails.
“There’s one thing I don’t see. How
did you get hold of the negative?”

“I didn’t,” Quarles said. “There
wasn’t any negative. I knew that
when she first came here and told
me that the photographer had
clicked his camera just once. These

street photographers never take a
film on speculation that way—they
simply click the camera once to stop
you, then go into their sales talk,
and if you want a photograph, then
they really take one. James didn't
have a picture to sell—he was bluff-
ing, as I found out when I offered
him five hundred pounds for the
negative. I was bluffing too—but I
had more luck.”

“She was a beautiful woman,” he
added, and sighed. “And intelligent
too. But not ,quite intelligent
enough.”
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BRING THE KILLER TO JUSTICE
by ROSS MACDONALD

(continued from page 32)

The door opened on a shallow stair-
case lined with shelves. I stumbled
down the steps to a second door. Its
opening edge struck softly against a
pair of hind quarters.

These belonged to a heavy old man
wearing a blue business suit and a
wide-brimmed white hat. His eyes
peered at me from deep nests of sun-
wrinkles. They held the confident va-
cancy that comes from the long exer-
cise of other people’s power.

“Where do you think yeu're go-
ing?”

“Coming in.”

“You’re not invited. This is an offi-
cial investigation. I'm the Sheriff of
this county, in case you don’t know
it.”

“I know it now, Sheriff.”

I looked past him into the green-
house. In the central aisle, between
rows of massed cymbidiums, Mildred
and Zinnie and Grantland were
grouped around the body, which lay
ace up. Jerry’s face was covered with
a gray silk handkerchief.

Zinnie’s mouth worked stiffly. “Let
him come in if he wants to, Ostie.
Judging by what’s been done so far, we
can use all the help we can get.”

The Sheriff flushed angrily, but he
stood aside to let me enter. Which re-
minded me that Zinnie had just fallen
heir to the Hellman ranch—and the
power that went with it.

‘Okay,” he said to me, “so you
want to be a help. Take a look at this.”

The Sheriff raised the lid of a black
steel box which stood on a workbench
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beside the door. He lifted out a piece
of shingle to which a medium-caliber
revolver was tied with twine.

“Mrs. Hellman, Mrs. Mildred Hell-
man, said you had some trouble with
her husband this morning. Did he pull
this gun on you?”

“No. He had no gun that I saw. I
take it this is the gun that killed Jerry
Hellman.”

“You take it correct, mister. The
doctor found it right beside the body.
Two shells fired, two holes in the
man’s back. The doctor says he died
instantly—that right, Doc?”

“Within a few seconds, I'd say.”
Grantland moved around the body
toward us, cool and professional.
“There was almost no external bleed-
ing. My guess is that one of the bullets
pierced his heart and stopped it.”

“Did you discover the body?” 1
said.

“I did, as a matter of fact.”

“I'm interested in matters of fact.
What brought you out to the green-
house?”

“The shots, of course.”

“You heard them?”

“Very distinctly. I was on the way
out to my car, with some things of
Martha’s. I heard the two. reports, in
rapid succession. I came right in here,
too late to catch Carl, unfortunately.”

“Did you see him?”

‘No. He went out the back door,
just before I came in the front. I heard
Lis footsteps, running, and I thought
of chasing him. But my first concern
was with the wounded man.”
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Zinnie said wearily, “Ostie? Do we
have to go through all this again? I'm
very anxious to get Martha out of
here. God knows what this is doing to
her.”

Grantland nodded in solemn agree- _
ment. “Mrs. Hellman has asked me to
drive her daughter and her housekeep-
er into Purissima. In addition to which,
I have office visits scheduled.”

“Sure, Doc,” Ostervelt said. “You
go ahead. Thanks for your coopera-
tion.”

Grantland went out the front door.
The two women followed more slowly.
They walked with their arms around
each other, down the funereal aisle be-
tween the rows of flowers, bronze and
green and blood-red. Their faces were
sistered by shock.

“A terrible thing,” the Sheriff said,

wagging his head. “Brother against
brother. I was close to that one there.
I feel for him like he was my own
son.”

His eyes were cold and watchful,
and I distrusted his old-man’s senti-
mentality.

“Where were you when the shoot-
ing occurred?”

“Out in the groves, tracking the
brother. He was travelling in circles,
closing in for the kill.”

“You'resure about that?”

“You’re damn right I'm sure.” He
seemed touchy about his professional
competence, and he went on rather
incoherently, “It’s no fault of mine I
couldn’t protect him. It’s a big place—
four of my men are still out there.
You want to make something out of
ie?”

“Nota thing, Sheriff.”

The back door of the greenhouse
opened and Carmichael came in with

another man. The Deputy’s blouse was
dark with sweat and he was breath-
ing deeply. The other man was a
Japanese of indeterminate age. When
he saw the dead man on the floor, he
stood still, with his head bowed, and
took off his frayed straw hat.

Carmichael sat on his heels and lift-
ed the handkerchief over the dead
man’s face. His breath came out.

“Take a good long look,” the Sher-
iff said. “You were supposed to be
guarding this house.”

Carmichael stood up, his mouth
tight. “I did my best.”

“Then I'd hate like merry hell to
see your worst. Where you been?”

“Trying to run down Hellman. I
lost him in the creekbed. He must have
circled around and come back here. I
ran into Sam Yogano back of the
bunkhouse and he told me he heard
shots.”

“You heard them?” Ostervelt said
to the Japanese.

“Yessir. Two shots.”
a mouthy old-country accent,
some trouble with his esses.

“Where were you when you heard
them?”

“Bunkhouse.”

“But you didn’t come and look in
the greenhouse?”

“Nosir.” Yogano held out his hands,
parallel and close together, as if to
measure off the narrow limits of his
knowledge. “I hear two shots. I hear
shots every day. I see guns all morn-
ing. Shootm ?1 uail, maybe?”

“All right,” the Sheriff said hcav1ly
“Let’s get back to this morning.” He
moved to the workbench and picked
up the shingle with the revolver at-
tached to it. “Is this the gun Mr. Carl
was carrying?”

Yogano had
and
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“Yessir. 1 think so.”

“Did he pull it on you?”

“No sir.”-

“How’d you happen to seeit?”

“He had it in his hand. Stuck it in
the top of his pants when he saw me.”

“Did you talk to him?”

“He said, hello, Sam, glad to see
you. I said, hello, boss.”

“Did you ask him where he got the
gun, what he was doing with it?”

“I didn’t ask him nothing. It was
his gun, none of my business.”

“What do you mean, it was his

un?”

“It was his gun,” Yogano repeated
stolidly. “His father gave it to him
long time ago. Mr. Carl used to shoot
at targets in the gully. I used to load
for him.”

“Load this gun?”

“Looks like it.” Yogano bent over
the gun, examinging it minutely. “Yes-
sir, same gun.”

“Why didn’t you tell me all this be-
fore?”

“You didn’task me.”

Ostervelt looked up at the glass roof
as if to seek help and comfort in his
deep tribulations. The only apparent
result was the arrival of the Deputy
Coroner, the Sheriff's photographer,
and a civilian carrying a fingerprinting
kit. They took over the greenhouse.

I went back through the kitchen and
found Zinnie in the living room. The
pain she’d just been through, or some-
thing else, had erased a certain crud-
ity in her good looks and left them
pretty dazzling. I hoped the “some-
thing else” wasn’t the thought of five
million dollars shining in her head.

“Where’s Mildred ?”

“I got her to lie down for a bit.
She’s worn ragged.”

“You're not.”

“Thank you, sir.”

She disposed herself on a white
bouclé oblong, shoulders and head
back, one knee drawn up, breasw sharp
as the mountains of the moon, The
careful pose made me wonder what
her background had been.

She caught my look of inquiry, and
misinterpreted it. “You want to know
about that scene on the front porch,
no doubt. It didn’t mean as much as
you might think. Dr. Grantland is an

‘old friend of the family, and inci-

dentally my personal doctor. Naturally
I turned to him in a crisis. You'd
think even Jerry would understand
that. But he’s always been irrationally
jealous. I was a model before I mar-
ried Jerry, but he was so possessive,
I couldn’t even have my picture taken.
I couldn’t even look at a man for five
years.”

“You can now.”

“I’'m not interested in men.”

“You’re young to retire.”

“All right.” She rearranged her
limbs for optimum effect. She had
such good bones; her skelton would
have been an ornament in any closet.
“I don’t have to be frank with you, but
I will be. I've been—well, fond of
Charlie Grantland in my time. We
had a little thing, nothing serious. It
certainly doesn’t mean I shot my hus-
band. I'm not even glad he’s dead.”
She sounded slightly surprised.

“That’s big of you.”

“It happens to be true. I felt sorry
for the poor joe when he was lying
there. It wasn’t his fault he didn’
have it—anyway, I had nothing to do
with his death. We know who did.”

‘lDo wc‘,’

“It’s obvious enough. Carl had the
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gun. He came out here to kill Jerry.
That old fool of a Sheriff couldn’t
stop him.”

“That’s your version. I'd kind -of
like to hear his, before we judge him
guilty and execute him.”

“Who said anything about execut-
ing him? They don’t execute crazy
people. They simply put them away.
Look what happened last time.”

“What did happen last time?”

Zinnie forgot her pose. Her face
went slack for an instant. She put the
back of her hand to her mouth. Over
it her green eyes narrowed watchfully.

“Did Carl murder his father?” I
said bluntly. “Is that what you’re try-
ing to tell me?”

“I'm not telling you anything,” she
said behind her hand. “Not a thing. I
don’t know why you came here.
What’s in it for you? Mildred can’t
afford to pay you much.”

“You can.”

“I see.” She rose in a singlc abrupt
movement. “I thought we’d be getting
around to the subject of money. Very
well. How much will you take to
leave here, to lose yourself?”

“From you, not a cent.”

She missed my point again. Zinnie
wasn’t stupid, but her looks had made
it unnecessary for her to develop her
brains. She let her eyes take on a melt-
ing-iceberg look.

“That’s better. We could get along.”

“Charlie wouldn’t like it.”

“He doesn’t own me. You’re nice. I
can be zery nice.”

She came close, resting her hands
on my shoulders, easing her body for-
ward until it rested lightly against
mine. She moved in small intricate
ways.

I wanted o part of her, and I let it

show. She exploded against me, hiss-
ing like an angry cat, then flung her-
self onto her white bouclé oblong.
Footsteps whispered on the polished
Boor behind me. It was Mildred.

“What on earth’s the matter?” Mil-
dred asked.

Zinnie yelled in a glaring fury,
“You're the matter, you little sneak!”
“I don’t know what you mean.”

“I mean this. Get out of my house.
Take your bully boy along with you.
And keep your psycho husband away
from me, or by God I'll have him shot
down like a dog.”

“You wouldn’t, Zinnie.”

“Wouldn't I?”

Except for her red lips and wide
green eyes, Zinnie’s face was carved
with chalk. I hadn’t expected the
armistice to last.

The driveway was beginning to
look like a parking lot. There were
several additional cars in it, including
mine, a black panel truck with county
markings, and a third patrol car. A
deputy I didn’t know was sitting in
the latter, monitoring a turned-up
radio.

“Attention all units,” its big dehu-
manized voice was saying. “Be on the
lookout for following subject wanted
as suspect in murder which occurred
at Hellman ranch in Buena Vista Val-
ley appraximately one hour ago: Carl
Hellman, white, male, twenty-four,
six-foot-three, two hundred pounds,
blond hair, blue eyes, pale complexion,
wearing blue cotton workshirt and
trousers. Suspect may be armed and is
considered dangerous. When last seen
he was traveling across country on
foot.”

Mildred leaned on the veranda

»
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railing, looking out across the green
countryside as if it was a desert
where nothing grew.

“Where do you plan to go?” I said.

“Home, I guess. I have to see to
Mother.”

“Have you thought of the possibil-
ity that Carl may turn up there?”

“I only hope he does. He’s in terri-
ble danger running away like this. I
tried to tell him that when I saw him.
But he didn’t seem to take me serious-
ly.,’

“Was he disturbed, emotionally dis-
turbed?”

“It's hard to say. I've seen him
much worse.”

“Has he been violent before?”

“Carl wasn’t violent today. He sim-
ply didn’t want me to hold him. He
pushed me away when I tried to take
his—” Mildred bit the sentence off
short.

“His gun, were you going to say?”

“He didn’t have a gun.” But her
eyes were evasive.

“Maybe I'd better make it plain to
you that I'm in your husband’s cor-
ner. I'd like to get to him before the
Sheriff does. Ostervelt seems to have
his mind made up about this case. I
haven’t. I think there should be fur-
ther investigation.”

She gave me a clear cold look. “You
want me to pay you to do it, is that
it?”

“Forget the money for now. Let’s
say I like the old-fashioned idea of
presumption of innocence.”

Her hand rested lightly on my arm.
“You don't believe he shot Jerry,
either.”

“I don’t want to build up your
hopes with nothing to go on. You
heard the shots in the greenhouse?”

“Yes, I heard them.”

“Where were you at the time? And
where were the others?”

“I was in the nursery with Martha.
I think Mrs. Hutchinson was in the
next room. The child seemed to sense
the disaster, and I had a hard time
calming her. I didn’t notice what the
others were doing.”

“Where was Martha’s mother?”

“I don’t know.”

“Ostervelt?”

“I didn’t see him at all until after-
wards. Surely you're not suspicious of
the Sheriff?”

“Im a little suspicious of every-
body. Incidentally, I think you were
lying to me just now. I think Carl had
a gun, and you tried to take it away
from him.”

She hung her head like a child.
“Yes. He had it.”

“His own gun?”

“I belive so. I can’t imagine how he
got hold of it. Dr. Grantland took it
away from him long ago, when he
was depressed.”

“How long ago?”

- “Before Carl was committed.” Her
eyes were wide and dark with possi-
bility. “Does it mean that Carl killed
Jerry after all?”

I had no answer. Instead, I asked
the question that was uppermost in
my mind: “I hate to throw this at you
now, but the idea keeps coming up
that Carl murdered his father. Have
you heard it?”

“YCS.”

“From Carl?”

“Not from Carl, no.”

“Do you believe it?”

“No. I don’t know.” Her voice was
tormented. “It was just after Carl was
hospitalized—the same day. When a
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tragedy cuts across your life, you
don’t know what to believe. The
world actually seemed to fly apart. I
could recognize some of the pieces,
but I couldn’t seem to find any mean-
ing in them. I still can’t.”

“You haven't answered my ques-
tion.”

“I would if I could. I’ve been trying
to explain why I can’t.”

“Who told you this? Grantland?”

“Please don’t make mc talk about
it. The circumstances were so queer
and awful” The thought of them.
whatever they were, pinched her face.
She shuddered in the chill of memory.

The front door of the greenhouse
had opened. The Deputy Coroner
backed out, bent over the handles of a
covered stretcher. Under the canvas
the dead man huddled lumpily. Car-
michael supported the other end. The
two live men and the dead man moved
awkwardly along the flagstone path to
the black panel truck. All three
looked small and transitory against
the sweep of the valley, the mountains
standing in the sunlight.

“I’ve got to get out of here,” Mil-
dred said. “I can’t bear it.”

I offered to drive her back to town,
but she preferred to be by herself. I
watched her old convertible race
down the road and out of sight. Be-
fore the dust had settled, her brother-
in-law followed her in the black coro-
ner’s wagon.

I strolled over and took a look at
my car. Nothing seemed to be missing.
Even the key was in the ignition. As I
was checking the mileage, Carmichael
came up.

“You can take it away if you want.
If the murder rap sticks, there won’t
be any car rap.”

“What do you mean ‘if’? I thought
Hellman was practically inhaling cy-
anide already.”

Carmichael seemed faintly shocked
at the suggestion. “With his mental
history, they’d never gas him.”

“They’'ve gassed crazier ones. I
know it, and you know it.”

“Not from this county. This is a
progressive county.”

“Sure, planes fly over it.”

My needle took. As if to demon-
strate the open-mindedness of his
community, Carmichael said, “He’s
not going to be gassed. I'm sticking
my neck out saying it—"

“Why? He may not be guilty.”

“I'd like to think that. But what I'd
like to think can’t change the facts.
There are two bullet wounds in the
body, two shots fired from the gun—
same gun he had.”

“It takes ballistics evidence to prove
it.”

“Iknow that. We have a pretty good
ballistics technician in town—civilian
named Durkin.”

“When will he do histest firing?”

“Probably tonight. The family
wants it wrapped up in a hurry.”

“The family?”

“The widow.”

“She the new county boss?”

Carmichael looked at me steadily
and quietly. “I can take so much rid-
ing, Archer. Knock it off now, eh?
You’re freelance. 'm not. [ work with
what’s available. So the Hellmans are
the biggest taxpayers around. That
doesn’t mean they get special favors
from me. I know them too well.”

“Did you know the late Senator?”

“For twenty years, off and on. I
wouldn’t say I knew him. I had a
worm’s-eye view of him.”
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“How was that?”

“My dad trained his horses for a
couple of years. It was during the
Depression, and they paid him ranch-
hand wages for skilled work. Dad
bred his own horses in Wyoming be-
fore he lost his ranch. The living
quarters the Senator gave us weren't
fit for pigs.” The memory crossed
Carmichael’'s eyes like a shadow.
“Don’t ask me about the Hellmans,
I'm prejudiced.”

“A lot of people seem to be. Did the
Senator have many enemies?”

“He had his share. He didn’t put
together twenty thousand acres by
making like Santa Claus.” The Dep-
uty gave me a searching look. “What’s
on your mind, exactly?”

“I heard he died under suspicious
circumstances.”

“Some people thought so. I wasn’t
in on the case myself, Ostervelt han-
dled it personally. Far as I know, he
had a heart attack and died in the
bathtub.”

“Is that what the autopsy said?”

“There wasn’t any. The old man
had a heart history. He'd been under
Dr. Grantland’s care practically from
day to day. It was the doctor’s opinion
the Senator died of heart failure. No
autopsy necessary in a case like that.”

“Who said it wasn’t necessary?”

“The family, the Senator’s doctor,
and Ostervelt. Ostervelt is Coroner
too—he wears two hats.”

“What happened to the body?”

“The family had it cremated. I
thought myself they were a little pre-
vious about it, but there was no indi-
cation of foul play. The old man died
in a locked bathroom. They had to
break in to get to him in the morn-

ing.

“Could you show me the bath-
room?”

“Yeah, we can take a quick look if
you want to.”

He led me through the house to a
large rear bedroom. The drawn blinds
and the dust covers on the furniture
gave it a ghostly air. The adjoining
bathroom was lit by a single window
high in the bleak white wall. It looked
too small for a man to get through.
The only other opening, apart from
the door we’d come in by, was the
door of a shallow closet in the opposite
wall. .
Carmichael stood by the six-foot
tub. “The old man was lying in here
when they found him.”

“Who found him?”

“Carl and Jerry, I believe. Appar-
ently he took a bath before he went to
bed every night. They didn’t find him
till morning, and then they had to
take the door off its hinges.”

I examined the door. It was solid
oak, three inches thick. The lock was
heavy, of the old-fashioned sort that
had to be turned with a four-inch
key. The key was in the keyhole.

I turned it back and forth several
times, then pulled it out and looked at
it. Either the Senator had died alone,
or I had a locked-room mystery to go
with the other mysteries in the house.
Not an insoluble locked-room mys-
tery, though. When I got down on my
knees and tried it, the key slid under
the door with room to spare.

I'looked up at Carmichael. “Was the
key in the lock when they found
him?”

“I wasn’t there. Maybe Ostervelt
can tell you.”

We ran into Ostervelt in the front
hallway—ran into him almost liter-
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ally as he came out of the living room.
He looked from Carmichael to me.

“What goes on?”

“We were looking over the Sena-
tor’s bathroom,” Carmichael said.
“You remember the morning they
found him, Chief. Was the key in the
lock?”

“What lock?”

“The lock on the bathroom doot.”

“Who wants to know?”

“Mr. Archer here.”

“You talking official business to
strangers‘again?”

“I thought it was all right. Mr.
Archer is employed by the Hellman
family—"

“The hell he is.” The Sheriff turned
to me, his head and shoulders swing-
ing like an old bull’s. “Mrs. Hellman
said you asked her for money.”

“Zinnie said that?”

“You know who I mean. When she
wouldn’t kick in, you made a pass at
her.”

“Did she rip her dress open at the
neck? They usually rip their dresses
open at the neck.”

“This is no joke, Mister. I could put
you in jail.”

“What are we waiting for? The
suit for false arrest will make my
fortune.”

“Don’t get flip with me. Mrs. Hell-
man wants you out of her house.”
“Are you her official bouncer?”

Ostervelt’s face seemed to swell like
a red balloon. His hand went to his
hip, came up holding his heavy Colt
revolver. He laid it raking and burn-
ing across the side of my head. The
deer-heads on the wall tilted their
noses at me, as I went down.

Before I was back on my feet, Os-
tervelt raised the gun for another
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blow. Carmichael took hold of his
arm and- almost ascended with it. The
old man was strong."

“Get away from me,” he growled in
blind anger. “I'll cut him to pieces.”

