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INQUEST ON A DEAD TIGER 7

the clerk. “You're a poisonous little
louse. The Lieutenant saved your
job twice that 1 know of. Now
close your mouth like I told you.”

Lieutenant Shaw had his head
bent over some paper work when
Kerwin walked into the office. Ker-
win had time to study him briefly
before he looked up. Shaw was in
his early fifties. His hair was iron-
gray over a florid face with a bold
nose and a strong jaw. Kerwin had
known Shaw for twenty years.
They were friends, of sorts. Yet
Kerwin knew that Shaw would
greet him with the blend of con-
tempt and amused tolerance that
he reserved for all City Hall Pre-
cinct cops.

He did. He sad, “Hello, Pete.
Haven’t seen you since you got
promoted out of Safe and Loft.”
The way he said “promoted” made
a slur out of the remark.

Kerwin had promised himself
that he would not let Shaw needle
him. The assignment he had this
day was miserable enough without
needling. He said, “That so? 1
guess it has been a long time. How
are things, Ed?”

“Not so good or you wouldn't
be here.” Shaw stood up. “You
phoned and said you'd be down.
You didn’t come to audit the prop-
erty book. What’s on your mind—
the Gallagher homicide?”

Kerwin said, “Don’t get thick
with me. I just do what they tell
me.”

“I know.” Shaw sat down again.

“Sit down, Pete. I'm not sore at
you. How much muscle did they
give you?”

“Enough.” Kerwin took a typed
piece of paper from his pocket and
passed it across the desk.

Shaw read a couple of sentences
out loud, remaining slouched in
his chair with a sardonic expression
on his face. “—to make inquiry into
the homicide of Daniel Gallagher
on July 16th and to determine if
any laxity existed in the investiga-
tion by the police official having
jurisdiction.”

Shaw passed the paper back to
Kerwin. “Like you said, muscle
enough. At least they didn't take
the Patch away from me yet.”

“The Patch?”

“That’s what they call the Third
Precinct around here—the Cab-
bage Patch. It goes back to the days
when it was all Irish.” Shaw sud-
denly stood up and banged his big
fist on the desk. “All this for a no-
good hoodlum like Dinny Galla-
gher. 1 never had to stand an in-
vestigation in all the years I've had
the Precinct.”

Kerwin said, “Gallagher had lots
of friends. He was a character in
his own way. The papers have been
making a thing of it.”

Shaw said disgustedly, “You can
call him a character if you want to.
The papers—I read them. How he
used to be a prizefighter and how
game he was. How he called the
Mayor by his first name. I say he
was a liar and a thief and a hood-
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toward the floor. “Right there is
where he was lying in his own
blood, poor, poor lad.”

The second customer said proud-
ly, “He was a friend of mine, Din-
ny was. Used to call me his old
buddy. The place isn’t the same
with him gone. Yes, sir. Called me
his old buddy. He was a prizefight-
er once, you know.”

Schwartz said gently, “The gen-
tleman knows all that.” He drew
two beers. “Now you boys go on
over to a booth and play a hand of
crib. Take these with you.” After
they had drifted away he said to
Kerwin, “I thought Licutenant
Shaw was all the police we needed
in the Patch.”

Kerwin said awkwardly, “This
is something a little out of the or-
dinary.”

Schwartz asked shrewdly, “Is
Shaw in some kind of trouble?”
“What made you ask that?”

Schwartz bent down to polish
the shining bar. “I don’t know,
exactly. There’s been a lot of noise
made over Gallagher.” He nodded
toward the two men in the booth.
“The two old-timers there. Ready
to cry about poor Dinny. You
know what they used to hope when
he walked into my bar? They
hoped he wouldn’t notice them. He
was a mean and vicious man and
the only decent thing he ever did
was to get himself killed. I'm just
sorry he picked my bar to do it in.”

Kerwin asked, “Were you work-
ing here that night?”

“You're from the police. You
know I was. You don’t have to
beat around the bush.”

Kerwin said, “Sorry,” and meant
it. Schwartz had a quiet dignity
that demanded respect. “Would you
tell me about it?”

Schwartz leaned on the bar. “It
was a slow night,” he said reflec-
tively. “Most of my trade are long-
shoremen and cargo handlers and
there was a ship loading. The New-
ark Merchant. And Tiger Galla-
gher came in. He was a weak man,
Inspector. He had the strength of
a bull elephant yct he was a weak
man. He never walked in my bar,
He always made an entrance. Be-
ing weak he had to have attention.
Do you understand what I mean?”