“Take it easy, Chief. You want
a lawsuit hung on you?”

“Mrs. Hellman said—"

“I don’t care what she said. Zinnie’s
trying to stir up trouble. It’s all she’s
ever been good for.”

The Sheriff looked over his shoul-
der into the living room. His little
eyes were dirty with dismay.

“Why would she say a thing like
that?”

“She’s an incendiary blonde. They
say things like that. Don’t ask me
why.”

Ostervelt put his gun away and
went out, shaking his head. When the
door had closed behind him, Car-
michael said, “I'm sorry about what
happened. The old boy isn’t up to
handling a case like this. He knows it,
and it makes him mad. He’s getting
a little senile.”

“Worked for him long?”

“Going on ten years, ever since I
got out of the Army. Just for the rec-
ord, I don’t consider that I work for
Ostervelt. My bosses are the people of
this county. I'm trying to give them a
little decent law enforcement for a
change. Fortunately, Ostervelt’s push-
ing retirement age.”

I wondered if Carmichael hoped to
sacceed him. If he did, he could be
vseful to me. But Id have to handle
him carefully. He wasn’t stupid.

His sharp dark glance shifted to the
side of my head. “Did you know that
you've got a torn ear? You should see
a doctor.”

I told him I intended to.
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Dr. Grantland’s office occupied a
pink stucco building on upper Main
Street. The waiting room was full of
new-looking furniture. A fairly new-
looking young woman popped from
behind a bleached mahogany counter
and announced that the doctor was
booked up for the rest of the after-
noon. Perhaps, since I was an emer-
gency case, he could give me a few
minutes if I cared to wait.

I didn’t have to wait long. Grant-
land came out through an inner door,
preceded by an overdressed woman
with frightened eyes. The professional
smile on his face went out like an
electric sign when he saw me. He
waited to speak till his patient had

one.

“What do you want?”

“I need a cut sewn up.” I showed
him my bloody ear.

“Why come to me?”

“You’re a doctor, aren’t you? If
you don’t want to treat me, I can
find another doctor.”

He stood and looked at me, his fists
slowly unclenching. “Come into the
examination room. I don’t do much in
the surgical line, but I suppose I can
fix you up.”

I followed him down a corridor to a
white-walled room gleaming with
stainless steel and chrome. He placed
me on a padded metal table and
turned on a surgical light.

“You get yourself gun-whipped?”

“Slightly. Not every doctor would
know the marks.”

“I interned at Hellywood Receiv-
ing. What happened? Did you run
into Carl Hellman?”

“This time it was Sheriff Ostervelt.
He’s very excitable, too.”

Grantland made no comment. He

went to work cleaning my ear with
swabs dipped in alcohol. It hurt.

“I'm going to have to put in some
clamps. A plastic surgeon could do a
prettier job.”

“What’s your specialty, Doctor?”

“I’m an internist. I still have to pass
my Boards, though.”

“You treated Carl Hellman for an
internal complaint?”

“I treated him for depression. I
tried to get him to see a psychiatrist,
but you can’t force a patient to do
that. I’'ve had some psychiatric orien-
tation, and I gave him as much sup-
port as I could.”

“What causes his depression?”

“It’s a long story. This is hardly
the time or place.” He inserted the last
of the clamps in my ear, and covered
it with an adhesive bandage. “That’s
all I can do for you now. I'll take
these out in three or four days, if
you’re still in town.”

“Or if you are.”

“What en earth is that supposed to
mean?”

I stood up and faced him across the
table. “You saw a revolver in the
Hellman greenhouse today. But you
didn’t mention that it had recently
been in your possession.”

Grantland opened his mouth to
speak, then hesitated. His face tried
several attitudes, finally settled on a
frank and open look.

“I like to be sure of my facts before
I sound off. I suppose it’s my scien-
tific training—"

“Just what are your facts?”

Grantland spread his hands dis-
armingly. “Apparently Carl lifted the
gun out of my desk drawer. It be-
longed to him, you know.”

“Has he been in your office today?”
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“He came here first thing this
morning. He wanted to tell me what
he thought of me for having him
committed.”

“Was he violent?”

“Not with me. His main animus
was against his brother. Naturally I
tried to talk him out of that.”

“Why didn’t you hold on to him?”

“Don’t think I didn’t try to. I
stepped into the dispensary for a min-
ute to get him some thorazine. I
thought it might calm him down.
When I got back to the consulting
room, he was gone.”

“And he took the gun with him?”

“He must have. I didn’t know it at
the time. In fact, I'd forgotten the
gun existed. I didn’t think of it till I
found it beside poor Jerry’s body.
Even then, I couldn’t be sure it was
the same revolver—I'm no expert on
guns. So I waited until I got back
here this afternoon and had a chance
to check the drawer of my desk.
When I found the gun gone, I got in
touch with the Sheriff’s department
right away—much as I hated to do it.”

“Why did you hate to do it?”

“I'm fond of the boy,” Grantland
said. “After all, he was my patient. It
was painful to me, having to provide
the information that proves he’s a
murderer.”

“You think it’s proved, do you?”

“Can you think of any other hy-
pothesis?” Behind his show of emo-
sion, Grantland was watching me like
a chess opponent. “If you can, I'll be
very glad to hear it.”

I could think of one or two, but I
kept them to myself. “What was Carl
Hellman’s revolver doing in your
drawer?”

“I took it away from him seven or

eight months ago. He was depressed,
as I told you, and frankly I was con-
cerned about the possibility of suicide.
I suggested he bring in the gun and
let me keep it for him. I realize now I
should have put it in a safer place.”

“Was it loaded?”

“I’'m afraid so. The fact is, I would
not know how to unload it. When he
brought it in that day, I simply put it
away and forgot about it.”

“You say he was suicidal?”

“He talked that way. It was my
professional duty to take no chances.”

“But you didn’t commit him until
after his father’s death.”

“He didn’t become legally commit-
table till then. It was his father’s
death that knocked him off his base
and into psychosis.”

“It couldn’t have been the other
way around, could it?”

“I don’t follow you.”

“It’s a simple enough idea, Doctor.”

Grantland was silent for a long mo-
ment. His eyes seemed to be looking
through me into the past.

“Did Carl go crazy and kill his
father?” T said.

He answered in a low voice, barely
moving his lips. “I can’t respond to
that question. It has to do with the re-
lationship of doctor and patient.”

“This isn’t a court of law.”

“Then don’t try to cross-examine
me. Now, if you don’t mind, I have
to see to my other patients.”

I didn’t trust Grantland, and I spent
the rest of the afternoon watching his
office from my parked car. Most of the
patients who came and went were
prosperous-looking middle-aged wom-
en, of no particular interest to me. The
one notable exception occurred when T
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was about ready to give up on the
doctor.

Twilight had begun to thicken in
the street, and homing cars passed in a
continuous stream. A red Cadillac
nosed out of the eastbound trafhc,
then parked at the curb in front of
Grantland’s building. A wery thin
young man got out of the driver’s
seat. He looked up and down the
street before he entered the building,
and I caught a glimpse of his face in
the last light.

It gave me the kind of shock you
might get from seeing the ghost of
someone you'd once known. I'd
known him ten years before, when he
was a high school athlete, a big boy,
good-looking, full of fermenting ener-
gy. The face T'd just seen—yellow skin
stretched over skull, smokily lit by
black unfocused eyes—could have be-
longed to that boy’s grandfather. I
knew him, though. It was Tom Rica.

He came out about twenty minutes
later, climbed behind the wheel of his
big car turned right at the first corner
on shuddering tires. I followed him
to the highway, where he turned
south. Beyond the city limits the high-
way snaked up and along brown
bluffs. The sea lay at their foot, like a
reflection of the somber sky, still
tinged by the sun.

Tom Rica drove erratically, slowing
on the straightaways and speeding up
on the curves, using two of the four
lanes. About six miles out of town the
Cadillac’s brake lights blazed. The car
turned in under a red neon sign at the
entrance to a private parking lot.
Buenavista Inn, the sign said. The inn
lay bclow on the hillside, a pueblo af-
fair with a dozen or more stucco cot-
tages staggered along the terraces.

Tom parked among several other
cars, and left his with its lights burn-
ing. I kept the other cars between me
and him. I don’t think he saw me, but
he began to run jerkily toward the
main building. The door opened be-
fore he reached it. A woman in a gold
lamé gown stepped out onto the plat-
form of light projected from the door-
way. Her hair was gold, her face and
shoulders and arms a darker gold.
Even at a distance she gave the im-
pression of shining hardness, as
though she’d preserved the lines of her
body by having it cast in. metal. Her
voice had a metallic carrying quality.

“Tommy!” she called. “Where you
been?”

I couldn’t hear his answer. He tried
to slip past her through the open door.
The action was a sad, knockkneed
parody of the broken-field running
he’d once been so good at. Her flash-
ing body blocked him.

“Did you go to get a cap? Is that
where you went?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know.” His
voice was thin and dry, denatured.

“Answer me,” She shook him. His
sharp, tweed jacket flapped on his
coat-hanger shoulders.

“Lay off me, Maude. I'm warning
you, if you want me to stick around.”

“Where would you go? What
would you do without mer?”

“I’ll be riding high. Hear me?” His
voice rose as his mood swung vielent-
ly upward. “All these years I been
studying the rackets, like an appren-
ticeship, see. I know where you hus-
tlers make your stupid mistakes, and
I’m not making any. I got a racket of
my own now, and it’s safe as houses.”

“Houses with bars on the win-
dows?” She released him and pushed
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him against the frame of the door.
“You stick your neck out again, and I
can’t cover for you.”

“Nobody asked you to. 'mi on my
own. Who needs you?”

“You do, Tom, and you know it.”

He turned his back on her and went
inside. He moved loosely and lightly,
as if he was supported by invisible
strings. Maude noticed the lights of
the Cadlliac, and went to turn them
off. She passed within a few feet of
where I stood in the shadow of a
white-flowering oleander.

I went in after Tom, across the
brightly-lit lobby to another door
which let me into their private quar-
ters. The living room was crowded
with overstuffed furniture in a green
and white jungle design from which
eyes secemed to watch me. The bed-
room, lit by pink-shaded lamps and
upholstered in quilted satin, reminded
me of the inside of a coffin.

Tom was sitting on the edge of the
bed. He had his left shirt-sleeve rolled
up and a hypodermic needle in his
right hand. He was too busy looking
for a vein to notice me. The veins he

had already used and ruined writhed.

black up hisarm from wrist to wasted
biceps. Blue tattoo marks disguised the
scars on his wrists.

I crossed the room and took the
needle away from him. His face slant-
ed up, set in hard wrinkles like a
primitive mask used to conjure evil
spirits. His eyes were black puddles of
misery, but they recognized me.

“If it isn’t Archer. God, man, you’ve
aged.”

“Ten years is a long time.”

“Why not go away and make it
twenty, do-gooder? Only give me my
needle back first.”
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“Not a chance.”

“Come on,” he wheedled. “This
stuff is weak. It don’t even give me a
life.”

“Then you don’t have so far to fall.
Where did you get it?”

“Would I tell you?”

“Maybe you don’t have to. What'’s
this new racket of yours that you
were warbling about? Pushing reefers
to school kids?”

His ego couldn’t stand to be down-
graded. The insult blew it up like a
balloon. “You think I'm interested in
peanuts? Before I'm through, I'll be
buying and selling jerks like you.”

“With Chinese dollars?”

“With good Ameican money. I got
me a piece of the sweetest racket there
is. It’s like an annuity.”

“If blackmail’s the racket you
mean, it’s more like a death warrant.
What have you got on Grantland?”

“Do I look crazy enough to tell
you?”

“You told Carl Hellman.”

He grinned wisely. “Maybe he
thinks I did.”

“What were you trying to do to
Carl?”

“Just stir him up a little. I had to
get out of the ward, and I couldn't
make it alone.”

“Why did you send him to me?”

“Get him off my hands. He was in
my way, and Maude didn’t want him
with us.”

“You must have had a better reason
than that.”

“Sure. I'm another do-gooder.” His
wise grin turned malign. “I heard you
could use the business.”

I stood over him, holding the needle
out of his reach, run through by alter-
nating currents of pity and anger. “If
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I thought you set up that killing to-
day_”

Tom raised his arms in a defensive
gesture. You're way off the beam. I
had nothing to do with it. Anyway,
Carl didn’t shoot his brother. He told
me so himself.”

“Has he been here?”

“Sure he was here. He wanted
Maude to hide him out. She wouldn’t
touch him with gloves on.”

“How long ago was this?”

“A couple of hours, maybe. He took
off for town.”

“He didn’t shoot his brother, you
say?”

“That’s right, he told me that.”

“Did you believe him?”

“I had to.” Tom looked at me dead-
pan. “I did it myself, see—flew over
there by helicopter. In my new super-
sonic helicopter with the synchronized
death-ray gun.”

“Turn off the stardrive, Tom. Tell
me what really happened.”

“Maybe I will, if you give me back
my needle.”

He looked up expectantly at the
bright instrument in my fist and sud-
denly I was sick of the whole busi-
ness. I threw down the needle and
ground its wet fragments under my
heel.

Tom looked at me incredulously.
Fury shook him, too strong for his
damaged nerves to carry. He beat his
sharp knees with his fists and
screeched names at me. In the inter-
vals of his noise I heard other noises
behind me. Maude was coming
through the jungle-colored living
room. A gun gleamed dully blue in
her white hand.

“What did you do to him?”

“Took his needle away.”

She looked at me like a lioness.
“Come out of there, you, and leave my
boy alone.”

She pushed the gun into my breast-
bone. I caught her by the wrist and
twisted it out of her hand. She
leaned on the wall, holding her wrist.
Her golden mask was twisted by pain.

“You’re going to be sorry for this.
Who is he, Tommy?”

“Private eye name of Archer,” he
said dully. “He broke my needle.”

“l was doing him a favor.”

“Do yourself one,” she said. “Get
out of my place if you don’t want to
end up in the county jail.”

“You don’t look like the law.”

“No, but there’s law in my hip
pocket.”

“You mean the Sheriff?”

“Out of here, wisenheimer!”

Her left hand came out stiff, its car-
mine talons pointed at my eyes. It was
more of a threat than an attempt,
Still, it made me despair of our rela-
tionship.

I drove back toward Purissima,
keeping a not very hopeful lookout
for Carl Hellman. Just ouside the city
limits, where the highway dipped
down from the bluffs toward the sea,
I saw red pulsating lights at the road-
side. Other lights were moving far
down the beach.

Most of the cars on the shoulder
were official, but Mildred Hellman’s
old black convertible was among
them. I parked and crossed the road.
At the head of the concrete steps
which zigzagged down the bank,
Mildred was arguing with a highway
patrolman.

“I don’t care if he is your husband,”
he said. “All the more reason why
you should stay away.”
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“I'm not afraid of him. He’ll listen
to me.” Her voice was high, out of
control.

“Listen, Mrs. Hellman, I got my
orders to keep pcople off the-beach.
That includes you.” His light came up
to my face as I approached. “Going
somewhere?”

“Has Carl Hellman been seen
here?”

“Yeah, some people on a beach pic-
nic saw him.”

Mildred turned to me. “Mr. Archer!
Tell him, if they’ll only let me talk to
Carl—"

“But we haven’t got him, ma’am.”
The patrolman’s patience was wearing
thin.

“The radio said you had.”

“They jumped the gun, then. It’s
nearly an hour since he was sighted
here, and we still haven’t picked up
his trail.”

“Where did he go?”

The patrolman pointed along the
shore toward the distant glow of the
waterfront. The lights on the beach
were receding in that direction. Mil-
dred looked ready to cry.

“If you're a friend of hers,” the pa-
trolman said to me, “the best thing
you can do is to take her home.”

Mildred shook her head like a stub-
born child. But when I took her arm
she came along to my car. The long
day of fearful waiting had beaten
her down. She slumped against the
back of the seat, inert as a propped-up
doll.

When I started the engine, she came
tolife again. “I don’t want to go home.
My duty is with my husband.”

I held her with one arm around her
shoulders. “You’re not doing him any
good here. Carl may be on his way to

your house now. He’s looking for
somewhere to hole up.”

Her white face tilted. “How do you
know that?”

“I just came from a place called the
Buenavista Inn. It’s run by a woman
named Maude. Carl’s fellow-escapee,
Tom Rica, is what you might call a
protégé of hers. Carl was there a little
ahead of me.”

“Is Carl mixed up with that wom-
an?”

“He asked her to hide him. She
wouldn’t. You know her?”

“Certainly not, but I've heard of
her. Her place is notorious.”

“What about her boy friend? Did
Carl ever mention Rica to you?”

“I knew they were patients in the
same ward. Carl tried to help him
when he first came in.”

“Would he lie for Carl, do you
think ?”

“I don’t know. Why?”

“Rica said that Carl talked to him
and denied shooting his brother.”

“Really? Carl didn’t do it?”

She was soft and warm and tremu-
lous in the hollow of my arm. I want-
ed to comfort her, tell her it was all a
bad dream. I told her the truth in-
stead.

“Rica’s a heroin addict, and appar-
ently a blackmailer. We can’t put too
much stock in anything he says.”

“Is he trying to blackmail Carl?”

“No. His target seems to be Grant-
land.”

“But what did Dr. Grantland do?”

“That’s the question. Are you abso-
lutely certain Carl had his gun when
you saw him today?”

“He had a gun. I couldn’t swear it
was the same one.” She twisted to-
ward me, her breast soft and urgent
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against me. “You don’t think Dr.
Grantland shot Jerry?”

“It’s a possibility. I can think of a
further possibility—that both of the
deaths in your husband’s family were
part of a long-term plan to gain con-
trol of the ranch.”

“Grantland’s plan?”

“His and Zinnie’s.”

I could feel her breathing quicker
against me. “I'd give anything in the
world if that were true. It isn’t,
though. It can’t be.”

“You know something you’re not
telling me.”

“Yes.” She paused. “You asked me
today if Carl killed his father and I
wouldn’t give you an answer.”

“Why?’,

“Because he did. He confessed it,
immediately, the same day.”

“Who told you that? Grantland?”

“Dr. Grantland confirmed it. He
wasn’t lying. Afterwards, Carl told me
himself—how he broke down the
bathroom door and hit his father over
the head with a hammer.”

“When did Carl tell you this?”

“The first time I went to see him in
the hospital. Please don’t make me
talk about it any more. It was terri-
ble.”

“Poor kid.”

I drew her head onto my shoulder.
She closed her eyes. Tears glittered on
her cheeks. I brushed them away with
my hand.

She stiffened. “Don’t. Don’t touch
me.”

“Relax. This isn’t a pass.”

I didn’t think it was. Possibly Mil-
dred knew better. In a flurry of move-
ment she pushed me away, reached for
the door handle, and slipped out of
the car. Then she was at the edge of
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the pavement, silhoutted by the lights
of an approaching truck.

She walked head down into the
truck’s bright path. It bore down on
her braying and squealing, as tall as a
house. I saw its driver’s lantern-slide
face high above the road, and Mildred
in the road in front of the giant tires.

They slid to a stop a few feet short
of her. Mildred walked on to her own
car as if she hadn’t even noticed the
truck. Her car made a sweeping turn
in front of me.

She drove obliviously—like some-
one alone in black space. I decided
that I'd better follow her home.

She made it all right, and when I
reached her house Carmichael was
talking to her on the sidewalk.

He lifted his hand to me. “I was
just telling Mrs. Hellman, her hus-
band seems to be headed in this direc-
tion. A waitress at the Red Barn
Drive-In saw him. I’'m putting an
armed guard around the house.”

“You don’t have to do that for me,”
she said.

“Your mother asked for it—"

“She’s been drinking all day. You
shouldn’t listen to her.”

“I'm afraid I agree that it’s a good
idea.”

“You think he’s dangerous to his
wife?” I said.

“We have to act on the assumption
that he is. He may be trying to knock
off his whole family, one by one.”

“Nol” Mildred cired. “He would-
n’t!”

“I hate to have to say it, Mrs. Hell-
man.” Carmichael’s deep voice was
hoarse with embarrassment. “But it’s
our job to protect the surviving mem-
bers. Do you know where the rest of
the family are?”
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“Zinnie’s probably at the ranch. I
haven’t been in touch with her.”

“She isn’t out there now. I checked.”

“Then she may be at Mrs. Hutchin-
son’s house—the woman who looks
after Martha.”

“Is the kid with her?”

“She’s supposed to be.” Mildred
took hold of Carmichael’s arm. “You
surely don’t think there’s any danger
to Martha?”

Carmichael didn’t answer her. His
face was as expressionless as bronze.
“Where does the old lady live?”

“On Chestnut Street. I think the
number is seventeen. Anyways, it’s the
last house between Elmwood and the
highway.”

“I know the block. It’s right across
the highway from the Red Barn.”

I followed his official car to Chest-
nut Street. Mrs. Hutchinson lived in
one of a row of small cottages which
ended at the highway. The other side
of the street was vacant ground over-
grown with scrub oaks. A dry creek,
brimming with darkness, cut along
the back of the empty lots.

Beyond the continuous chain-light-
ning of the highway headlights, I
could see the neon outline of the Red
Barn Drive-In. A softer light shone
through lace curtains in Mrs. Hutch-
inson’s front window. When Car-
michael knocked on the door, a heavy
shadow moved across the light. The
old woman opened the door cautious-
ly and peered out.

“What do you want?”

“Is Martha with you?”

“Sure she is. I put her to bed in my
room.”

“Has anyone else been here?”

“The child’s mother was in and out.
She didn’t waste much time on us, I

guess she has better things—"

Carmichael broke in. “Do you know
where she is now?”

The old woman shrugged. “She
don’t report to me. What’s this all
about, anyway?”

“I don’t want to alarm you unneces-
sarily, but Hellman is still at large. He
was last seen in this neighborhood,
across the highway at the Red Barn
Drive-In. Apparently he came under
the highway through the culvert. I
suggest you keep your doors and win-
dows locked.”

Her hand went to her throat, worry-
ing the pouch under her chin. “What
would he have against me?”

“I’s the child we’re concerned
about, ma’am.”

As if to underline Carmichael’s
warning, random voices rose from the
darkness up the block. A dozen men
carrying rifles and shotguns turned the
corner and crossed to the vacant lots.
They fanned out toward the creek
bed, probing the tree-clotted darkness
with their flashlights. I recognized
Ostervelt’s bulky shape among them.

“What are they doing?” Mrs.
Hutchinson quavered.

“The Sheriff organized a posse,
ma’am. Ill check back with you
later.”

Carmichael trotted across the street.
Mrs. Hutchinson started to shut the
door. y

“Hold it a minute, Mrs. Hutchin-
son.”

“What is it now?” The last few
minutes had aged her visibly.

“Do you know where I can get in
touch with Zinnie?”

“How would I know?”

“You work for her. You know who
her friends are.”
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“9h, yes, I know who her friends
are.

“How long ago was she here?”

“A couple of hours, at least. It was
right around Martha’s suppertime.”

“Did she come alone?”

“She was supposed to be alone.”

“What does that mean?”

The old woman was slow in reply-
ing. “I've worked in big houses, and
learned to hold my tongue. But there’s
a limit. When a brand-new widow
goes out on the town the same night
her husband was killed—well, that’s
my limit.”

“Was Dr. Grantland with her?”

“He waited out in the car, as if I
didn’t know he was there.” She sniffed
in righteous indignation. “They’ve
used me and the child for a front be-
fore now.”

“A front for what?”

“A front for carrying on, that’s
what. I've seen the signs and portents,
and she’s completely gone on that
man. I know for a fact she would
have divorced her husband long ago,
if it hadn’t been for Martha. I suppose
they’ll be getting married any day
now—now that there’s nobody stand-
ing in their way.”

She stopped suddenly, as if she’d
just been struck by the full implica-
tion of what she’d been saying.

“Don’t quote me, will you? I'm too
old to get another job.”

I crossed the street and met Car-
michael at the edge of the vacant lots.
The Sheriff and his posse were work-
ing their way up the creek, very slow-
ly, like a small irregular army in the
face of superior forces.

I said, “They’re going over the
ground with a fine-tooth comb.”

“That makes sense. Hellman may

be lying doggo right around here. Or
he may be long gone by now.”

“Where does the creek bed lead
to?”

“It angles across town.” Carmichael
pointed east toward the ridge. “It cuts
across the Hellman ranch, all the way
to the mountains if you stay with it.
Hellman may be heading for the hills.
I only hope he doesn’t kill anybody
else on the way.”

“Do you honestly think he’s trying
to wipe out his family?”

“I don’t know what he’s trying to
do.” Carmichael’s voice was strained.
“All T know is there’s two of them
gone already.”

“You've changed your tune, have-
n’t you? You thought this afternoon
the Senator’s death was natural, or at
least accidental.”

“That was the only version I'd
heard. I've heard a different one
since.”

“From Ostervelt?”

“That’s right. It was like pulling
teeth to get it out of him. I guess he
knows how it makes him look.”

“Do you want to fill me in?”

Carmichael studied my face in the
shifting light from the highway. “If I
can trust you to keep ‘it confidential
between us. We don’t want to do any-
thing that will turn this into a lynch-
ing party. Ostervelt’s asking for trou-
ble as it is, turning a lot of amateur
hunters loose.”

“You’re forgetting Hellman’s my
client.”

“You should have picked yourself
another client. Your boy killed his
father and made a full confession of it
next day.”

“When did you get this informa-
tion?™



BRING THE KILLER TO JUSTICE 79

“Tonight. Ostervelt’s been sitting
on it for six months—waiting for it to
hatch into another bloody murder.”

“News seems to travel slowly in
your department.”

“I know it better than you do,
brother.” Carmichael’s tone was sav-
age. “It was pure chance I got it at all.
This doctor, Grantland, came into the
office an hour or so ago. It was the
Chief he really wanted to see. Oster-
velt was out playing cowboys and In-
dians, so Grantland finally broke
down and spilled his biscuits to me.
He was in a telling mood, for some
reason—he looked as if something
had scared him pantless.”

“The threat of blackmail, maybe?”

“You been talking to Grantland?”

“A little, Not enough, apparently.
Go on.”

“What it boiled down to was this:
Carl Hellman confessed his father’s
murder to Grantland the morning af-
ter it happened. Grantland’s a weak
sister from way back, and he got the
idea of trying to save Hellman from
the death chamber. Apparently he lev-
eled with the Sheriff, and persuaded
him some way or other to let it go as
a natural death.”

“That’s pretty irregular, isn't it?”

“Irregular? It’s zigzag.”

“Why would Ostervelt go along
with something like that?”

“Ask Ostervelt. Don’t ask me. Any-
way, Grantland wanted me to tell him
what to do, in the light of these new
circumstances, et cetera, et cetera. |
told him to sit on his story for at
least twenty-four hours, until we have
Carl Hellman in safe custody. Then
he wanted to know if he could be
prosecuted for his part in the mess. I
told him to take it up with his damn

lawyer.” Carmichael smiled grimly.
“Is somebody after him for money?”

“It looks like it, doesn’t it?”

“Got a definite suspect in mind, or
you just brain-storming?”

“Thinking out loud, to see if I still
can.” I was saving Tom Rica for my
own later use. “The question that in-
terests me more is why he might be
blackmailed?”

“He sold out to the Hellmans, falsi-
fied his report on the Senator’s
death.”

“Maybe he had a very good reason
for doing that ' I said. “Maybe he
killed the Senator himself.”

“You're kidding, aren’t you?”

“No, I'm not.”

“He had no motive.”

“No immediate motive that we
know of. But don’t forget he’s a smart
man, he can take a long-term view.
He’s very close to Zinnie Hellman.
you must have noticed.”

“What'’s she got to do with it?”

“She just fell heir to the Hellman
estate. It’s worth five million dollars,
according to Mildred. If the murders
are pinned on Carl, Zinnie stands to
inherit all of it. Then all Grantland
has to do is marry her.”

“Wouldn’t she have something te
say about that?”

“She’s probably saying it now. To
Grantland. Do you know where he
lives?”

“Seaview Avenue—number fout-
teen. His house is on the ridge, just
off Main Street to the left.” Car-
michael looked at me narrowly. “If
you know something that lets Hell-
man off the hook, you better spill it. I
can have it on the radio in five min-
utes.”

“I don’t have anything that def
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nite. 'm practically certain that he’s
been used as a patsy, but I can’t prove
it. Not yet. Has your man run his bal-
listics tests on the gun they found in
the greenhouse?”

“Enough to establish that it fired
the slugs in the body. And we know
it's Hellman’s gun.”

“We also know it was in Grant-
land’s possession, until today. It’s
possible it never left his possession.”

“Grantland had it?”

“For the past seven or eight months.
He told me that himself. He claimed
Hellman lifted the gun from his ofhice
this morning, and that he reported it
to the Sheriff later.”

“If he did, I never heard of it.”
Carmichael lifted his arms in a jerky
motion, then let them fall. “You can
see what I'm up against in this in-
vestigation. The Chief’s running
around in circles, and nobody tells me
anything. You'd think they were try-
ing to freeze me out.”

“Who?”

“Ostervelt and the Hellmans. I say
it’s time law enforcement in this coun-
ty was taken out of politics. I thought
it was getting ready to happen last
Spring. The Grand Jury was going to
investigate Ostervelt before he came
up for re-election.”

“Investigate him for what?”

“Taking graft,” Carmichael said
shortly. “That was the accusation, but
nothing came of it. The Senator died,
and Jerry quashed the investigation,
Nothing ever happens in this county

without the word from the Hellmans.
It grinds hell out of me. This coverup
of Hellman’s confession is the last
straw.”

I still wasn’t buying it outright. I
didn’t have time to say so. A man’s
cry rose sharp from the darkness up
the creek. I couldn’t make out what
he said, but a sense of disaster came
down on me like a cold shower.

The lights of the posse began to
converge on a concrete bridge which
carried the next cross-street over the
creek. Carmichael and I were already
running toward it.

Ostervelt and his men were clus-
tered around a car below the end of
the bridge.It was a new red station
wagon, which had been driven off the
road. It hung at an angle part way
down the bank, in the woven shadow
of a pepper tree.

Ostervelt backed away from the
left window. In the wavering light
from the torches, his face was hollow
and greenish. “He got to her,” he said
huskily.

I took his place at the window. Zin-
nie was crumpled over the wheel as
though she’d fallen asleep. Her sleep
was very deep. Her blonde hair .was
matted with blood from the hole in
the top of her skull.

“Take Carl Hellman dead or alive,”
Ostervelt said behind me. “This has
got to be stopped.”

His hunters growled assent, and
fingered their guns.

(continued on page 107)




Mr. Schlock Homes outdoes himselfin brilliant deduction in one
of the author’s most amusing parody-pastiches of The Master.

THE ADVENTURE OF THE
DOUBLE-BOGEY MAN
by ROBERT L. FISH

PERUSAL OF MY NOTES FOR THE
A year '42, made in September
of that year and recounting the
many cases in which I had engaged
with my friend Mr. Schlock Homes,
gave me as rude a shock as ever I
have suffered. It was in February of
’42 that I had begun the study of a
new method of speed-writing, feel-
ing that a facility in this science
might well aid me in both quickly
and accurately annotating our ad-
ventures. Unfortunately, a sharp in-
crease in my medical practice, pos-
sibly caused by a section of slippery
pavement near our rooms at 221B
Bagel Street, left me little time for
my studies, and I came back to my
case-book to find I was unable to
translate my own hieroglyphics. In
desperation I took my Pittman note-
book to an expert, but when he an-
nounced that it was all Gregg to
him, I found myself without re-
course.

Even Homes, with his vast back-
ground of cipherology and cryptol-
ogy, was able to be of but small
help. He did manage to decipher
one title as The Sound of the Bas-
ketballs; but since we could recall
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no case involving sports that year,
we were unable to go further. Thiese
adventures are therefore lost to pos-
terity, and I bitterly hold myself to
blame for their loss.

October, however, brought a case
of such national importance that it
dwarfed all work Homes had previ-
ously done that year; for ‘beyond
furnishing him with an opportunity
once again to demonstrate his re-
markable ability to analyze distor-
tions in their proper perspective, it
also gave him a chance to serve his
country as few men have been able
to serve her. In my notes, now me-
ticulously kept in neat English, I
find the case listed as The Adven-
ture of the Double-Bogey Man.

I had returned from carefully
sprinkling powdered wax on the
offending section of pavement, in
the hope that this might resolve its
slippery condition, to find that in
my absence Homes’s brother Cris-
croft had arrived and was ensconced
with my friend on the sofa before
the bare fireplace. As I entered,
they were engaged in a favorite
game of theirs, and as always I
stood back in reverent silence as
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they matched their remarkable wits
in analytical reasoning.

Their subject appeared to be an
old-fashioned tintype of a mus-
tached gentleman dressed in the
clothing of yesteryear, stiffly seated
in a bower of artificial flowers, his
bowler held woodenly before him,
and his frozen face reflecting the
ordeal of the portraiture.

“An ex-student of the Icelandic
languages, dedicated to the growing
of rubber plants,” hazarded Cris-
croft, eyeing the discoloured photo-
graph closely.

“Colour-blind 'and lcft-handed,”
returned Homes languidly, as T held
my breath in admiration.

“A one-time trampoline acrobat,
adept at playing the twelve-toned
gas-organ,” observed Criscroft.

“A victim of the hashish habit,”
Homes said, smiling. “Went before
the mast at an early age, and has
travelled widely in Bournemouth”.

“The son of a Northumbrian bell-
ringer,” offered Criscroft. Then,
turning and noting my presence, he
held up his hand. “But enough of
this, Schlock. Watney has arrived
and we can get down to the real
reason for my visit. Put Father’s pic-
ture away now, and let me tell you
why I left the Home Office in such
troubled times and hurried here as
quickly as possible. We are in seri-
ous need of your help!”

Once I had placed drinks in their
hands and Homes .had lit a cubeb,
Criscroft proceeded to lay his prob-
lem before us.

“As you are probably aware,” he
said, “we have recently allowed
some of our former colonies to join
us in confronting the present un-
pleasantness emanating from Ber-
lin. The representative of the recent
American colonies is a certain Gen-
eral Isaac Kennebunk, Esquire; and
in confidence I tell you that it ap-
pears this gentleman will be se-
lected to assume the duties of Chief
of Staff of our combined Allied
forces.” He cleared his throat and
leaned forward impressively .“With
this fact in mind, you can readily
understand our perturbation when
I inform you that, as of yesterday,
General Kennebunk is missing!”

“Missing?” 1 cried in alarm,
springing to my feet. “Missing
what?”

“General Kennebunk Aimself is
missing,” said Criscroft heavily:
“Since yesterday morning, when he
left a War Council meeting to re-
turn to his rooms, he has been nei-
ther seen nor heard of. Suffice to say
that the General is knowledgeable
of all our secret strategy. Should he
have fallen into the hands of our
enemies or their sympathizers, it
could prove to be quite embarras-
sing for us.”

“And you wish me to locate him,”
stated Homes positively, rubbing
his hands together in that gesture
that I well knew indicated both ex-
treme interest and poor circulation.

“Precisely. Needless to say, as’
quickly as possible.”

“Then permit me a few ques-
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tions. First, where was the General
indigs?”

“The War Department arranged a
suite for him at an old inn, The
Bedposts, in Bolling Alley.”

“He stayed there alone?”

“Except for his military aide, a
certain Major Anguish McAnguish,
who temporarily was sharing his
quarters.”

“And the Major?”

“He has also not been seen since
the disappearance, but as you can
well imagine, our principal interest
is in General Kennebunk.”

“Naturally. And what steps have
been taken so far?”

Criscroft arose and leaned against
the chill fireplace, his face ashen
with the strain of his great problem
and overwhelming responsibility.
“The War Department brought in
the Military Police at once—in the
person of a former police agent
named Flaherty, whom I believe
you know. As soon as the Home
Office was notified, we insisted on
taking the assignment out of his
hands and contacting you. The War
Department agreed enthusiastically.
However, they still wish to retain
Flaherty, although they admit you
are the possessor of the sharpest
analytical brain in England to-day.”

“Flaherty will get them nowhere,”
replied Homes seriously, although
it was plain to see that the com-
pliment had pleased him. “T assume,
then, that I have a free hand. The
rooms are under guard?”

“I have seen to it that they were
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immediately sealed, and guards
posted. Orders have been issued to
allow only you and Watney permis-
sion to enter.”

“Fine!” said Homes, rising and
removing his dressing-gown. “In
that case let us proceed there at
once. One moment while I don
suitable raiment, and we shall be on
our way.”

Criscroft’s hansom deposited us at
the mouth of Bolling Alley, and
the Home Office specialist leaned
down from his seat to grasp his
brother’s hand gratefully. Then,
with a wave, he drove off and we
turned down the narrow lane in
the direction of the famous old inn.

Our credentials gave us immedi-
ate access to the floor that had
housed the missing officer, and after
ascertaining from the rigid soldier
on duty that there had been no visi-
tors, we unlocked the door and
passed within. At first view there
was certainly nothing to indicate
the forcible removal of the General.
The beds were neatly made up, the
furniture properly placed and but
recently dusted, and the late autumn
sun passing through the white
starched curtains gave the apart-
ment a cheerful air.

Homes paused in the doorway a
moment, his piercing eyes sweep-
ing the scene closely; then, closing
the door firmly behind us, he began
his search.

The dresser drawers gave no clue
of anything untoward. The article
of clothing therein were neatly ar-
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ranged and concealed nothing.
Homes dropped to his knees to
search beneath the bed, but other
than some regulation army boots
and a pair of what appeared to be
spiked mountain-climbing shoes,
the space was bare.

Stepping to the closet, Homes
stared at the rows of uniforms neat-
ly arranged upon the rack; then,
with sudden resolve, he pushed
them aside and probed beyond. 1
heard a low cry of triumph from
my friend, and knew he had dis-
covered his first clue.

With gleaming eyes, he withdrew
some oddly shaped sticks, several
oversized white pellets, and some
tiny wooden pins. Handling these
objects with great delicacy, he laid
his find upon the bedspread and
stepped back to contemplate them,
showing inordinate interest.

“Homes!” I cried in amazement,
reaching for these odd objects.
“What can these be?”

“Take care!” he advised, grasping
my arm and drawing me back. “It
is more than possible that these are
strange weapons, and it would not
do to destroy ourselves before our
investigation has fairly begun. Let
us leave them for the moment and
continue our search.”

The very cleanliness of the room
seemed to mitigate against finding
more—the wastebasket was empty,
the desk-top cleared of all but es-
sentials. Opening the desk drawer,
Homes withdrew a blank white
writing pad, and was about to re-

place it when his keen eyes noted
faint markings on its surface. Carry-
ing it swiftly to the window, he
held it horizontally at eye-level
against the light.

“Quickly, Watney,” he exclaimed
in great excitement. “We have some-
thing! My bag!”

Dusting charcoal over the empty
sheet, he blew it gently until it set-
tled in the crevices left by the pres-
sure of the quill upon the previous
page, and a message appeared as if
by magic. Homes placed it carefully
upon the desk and I bent over his
shoulder to read the missive with
him.

“Mammy,” it said (or Manny—
the inscription was not quite clear),
“Only time for nine to-day; back up
to fifty-sixl Started off four, but 1
won't talk about the rest. The trou-
ble is still my right hand, and the
vesult is the old hook! Talk about
the bogey man; the double-bogey
man has mel”

This perplexing message was sim-
ply signed with the initials of the
missing colonial officer, LK E. 1
raised my eyes from the strange
paper to find Homes with such a
fierce look of concentration upon
his lean face that I refrained from
speaking. At last he looked at me
frowningly, his mind returning
from the far places of his thoughts.

“We must return to Bagel Street
at once, Watney|” he said, his voice
taut with urgency. “I believe I be-
gin to see a pattern in this, and if
I am correct we must waste no time
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if we are to save this General Kenne-
bunk!”

“But, Homes,” I cried, “do you
mean that the answer lies in decod-
ing this cryptic message?”

“This is no code, Watney, al-
though there is no doubt that it con-
tains a hidden message. Come, we
have much to do!” Folding the pa-
per with great care, he thrust it into
his waistcoat pocket and turned to
the door.

“But these objects,” I said. “Shall
I take them withus?”

“No,” he replied, staring at them
with great loathing. “They will al-
ways be here should we require
them, but I believe I already know
their foul purpose. Come!”

We locked the door behind us,
handed the key to the guard, and
hurried to the street. A passing cab
picked us up at once, and through-
out our journey, Homes leaned for-
ward anxiously, as if in this manner
he could hasten our passage. While
the cab was slowing down before
our quarters, Homes thrust the fare
into the cabbie’s hand and sprang to
the pavement even before the
horses had fairly stopped. I hurried
up the stairs behind him, anxious
to beof immediate assistance.

“First, Watney,” he said, turning
" up the lamp and hurriedly pulling
his chair close to the table, “if you
would be so kind as to hand me the
Debretts, we can get started!”

I placed the tome in his hand and
he slid his strong finger down the
alphabetical list rapidly. “McAn-
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guish, McAnguish,” he muttered as
he noted each line. “Ah, here we are!
Anguish McAnguish, 224 Edge-
ware Road, Hyde Park 6-24 ...
No, no, Watney! This is the tele-
phone list! The Debretts, please!”

I replaced the volume, blushing
slightly, and he fell to studying it
while I watched his face for some
clue to his thoughts. He scribbled
some data on a pad and handed the
book back. “And now the World’s
Atlas, if you please!” He looked up
as he spoke, and noting the look of
befuddlement on my face, smiled
and spoke in a kindly tone.

“No, Watneys, this time I am not
attempting to mystify. In time you
shall know all. It is simply that ev-
ery minute may count, and there
is no time at present for explana-
tions. So if you will excuse me, I
shall get on with my work!”

I waited as he flung the Atlas
open, then seeing that he had al-
ready forgotten my presence, I qui-
etly left and went to my room.

I awoke to find the first faint
strands of dawn feathering the win-
dow-pane, and even as I wondered
what had aroused me so early, I felt
again the urgent pressure of
Homes’s hand upon my arm.