Kerwin nodded.

“He had to let everyone know
that Gallagher was here. There
were only a couple of men at the
bar. Gallagher said in his loud
voice, ‘Who’s buying? Who's the
live one?’ And you’d have thought
him a jovial man, Inspector.” Ker-
win nodded, and Schwartz went
on. “One of the men at the bar
bought him a shot and a beer. Al
Murphy, that was, and him out of
work and nursing his thrce beers
for a whole evening.”

Kerwin asked, “Why would he
do that?”

“Because Gallagher put his arm
around his shoulder and pinched
his cheek. As if he was being play-
ful but enough to hurt. And saying,
‘Murphy is my old buddy. Murph’
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ter and tried to call Lieutenant
Shaw.”

“Tried to call him?”

“He was out getting coffee. I told
the desk scrgcant what had hap-
pened. Beforc I finished telling
him, Shaw himself got back and
I told him what had happened.”

“What did he say?”

“He told me to hold on and not
touch anything, that he’d be right
over. Right after I hung up, young
Joe Harrison came in—hc’s one of
my regulars. I told him to run
down the block and find the regular
beat patrolman. Moore his name
was. He was about due to come by.
Then I waited.” :

“How long?”

“Just a few minutes. Until Licu-
tenant Shaw came in.”

While Schwartz was talking, a
painfully thin man in his early
thirties had comc into the bar.
Schwartz drew a beer and handed
it to the man with a nod, saying,
“Hello, Conn.”

Conn bobbed his head but did
not speak.

Kerwin said, “I think I'll have
another beer. Have onc with me.”
He put money on the bar. Schwartz
drew two beers and came back to
lean against the bar opposite the
Deputy Inspector.

“What time did the patrolman—
Moore—gct here?”

“A few minutes after Lieutenant
Shaw.”

The man named Conn said bit-
terly, “Shaw.”

Schwartz started to specak and
Kerwin shushed him with a wave
of his hand. “What about Shaw?”
he asked Conn.

“What about him? They ought
to investigate him, that’s what
about him. He pushed poor Dinny
Gallagher around for twenty years.
Now poor Dinny is dead, God rest
him, and Shaw and the rest of the
cops are just forgetting the whole
thing.” Conn sipped at his beer
and said sourly, “Don’t kid your-
self. They know who killed Din-
ny.”

“What do you mean, he pushed
Gallagher around?”

“Every time there was even a
street fight around here he had poor
Dinny pinched.”

“Conn, you're like all the Irish.
You were scared stiff of Tiger Gal-
lagher like everyonec clse in the
Patch. Now that he’s dead he’s sud-
denly become a saint, according to
you,” Schwartz said.

“He wasn't any saint. But he had
a lot of good points. Even you have
to admit that.” Conn turned to Ker-
win. “He was a fighter, you know
—used to fight as a middleweight.
Never was knocked out.”

Schwartz answered disgustedly,
“That’s a lie. He was suspended by
the Boxing Commission for going
into the tank. And I saw the third
mate from the Newark Merchant
halt kill him in this very club a
couple of months ago. You werc
here yourself, Conn. The sailor was
twenty pounds lighter, too.”
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Kcrwin frowned. “You made a
statement,” he said to Conn. “You
said that Licutenant Shaw knew
who killed Gallagher.”

Conn said importantly, “Sure hc
knows. All the big-shot cops down
at City Hall know. Gallagher was
cutting in on the bookies. They’re
the ones that had him killed. Au-
gie Schwartz will tell you that
Shaw left herc that same night that
Gallagher was shot dead and was
gone for over an hour. The other
cops and the reporters were look-
ing for him.”

“Where do you think he went?”
Kerwin asked.

“Right over to O’Garry’s place
to get his orders. That’s what 1
think.”

“O’Garry?”

“O'Garry the bookie. Not only
that, Shaw was scen with O'Garry
the next day. A lot of guys saw
him.”

Kerwin stood up to go. Before
he did he said to Conn, softly, “You
Kknow, it’s a funny thing. I'm a cop
and I'm from City Hall. But I'm
damned if / knew who killed Gal-
lagher.” As he left he heard
Schwartz chuckling.

Licutcnant Shaw was in his of-
fice when Kerwin got back to the
Third Precinct. He grinned and
asked, “How did it go, Fearless
Fosdick?”