“Came, Watney,” he said in a low
voice, “our train leaves in thirty
minutes. I have a cab waiting and

you must hurry if we are not to

miss our connection. Get dressed
quickly, and I shall meet you be-.
low.”
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His footsteps diminished as he
left the room, and I groped for my
oxford bags, my mind awhirl, sleep
fighting to resume control. I entered
our sitting-room to find that Homes
had already descended, and even as
I picked up my overcoat, I noted
that the table was still covered with
many volumes from Homes’s vast
reference library, and that the lamp
was still lighted. It was evident that
my friend had spent the night at
work. I was turning down the lamp
when a faint cry from below caused
me to slip quickly into my coat and
hurry down the steps.

Homes was already seated in the
cab, and even as I came running up
he gave the driver instructions to
start, his strong hand pulling me
into the moving vehicle. “Forgive
me, Watney,” he chuckled, as we
rattled off toward Euston Station.
“The complete answer came to me
but a short while ago, and I still had
to telegraph Flaherty to meet us
with some of his agents at the train,
I also had to arrange our passage on
the Ayr Express and see that a cab
was waiting to take us to the sta-
tion. I'm afraid that I left the prob-
lem of awakening you until the
last.”

“And the answer lies in Scot-
land?” I asked.

“It does indeed,” replied my
friend, smiling. Then, leaning for-
ward, he cried, “Tuppence extra,
driver, if we do not miss our trainl”

We came clattering into Euston
Station at a terrific clip, and Homes

had me by the hand, dragging me
from the moving vehicle while it
was still moving smartly. We ran
down the deserted platform, peering
into the compartments of the steam-
ing train, and then, as the cars be-
gan to move, Homes flung open a
door and sprang aboard, pulling
me behind him. I had scarcely time
to catch my breath when we passed
beneath the tunnel, and Homes
then seated himself comfortably in
the first smoking compartment we
came upon.

“Flaherty and his men are
aboard,” he said, reaching into his
pocket for his briar. “I noticed him
in the car behind as we came along
the platform. With any luck we
should have this case finished by
nightfall.”

“But I do not understand any of
this, Homes!” I cried perplexedly.
“I have seen all that you have seen,
and none of it makes any sense at
all! Do you mean you have de-
duced the General’'s whereabouts,
and the plot behind his disappear-
ance, simply from the little data of
which I am cognizant?”

“Little data?” he replied in hon-
est surprise. “Actually, Watney, I
have never had a case so replete
with data. Allow me to demon-
strate!”

He drew the folded paper con-
taining the cryptic message from
his pocket and placed it upon the
small table beneath the window. I
moved to face him, and he began
his explanation.
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“First, Watney,” he said, smooth-
ing the sheet so that I could once
again read the scrawled words,
“listen carefully to what the Gen-
eral says. He begins by saying ‘only
time for nine’—meaning quite clear-
ly that he only has time for a few
words. He follows this with ‘up to
fifty-six’ and the words ‘off four.
What can these words possibly indi-
cate? Only one thing: directions!
The most positive directions that ex-
ist, Watney—latitude and longitudel
Up ffty-six. Off four. Obviously
fifty-six degrees north latitude and
four degrees west longitude!

“Do we have anything to sup-
port these deductions? What else
does he say? He says, “The trouble
is my right harid’ And who is his
right hand? Major Anguish Mc-
Anguish! And Debretts gives the
home seat of the McAnguish family
as Carnoustie in Scotland—at exact-
ly this latitude and longitude!”

Homes leaned back, puffing furi-
ously upon his briar. “Let us go a
bit further,” he said, as I sat wide-
eyed at this brilliant exposition.
“The General next states, “The re-
sult is the old hook.” I do not know
if you are familiar with the slang
speech of America, Watney, but the
‘old hook’ means that he is being
pressured into something which is,
to say the least, distasteful to him.
And he finishes by saying, ‘The
double-bogey man has me!” We all
know what the bogey man is—one
of the superstitions of our child-

* hood. And the double-bogey man
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can only be twice as terrible in the
imagination of this poor chap!

“On this basis, then, let us restate
the message as the General might
have written it had he not attempt-
ed to conceal his meaning from his
enemies. He would have said: ‘Just
time for a short note. I must go
back to Carnoustie, because McAn-
guish is blackmailing me. There I
shall be forced to participate in some
pagan rites which are too terrible
even to discuss!’”

I sat up in alarm. “Pagan rites,
Homes?”

“There can be no doubt—remem-
ber the bogey man, Watney! I do
not know if you are familiar with
Voodoo, or Macumba, or any of the
other pagan religions based upon
sorcery, but human sacrifice often
plays a part, and often using the
most primitive of weapons! You re-
call, I am sure, the war-clubs and
the wooden darts which we discov-
ered in the rooms of General Kenne.
bunk, which are also, I might point
out, the rooms of Major McAn-
guish!”

Homes leaned back once again
and eyed me grimly. “Remember,
Watney, our Aryan enemy has made
Paganism its official religion. And
Scotland has many Nationalists who
are not out of sympathy with these
enemies. There can be no doubt
that somewhere on the heaths of
Carnoustie this rite is either in
progress or being prepared! I can
only hope that we are in time to
rescue General Kennebunk from
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these fiends before it is too late—
for it is quite evident who the vic-
tim of this sacrifice is to bel”

“How horrible, Homesl And for
this reason you brought Flaherty
and his men?”

“Precisely. There may well be
fisticuffs, and besides, we have no
official position in this, particularly
in Scotland. However, grim as the
situation may be, it is certain we
shall be of small use if we do not
rest a bit before our arrival. I would
suggest twenty winks while we can,
for we may be quite busy before the
day is over.”

I awoke to find Homes in confer-
ence with a heavy-set gentleman
whose pocket sagged under the
weight of a truncheon, and who
could be none other than the police
agent Flaherty.

“I understand, Mr. Homes,” this
person was saying respectfully. “It
shall be as you say.”

*You have a photograph of this
colonial officer?”

“I do, Mr. Homes. He is a bald-
ing gentleman much given to wear-
ing colourful knickerbockers and
rather dashing shirts when off duty,
and I am sure I shall have no trouble
recognizing him.”

“Good. Then we are ready. I have
studied a one-inch map of the area
and am convinced that there is but
one heath sufficiently isolated as to
be suitable for their nefarious pur-
pose. The engineer of the train has
agreed to stop close-by to allow us
all to descend and deploy. Come,

Watney, I feel the brakes being ap-
plied at this very moment!”

Seconds later we found ourselves
beside the track while the express
slowly gathered speed again. In ad-
dition to Homes and myself, Fla-
herty was accompanied by three
large men, all similarly attired, and
all weighted down by their trun-
cheons. At a signal from Homes, we
crossed the tracks and spread out
in a widening curve, fanning across
the heath.

The section of heath we fronted
was well landscaped, with flags,
probably marking watering holes,
spaced about. We were advancing
slowly when of a sudden there was
a sharp whistle in our ears and a
white stone flew past us to disap-
pear in the distance.

“I’s a trap, Homes!” I cried,
flinging him into a near-by sand-
filled depression and covering him
with my body.

“I believe in Scotland they call
these ditches ‘bunkers’,” he replied,
rising and dusting himself off care-
fully. “Come, men, we must be
close!”

He leaned over the edge of the
depression, studying the landscape,
Flaherty beside him. Suddenly the
police agent stiffened, and peering
into the distance, pointed his finger
excitedly.

“It’s him, Mr. Homes,” he cried.
“I don’t know how you ever de-
duced it, but as always you were
right! And he is surrounded by
three others, all of whom are armed
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with heavy sticks! But wait!” The
police agent turned to Homes with
a bewildered air. “He, too, is
armed!”

“It is as I feared,” said Homes,
watching the four men approach.
“Either hypnotism or drugs, both
quite common in this type of affair.
I fear in his present condition he
may struggle, but at least we have
discovered him before they can put
their odious plan into practice.
Come, men, let us surround them!”

“'m sorry, Mr. Homes,” said
Flaherty, placing his hand on
Homes’s arm. “My instructions are
very clear. You have found him,
and a fine piece of work, but it is
my duty to effect the rescue. You
must go back to London at once.”

“Nonsense!” Homes cried, in-
censed. “Come, men!”

“No, Mr. Homes,” Flaherty re-
plied quite firmly. “The instructions
come from the Home Office itself.
You are far too valuable to risk in
an operation such as this. But fear
not; I promise you I shall get him
safelyaway from these culprits!”

“Do not fail then,” Homes re-
plied sternly. “Come, Watney, we
have but forty minutes if we are to
catch the next train southl” . . .

I had opened the morning journal
and was engrossed in attempting to
open my eggs and turn the pages si-
multaneously when Homes entered
the breakfast room and seated him-
self opposite me.

“I believe you are wasting your
time, Watney,” he remarked geni-
ally. “I have already been informed
by Criscroft that the General is back
in London, and I seriously doubt
that the censors would allow an"ac-
count of yesterday’s proceedings to
reach the public columns.”

“I am not so sure, Homes,” I re-
plied, noting a small article buried
in one corner. “It is true that no
great details of the affair appear,
but it does say that because of a
nerve-wracking event that took
place yesterday, General Kenne-
bunk is under doctor’s orders to
take a few days’ rest.”

“I can well imagine how nerve-
wracking it must have been,” said
Homes, his eyes warm with quick
sympathy. “However, I would judge
that several days engaged in one of
our pleasant English sports could
well erase this terrible memory. I
believe I shall suggest this to the
Home Office. A letter to my brother
Criscroft, if you please, Watney!”

Please see page 17, this issue, for
Anniversary Issue announcement.
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Crime Story

United States

The turn of the century—and later

The reporter was looking for an unusual
story. Well, Mr. Connally had it for him.
A short shocker . . .

HE REPORTER, WHO LIKED TO
Tcatcgorizc, couldn’t find the
proper label for Mr. Connally.
“Curator” didn’t seem quite appro-
priate, so he wrote “Museum Direc-
tor” in his notebook, and waited
for Connally to answer.

“Our most unusual exhibit?”
Connally rearranged the four
strands of hair on his polished
scalp. “Well, that would have to be
the Raymond, I suppose. Not the
most sensational, perhaps, but cer-
tainly the most unusual.”

“Raymond?”

“You don’t know the name? No,
I guess you're not a student of this
kind of thing.” He chuckled. “But
at the turn of the century the name
had a certain notoriety. I can tell
you the story, if you like.”

“That’s what I'm here for,” the
reporter said . . .

When beautiful Ada Krim
emerged from the obscurity of the
London Music Halls to the spot-
light of the American stage, her
successful career was capped by
what seemed an even more success-
ful marriage. In 1886 she became
the bride of John Lloyd Raymond,
a wealthy glass manufacturer. A
year later their son Vincent was
born, and Ada said farewell to the
theater.

Unfortunately, parlor and nurs-
ery proved too small a stage for
Ada’s talents. She became bored
and restless. She tried travel, ex-

" travagance, and then infidelity. The
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last proved fatal.
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On the day of Vincent’s eleventh
birthday, John Raymond arrived
home for an early celebration and
discovered his wife’s lover fleeing a
rendezvous. Raymond’s subsequent
actions were reported on the front
pages of every newspaper from
New York to San Francisco. With
a fire axe torn from the wall, he put
his lovely wife back into the spot-
light for one brief, gory moment.

John Raymond’s punishment was
swift. It was self-inflicced—he com-
mitted suicide shortly after the
slaying. Vincent Raymond’s pun-
ishment proved to be of longer
duration. Until the age of twenty-
one he was a ward of the state;
from then on he devoted his life to
a search for anonymity.

In March 1912 a man named Ga-
linari made it his business to seck
and find the lone survivor of the
Raymond. family tragedy. He dis-
covered him in a shabby rooming
house near the waterfront, where
Vincent, who had artist’s preten-
sions, was painting gloomy pictures
of hollow-eyed women and sinking
clipper ships. He had long since
squandered what was left of the
Raymond fortune, and Galinari
easily managed the introduction by
feigning interest in Vincent’s work
and offering to discuss it over a hot
~dinner. Vincent, a thin, haunted,
hungry man, agreed.

It was then that Galinari put his
cards on the table—one of them lit-
erally.

“As you can see,” Galinari said,

watching Vincent study the busi-
ness card in his hand, “I, too am an
artist, Mr. Raymond. My specialty
is sculpture. But our talents differ
in one respect. Yours is dependent
on the quality of imagination, while
mine is devoted is versimilitude. - 1-
sculpture only what is.”

“l don’t understand,” Vincent
said, tearing into the bread and
meat. “What do you want from
me?”

“The work I am contemplating
may not be possible without you. In
order to explain, however, I must
speak of a subject that may be pain-
ful to you.”

Vincent paused in his wolfish
progress.

“A lot of subjects are painful to
me, Mr. Galinari.”

“This one, I think, has left the
deepest wound.”

“You mean—my parents.”

Galinari sighed, and smoothed
both ends of his stylish mustache.
“I'm quite a few years older than
you, Mr. Raymond, and have a
clear memory of those terrible
events. I'm old enough to remem-
ber your mother, too, as she ap-
peared before her retirement from
the stage. She was a beautiful wom-
an, and I have a great desire to por-
tray her as she was.”

“You want to make a statue of
my mother?”

“It’s something I've wanted to do
ever since the first moment I saw her
on stage. Fortunately, there are
many tintypes of her available, and



92 MUSEUM PIECE

I shouldn’t have any trouble with
the likeness. To be truthful, I've
almost completed that project . . .”

“I can’t stop you from that,” Vin-
cent growled. “You needn’t get my
permission, Mr. Galinari. But if
your conscience bothers you—" he
waved a beef bone in the air—"“you
can order me another bottle of
wine.”

“I would gladly make it several,
Mr. Raymond, if you would give
me one more permission. To sculp-
ture your father, too.”

“My father?”

Galinari etched the tablecloth
with his fork. “You might call it an
obsession,” he said apologetically.
“But from the moment I knew that
my work on Ada Krim’s statue
was nearing completion, I felt that
I could not stop unless I had done
the head of John Lloyd Raymond.
Your father was a most interesting
man, strong-willed, passionate—"

“You needn’t describe him,” Vin-
cent said tensely. “And you needn’t
ask me anything about him. He’s
dead, Mr. Galinari, and I have no
way to prevent you from sculpting
him or painting him or anything
else. But I'll tell you one thing. You
won’t get me to talk about him.”

“No, no,”’ Galinari said, “I
wouldn’t dream of it. But you see,
I have a peculiar problem. While it
was no trouble to find likenesses of
Ada Krim, in the case of your
father—"

“Yes?”

Galinari looked away in embar-

rassment. “I cannot find a photo-
graph of your father anywhere, Mr.
Raymond. I have searched, and
come to a dead end. And what I
was wondering—I know this is an
imposition—but I was wondering
if there was something in your pos-
session—"

“You think I have pictures of—
him?”

“It was only a hope. I know his
memory is painful, but you were
his son, and sometimes—well, there
are souvenirs that one hates to dis-
card.”

Vincent was eating again, his
eyes fixed on the plate before him.
Galinari waited patiently.

“I would be willing to pay well
for such a photograph, Mr. Ray-
mond. That’s all I wanted to say.”

“I have pictures,” Vincent said
quietly. “You can have them for
twenty dollars.”

It was almost two months before

Vincent Raymond thought of Gali-"

nari again. When he saw the name
once more, it came on him as a
rude shock. It was red-lettered on a
poster urging attendance to an ex-
thrills to all lovers of mayhem and
murder.

Grand Opening!
GALINARI'S WAX MUSEUM
Vivid Recreations
Scenes of Crime, Passion and
Horror Never Before Witnessed
Admission 25¢

When the meaning of Galinari’s
deceit struck Vincent Raymond
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with its full impact, he was, if any-
thing, more affected than by the
first crisis in his life. For fourteen
years he had fought against cruel
memory and unwanted public sym-
pathy; in one stroke, Galinari, the
genius of paraffin, had erased his
meager victory.

Vincent’s rage was terrible. He
ripped the offending poster from
the wall, and then, knowing that
he'would have to face the moment,
searched through the shreds for the
address of the wax museum.

On the afternoon of his first visit
he found a fair-sized crowd clamor-
ing good-naturedly for admission.
The men laughed boisterously, the
women tittered shyly and some
were emitting tiny screams of an-
ticipatory squeamishness, There
were even a few children in the or-
derly line pushing its way toward
the entrance, and Vincent trembled
at the thought of what their eyes,
and his, might see inside.

The interior of Galinari's wax-
works swiftly silenced the gabble
and laughter of the visitors. It was
deep-carpeted and hushed, the dim
lighting artful; in its pale yellow lu-
minescence, the skillfully wrought
figures behind the plush ropes
seemed uncannily life-like.

There were Burke and Hare,
frozen in the act of desecrating a
grave and removing a horribly real
corpse. In a Fifteenth Century tor-
ture chamber, a heretic was being
broken on the rack while the In-
quisitors looked on approvingly. A

maid of Salem, her expression so
pitiable that Vincent almost imag-
ined the tears welling in her eyes,
stood before the gallows awaiting
the punishment of the witch. And
in one corner, the subject of excited
curiosity, Hawley Harvey Crippen,
whose heinous crimes were still
fresh in memory, was doing in
Belle Ellmore.

“Look, mommy, look!” a child’s
voice cried, “the man with the axe!”
And Vincent followed the small
running feet toward the exhibit he
had come to see.

BRUTAL SLAYING OF AN
UNFAITHFUL WIFE said the
placard, as Vincent’s head reeled at
the sight of the scene and the terri-
ble, true words. Brutal Slaying of
an Unfaithful Wife. Ada Krim Ray-
mond, Darling of the American
Stage, Canght in a Lover’s Tryst by
her Husband, Jokn Lloyd Ray-
mond, who Dispatched her With
One Blow of an Axe. September 6,
1898.

Galinari was a genius—Vincent
Raymond could attest to the fact.
The contorted, wrathful face of the
figure holding the axe was the face
of his father and no other; the hor-
rified image at his feet, crouched
near an overturned chair, was Ada
Krim. It was reality. It was truth. It
was nightmare!

With a strangled sound, Vincent
battered his way through the thick-
ening crowd around the exhibit,
heedless of their indignation. He
stumbled into a knot of newcom-



94 MUSEUM PIECE

ers at the door, and shouting for
escape, pushed his way to the door
and into the street.

“Madman, madman!” they hoot-
ed after him, and the barker at the
entrance quickly used his opportu-
nity to cite Vincent’s frantic exit as
proof of the thrills inside. “Not for
the timid!” he cried. “Not for the
timid!” and the crowds pushed
even more eagerly to gain admit-
tance.

No clocks could measure the
time that Vincent walked the
streets, trying to shake off the
stupefying effect of what he had
secen. When he finally came to his
senses, he was surprised to see that
night had fallen. He sat on a park
bench, his head in his hands, and
tried to restorc order in his mud-
dled brain.

When he was once again in con-
trol of his actions, he knew what he
had to do. He returned to Gali-
nari’s Wax Museum.

The crowds had grown thinner
by now—only a few stragglers re-
mained to gawk at the crude post-
ers outside of the museum. It was
8:30, and the museum closed at
nine, The barker, a bull-chested
man in a derby, was leaning on his
podium and yawning when Vin-
cent approached him.

“Mr. Galinari?” the barker re-
plied. “Yes, sir, his office is in the
rear of the musuem—the door
marked Manager. Hold on,” he
growled, as Vincent started inside,
“that’ll be twenty-five cents.”

Vincent’s second walk through
the museum was an unseeing one.
He stared straight ahead and
paused only when he faced the
small, paneled door in the rear. He
knocked and heard Galinari’s voice
bidding him enter.

Galinari remained admirably
calm at the sight of his visitor.
From behind the Victorian desk, he
looked up, and the fine-nibbed pen
he held poised over a ledger didn’t
quiver in the slightest. His only
motion was to brush the end of his
mustache gently, and then smile.

“Mr. Raymond!” he said pleas-
antly. “How nice of you to attend
my opening. I was anxious for you
to come and visit me some time.”

Vincent slammed the door be-
hind him. .

“You liar!” he shouted. “You
thief!”

“Thief?” Galinari blinked inno-
cently. “I've stolen nothing, Mr.
Raymond. I've imitated life, but
stolen nothing. Please, won't you
come in and sit down?”

“You lied to me,” Vincent said,
approaching the desk. “You pre-
tended to be something you were-
n't. You never told me that you
were goingto do a—"

“I told you only the truth—that
I wished to do a sculpture of your
parents. I only neglected to specify
the medium. Some . artists work
with clay and marble. I choose wax.
Is that so wrong?”

“You know it's wrong!” Vin-
cent was shouting again. “You’'ve
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made a public spectacle out of it!”
He pounded the desk. “And now
you're going to do something about
it. You're going to get rid of that—
thing out there!”

“Really, Mr. Raymond—"

Vincent lost control. His arms
reached out and his hands plucked
Galinari’s lapels away from his
well-cut suit. In his fury, Vincent’s
strength was so great that he almost
lifted the smaller man over the
desk. Galinari sputtered, and lost
his urbane manner.