Kerwin flared up briefly. “I told
you once, Ed. I'm just doing a job.
If you'd done yours better I would-
n’t have to be here. T'll put it on

the line—I don’t know how you
usually handle homicides in your
precinct, but you butchered this
one.”

“I did, eh? Tell me about it.”

Kerwin said disgustedly, “Oh,
knock it off. You've had this pre-
cinct what—ten years?”

“So?”

“Maybe you've grown too per-
sonal about it. You're not out on an
island by yourself. I talked to a cou-
ple of people and I got a picture.
Licutenant Shaw, the master of the
precinct, the captain of the ship.
Maybe we're busy with big crime
and small politics down at City
Hall but we get the same picture.”

“It’s nice they know I'm here. 1
thought they forgot the Third out-
side of election years.”

“That’s a stupid remark, Ed. You
know who cries about City Hall
politics? The old has-becns who
can’t handle their jobs any more.
Bill Pickerel in Traffic. Or Jake
Eno out in the Fifth Precinct. Is
that the way it is with you? If it is,
you ought to get out.”

Shaw said slowly, “The day I
can’t handle this Precinct they
won’t have to ask me to get out. Is
there anything else you want to
point out?”

“Just this. I think you're covering
up for somebody. If you are, I hope
you didn’t take a dime for it. I hope
to God you didn't.”

Shaw stood up and leaned on his
desk. His voice was thick as he said
slowly, “You shut your mouth.”
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Kerwin stared at Shaw until he
looked away again. Shaw passed
his hand over his face. “I never
took a nickel in my life, Pete.”

Kerwin tapped the Gallagher
file. “I have to go by this. It needs
explaining. On the night of the six-
teenth, a few minutes after the mur-
der, you called Homicide and had
two men assigned to you. These
arce the two men who claimed that
you hampered them.”

“I told you once—it’s my Pre-
cinct. I could have put them out cn
the street tagging parking violators
if I'd wanted t0.”

“That’s not the point. They both
stated that you weren’t at the Dub-
lin Club when they got there. They
checked in at Precinet and you
weren't there cither. You have a
murder on your hands and you dis-
appear. Does that make sense?”

Surprisingly Shaw grinned. “Did
you ask Schwartz?”

“No.”

“He could have told you.”

“Told me what—that you went
to sce O’Garry the bookic?”

“Who said that?”

“Does it make a difference who
said it? Somebody said it. Some-
body believes it. You know how
that makes you look.”

Shaw said thought{ully, “I sup-
pose so. It's funny the way things
turn out somctimes. I never tried
to hide where I went. It didn't
strike me that it was anybody’s
business. There wasn’t anything I
could do for Dinny Gallagher. I'd

sent for the Homicide men and put
in a call for the Mecdical Examiner.
I had Moore there, kecping people
out of the place . . .”

“Moore? He’s the beat patrol-
man?”

“Was. And Schwartz had told
me about the argument between
Gallagher and George Fath. I had
a pickup out on Fath.”

“Let’s get back to Moore,” Ker-
win said. “Schwartz sent a man
out to find him, yet he didn’t get
there until after you arrived. Don't
tell me he got lost on his own beat.”

“He found a door on Koppel-
man’s meat market unlocked. He
stopped to check the building and
to tell Koppelman to come down
and lock up.”

Shaw fumbled in the drawer of
his desk and brought out a tin of
tobacco. He lit his pipc and went
on. “Annie Gallagher came in
right after Moore got there. T've
known Annie for thirty years—her
and old Dan Gallagher. Schwartz
had put a tablecloth over the body.
She walked over and lifted a cor-
ner of it before I could get to her.”
Shaw's pipe had gone out. He
looked at it and frowned. “Pure
Irish. She crossed hersclf and said,
‘I had to secc him with my own
eyes. Thirty-five years old and dcad
now.” So I took her home.”

“If you felt that someone should
take her home, why didn't you
send Moore? It strikes me that you
had things to do.”

Shaw said in a fainy surprised
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in trouble. I took the call myself.
You know how it is. You get a call
like that and you don’t wait for
anything.”

“What happened then?”

“I camc up the stairs to Fath's
tencment and there they were. I
told Moore, ‘Don’t cver pull a gun
on a slob like this,” and started to
cuff Gallagher around. A pig like
that, you don’t nced a gun. And I
took him in. But Fath withdrew his
complaint.”

“Why?"”

“The way I see it, Gallagher still
had something for Edith Fath. She
was afraid to be alone when he
came around and 1 guess she made
Fath understand. Fath started pay-
ing Gallagher w0 stay away from
her.”

“It figures that if Gallagher still
kept bothering Fath's wife, he had
good reason to kill him.”

“I never said he didn’t. So did a
lot of other people. I picked scveral
of them up the same night T had
Fath picked up.”

“All right. He had a reason. He
didn’t have a solid alibi. Why did
you let him go two days later?”

“I was satisfied he didn’t do it,”
Shaw said.

Kerwin said angrily, “I'm not.
Didn’t you even put a tail on him?”

Shaw shook his head.

Kerwin flared out at the Licuten-
ant. “You can’t judge these things
for yourself. Who are you to sit
there and say you're satisfied he
didn't do it? You’re not the Com-

missioner. You're not a Felony
Court judge. You're a police lieu-
tenant in command of a precinct!
Now either you know who did kill
Gallagher or you think you're big
enough to condemn him all by
yourself and let it dic in your Ree-
ord Room. You're not that big, Ed.
I'm going to pull Fath and his wife
in but I won’t do you the courtesy
of booking them in your precinct.
I'll take them downtown.”

Shaw smiled. “Go ahcad. You'll
have to extraditec them.”

“Extradite them?”

“They've left town. By bus. 1
think they were headed for Des
Moines.”

“And you lct it happen.” Ker-
win stood up. “All right. We can
trace them. We can extradite them.
I'll have a fugitive warrant out for
them in half an hour.”

“Go ahcad. But I wouldn't sign
it if I were you. Get the Commis-
sioner to do it. He can stand a suit
for falsc arrest easier than you
can.”

Kerwin said bitterly, “I'll risk it.”
He picked up the desk phone and
started to dial a number. He dialed
three digits and hung up the phone.
Shaw had risen and was staring
out the window. Kerwin, still furi-
ous, said, “Ed, I don’t want to burn
you down, but you don't give me
any choice. I can’t cover for you.”

“I didn’t ask you,” Shaw said
without turning around.

Kerwin slammed the Gallagher
folder down. “That’s the hell of ir.
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If you had asked me I could burn
you without thinking twice about
it. All right. We'll forget Fath for a
while. What about O'Garry?”

“The bookie?”

“The bookic. I've got it that you
went to see him the day after the
murder. Why?”

“Well now, why don’t you ask
O'Garry?”

“I will.”

“You'll find him in the Avalon
Travel Agency—that’s his cover.
It’s three blocks south of the Dublin
Club.”

Kerwin
“Thanks.”

“I'll call and tell him you’re com-
ing,” Shaw promised. “Otherwisc
you won’t get anything out of him
except travel folders.” He hesitated.
“Pete?”

“Yeah.”

“You think it's pretty rotten,
don’t you? Mc being buddy-buddy
with a bookie.”

Kerwin said stiffly, “I'm not as-
signed to the Vice Squad.”

“It’s not the way you think it is.
I don’t take anything from O’Gar-
ry. He's not with the mob. He’s a
little guy, an independent.”

“He’s still a bookie.”

Shaw said disgustedly, “Ah,
knock it off. You've got big book-
ies downtown. I've got O’Garry.
He docsn’t let anyone get in over
his head. No loan sharks. No
rough stuff. If anyone starts betting
big, I get to hear about it. You
think these people in the Patch

said sardonically,

wouldn’t go downtown if I closed
up O’Garry?”

Shaw wheeled around to see that
Kerwin had already left. He sat
down at his desk and put his head
in his hands wearily. Then he re-
membered that he had promised to
call O’Garry and he picked up the
telephone and dialed a number . . .

O’Garry, a pudgy little man in
his sixties, said to Deputy Inspec-
tor Kerwin a few minutes later,
“Why did Lieutcnant Shaw come
to sce mc? Because he wanted to
know if I knew anything about
who killed Tiger Gallagher.”

“Why would he think that?”
Kerwin asked. “Did you have any
trouble with Gallagher?”

O’Garry shrugged. “Who did-
n't?” The telephone rang and he
picked it up and said, “Call mc
later,” before he turned back to
Kerwin. “A year ago he came in
here just before the seventh race at
Hialeah.” O’Garry gestured to-
ward a radio on the shelf behind
him. “They broadcast it. There
were a dozen threc-year-olds in the
race. Black Simon was the favorite
but there was a six-to-one shot in
there by the name of Colony Bid
that looked good. There were half
a dozen horse players around. Pret-
ty good action on the races they
broadcast, you know. Black Simon
got out in front by six or seven
lengths but Colony Bid wore him
down in the stretch and won. And
Gallagher said, ‘Hot damn. I had
ten bucks on him to win.' T told
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it he poured it down Gallagher’s
front and said, ‘Now move away,
you swine.'”