“Let go of me!” he cried. “You
can’t force me to do anything. It’s
my right, my right—"

“It’s not your right!” Vincent
raged. “You can’t make a public
display out of—that! I won’t let you
do it!”

“You can’t stop me! Do you
hear? There’s no law that can make
me stop!”

“There must be! There has to
be_”

“Let me go, you—savage!”

Vincent let go, shoving Galinari
back into his chair.

“I’ll stop you,” he said dangerous-
ly. “I don't need the law. I don’t
need anybody, Galinari.”

He whirled and went to the door,
leaving it open behind him. His
march to the exhibit was purpose-
ful; his stride was almost a head-
long run. Galinari gasped and did
nothing, giving Vincent the breath-
ing space he required for the only
act he knew was left to him.

By the time the museum master

had gathered his wits and hurried
after him, Vincent was at the scene.
From the exhibit itself he chose his
weapon—the fallen chair beside the
wax figure of his victimized moth-
er. He lifted it above his head.

“No!” Galinari screamed. “Ray-
mond, don’t]”

It was too late. The chair crashed
against the head of John Lloyd
Raymond, and the stiff wax crum-
pled beneath its impact. Again and
again Vincent struck at the artifi- -
cial figure, until the metal axe
clanged to the floor of the exhibit
and the shattered body toppled in
ruins.

Then he raised the chair above
the counterfeit of Ada Krim, his
hand hesitating momentarily at de-
stroying even the simulated face of
the mother he had loved. The arms
of Galinari, struggling to save the
creatures of his art, reached out to
halt him, but they had no effect.

“Stop it! Stop!” Galinari pleaded,
but Vincent pushed him aside and
struck at his mother’s image on the
floor, the waxen face yielding
grotesquely to the force of his
blows.

Then Galinari’s arms were about
his neck, trying to pull him away,
and Vincent, his rage possessing
him completely, dropped the chair.
His hands reached instead for the
museum master himself, and as
they closed about the warm, real
flesh of his throat, Vincent felt the
first true satisfaction of his destruc-
tive impulse.
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Tighter and tighter his fingers
closed, cutting off the flow of air to
Galinari’s lungs. The sculptor’s
eyes, rounded first by anger and
then by fear, lost interest in the
sights of the world. The small body
relaxed, and life seemed to run out
of Galjnari like molten wax . ..

“Well,” said Connally to the re-
porter, “that’s the way it happened,
almost fifty years ago. Perhaps
you'd like to see the Raymond ex-
hibit for yourself?”

MUSEUM PIECE

“But I thought you said that Vin-
cent destroyed it?”

“Ah, so he did,” the Museum
Director said, walking the reporter
to the site. “But this is the Ray-
mond exhibit I was talking to you
about.”

The reporter looked beyond the
velvet rope, and stared at the life-
like recreation of a wild-eyed young
man throttling to death a small,
dapper man with a stylish mus-
tach. Vincent Raymond, the pla-
card said, April 24, 1912.
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For some peculiar reason we have tended to commemorate the anni-
versary of Edgar Allan Poe’s death, which occurred on October 7,
1849. Why this is so, wwe do not know. Was it, instinctively, because of
Poe’s nature, because of his deep and compulsive preoccupation with
death? W hatever the reason, psychological or otherwise, we propose
to counteract this ghoulish tendency by now observing the anniver-
sary of Po€’s birth, which occurred on January 18, 1809; and to honor
this 153rd anniversary of Poe’s natal date we give you a rather ne-
glected example of the genius of the man who is acknowledged
throughout the world to have been the Father of the Detective Story.

And why, may we ask, has this story never been listed among
Poe’s contributions to the mystery genre (which in a modern sense
it can be said that Poe invented)? Surely this tale is full of frauds,
bulging with buncos—indeed, a very compendium of crime; and you
.will find itremarkably pleasant reading despite its great age—for more
than a century and a half has passed since Poe first “diddled” these

words on foolscap . ..

DIDDLING
by EDGAR A. POE

INCE THE WORLD BEGAN THERE

have been two Jeremys. The
one wrote a Jeremiad about usury,
and was called Jeremy Bentham. He
has been much admired by Mr. John
Neal, and was a great man in a
small way. The other gave name to
the most important of the Exact
Sciences, and was a great man in a
great way—I may say, indeed, in the
very greatest of ways.

Diddling—or the abstract idea
conveyed by the verb to diddle—is
sufficiently well understood. Yet the
fact, the deed, the thing, diddling,
is somewhat difficult to define. We
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may get, however, at a tolerably dis-
tinct conception of the matter in
hand by defining—not the thing,
diddling, in itself—but man, as an
animal that diddles. Had Plato but
hit upon this, he would have been
spared the affront of the picked
chicken.

Very pertinently it was demanded
of Plato why a picked chicken,
which was clearly a “biped without
feathers,” was not, according to his
own definition, a man? But I am
not to be bothered by any similar
query. Man is an animal that did-
dles, and there is 70 animal that
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diddles 6u#¢ man. It will take an en-
tire hen-coop of picked chickens to
get over that.

What constitutes the essence, the
nare, the principle of diddling is, in
fact, peculir to the class of creatures
that wear coats and pantaloons.- A
crow thieves; a fox cheats; a weasel
outwits; a man diddles. To diddle
is his destiny. “Man was made to
mourn,” says the poet. But not so:
he was made to diddle. This is his
aim—his object—his end. And for
this reason, when a man’s diddled
we say he’s “done.”

Diddling, rightly considered, is a
compound of which the ingredients
are minuteness, interest, persever-
ance, ingenuity, audacity, noncha-
lance, originality, impertinence, and
grin.

Minuteness: Your diddler is mi-
nute. His operations are upon a
small scale. His business is retail,
for cash, or approved paper at sight.
Should he ever be tempted into
magnificent speculation, he then, at
once, loses his distinctive features,
and becomes what we term “finan-
cier.” This latter word conveys the
diddling idea in every respect ex-
cept that of magnitude. A diddler
may thus be regarded as a banker
in petto—a “financial operation,” as
a diddle at Brobdingnag. The one
is to the other, as Homer to “Flac-
cus”—as a mastodon to a mouse—
as the tail of a comet to that of a pig.

Interest: Your diddler is guided
by self-interest. He scorns to diddle
for the mere sake of the diddle. He

has an object in view—his pocket
—and yours. He regards always the
main chance. He looks to Number
One. You are Number Two, and
must look to yourself.

Perseverance: Your diddler perse-
veres. He is not readily discouraged.
Should even the banks break, he
cares nothing about it. He steadily
pursues his end, and Ut canis a corio
nunquam absterrebitur uncto, so he
lets go of his game.

Ingenuity: Your diddler is in-
genious. He has constructiveness
large. He understands plot. He in-
vents and circumvents. Were he
not Alexander he would be Diog-
enes. Were he not a diddler, he
would be a maker of patent rat traps
or an angler for trout.

Audacity: Your diddler is auda-
cious. He is a bold man. He carries
the war into Africa. He conquers
all by assault. He would not fear
the daggers of Frey Herren. With a
little more prudence Dick Turpin
would have made a good diddler;
with a trifle less blarney, Daniel
O’Connell; with a pound or two
more brains, Charles the Twelfth.

Nonchalance: Your diddler is
nonchalant. He is not at all nervous.
He never had any nerves. He is
never seduced into a flurry. He is
never put out—unless put out of
doors. He is cool—cool as a cucum-
ber. He is calm—*“calm as a smile

" from Lady Bury.” He is easy—easy

as an old glove, or the damsels of
ancient Baiae.
Originality: Your diddler is origi-
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nal—most conscientiously so. His
thoughts are his own. He would
scorn to employ those of another.
A stale trick is his aversion. He
would return a purse, I am sure,
upon discovering that he had ob-
tained it by an unoriginal diddle.

Impertinence: Your diddler is
impertinent. He swaggers. He sets
his arms a-kimbo. He thrusts his
hands in his trousers’ pocket. He
sneers in your face. He treads on
your corns. He eats your dinner,
he drinks your wine, he borrows
your money, he pulls your nose, he
kicks your poodle, and he kisscs
your wife.

Grin: Your true diddler winds
up all with a grin. But this nobody
sees but himself. He grins when his
daily work is done—when his allot-
ted labors are accomplished—at
night in his own closet, and alto-
gether for his own private entertain-
ment. He goes home. He locks his
door. Hc divests himself of his
clothes. He puts out his candle. He
gets into bed. He places his head
upon the pillow. All this done, and
your diddler grins. This is no hy-
pothesis. It is a matter of course. I
reason a priori, and a diddle would
be 7o diddle without a grin.

The origin of the diddle is refer-
able to the infancy of the Human
Race. Perhaps the first diddler was
Adam. At all events, we can trace

+the science back to a very remote
period of antiquity. The moderns,
however, have brought it to a per-
fection never dreamed of by our
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thick-headed progenitors. Without
pausing to speak of the “old saws,”
therefore, I shall content myself
with a compendious account of
the more “modern instances.”

A very good diddle is this. A
housekeeper in want of a sofa, for
instance, is seen to go in and out of
several cabinet warehouses. At
length she arrives at one offering
an excellent variety. She is accosted,
and invited to enter, by a polite and
voluble individual at the door. She
finds a sofa well adapted to her
views, and upon inquiring the price,
is surprised and delighted to hear
a sum named at least twenty per
cent. lower than her expectations.
She hastens to make the purchase,
gets a bill and receipt, leaves her ad-
dress, with a request that the article
be sent home as speedily as possible,
and retires amid a profusion of
bows from the shopkeeper.

The night arrives and no sofa.
The next day passes, and still none.
A servant is sent to make inquiry
about the delay. The whole trans-
action is denied. No sofa has been
sold—no money received—except by
the diddler, who played shopkeeper
for the nonce.

Our cabinet warehouses are left
entirely unattended, and thus afford
every facility for a trick of this kind.
Visitors enter, look at furniture, and
depart unheeded and unseen.
Should anyone wish to purchase, or
to inquire the price of an article, a
bell is at hand, and this is consid-
ered amply sufficient.
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Again, quite a respectable diddle
is this. A well-dressed individual en-
ters a shop, makes a purchase to the
value of a dollar, finds, much to his
vexation, that he has left his pocket-
book in another coat; and so says to
the shopkeeper, “My dear sir, just
oblige me, will you, by sending the
bundle home? But stay, I really be-
lieve that I have nothing less than a
five dollar bill, even there. How-
ever, you can send four dollars in
change with the bundle, you know.”

“Very good, sir,” replies the shop-
keeper, who entertains, at once, a
lofty opinion of the high-minded-
ness of his customer. “I know fel-
lows,” he says to himself, “who
would just have put the goods un-
der their arm and walked off with a
promise to call and pay the dollar as
they came by in the afternoon.”

A boy is sent with the parcel and
change. On the route, quite acci-
dentally, he is met by the purchaser,
who exclaims, “Ah! this is my bun-
dle, I see—I thought you had been
home with it, long ago. Well, go on!
My wife, Mrs. Trotter, will give you
the five dollars—I left instructions
with her to that effect. The change
you might as well give to me—I
shall want some silver for the Post
Office. Very good! One, two, three,
four—quite right! Say to Mrs. Trot-
ter that you met me, and be sure
now and do not loiter on the way.”

The boy doesn’t loiter at all—but
he is a very long time in getting
back from his errand—for no lady
of the precise name of Mrs. Trotter
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is to be discovered. He consoles
himself, however, that he has not
been such a fool as to leave the
goods without the money, and re-
entering his shop with a self-satis-
fied air, feels sensibly hurt and in-
dignant when his master asks him
what has become of the change.

A very simple diddle, indeed, is
this. The captain of a ship which is
about to sail is presented by an offi-
cial-looking person with an unusu-
ally moderate bill of city charges.
Glad to get off so easily and con-

fused by a hundred duties pressing

upon him all at once, he discharges
the claim forthwith. In about fifteen
minutes another and less reason-
able bill is handed him by one who
soon makes it evident that the first
collector was a diddler, and the
original collection a diddle.

And here, too, is a somewhat simi-
lar thing. A steamboat is casting
loose from the wharf. A traveler,
portmanteau in hand, is discovered
running toward the wharf at full
speed. Suddenly he makes a dead
halt, stoops, and picks up something
from the ground in a very agitated
manner. It is a pocketbook, and—
“Has any gentleman lost a pocket-
book?” he cries. No one can say
that he has exactly lost a pocket-
book; but a great excitement en-
sues when the treasure trove is
found to be of value. The boat how-
ever, must not be detained.

“Time and tide wait for no man,”
says the captain.

“For God’s sake, stay only a few
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minutes,” says the finder, “the true
claimant will presently appear.”

“Can’t wait!” replies the man in
authority. “Cast off there, d'ye
hear?” g

“What am I to do?” asks the find-
er, in great tribulation. “I am about
to leave the country for some years,
and I cannot conscientiously retain
this large amount in my posses-
sion. I beg your pardon, sir,” [here
he addresses a gentleman on shore,]
“but you have the air of an honest
man. Will you confer upon me the
favor of taking charge of this pock-
etbook—I know 1 can trust you—
and of advertising it? The notes,
you see, amount to a very consider-
able sum, The owner will, no doubt,
insist upon rewarding you for your
trouble—"

“Mel—no, youl—it was you who
found the book.”

“Well, if you must have it so—I
will take a small reward—just to
satisfy your scruples. Let me see—
why these notes are all hundreds—
bless my soul! a hundred is too
much to take—fifty would be quite
enough, I am sure—"

“Cast off there!” says the captain.

“But then I have no change for
a hundred, and upon the whele you
had better—"

“Cast off therel” says the captain.

“Never mind!” cries the gentle-
man on shore, who has beea exam-
ining his own pocketbook, “mever
mind! / can fix it—here is a fafty on
the Bank of North America—throw
me the pocketbook.”
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And the over-conscientious finder
takes the fifty with marked reluc-
tance and throws the gentleman the
pocketbook, as desired, while the
steamboat fumes and fizzes on her
way. In about half an hour after her
departure, the “large amount” is
seen to be a “counterfeit preseat-
ment,” and the whole thing a capital
diddle.

A bold diddle is this. A camp
meeting, or something similar, is to
be held at a certain spot which is ac-
cessible only by means of a free
bridge. A diddle stations himself
upon this bridge, respectfully in-
forms all passersby of the new
county law which establishes a toll
of one cent for foot passengers, two
for horses and donkeys, and se
forth. Some grumble but all submit,
and the diddler goes home a wealth-
ier man by some fifty or sixty del-
lars well earned. This taking a toll
from a great crowd of people is an
excessively troublesome thing.

A neat diddle is this. A friend
holds one of the diddler’s promises
to pay, filled up and signed in due
form, upon the ordinary blanks
printed in red ink. The diddler pur-
chases one or two dozen of these
blanks, and every day dips ome of
them in his soup, makes his dog
jump for it, and finally gives it te
him as a bonne boucke. The note
arriving at maturity, the diddler,
with the diddler’s dog, calls upon
the friend, and the promise to pay
is made the topic of discussion.

The friend produces it from his
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escritorre and is in the act of reach-
ing it to the diddler when up
jumps the diddler’s dog and de-
vours it forthwith. The diddler is
not only surprised but vexed and in-
censed at the absurd behavior of his
dog, and expresses his entire readi-
ness to cancel the obligation at any
moment when the evidence of the
obligation shall be forthcoming.

A very minute diddle is this. A
lady is insulted in the street by a
diddler’s accomplice. The diddler
himself flies to her assistance, and
giving his friend a comfortable
thrashing, insists upon attending
the lady to her own door. He bows,
with his hand upon his heart, and
most respectfully bids her adieu.
She entreats him, as her deliverer,
to walk in and be introduced to her
big brother and her papa. With a
sigh he declines to do so.

“Is there no way, then, sir,” she
murmurs, “in which I may be per-
mitted to testify my gratitude?”

“Why, yes, madam, there is. Will
““you be kind enough to lend me a
couple of shillings?”

In the first excitement of the mo-
ment the lady decides upon faint-
ing outright. Upon second thought,
however, she opens her purse strings
and delivers the specie. Now this, I
say, is a diddle minute—for one en-
tire moiety of the sum borrowed
has to be paid to the gentleman
who had the trouble of performing
the insult and who had then to
stand still and be thrashed for per-
forming it.
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Rather a small, but still a scien-
tific diddle is this. The diddler ap-
proaches the bar of a tavern and de-
mands a couple of twists of tobacco.
These are handed to him when,
having slightly examined them, he
says, “I don’t much like this tobac-
co. Here, take it back, and give me a
glass of brandy and water in its
place.”

The brandy and water is fur-
nished and imbibed, and the did-
dler makes his way to the door.
But the voice of the tavernkeeper
arrests him.

“I believe, sir, you have forgaotten
to pay for your brandy and water.”

“Pay for my brandy and water!
Didn’t I give you the tobacco for
the brandy and water? What more
would you have?”

“But, sir, if you please, I don't re-
member that you paid me for the
tobacco.”

“What do you mean by that, you
scoundrel? Didn’t I give you back
your tobacco? Isn’t that your tobac-
co lying there? Do you expect ‘me
to pay for what Idid not take?”

“But, sir,” says the publican, now
rather at a loss what to say, “but
sir—"

“But me no buts, sir,” interrupts
the diddler, apparently in very high
dudgeon and slamming the door
after him as he makes his escape.
“But me no buts, sir, and none of
your tricks upon travelers.”

Here again is a very clever diddle
of which the simplicity is not its
least recommendation. A purse. or
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pocketbook, being really lost, the-
loser inserts in one of the daily
papers of alarge city a fully descrip-
tive advertisement.

Whercupon our diddler copies the
facrs of this advertisement, with a
change of heading, of general
phraseology, and address. The orig-
inal, for instance, is long, and ver-
bose, is headed “A Pocketbook
Lost!” and requires the treasure,
when found, to be left at No. 1 Tom
Strect. The copy is brief, and being
headed with “Lost” only, indicates
No. 2 Dick, or No. 3 Harry Street,
as the locality in which the owner
may be seen.

Moreover, it is inserted in at least
five or six of the daily papers of
the day, while in point of time it
makes its appearance only a few
hours after the original. Should it
be read by the loser of the purse, he
would hardly suspect it to have any
reference to his own misfortune.
But, of course, the chances are five
or six to one, that the finder will re-
pair to the address given by the did-
dler rather than to that pointed out
by the rightful proprietor. The for-
mer pays the reward, pockets the
treasure, and decamps.

Quite an analogous diddle is this.
A lady of ton has dropped, some-
where in the street, a diamond ring
of unusual value. For its recovery
she offers some forty or fifty dollars
reward—giving, in her advertise-
ment, a minute description of the
gem and its settings, and declaring
that, on its restoration at No. So-
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and-so, in Such-and-such Avenue,
the reward will be paid instanter,
without a single question being
asked.

During the lady’s absence from
home, a day or two afterward, a
ring is heard at the door of Ne. So-
and-so, in Such-and-such Avenue;
a servant appears; the lady of the
house is asked for and is declared
to be out, at which astounding in-
formation the visitor expresses the
most poignant regret. His business
is of importance and concerns the
lady herself. In fact, he hadthe good
fortune to find her diamond ring.
But perhaps it would be as well
that he should call again.

“By no means!” says the servant;
and “By no means!” says the lady’s
sister and the lady’s sister-in-law,
who are summoned forthwith. The
ring is clamorously identified, the
reward is paid, and the finder near-
ly thrust out of doors. The lady re-
turns and expresses some little dis-
satisfaction with her sister and sis-
ter-in-law, because they happen to
have paid forty or fifty dollars for
a facsimile of her diamond ring—
a facsimile made out of real pinch-
beck and unquestionable paste.

But as there is really no end to
diddling, so there would be none to
this essay were I even to hint at
half the variations of which this sci-
ence is susceptible. I must bring
this paper, perforce, to a conclu-
sion, and this I cannot do better than
by a summary notice of a very de-
cent, but rather elaborate diddle, of .
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“which our own city was made the
theatre not very long ago, and
which was subsequently repeated
with success in other still more ver-
dant localities of the Union.

A middle-aged gentleman arrives
in town from parts unknown. He is
remarkably precise, cautious, staid,
and deliberate in his demeanor. His
dress is scrupulously neat, but plain,
unostentatious. He wears a white
cravat, an ample waistcoat, made
with an eye to comfort alone; thick-
soled cosy-looking shoes, and panta-
loons without straps. He has the
whole air, in fact, of your well-to-do,
sober-sided, exact, and respectable
“man of business”—one of the stern
and outwardly hard, internally soft,
sort of people that we see in the
crack high comedies—fellows whose
words are so many bonds, and who
are noted for giving away guineas
in charity with the one hand, while,
in the way of mere bargain, they
exact the uttermost fraction of a
farthing with the other.

He makes much ado before he can
get suited with a boarding-house.
He dislikes children. He has been
accustomed to quiet. His habits are
methodical—and then he would pre-
fer getting into a private and re-
spectable small family, piously in-
clined. Terms, however, are no ob-
ject—only he must insist upon set-
tling his bill on the first of every
month (it is now the second) and
begs his landlady, when he finally
obtains one to his mind, »oz on any
account to forget his instructions
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upon this point—but to send in a
bill, and receipt, precisely at ten
o'clock, on the first day of every
month.

These arrangements made, our
man of business rents an office in a
reputable rather than a fashionable
quarter of the town. There is noth-
ing he more despises than pretense.
“Where there is much show,” he
says, “there is seldom anything very
solid behind”—an  observation
which so profoundly impresses his
landlady’s fancy that she makes a
pencil memorandum of it forth-
with in her great family Bible, on
the broad margin of the Proverbs
of Solomon.

The next step is to advertise, after
some such fashion as this, in the
principal business sixpennies of the
city—the pennies are eschewed as
not “respectable”—and as demand-
ing payment for all advertisements
in advance. Our man of business
holds it as a point of his faith that
work should never be paid for untit
done.

“Wantep.—The advertisers being
about to commence extensive busi-
ness operations in this city, will re-
quire the services of three or four
intelligent and competent clerks to
whom a liberal salary will be paid.
The very best recommendations,
not so much for capacity as for
integrity, will be expected. Indeed,
as the duties to be performed in-
volve high responsibilities, and large
amounts of money must necessarily
pass through the hands of those en-
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gaged, it is deemed advisable to de-
mand a deposit of fifty dollars from
each clerk employed. No person
need apply, therefore, who is not
prepared to leave this sum in the
possession of the advertisers and
who cannot furnish the most satis-
factory testimonials of morality.
Young gentlemen piously inclined
will be preferred. Application
should be made between the hours
of ten and eleven a.M., and four and
five p.M., of Messrs. Bogs, Hocs,
Logs, Frogs & Co., 110 Dog St.
By the thirty-first day of the
month this advertisement has
brought to the office of Messrs.
Bogs, Hogs, Logs, Frogs, and Com-
pany some fifteen or twenty young
gentlemen piously inclined. But our
man of business is in no hurry to
conclude a contract with any—no
man of business is ever precipitate
—and it is not until the most rigid
catechism in respect to the piety of
each young gentleman’s inclination
that his services are engaged and
his fifty dollars receipted for, just
by way of proper precaution, on the
part of the respectable firm of Bogs,

DIDDLING

Hogs, Logs, Frogs, and Company.
On the morning of the first day of
the next month the landlady does
not present her bill, according to
promise—a piece of neglect for
which the comfortable head of the
house ending in ogs would no
doubt have chided her severely,
could he have been prevailed upon
to remain in town a day or two for
that purpose.

As it is, the constables have had a
sad time of it, running hither and
thither, and all they can do is to
declare the man of business most
emphatically a “hen knee-high”—by
which some persons imagine them
to imply that, in fact, he is n.ei~
by which again the very classical
phrase non est inventus is supposed
to be understood. In the meantime
the young gentlemen, one and all,
are somewhat less piously inclined
than before, while the landlady pur-
chases a shilling’s worth of the best
India rubber and very carefully ob-
literates the pencil memorandum
that some fool has made in her
great family Bible, on the broad
margin of the Proverbs of Solomon.

EQMM’S 21st Anniversary Issue
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BRING THE KILLER TO JUSTICE
by ROSS MACDONALD

(continued from page 80)

Grantland’s house was a modern red-
wood built on cantilevers on the rim of
a small canyon. His Jaguar was in the
slanting driveway. A yellow ribbon of
light fell across it from the partly open
front door. Just inside the door a
man’s feet were visible, toes down. My
heart skipped a beat when they moved.
‘I soft-shoed up to the door, kicked it
wide open, and went in.

Grantland was on his knees with a
red-stained cloth in his hand. He
whirled like an animal attacked from
the rear.

“Get out of here,” he said between
his teeth.

I closed the door behind me. The
hallway smelled like a gas station. A
gallon can of gasoline and a parcel
wrapped in newspaper stood against
the wall. Wet spots on the pale carpet
showed where Grantland had been
scrubbing.

He was still on his knees, in an at-
titude of queer humiliation. I mo-
tioned him to his feet and shook him
down. He was unarmed.

“Did she bleed a lot?” I said.

“I don’t know what you’re talking
about.”

“It’s Zianie’s blood, isn't it?”

Grantland stood silent with his chin
down, his arms folded across his chest,
like a man on a cold night.

“You puzzle me, Grantland. I can’t
figure out why you killed her. Do you
want to give me a little help on that?”

“I didn’t kill her. I loved her. I in-
tended to marry her.”

“Sure you did. You fell in love with
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her as soon as she got within one
death of five million dollars. Only now
she’s one death past it, no good for
you, no good to anybody.”

“Do you have to rub my nose in
it?” His voice was dull with the after-
boredom of shock.

“It’s her blood you were trying to
wipe up. Isn’t it?”

He nodded mutely, miserably.

“What did you hit her with?”

He stood silent, but his eye strayed
briefly to the newspaper parcel. I
picked it up and ripped it open. It
contained a hatchet with a bloody
blade.

“Is this yours, Grantland?”

“Yes, but I didn’t do it. I wasn’t
even here when it happened.”

“She was killed in this house,
then?”

“Yes. She came here with me early
in the evening. She was afraid to go
home to the ranch. I had an emer-
gency call, and I had to leave her
alone. When I returned, she was lying
dead in the hallway, right here in the
hallway.” He pointed down at the
floor with an unsteady hand. “She had
a horrible lesion, a massive depressed
fracture in her skull I'm afraid it
shook my sanity for a time. I didn't
know what I was doing.”

“What did you do?”

“All T could think of was getting
rid of the body, getting rid of the
blood. It was my house, it was my
hatchet—"

“And your girl.”

“Yes.” He met my gaze for a sec-
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ond, and I saw the loss and sorrow in
his eyes. “Zinnie was my girl. I’'m not
ashamed of it. But I knew if her body
was found here I'd be blamed. My
practice would be ruined. I was frantic.
I carried her out to her car and drove
it down to the lower part of town.
What harm did it do her? She was
dead.”

“It could do Carl Hellman a lot of
harm. As you intended it too.”

“No.” Grantland’s head jerked up,
as if a moral noose had tightened
around his neck. “I didn’t think of the
effect on Carl. You don’t understand
the pressure I was under.”

“Maybe 1 don’t. Would I under-
stand better if you told me who your
emergency caller was?”

“Do we have to go into that?”

“I suggest it was a man named Tom
Rica. It was his second visit to you
today. Rica is a drug addict, as you
know. You gave him a needle when he
came to your office, the first time.”

“He has his own needle. I gave him
a little Demerol.”

“Why would you do that?”

“I have a legal right to prescribe
drugs. It was my opinion that Rica
needed something to calm him down.”

“Come off it, Doctor. You gave
Rica the drug because you were afraid
of him. I want to know what you were
afraid of.”

“I don't know how to explain.”

“Give it a try.”

“I'm not answerable to you. I refuse
to talk.” But he was too full of trou-
ble to hold it in. “I'm a weak person, I
guess. I've done some foolish things in
my life. They all seemed to come home
to roost tonight.”

“You’d better talk them out, and
fast. Carl Hellman could be lynched
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on your account. Did you shoot his
brother today?”

“God, nol”

“Did you give Carl the gun in the
hope that he would shoot him?”

“] admit that thought crossed my
mind. It’s why I was so overwhelmed
when I found Zinnie. But I didn’t give
him the gun. He took it without my
knowledge, I swear.”

“Then what did Rica have on you?”

“I made a dreadful mistake six
months ago, when Senator Hellman
died. Carl told me he had done it—hit
his father with a hammer and let him
drown. I was foolish enough to believe
him, and foolish enough to try to save
him from the consequences. He was
obviously disturbed. I saw no point in
putting him through a murder trial. I
argued my view with Jerry and the
Sheriff, and they came around to my
way of looking at it. Jerry had his
reasons for it—family pride and pres-
tige—"

“lI can understand that. But what
reasons did you have, Doctor?”

“Carl was my patient.”

“Get off the high horse. You’re not
that much of an altruist.”

“All right, if you have to have it.
I wanted to marry Zinnie. Jerry
wouldn’t give her a divorce. I thought,
if T could be useful to him—well—"

“You could bring pressure on him?”

“Something like that,” he said feeb-
ly.

“And Rica knew about this?”

“He had a distorted version. It was
close enough to the truth to make me
vulnerable. Rica believed that it was
Jerry who killed his father, and that I
hushed it up.”

“Where did he get hold of that
story?”
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“He mentioned a woman named
Maude. She runs some sort of dis-
reputable hotel, or motel, south of
town. Rica claims she has close con-
tacts with the Sheriff’s office.”

“Did Ostervelt originate the story?”

“I thought of that. In fact, I went
to see him as soon as Rica left here.
He’d threatened to go to the Sheriff,
and I decided I better get there first.
Ostervelt wasn’t available, but I talked
with one of his deputies—"

“Carmichael told me. Did you tell
him that Carl had murdered his fath-
er?”

“Yes, I did. I still believed it at the
time.”

“But you don’t any more?”

“I found out my mistake after I
talked to Carmichael. I ran into Dr.
Brockley in the Courthouse. Brockley
came up from the state hospital to see
if he could do anything for Carl. He
said that Carl was innocent of his
father’s death. I should have let things
take their natural cause. Carl would
have been cleared bya trial.”

“On grounds of insanity,
mean?”

“On grounds of fact. His confession
was false—I have Brockley’s word for
it. Besides, it didn’t jibe with the
physical evidence. Do you realize what
that means? I let my patient take the
blame for something he didn’t do, and
let the actual murderer go scot-free.”

“Are you sure the Senator was mur-
dered?”

“He must have been. He hadn’t
been struck over the head with a ham-
mer, as Carl claimed, but there were
minor contusions on his neck and
arms. Somebody gained access to his
* bathroom somehow, and held him
under water until he drowned.”

you
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“Why would Carl confess to some-
thing he didn’t do?”

“It’s a fairly common thing among
mental patients. They seem to want
to punish themselves. Carl wanted to
punish himself for his father-killing

-fantasies. Every boy has these Oed:-

pus fantasies to some degree. They sel-
dom come out so strongly except in
psychotic breatkthrough, when the
barrier between fantasy and reality is
destroyed. Carl suffered such a break-
through the morning he and his broth-
er found their father dead. The night
before, when they were arguing, he’d
probably had some homicidal impuls-
es. When his father was actually
killed, Carl felt like a murderer. His
confession was an attempt to explain
his terrible guilt fantasies, and some-
how deal with them.”

“Do you believe all this?”

“I have to. Brockley talked it
through with Carl and brought him
out of it. It fits in with what I know
about the pattem of Carl’s illness. It
goes back to a childhood shock—the
shock of his mother’s death, and sub-
sequent distortion of reality. His
mother was killed when her horse was
frightened by a firecracker. Carl be-
lieved that he was responsible.”

“Wasn’t he?”

“Brockley doubts that he was. Carl
dosen’t remember himself. He was
only four years old at the time. Where
would he get fireworks, or know how
to light them? The chances are it was
done by somebody else, one of the
ranchhands perhaps.”

“Or Jerry?”

“l doubt that. It doesn’t matter,
anyway. The point is that Carl blamed
himself, and 1t set the pattern for this
later confession.”
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“Getting back to that,” I said, “why
would the Sheriff cooperate in cover-
ing up a murder confession?”

“Mainly because Jerry wanted him
to. He had an election coming up, and
he needed Jerry’s support. His office
had been under heavy fire. There'd
been a lot of talk in the county of
payoffs and other political corruption.”

“Isn’t that what Carl and his father
had their argument about?”

“Yes. I was in on the tail end of it.
Carl wanted him to stop supporting
Ostervelt. When his father refused to
listen, Carl got furious. We had to call
in the Sheriff’s men to get him under
control.”

“Was Ostervelt on the ranch that
night?”

“No, he sent a couple of deputies,
Carmichael and another man. If he
was out there himself, I didn’t see
him.”

Like an exclamation point at the
end of the sentence, a shot rang out
somewhere below the house. Grant-
land started as if the bullet had struck
him. We went out the back way, into
the small walled garden which hung
above the canyon.

There were lights and voices far be-
low where the dry creek bed mean-
dered. Nearer, among the scrub oaks,
I heard a man blundering up the slope.

Grantland turned on an outside
light. Carl Hellman dragged himself
over the low stone wall and came to-
ward us on his hands and knees. He
left a track of blood, as black as oil
drippings, on the Arizona flagstones.
His light-stubbled head hung down
between his shoulders. His breathing
was loud as a hunted animals.

His arms gave way and he fell on
his face. For a sick and empty moment
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I thought that he was dead, that it
had been all for nothing. But he
stirred when I touched him, and tried
to sit up. Grantland and I supported
him between us.

“They shot me,” he said.

Grantland tore off Carl’s wet and
ruined shirt. Blood was pumping from
a hole in his side. He spoke indistinct-
ly, “They think I killed Jerry. I didn’t.
I threw the gun away.”

“Where, Carl?”

“In the trees. Mildred told me—get
rid of it.” A froth of blood was form-
ing on his lips.

“Lie down. Don't try to talk now.”
Grantland stripped off his own shirt
and folded it into a pack which he
pressed against the wound. “Hold this,
Archer. I'll call an ambulance.”

The members of the posse straggled
up the slope and over the wall. Carmi-
chael was in the lead. Ostervelt came
last. He was red and sweating. Some-
thing like buck fever glowed in his
faded eyes as he said, “I thought I
nicked him.”

“You did more than nick him,” I
said. “Too bad it’s the wrong man.”

“Who says so?”

“Hellman says so. He threw the gun
away in the orange grove. Somebody
else picked it up.”

“You can’t believe him. He’s a psy-
cho.”

The Sheriff tapped the side of his
head and looked around significantly.
Carl struggled under my hands. The
men closed in around him, as if he
were still a threat so long as there
was life in him. Grantland came out of
the house with a leather bag.

“I've sent for an ambulance. There
isn’t much I can do for a lung wound
here.”
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He took my place beside Carl, re-
moved the sodden emergency pack
from the wound, and applied a clean
one.

“Do you think he’ll live?” I said.

“He’s a durable boy. He ought to
live, if people stop using him for tar-
get practice.”

“For God’s sake,” Ostcrvelt
growled, “T only did my duty. He’s a
homicidal maniac, been dangerous all
his life. He was dangerous long before
he got out of knee-pants. I was Coro-
ner when his poor mother was killed,
and I know what I’'m talking about.
He tossed a firecracker that made her
horse run away. It busted her neck for
her.”

“Nol” Carl struggled free from
Grantland and managed to sit up. His
face was ghastly. His mouth spilled
words and bright blood. “I didn’t
throw it. It was Cowboy. Mummy fell
under the hoofs. She went all limp.”

His eyes rolled blindly in his head
and he went limp. Grantland eased
him backward onto the flagstones.

“He’s babbling.” Ostervelt turned to
the men around him, raising his voice
like a politician whose integrity has
been questioned. “You know what he
did to his brother Jerry. You saw what
he did to Jerry’s wife before we
tracked him up here.”

Grantland stood up. His face was
ugly with conflict. Then the conflict
seemed to resolve itself in his eyes.

“He isn’t guilty, Sheriff. I'd stake
my reputation on it. It may not be
worth much when I tell you what I
have to tell you. Zinnie was killed
herc in my house. I don’t believe Carl
was anywhere near here until the last
few minutes.”

A man in a plaid windbreaker spoke
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up. “That’s right. I flushed him out
of the creek bed halfway across town.”

“If she was killed here,” Ostervelt
said, “how did her body get down by
the highway?”

“I put it there,” Grantland said in a
wretched voice. “I didn’t kill her, but
I thought I'd be blamed for it. I lost
my nierve.”

A siren moaned somewhere below,
rising in pitch and  volume as it

climbed the ridge.

A resident surgeon from the hos-
pital rode in the ambulance with Carl.
Grantland and I followed in my car.

“I'm glad you spoke up,” I told
him. “I didn’t want to have to do your
talking for you.”

He sat quiet for a while. I didn’t
envy him his thoughts. Finally he said,
“It was a rotten thing to do to Zinnie.”

“It didn’t hurt her. It shouldn’t
hurt Carl now. You’re the one that’s
hurt.”

“Do you know what the penalty is
for what I did?”

“You ought to get off with a sus-
pended sentence.”

“It hardly matters one way or the
other. Just when things were working
out for me and Zinnie, or seemed to
be, it all came to an end at once.”

“Who killed her, Grantland?”

“I don’t know, honestly. When I
try to think about it, my mind goes
round in circles. What do you think?”

“I try to follow a rule of economy.
We have three murders to explain.
Until I have the evidence to the con-
trary, I assume they were all done by
the same person. If Carl’s innocent
of his father’s death—"

“He is! 'm certain of it, and so is
Brockley.”
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“Then he’s probably completely in-
nocent, and circumstances have been
manipulated to make him look guilty
of the others. You heard him say he
threw the gun away after talking to
Mildred?”

“I heard him.”

“It raises some interesting possibili-
ties. These deaths leave Carl and Mil-
dred, and the child Martha, as heirs to
the entire estate.”

“Good Lord, you can’t suspect Mil-
dred. Even if she were capable—mor-
ally and physically capable of the mur-
ders—she’d never try to blame them
on her husband. She’s devoted to
Carl.”

“Perhaps she is. She isn’t devoted to
his family, though. She hated Jerry,
and thought he'd cheated her. There
was bad blood between her and Zin-
nie.” I slowed down and let the am-
bulance lose me. “Did Mildred know
that Zinnie was at your house to-
night?”

“I don’t see how. Zinnie wouldn’t
be likely to tell her.”

“What about you?”

“Naturally I didn’t mention it to
anyone. But wait a minute—Tom Ri-
ca saw her there. Could he have come
back and killed her?”

“That I doubt. It’s possible he pass-
ed the word to somebody who did.”
“Who do you have in mind?”

“Nobody in particular.” But I was
thinking that Tom’s connection with
Maude gave him a direct line into the
Sheriff’s office. Even without that, the
Sheriff had ways of keeping track of
people.

We rode in silence till the hospital
came in sight, a stucco cube pierced
with random lights. It was getting late,
and I was very tired.

“At least there’s some improvement
in the situation,” Grantland said.
“Carl remembered his mother’s death.
Pressure sometimes does that—forces
a change for the better.”

“Is it for the better?”

“Very much so, I'd say. These trau-
matic experiences have to be brought
up into the light. Incidentally, I had
the right idea of what happened. It
must have been one of the ranchhands
who scared his mother’s horse. Carl
referred to him as ‘Cowboy’.”

“Why would Carl forget it?”"

“The man responsible for the run-
away probably frightened him into
keeping quiet—frightened him so
thoroughly that he pushed it entirely
out of his memory.”

“I'd like to meet that man.”

I dropped Grantland at the ambu-
lance entrance and drove back across
town to Mrs. Gley’s house.

‘Mrs. Gley opened the door herself.
She took a moment to recognize me.
“Mr. March? Mildred isn’t here. She
just left a minute ago.”

“Did she say where she was going?”

“Eddy Carmichael’s driving her to
the hospital. That husband of hers got
himself shot. Maybe that’s what you
want to see her about?”

“One of the things.”

“She said she wouldn’t be long, if
you want to wait inside.”

She stood back to let me enter, and
stumbled on her heels against the door.
Recovering her balance, she led me
through the curtained archway into
the front sitting-room. An empty wa-
ter glass and a half-empty bottle of
whiskey stood on a coffeetable beside
the mobhair sofa.

“Can I pour you a drinky, Mr.
March?”

I TSP

“
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“Archer. Thanks, I can use one.”

Mrs. Gley left the room and came
back with a water glass which she
filled for me. She filled her own glass
and carried it to the sofa. Under the
fringed floor lamp which stood behind
it, she looked like the wreck of
dreams.

I raised my glass. “Good luck.”

She took a stiff swallow, made a
face. “We could do with a little good
luck in this house. When I think of
all the grief Mildred brought into it,
marrying that boy. It’s an awful thing
to say—I wouldn’t say it if I was
stone-cold sober—but I almost wish he
would die. At least it would give my
girl a chance for something better.”

“Is that what Mildred wants?”

“She doesn’t know what she wants.
She never did know what’s good for
her. I told her, when they sent him
away, she owed it to herself to get a
divorce. She’s only twenty-three, she’s
still pretty. I happen to know there’s
fine young men who’d ask for nothing
better than marrying Mildred. Maybe
now she’ll listen to me. She can’t stay
married to a murderer.”

“You say Deputy Carmichael came
to pick her up?”

“Thash right.” The slur in her
speech was getting worse. “He’ll take
good care of her.”

“Is he one of the men that’s inter-
ested in Mildred?”

“You bet he is. Eddy’s been stuck
on her for years. Jush ask a mother.”
She smiled muzzily and took another
swallow which drained her glass.

“Isn’t he an old friend of Carl's,
too?” I asked her.

“I wouldn’t shay that. I guess they
knew each other when they were kids
on the ranch. Eddy’s father used to
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break in the Senator’s horses for him,
back in the old days when he was
breeding Palominos. Come to think of
it, I guess Eddy taught Carl to ride.”