“So Gallagher started a fight?”

“He started it and that’s about
all. Wendell gave him a terrible
beating. After he knocked Galla-
gher down the fifth or sixth time,
Gallagher begged, ‘Enough’” So
Wendecll stepped back and dropped
his hands. And Gallagher drove
his two thumbs into Wendell’s eycs.
We had to take him to the hospital.
He still wears a patch over his left
eye. The retina is detached and he’ll
be half blind the rest of his days.”

“And Gallagher got away with
that? That's mayhem!”

“Licutenant Shaw practically got
down on his knees and begged
Wendell to make a charge against
Gallagher. He wouldn’t do it. Said
he’d take care of Gallagher in his
own way when the time came.”

“Shaw knew about the fight,
then?”

“Of course.”

“What ship was Wendell with?”

“The Newark Merchant.”

Kerwin rubbed his forchead.
“Just a minute, now. You say Wen-
dell was with the Newark Mer-
chant. Was he back at work at the
time Gallagher was murdered?”

“You mean, out of the hospital?
Back with his ship? Yes.”

“Listcn now, Schwartz. Didn't
you tell me that the night of the
sixteenth, the night Gallagher was
murdcred, business was slow be-
causc the dock workers were load-
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ing the Newark Merchant? Sure
you did. So Wendell was in port.”

Schwartz finished assembling the
clock and held it to his ear. He
nodded in satisfaction. “Good as
new. You're thinking Wendell may
have shot Gallagher to get cven for
the loss of his eye? T suppose it’s
possible. Lieutenant Shaw thought
of the same thing. He sent a patrol
car down to the docks to pick up
Wendell the same night Gallagher
was killed. But he didn’t hold him.
The Newark Merchant sailed for
Antwerp on the cighteenth. Olaf
Wendell was aboard.”

“How would you know that?”

“My trade are dock workers.
They talk ships when they aren’t
talking women or gambling.”

Kerwin finished his beer and left
the Dublin Club. He went on home
without stopping in at the Third
Precinct.

The next morning the Deputy
Inspector ate an carly breakfast in
the Patch before he again visited
the Third. The same civilian was
behind the desk when he did get
there and he fawned at Kerwin.
“Good morning, Inspector.”

Kerwin mumbled something un-
intelligible and moved past him.
The clerk glanced down the hall
to see if the sergeant was in sight.
He wasn't and the clerk said, “In-
spector?”

Kerwin paused. “What is it?”

“Lieutenant Shaw isn't in vyet.

“All right. He isn’t in yet. Any-
thing elsc on your mind?”

"
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“I was just wondering how you
were making out on the Gallagher
deal.”

Kerwin asked angrily, “Who
told you what 1 was working on?
What business is it of yours?”

“I'm not stupid, Inspector. T've
got a pretty good idea of what gocs
on around here.”

“You have, have you. What’s
your name?”

“Harrison.”

“It’s like this, Harrison. You talk
too much.”

Harrison said bitterly, “You cops
are all alike. Once you get a little
rank you scratch cach other’s backs.
You'll whitewash Shaw just like he
covered up for Moore. I was trying
to help you out and you act like 1
was dirt.”

Kerwin said ominously, “I guess
you better talk a little more at that.”

“I don’t have to tell you anything
—and you don't have to make any
cracks about getting my job. You'll
have to go to the Civil Service
Commission and I don’t think you
guys want to do that.”

“You think wrong, Harrison. I'm
not whitewashing Shaw or anyone
else. I'm investigating a homicide
and I'd just as soon book you as a
material witness as try to con in-
formation out of you.”

Aware that he had pushed too
far, Harrison said nervously, “Oh,
I'll tell you anything you want to
know. I didn’t mean anything per-
sonal. I just get tired of being treat-
ed like an orphan just because T
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don’t wear a uniform. The record
sergeant is always on me.”

“I can believe it. What about
Moore? Is that the same Moaorc
that had the beat where Gallagher
was shot?”

“That's him.”

“What about him?”

“All T know is he asked for a
transfer half a dozen times in the
last couple of months. Shaw would-
n't give it to him.”

“That was Shaw’s business.”