“Is that why Carl called him *‘Cow-
boy’?”

“I didn’t know that. In these parts
anybody from Wyoming is a cowboy.
Anyway, I wish Mildred would make
up her mind about him. You can’t ex-
pect a man to wait forever—not an
up-and-coming young man like Eddy
Carmichael. He’s slated to be our next
Sheriff, you know.”

I had my doubts of that, but I kept
them to myself. Mrs. Gley was in no
condition to hear straight talk. She
seemed to be having trouble holding
up her head. Suddenly, like someone
shot by an invisible bullet, she fell
softly sideways and passed out. Her
harsh red hair spilled over the end of
the sofa. The lamp shone cruelly into
her closed face.

I put a cushion under her head,
straightened out her legs, and turned
off the lamp. A crueller light was
burning behind my eyes. I sat in the
dark room beside the snoring woman,
and gradually absorbed my whiskey
and my pain . ..

I heard the car door closing, their
footsteps on the walk and then on the

veranda. Mildred’s seemed to drag, as

if she sensed what was waiting on the
other side of the door. Before the door
opened, I was standing against the
wall in the shadow of the curtains.

I saw their bodies come together
close. One of Carmichael’s hands held
her by the waist. His sharp brown
face buried itself like a weapon in her
neck. I could hear his breathing.

Mildred tried to twist away from
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him. “Please. Not here. I think Moth-
er’s still up.”

“So what? She knows about us.”

“She does not! Anyway, it’s fin-
ished.”

“It's only starting. You can’t back
out now. You don’t want to. Even if
you did want to, I wouldn’t let you.”

His hand cupped the back of her
head and forced her face up to his.
She seemed to hang limp in his arms.
When his mouth released hers, she
said, “Please don’t, Eddy. You can’t
make things work out. You can’t force
life, and people.”

“Can’t I? You don’t know how I
operate. I plan a long way ahead for
something I want. And then I call it,
and sooner or later it comes—the way
you came. When you threw me over
. for him, I made a contract with my-
self that I was going to get you back.
So now I've got you.”

“I'm still married to Carl.”

“Temporarily, you are. It's time for
you to cut your losses on him, think
of the future.” )

“I have no future without him. I
don’t want any.”

“Don’t give me that. He isn’t going
to live. You can write that down in
your little black book and memorize
it.” Carmichael’s voice was flat and
savage.

Hers was almost pleading. “But the
doctor thinks he can save him. You
heard him say so yourself.”

“Doctors don’t know everything. It
isn’t just a medical problem.”

“You can’t mean they’d send him to
the gas chamber? You wouldn’t let
them do that.” Mildred spoke with a
kind of desperate coquetry.

“He won’t get the death penalty. No
local jury would recommend it.
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They’ll probably send him to the hos-
pital for the criminally insane. And
that’s where I come in. One of my
jobs is delivering county prisoners to
the state institutions.”

“I'm afraid I don’t follow you.” But
the undertone of fear i her voice sug-
gested that she did.

“Just leave it to me. All you have to
do is trust me, and wait. I'll get that
ranch for you.”

“I don’t want it. Anyway, I have no
right to it. Carl can’t inherit property
from someone he killed.”

“Why not? There’s no legal proof
he killed his father, no legal record of
it. There never will be. It’s a closed
case. I'll keep it a closed case. Which
means that Carl can inherit half the
estate, at least. Which means that your
life is just beginning, and I'm a part
of it, built right into it.”

“You want the ranch very badly.”

She was still in his arms, ‘and he
didn’t notice the distance in her voice.

“I want the ranch, and I want you.
I want everything I can get. Every-
thing. When I was ten years old, I
promised myself I'd own those acres
some day, and live in that big house.
It’sa package deal—youand the ranch.”

He spoke with staccato urgency, but
there was a dreamlike quality in what
he said. Big dreams had taken over his
mind, until he was out of touch with
the human norm. “We can live like a
king and queen in this county. I'll run
against Ostervelt and retire him, With
five million bucks to work with,
there’s nothing we can’t do.”

“Aren’t you forgetting Carl?”

“I don’t forget anything. If I know
him, and I think I do, he’ll try to es-
cape on the way to the hospital. I'm a
better shot than Ostervelt ever was.”
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*What about Martha?” Her voice
was high and thin.

“We'll be her legal guardians—it’s
it’s easy to arrange. Once I'm Sheriff-
Coroner I can arrange just about any-
thing. If the kid fell off a horse and
broke her neck, that would be just too
bad. But not for us.”

There was a glacial silence. Car-
michael was still holding her, still hug-
ging his dream. Neither of them
moved, but he must have felt a
change.

“What’s the matter?”

Mildred opened her mouth asif she
were going to scream, but no sound
came from her. Carmichael’s brown
profile seemed to lose flesh. He’d gone
too far, and he was beginning to real-
ize it.

Mildred wet her lips with her
tongue. “You lied to me about protect-
ing Carl. You murdered his father
yourself.”

“Shut it off, you crazy little fool.
You’re in this with me.”

“I'm not. I didn’t know—"

His right hand closed on her face,
across her mouth, the thumb sinking
into the hollow of her cheek. She beat
at him with her small futile fists.

It had gone far enough. I moved in
behind him, took the gun-from his
holster, swung the barrel at the base of
his skull. He was already turning, and
took the blow on the right shoulder.
The gun was heavy, a .45-calibre re-
volver. Carmichael’s right arm dan-
gled loose. He moved crabwise toward
the front door.

“Stand still. I'll shoot to kill.” My
voice was hard.

He froze against the wall. His face
was bare as bone, a brown skull from
which the flesh had dissolved.
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“He killed them all,” Mildred said

in a tearing whisper.

“Don’t listen to her. She’d say any-
thing to get her husband off the hook.”

“And you’d do anything to get him
on. Why did you hate him so much,
Carmichael ?”

“He envied Carl,” Mildred said,
“ever since they were children on the
ranch. Carl had everything, and he
had nothing. He wanted to take it all
away from Carl and his family.”

“She’s making this up.”

“No, 'm not. You told me how you
felt one night when you’d been drink-
ing. You said a lot of things—how you
had to take orders from Carl when he
was six years younger—

“Shut up, you!” His voice was high
and ragged. He brought it under con-
trol and turned to me. “I'm an officer
of the law. You wouldn’t take her
word against mine.”

“Wouldn’t I? You wear the uni-
form, but you’ve been using it to break
the law. I suppose it started with mi-
nor stuff like taking a cut from the
Buenavista Inn.”

“Talk away. You’'ll never prove it.”

So it was true. “You convinced a lot
of people that Ostervelt was the rotten
apple in the barrel. You probably con-
vinced Carl of that. But his father
wasn’t so easily taken in. Maybe he
asked you some questions the night
you killed him?”

“I didn’t kill him. And I don’t have
to stand here and listen to this——"

“It. won’t take long, Carmichael.
You killed him, and I'll tell you how
you did it. You hid in the closet in the
Senator’s bathroom, waited for him to
get into his nightly tub. You slipped
out behind him and held him down in
the water until he drowned. You let
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yourself out, locked the door from the
outside, pushed the key back under
the door.”

“Why would I do a thing like that?
I had no motive.” But his words were
self-condemning.

“I think you saw the possibilities, if
you knocked off the old man and got
Carl blamed for it.”

“Yes,” Mildred said. “The very day
my husband was committed, he came
to me and told me Carl had confessed.
He said he would protect Carl from
the consequences if I would let him
make love to me. He was crazy about
me, he said. I pretended to like him,
too. I didn’t know what else to do. I
believed he had the power to bring
Carl to trial, perhaps put him in the
gas chamber.”

“Like hell you were pretending,”
Carmichael said.

“I was. I hated every minute of
you.”

I said, “You’re a dreamer, Carmi-
chael. Dreamers are easy to con. They
con themselves. You thought she loved
you. You thought you could wipe out
the rest of the family, make an heiress
out of her, and marry five million
dollars. The only hitch was, your fall
guy was safe in the hospital. You had
to get him out of there before you
could kill the others.

“The solution turned up a week or
two ago, when Tom Rica was ar-
rested for narcotics addiction. Before
Tom went in, you fed him a story
about Jerry killing his father and Dr.
Grantland covering up for him. Prob-
ably, with your opportunities, you
planted other stories. This is the one
we know about, because it got to Carl
and produced results.

“The results were more than you
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bargained for. Tom Rica got some
ideas of his own. He saw an opening
for blackmail, but he was afraid to
tackle it all by himself. He brought
me into the case, to make it hotter far
Grantland and the Hellmans, make
them easier to shake down.

“You put on a pretty good act for
me, because you saw that I was a
threat to your plan. Perhaps I should-
n’t say you had a plan. You worked it
out by ear as you went along. If Carl
killed Jerry for you, that would be
perfect. He didn’t, but you got a break
which almost made up for that. When
Carl threw the gun away, he played
into your hand without knowing it.

“You were right behind him. You
picked up his gun, circled back to the
greenhouse, and shot Jerry with it
After that, you had to wait all day
until Carl was close enough to Zinnie
to take the blame for her death. You
finally got the word that he was seen
crossing the highway. Tom Rica told
you where Zinnie was, if you didn’t
know it already. You went to Grant-
land’s house and killed her with his
hatchet. That provided you with a
secondary patsy just in case one was
needed. Then you came back here.
You fooled us into thinking you were
worried about Zinnie’s safety, but
what you really wanted was to get at
Martha.”

“Yes,” Mildred said with a kind of
awe. “He intended to kill Martha,
too.”

“I wouldn’t hurt a little kid,” Car-
michael muttered.

“I heard you say you would. You'’re
out of contact—mass murderers get
that way. You’ve been killing people
for a long time now. You were only
ten when Carl’s mother was killed.”
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He looked at me in queer surprise,
his eyes changing like smoke.

“Eddy?” Mildred cried. “You did
that, too?”

He wouldn’t meet her eyes. He
spoke in the guttural tone of a man in
pain. “I didn’t mean to do it. It was
an accident.”

“It may have been,” I said. “When
you threw the firecracker at Mrs.
Hellman’s horse, you probably didn’t
know what youi:meant to do. But you
made a crime out of it when you con-
vinced Carl and his family that he had
caused the runaway. The crime was
against Carl’s mind—"

And his own mind, I was going to
say, but Mildred broke in: “Carl be-
lieved it was his fault. He’s always
blamed himself for his mother’s
death.”

“Not any more. He broke through
to the truth tonight.”

I'd taken my eyes from Carmichael.
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He moved on me suddenly and got a
hand on the gun. We wrestled for it,
shoulder to shoulder, while time
seemed to stop. But his luck had run
out. I twisted the long barrel out of
his grip and fired at him point-blank.
He went to his knees with his hands
clutching his chest, trying to hold in
his life. Then he fell forward, and lay.
prone and still.

I had shot to kill, just as I'had prom-
ised. Carmichael’s trial for murder
would have destroyed Mildred. This
way, she and Carl still had a chance.

Mildred leaned with her forehead
against the wall. Her hand jerked
spasmodically at the curtains, like
somebody signaling a train to stop.

“It was partly my fault. I pretended
to love him. I told him anything he
wanted to hear. I was so afraid for
Carl. I was so afraid.”

“You don’t have to be afraid any
more,” I said.

Answer to riddle story on page 51
FAIR GAME
by JUAN PAGE

“Knight takes queen, and mate in three,” crowed the old man, removing
the black queen from the chessboard. “If you weren’t so impulsive, you
could probably learn to give me a pretty fair game.”

EpiTors” Note: Why not turn back to page 51 and reread the riddle—
it 15 only a single page—and see how fairly Juan Page played the game.

We counted at least seven clues!



For the fullest enjoyment of this story please be sure to read

AUTHOR’S OWN FOREWORD

It is an historical fact that on the evening of May 10, 1849 twenty-
two people were Rilled in a riot at the Astor Place Opera House in
New York City. T he tragedy was the culmination of the bitter rivalry
and personal quarreling between W. C. Macready, the brilliant and
powerfiud English actor, and Edwin Forrest, the great American tra-
gedian. The quarrel dated back over a number of years. It had been
much aired in the press, and nationalistic prejudices had been stirred.
Sides had been taken along social lines, the rank and file and the
Bowery Boys having made a hero of Forrest. Just three days before
the riot, Forrest's followers had broken up Macready's performance of
“Macbeth” by the traditional methods of hissing and egg-throwing,
with the addition of certain refinements such as the throwing of chairs
and the release of a deluge of asafetida from the balconies.

Macready announced the end of his engagement and prepared to
return to England; but a group of leading citizens, headed by the
famous author, Washington Irving, published an appeal to him to
carry out his original plan and to rely on the “good sportsmanship”
of his audiences for the avoidance of further demonstrations. Mac-
ready agreed, and undertook to play “Macbeth” again on the night of
May 10, 1849. The death of twenty-two persons and injuries to hun-
dreds of others was to be the outcome of that decision.

So reports historian Allan Nevins.

W hat is not a part of history is the account of a diabolical murder
plot set up for that same tragic night. T he records of that plot are in
the dusty files of the legal firm of Brooke & Sons, a landmark in low-
er Manhattan for the last 150 years. . . .

HOVER THROUGH THE FOG
by HUGH PENTECOST

envy for the man who sat acress law firm founded by his grandfa-
the dark walnut desk in his ther. The business of Brooke & Sons
book-lined law offices. John was the was largely concerned with the
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Joun BROOKE FELT A TWINGE OF third Brooke to head the respected
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management of estates and trusts.
It was a firm steeped in tradition,
and even the daily office routine
never varied by a hair.

John Brooke, having become
head of the firm when he was just
past thirty—his father having died

unexpectedly of a heart attack in

the reading room of his club—
found himself restive under the
fixed precedures that were expected
of him. Andrew Vail, involved in
the ritual of lighting a thin Cuban
cigar, represented all the opposites
to conservative tradition.

Andrew Vail was ash-blond, in
sharp contrast to John Brooke’s
dark dignity. His eyes were a bright,

_twinkling blue, accustomed to view-
ing the world with constant amuse-
ment and perhaps a touch of irony-
He had the reputation for speaking
quickly, impulsively, and often
without thought of other people’s
feelings or of social consequences.

His clothes were expensive, made -

by the best tailor in New York, but
they flirted with the gaudy—for ex-
ample, the fawn-colored vest he was
wearing this morning.

Andrew Vail’'s mother had been
a Thayer, and the Thayers were top-
drawer in the New York social pic-
ture, long-time friends and clients
of the Brooke family. But Louise
Thayer had rocked the social firma-
ment into which she had been born
by eloping with Malcolm Vail, a
handsome young actor of modest
reputation. Andrew was their son,
orphaned in his late teens when

L]
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Louise and Malcolm were burned
to death in a hotel fire in Birming-
ham, England, where Malcolm was
playing in a repertory company.

Andrew Vail came back to New
York to find himself out of favor
with the Thayer family. Old Wilson
Thayer, worth many millions, had
never forgiven his daughter for in-
dulging in a happy marriage. Old
Wilson permitted his grandson a
ten-minute interview during which
he presented him with the munifi-
cent sum of $500 and told him that
from then on Andrew was on his
own.

Andrew had adopted the Greeley
slogan and gone West. In the
1840s the West was the land of op-
portunity. In ten years’ time An-
drew had returned to New York. A
gold mine somewhere in Colorado
had paid off and young Andrew
Vail was not only accumulating
wealth from out of the earth, but he
was the owner of two prosperous,
if small, railroads and a rapidly
growing steel mill. In 1849 Andrew
could have bought out old Wilson
Thayer and hardly felt the pinch.

It is quite possible that John
Brooke’s father would have refused
to act as legal counsel for Andrew
Vail because of the firm’s long
friendship with Wilson Thayer. But
John had no such social scruples.
He liked Andrew. He admired the
aggressive determination and the
gambling spirit which had made
Andrew a very rich man in the
short space of a decade. And he en-
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vied Andrew the exciting and ad-
venturous life he had led.

He envied him, that is, until a few
moments after Andrew got his Cu-
ban cigar burning evenly.

“You know, John,” Andrew said,
a flicker of amusement in his bright
blue eyes, “beyond the fact that you
are the best estate lawyer in the city
—and an exquisite gentleman, at
least externally—I hardly know you
at all.”

“What do you need to know?”
John asked, smiling.

“The fact that I don’t know you,
really know you,” Andrew said, “is
a plus factor in a way. You don’t
talk about yourself—or anyone else.”

“Lawyers, like priests and doe-
tors, should not be talkative men,”
John said.

“What 1 don't know,” Andrew
said, and the twinkle seemed to fade
from his eyes, “is whether, under
that polished exterior of yours, you
are a prude.”

“I like to think not,” John said.

“I have my fingers crossed,” An-
drew said, “because I'm here to
change my will, and because in do-
ing so I will be forced to reveal cer-
tain facts which would distress a
prude.”

“I'm your lawyer,” John said.
“Drawing wills is my business. Un-
less you ask for advice I won’t give
it—except, of course, in purely legal
matters.”

“I have to risk it,” Andrew said.
He blew a thin spiral of smoke to-
ward the ceiling. “I want to leave
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all my holdings—cash, all my prop-
erty, everything—in an unbreakable
trust to Cynthia Stiles. Mrs. Ogden
Stiles.”

It was a jolt, but John Brooke’s
expression didn’t alter. Perhaps the
son of an actor appreciated that.

“I see,” John said, making some
meaningless scribble on the pad in
front of him. Cynthia Stiles was
the beautiful young wife of old Og-
den Stiles the banker, a great power
in the financial world.

“I am aware,” Andrew Vail said,
studying the end of his cigar, “that
it will take some time to arrange for
such a trust. Therefore, in the
meantime—today—I want you to
liquidate five hundred thousand
dollars worth of my securities, and
I want the cash set aside to be paid
to Mrs. Stiles in case of my death
without any strings attached. I want
that done today, you understand. I
want to sign the necessary authori-
zation for you to make the payment
to her before I leave this office.”

“It can be done,” John said stead-
ily. He hesitated. “Is—is this some
kind of blackmail, Andrew?”

Andrew gave a great snort of
laughter. “Blackmail! My dear fel-
low, I'm in love with Cynthia Stiles.
She’s my whole life, my whole
world.”

“I see,” John said, his voice ex-
pressionless. “The liquidation of as-
sets to accumulate this huge amount
of cash will be costly to you, An-
drew—the market isn’t favorable at
the moment. The trust can be
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drawn up in a couple of days. Sure-
ly nothing is likely to happen to
you in that short time?”

“On the contrary,” Andrew said,
“I expect to be murdered.”

That cracked John's impassivity.
“What kind of nonsense is that?” he
said sharply. “We're not living in
the dark ages, Andrew. This is
18491

As Andrew Vail talked, it became
clear to John Brooke that the story
was not one of cheap and tawdry
intrigue. Andrew had first . met
Cynthia Stiles, then Cynthia Moul-
ton, nine years ago on that trek
westward with what remained of
Wilson Thayer’s $500 in his pocket
and with literally no prospects. The
Moultons were a Chicago family of
extremely modest means. Cynthia’s
father was a schoolteacher and she
the oldest of six girls.

Andrew,. stopping to look over
the chances in Chicago, had an-
swered an advertisement for a room
to rent and found himself boarding
with the Moultons. He and Cynthia
had ignited like a Roman candle
almost from the first day. Cynthia’s
parents liked him. They would not
have objected to a marriage if there
had been any economic possibility
for it. But Andrew had nothing.to
offer, and the Moultons could not
help. It was this need for immedi-
ate financial stability that sent An-
drew on to Colorado. He and Cyn-
thia parted, promised to each other

no matter how long they would

have to wait,

They wrote to each other often.
Things were not yet happening for
Andrew. He was stuck where he
was when the news came—a mix-
ture of good and bad news—that
Mr. Moulton had been offered a
professorship at Columbia College
in New York City. The whole fam-
ily was moving East. As far as An-
drew was concerned, New York
was no farther away from him
than Chicago.

The letters continued. Mr. Moul-
ton. was doing well at Columbia.
He had been much helped by Mr.
Ogden Stiles, a prominent banker
and ‘trustee of the college.

Then came the blow. Ogden
Stiles, almost sixty, had asked for
Cynthia’s hand in marriage. She
was just twenty-one. She was deep-
ly in love with Andrew. It was
then that the true view of Ogden
Stiles’s character became apparent.
Either Cynthia would marry him
or Mr. Moulton would lose his post
at the college, and be very unlikely
to find another one anywhere else.

A despairing letter reached An-
drew. Unless something could be
done to make certain of her father’s
security, she would have no choice.
Her father, her mother, her five
sisters were dependent on her deci-
sion.

Andrew was helpless. He swal-
lowed his pride and wrote to old
Wilson Thayer for help—money,
or assistance to the Moultons. Wil-
son Thayer did not even answer.

He clearly felt the $500 he had
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given Andrew two years before
had discharged his full obligation
to his grandson.

And so Cynthia was married to
Ogden Stiles and launched into the
social whirl of New York. There
was very little gossip about the dis-
crepancy in age bstween the bride
and the bridegroom. Ogden Stiles
was far too powerful for anyone to
risk gossiping about him. And he
was known to be an unforgiving
and relentless man.

“Less than a year after their mar-
riage I struck it,” Andrew Vail
said, his voice harsh. “It was too
late, of course. I came East, with
some sort of wild idea that Cynthia
would walk out on Stiles. I could
take care of her family now. I did-
n’t give a damn about scandal. 1
went barging into her house with a
figurative white charger waiting
outside the door to carry her away.
I should have known better. One
look at her told me that she still
loved me—and that having given
her vows to Stiles she would stand
by them. Something else I should
have known: he was having her
watched, day and night. From that
moment on she has not had a mo-
ment’s peace or physical safety.
The man’s a sadist, a devil. I had
to return to the West again and it
was five years before I came back
here permanently. I kept a promise
I'd made her. I didn’t try to see her
privately. But at the opera—at one
or two balls . . .”

He put the stub of his cigar in
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the ashtray on John’s desk. “You've
seen her, John. Tragically beautiful.
Beauty and the Beast.” Andrew
drew a deep breath. “About a week
ago I was lunching at the Bre-
voort. Just as I was leaving, I came
face to face with Cynthia who was
coming in. It was impossible not to
speak to her. It was quite formal,
neither of us saying what was in
our hearts. Then, suddenly, he was
there behind her. You know him—
bald as an egg, a mouth like a knife
slit. I have never seen such cold
fury in any man’s eyes.

“‘You will please go on to our
table, Cynthia,’ was all he said. But
I had the curious sensation of
knowing that I was the object of a
murderous hatred.”

“And that’s what you base your
fears on?” John asked.

Andrew shook his head. His
mouth was grifn. “Yesterday after-
noon Cynthia came to my house.”

“Surely if she knew he was hav-
ing her watched—"

“It didn’t matter. He'd ordered
her to come.”

“What!”

“With a message,” Andrew said
grimly. “It was a simple message.
He wanted me to know that he
was going to murder me. He
would, he had told her, do it in
such a way that it would seem to be
an accident. Only she would know
—and I, inmy last moments.”

“The man’s out of his mind!”
John said. “Have you been to the’
police?”
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“Why?” Andrew said. “A threat
brought by his wife. He'd deny it,
of course. He'd accuse us of having
an affair behind his back.”

“Which you haven't.”

“Yesterday,” Andrew said, “I
held her in my arms and told her
I loved her. Frankly I dont ever
expect to see her again.”

“You're going to take it lying
down?”

“Certainly not. But what am I
to do—lock myself in my house till
Ogden Stiles dies, which may be
another twenty years? No. He'll
strike out of the darkness some-
where, and I'll have to hope I'll be
lucky—luckier than it seems likely
Ican be.”

“You could go back West to your
business interests,” John said.
“Stiles isn’t a young man. And
perhaps if you were away from
New York—"

“In the West,” Andrew said, “I
wouldn’t have a chance. Stiles
could buy someone for an absurdly
small sum to gun me down. No,
my best chance is here, going about
my life as naturally as I can—wait-
ing and watching.”

“You could hire
guard you,” John said.

“Against what? And when?”
Andrew said.

John wrote some notes on his
pad. “I am drawing up an author-
ization to have securities in the
amount of a half million dollars
liquidated and the cash paid to
Brooke and Sons. You will then

someone to
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execute an authorization to have
that money paid to Mrs. Stiles in
case anything happens to you. That
will leave the matter strictly be-
tween us, Andrew, without even a
clerk being aware of your motives.”
He reached behind his desk, gave
the brocaded bell-pull a tug, and in
a few moments passed over his
notes to an elderly clerk.

“If anyone but you had told me
this story, Andrew, I'd find it hard
to believe,” John said, when he
and Andrew were alone again.
“It’s hard to accept the fact that a
man of Stiles’ standing would car-
ry out such a threat.”

“Take a good look at him some-
time,” Andrew said grimly. Then
he smiled. “Well, I can only go on
as normally as possible. Tonight,
for example, I'm going to the Astor
Place Opera House to watch W. C.
Macready perform in Macheth.”

John raised an expressive eye-
brow. “You seem to be on the hunt
for violence, Andrew.” -

“You believe Mr. Irving’s appeal
won’t carry weight?” Andrew
asked. “I've been asked to help
support him.”

John shrugged. “There are pla-
cards about town, I understand,
announcing that the British crew
of the Cunarder America have
threatened to back Macready with
arms, if necessary. The Bowery
Boys won'’t stand for that. And I
understand the Mayor has been
asked to order out the militia.”

“I'd enjoy a good fight,” Andrew
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said, laughing. “It might help me
let off a little steam, even though
it's not in the direction of Ogden
Stiles.”

John Brooke found it hard to
concentrate on his work after the
papers had been signed and An-
drew Vail had left his office. It was
an improbable business, he told
himself. He could imagine Ogden
Stiles’s state of mind. Rage at the
possible threat to the security of
his home, doubting his wife’s loyal-
ty_even though she had given him
no cause, fear of becoming a cuck-
old and a public laughing-stock.
All this could so easily turn into a
concentrated fury aimed at Andrew
Vail. But murder? Surely this was
simply a wild threat designed to
make Andrew uneasy, perhaps to
drive himout of the city.

Following an invariable habit,
John Brooke arrived at his club
at one o'clock for lunch, irritable
over a less productive morning
than usual. Somehow “the usual”
seemed to increase his irritation.
He went to the bar where he al-
ways had a dry sherry and a few
words with any friends who might
be present. Although it was only
the 10th of May, Alvin, the barten-
der, had some fresh mint in a glass
on the bar.

John ordered a mint julep. He
was just lifting the frosted glass to
his lips when he spotted Ogden
Stiles at the far end of the bar. The
old man, with his shiny bald head
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and deep-set burning eyes, was
looking straight at John. When
John nodded politely, the old man’s
thin lips moved in a derisive smile.

John wanted no contact with
Stiles at that moment, but as he
looked away he saw Stiles start to-
ward him. He took a deep swallow
of his drink and braced himself.

Stiles’s grating voice forced him
to turn. He saw little beads of per-
spiration on Stiles's bald head.

“I rather imagine that you’ve
drawn a new will this morning,”
Stiles said. “I happen to know that
Andrew Vail was closeted with
you for some time.”

“You can’t really expect me to
discuss the affairs of my clients,
Mr. Stiles,” John said.

“I only wanted to assure you,”
Stiles said, his death’s-head grin
widening, “that however far-
fetched Mr. Vail's story may have
seemed to you it is quite true.”

“That you Aave threatened to
murder him?” John asked, sud-
denly very angry.

“My wife conveyed such a mes-
sage to him,” Stiles said. “You are
a lawyer, Brooke. Do you believe
any jury would convict me of crime
if T killed Andrew Vail?”

“I understood it was to appear an
accident,” John said.

“So it will,” Stiles said. “I trust
your legal staff is making haste
with the new will. There is very
little time.”

“Suppose I were to go to the po-
lice with this whole matter?”
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Ogden Stiles laughed. A nerve
twitched in his bony cheek. “You
would only succeed in destroying
the few shreds of reputation my
wife has left.”

John fought to control his voice.
“I promise you, Stiles, that if any-
thing happens to Andrew Vail I
will devote all my time and re-
sources to pinning the crime on
you.”

The sunken eyes looked like hot
coals. “Once Andrew Vail is dead
that will be a matter of supreme in-
difference to me. You will be able
to prove nothing, Brooke. I might
even find myself in a position to
bring an action against you for
slander.”

“Why have you told me all this?”
John asked.

“Because you and my wife and
Vail are the only persons who
know the truth, Brooke. I want
you all to savor the full bouquet.”

The old man gave an ironic bow
and walked back to the far end of
the bar. John Brooke felt a cold
chill trickle along his spine. It was
no joke, no bluff. He was sudden-
ly completely convinced.

Back in his office, John paced
back and forth on the thick rug.
Andrew Vail was marked for
death—an apparently accidental
death. It would not be improvised
—Ogden Stiles had a plan. He
would not shoot Andrew publicly
on Fifth Avenue. How then?
Could he count on Andrew being
run down by a team of horses?
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Too uncertain. Poison? It might
be traced, no matter how cautious
the procedure. An apparently acci-
dental fire in which Andrew might
be trapped? A fall from a high
place? But how could Andrew,
now forewarned, be led into such
traps?

Of one thing John was certain.
Ogden Stiles would do the deed
himself. He would do it and he
would want Andrew to know at
the last moment that he, Stiles, was™
the killer. Ambush from a dark
alley would not look like accident.
How, then? How?

Shortly after three o’clock John
Brooke abandoned his pacing, left
his office, and hailing a hansom
cab, gave the driver instructions to
drive him to the Ogden Stiles’s
home on Gramercy Park. There
was just one person who might be
able and willing to give him a clue
to the devious workings of Ogden
Stiles’s mind.

The Stiles living-room was stiff-
ly reminiscent of a dozen other
houses of the period—carpets gar-
landed with cabbage roses, rose-
wood consoles, an arched fire-
place with a black marble mantel,
and immense glass-fronted book-
cases of mahogany.

John Brooke bowed as Cynthia
Stiles, pale and obviously fighting
for control over some inner dis-
turbance, came into the room.

“Forgive me, Mrs. Stiles, for pre-
suming on our very casual ac-
quaintance to call so informally.”
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“I'm sure it's my husband you
wish to see, Mr. Brooke. He’s not
at home, and won't be until time
to dress for dinner,” she said. Her
voice was low, attractive despite
her distress.

“On the contrary,” John said.
“It’s you I wish to see, Mrs. Stiles.
As you may know, I am Andrew
Vail's lawyer.”

She reached out a hand to the
back of a chair to steady herself.

“Andrew visited me at my office
this morning to make certain
changes in his will,” John said.
“Since he had only recently made
a new will he felt bound to explain
to me why he felt the changes to
be urgent. To save time, Mrs.

Stiles—he told me of your hus-.

band’s threat to take his life.”

“You believed it?” she asked.

“I was not convinced when I
talked with Andrew. I thought he
might be overanxious. But I had
the misfortune to encounter your
husband at lunchtime. He left no
doubts in my mind.”

Cynthia Stiles sank into the chair
beside which she had been stand-
ing. For a few moments she raised
her hands to her face. Then she
looked up at John, her dark eyes
twin pools of tragedy.

“He’ll do it,” she said.

“We must, of course, try to pre-
vent it,” John said, sounding false-
ly brisk. “Have you any idea what
your husband’s plan is, Mrs. Stiles?”

“No! Do you think I wouldn’t
have told Andrew ifThad?”

“I'm sure you would. Andrew
refuses to go to the police. He feels
they would laugh at him, and I'm
bound to agree. Your husband
would simply put off his plan for
a while, and you would be subject-
ed to the worst kind of gossip and
notoriety.”

“It wouldn’t matter if I only
knew what to do,” she said. “I live
from hour to hour in the most
dreadful state of anxiety. I actually
look forward to tonight, for at
least I know Andrew will be safe

for a few hours.”
“Tonight?”

“My husband is taking me to see

Mr. Macready’s performance of
Macbeth,” Cynthia Stiles said.

John stared at her, his mouth
gone dry. “The Astor Place Opera
House?”

“Yes.”

“Are you aware that Andrew
will be there at the request of Mr.
Washington Irving?”

She turned so pale he thought
she was going to faint. “Ogden
must know that!”

“It’s in the afternoon papers,”
John said. He was frowning. “I'll
try to prevent Andrew from going.
But in case I'm unable to reach him
—do you know where your seats
are located?”

“My husband has the tickets,”
Cynthia said in a whisper.

“I'll be there,” John said. “If you
get any inkling as to your hus-
band’s plans you must risk getting
word to me, Mrs. Stiles. I'll man-

Sl s el e
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age to get close to you somehow
in the crowd.”

“Oh, my God!” she cried out
bitterly, and burst into tears.

John’s club was only a few blocks
from the Stiles’ home. He went
there, hoping to find Andrew, who
was also a member. If Andrew
were not there, John planned- to
send a written message to An-
drew’s rooms urging him not to at-
tend the Macready performance.

He had only just left his hat and
stick in the coat room when he was
approached by George Fabian, a
friend and member.

“You’re a member of the house
committee, John,” Fabian said. “I
think some sort of disciplinary ac-
tion should be taken against Ogden
Stiles.”

“Oh! Why?” John felt his nerves
tingling.

“Take a look in the bar and see
whom Stiles has had the gall to
bring here as his guest!”

John and Fabian went to the
arched doorway leading to the
grill room. At a far table he saw
Ogden Stiles and with him the
notorious Pat McCaffery, a huge
Irishman with a shock of red hair,
a cigar stuck in one corner of a
crookedly smiling. mouth. McCaf-
fery was a low-grade politician,
one of the leaders of the Bowery
Boys, a tough gang of hoodlums
who made this great city an unsafe
place tolive in at times.

“Any member who would bring
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such a man into this club—" Fa-
bian was saying at John’s elbow.

John scarcely heard him. McCaf-
fery’s Bowery Boys were strong
supporters of Edwin Forrest, the
American actor, and if W, C. Ma-
cready was due to have any trouble
that night at Astor Place, McCaf-
fery might very well be at the bot-
tom of that trouble.

“I happen to know,” Fabian
said, “that McCaffery’s political or-
ganization keeps its funds in Og-
den’s bank. But that’s no excuse
for introducing McCaffery to a
gentlemen’s club.”

By seven o'clock that evening
John had received no answer to the
warning note he had sent to An-
drew Vail’s rooms. There was no
way to locate him. At eight o’clock
John, dressed in evening clothes,
with opera hat and cloak and his
stick with the silver knob, arrived
at the theatre. He was carried there
in one of Brown’s coupes. The
driver refused to take him closer
than a block from the theatre.

“There’s bound to be trouble, Mr.
Brooke,” the old coachman said.
“The Bowery Boys are all through
the area and the Mayor’s called out
the militia. I wouldn’t go to that
play tonight if I was offered a
King’s ransom.”

The theatre was jammed, its at-
mosphere electric with tension.
Standing at the back of the orches-
tra seats, John searched for An-
drew and the Stileses. Andrew’s
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ash-blond head should have been
easy to spot. But it was the Stileses
he saw first.

They had come in behind him
and were being led down the aisle
by an usher. Cynthia Stiles was al-
most as pale as the white dress she
wore, covered by a wine-colored
mantle. Her hands were gloved,
and in them she carried a bouquet
of lilies-of-the-valley. Just as she
started down the aisle she saw
John. She shook her head almost
imperceptibly. Ogden Stiles, in full
cvening regalia, walked grimly
crect, looking straight ahead.

It was only when the Stileses
were seated that John spotted An-
drew’s blond head two rows far-
ther down and across the aisle from
his enemy.

John started to move but the
crowd at the back of the house was
thick and before he could reach
the open aisle, the house lights be-
gan to dim and, suddenly there
was a clap of stage thunder and
the flicker of lightning. The three
witches hovered around their caul-
dron.

“When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning, or in
rain?”
“When the hurlyburly’s done;
When the battle’s lost and won.”
“That will be ere the set of sun.”
“Where the place?”
“Upon the heath.”
“There to meet with Macbeth.”
“Icome, Graymalkin!”

THROUGH THE

FOG

“Paddock calls.”
“Anon.”

“Fair is foul, and foul is fair:
Hover through the fog and filthy

air.

On and on went the words, to an
audience so still that John Brooke
was acutely conscious of his own

heavy breathing. He kept edging :
his way toward the aisle. The !
witches were gone, and now the !
nobles talked. And then the witches
came back. And then from the :

wings came Macbeth and Banquo
—and with them bedlam.

Macready’s very first line was | .

smothered in a roar of catcalls,
boos, and shouts of anger. From
the balcony came eggs and fruit,
folding chairs, and the foul smell
of asafetida. A chair fell into the

orchestra seats, a woman screamed. - |

Men and women, like cattle
stampeding, fought their way up
the aisles and over the back of the
seats. The curtain fell, obliterating
the stage and protecting Macready.
The house lights came up.

John, caught in the first wave,
was smashed back against the rear
wall. He tried to fight himself
clear with his stick, using the
heavy silver knob as a weapon.

From outside the theatre came a
burst of rifle fire. Glass shattered

as bricks, thrown from the street, .

came hurtling through windows
and doors.

John, fighting against the tide,
saw Ogden Stiles gripping Cyn-
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thia’s arm firmly. Before they
reached the back of the house they
cut through a row of abandoned
seats toward - the side doors.

And just behind them was An-
drew Vail. He had obviously seen
Cynthia and was bent on protect-
ing her.

John burst through the circle of
humanity crowding toward the
center doors and made for the side
aisle. He managed to reach the
side door almost as Stiles and Cyn-
thia got there.

“l gave orders for the carriage
to wait at the end of the alley, my
dear,” John heard Ogden say. “In
case of trouble” He turned and
looked straight at Andrew Vail
who was only a few feet away. He
still held fast to Cynthia’s arm.
Then, when he could have reached
out and touched Vail, he gave his
wife a little push toward the door.
“Hurry, Cynthia!” he cried. “Rob-

_inson will be at the end of the alley
with the brougham.”
Cynthia pushed open the door
and started out.
“Don’t go out there, Madam!
You'll be caught in a cross fire,” a
man shouted.
She was already out on the steps,
and Stiles was watching her, the
_ death’s-head smile twisting his lips.

“Cynthial” Andrew Vail shout-
ed. He sprang past Stiles toward
the exit.

John Brooke plunged forward,

his stick raised. He brought it
down on Andrew’s head and An-
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drew fell to his hands and knees.
John leaped across him and out the
door. He caught Cynthia Stiles by
the shoulder and pushed her back
toward the door. He turned, shield-
ing her with his body, and found
himself face to face with Ogden
Stiles.

“Damn you for meddling in my
affairs,” Stiles shouted over the
screams and gun fire. “Damn you!”

From the frilled sleeve of Stiles’s
coat came a small, pearl-handled
revolver,

John gave Cynthia a hard shove
that sent her sprawling into the
theatre, to fall almost beside An-
drew who, on his hands and knees,
was shaking his head, trying to
clear it. John’s stick rose and fell,
catching Ogden Stiles across the
forearm of his gun hand. The old
man screamed out in pain and
went toppling down the steps into
the alley. Instantly there was a
fusillade of gunfire from both ends
of the alley.

The old man seemed suspended
in space for a moment, jiggling up
and down like a marionette on
strings. Then he crumpled into a
grotesque heap in the filth of the
alley, his elegant evening clothes
riddled with bullets, his shirt front
red.

The man who had shouted the
warning was now beside John
Brooke, pulling him back into the
theatre. He was a captain of mili-
tia.

“I don’t understand it,” he kept
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Second review of

ELLERY QUEEN'S
1962 ANTHOLOGY

Anthony Boucher, New York
Times, Nov. 12, 1961, wrote:

. . . Diehards like me, who still think
that Poe and Doyle had the right
idea, should ... welcome ELLERY
QUEEN’S 1962 ANTHOLOGY (Davis,
$1) with even more warmth than they
customarily bestow upon a Qucen col-
lection; for here the primary emphasis
is upon the simon-pure detective story,
and sixteen of the twenty-three st6ries
feature a detective at work—and in a
dozen cases a familiar and respected
series-detective.

These are stories that have appeared
in Ellery Qucen’s Mystery Magazine
(as originals or as reprints) over the
past twenty years, but never before
in a Queen anthology. As usual the
quality is high and the quantity gen-
crous (almost 150,000 words); and even
more emphatically than usual, the con-
tents page is a roster of the great
names in fictional detection: Gardner,
Stout, Sayers, Christie, Queen, Carr,
Rice, Rinehart, Woolrich, Lockridge—
plus a smattering of Big Names from
other fields: Bradbury, Molnar, Arthur
Miller, Sinclair Lewis. . . . This annual
is always a phenomenal bargain; and
many, old-line readers will find this the
most welcome volume yet.

ORDER FORM
ELLERY QUEEN'’S 196_2 ANTHOLOGY
505 Park Avenue, New York 22, N, Y.

Please send me.......... copies of ELLERY
QUEEN'S 1962 ANTHOLOGY as soon as pos-
sible. 1 am enclosing $1.00 for each copy.
($1.25 outside U.S.A.) E 262

O | am an EQMM Subscriber

Name ... ....vvveiniininn desrens 00000600 5
(Please print)

Address .. .voviiiiniieiiieriaiiie e vt

GtV .cooaeaasile Zone ..... State ....... .

saying. “Why would Mr. Stiles use
that door? He warned us the Bow-
ery Boys would be in ‘ambush out
there—he had special information.
We had militiamen stationed out-
side, waiting for the Bowery Boys
to make a move. Stiles knew that!
He must have lost his head com-
pletely.”

The militia captain turned to
look at Cynthia. It was hard to tell
whether she was helping Andrew
or Andrew was helping her.

It had been planned as an acci-
dent: Cynthia sent out into the am-
bush before Andrew’s eyes, An-
drew rushing to her aid, both of
them to be caught in the crossfire,
and—if it had worked—Stiles weep-
ing out his grief in public.

“A tragic accident,” John Brooke
said grimly to the militia captain.
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