“Yecah. But two days after Tiger
Gallagher was shot dead, Shaw
gave him a transfer to the Trafhc
Division and had him take his an-
nual leave cffective at once.”

“And what do you rcad into
that?” Kerwin growled.

“Moore was scared of Gallagher.
That's why he wanted the transfer.
He had trouble with Gallagher a
couple of times.”

There was a stir at the door and
Lieutenant Shaw walked in fol-
lowed by a rawboned woman in
her sixtics. He said, “Hcllo, Pete.
Annie, this is Inspector Kerwin.
Pete, this is Annie Gallagher. I’'vc
got a few things of Dinny’s that 1
told her T'd release to her. Come
on in my office.”

Kerwin said awkwardly, “Pleas-
ure, Mrs. Gallagher.”

She said, “I'm plecased to meet
you, Inspector.”

Shaw took a key from his desk.
“I've got to go down to the prop-
erty room. Dinny had some person-

al stuff. A few bucks.” He left.
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Kerwin, trying to make conver-
sation, said, “Won't you sit down
Mrs. Gallagher?”

She said, “Thank you,” and’ sat
primly in a chair, clutching her
handbag to her.

“I'msorry about your son.”

“About Dinny? Why? No—wait.
I don't mean it that way: I'm not
bitter about what happened. 1 just
can’t understand why you should
be sorry, Dinny being what he was.
He was nothing, Inspector. Noth-
ing. I guess you think it's a terrible
thing to hear a mother talk about
her son that way?”

Kerwin said nervously, “Well,
[ )

“I don’t sce why I should lie
about it. I didn’t feel sorry about
Dinny mysclf. T didn’t cven cry.
The time for crying about Dinny
was yecars ago when he was a little
boy.”

Kerwin tricd to change the sub-
ject. “How is Mr. Gallugher? Lieu-
tenant Shaw says he’s home from
the hospital.”

She said calmly, “Dan is dying.
The doctor is with him now. That’s
how I could get away to get Din-
ny’s things. It's no morc than a
matter of days.”

“I'm sorry. I mean, I'm really
sorry.”

She nodded. “I thank you for it.
Dan is a good man. He’s been a
good man all his life. Do you
know, for all the years in the hos-
pitals and all the pain and all he
missed out on, he never com-

plained. Oh, I'll cry for Dan, I
will. But he lives with pain and
they can do nothing for him, so it’s
better, perhaps.”

Shaw came back into the room
with a manila envelope which he
handed to Annie Gallagher. “Here
it is, Annie,” he said. “He had thir-
ty dollars in his billfold. It’s in here
with his knife and watch and a few
other things.”

She stood up. “Thank you, Ed-
dic Shaw,” she said and started for
the door. When she reached it she
turned. “Eddie, Dinny didn’t have
morc than a dollar or two on him
when he left the house that night.
You put thirty dollars in the cnve-
lope, didn't your™

Shaw reddened. “No. Why, no,
I didn't. Dinny must have met
someone who owed him some
money. I can show you the receipt
book if you want me to.”

“Never mind. Goodbye, Eddie.
Goodbye, Inspector.”

Kerwin stood up. “Goodbye,
Mrs. Gallagher.”

Both men stared at the door after
she left. Then Kerwin asked, “Did
you?”

“Did T what?”

“Put money in the envclope.”

“Do you want to sec the receipt?”

“No.” Kerwin reached for his
billfold and took out a ten-dollar
bill. He put it on the desk. “Get
that to Mrs. Gallagher some way if
you can. She makes me feel the
same way you do.” He stood up.
“All right, Ed. That was something
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clse, something personal. It was a
privilege to mect a woman like her.
Now I've got to lay it on the line
officially. Did you pick up a seaman
by the name of Olaf Wendell on the
night Gallagher was murdered?”

“I did. T released him the next
night.”

“And he got on a boat for Ant-
werp. Didn’t you even give him the
routine about staying available for
questioning.”

“No. He had an alibi. He was
working cargo aboard his ship.”

“I've seen ships being loaded.
They’re like a madhouse. Nobody
could kecp track of anybody else at
a time like that. It’s a lousy alibi
and I don’t see how you could have
let him go, not in your right mind.”

Shaw said stubbornly, “I was sat-
isfied he didn’t kill Gallagher.”

Kerwin shouted angrily, “You
were satisfied he didn’t do it! You
were satisfied that George Fath did-
n’t do it! You can't just satisfy
yourself, Ed. You've got to satisfy
the Commissioner. And, ycs, by
God, you've got to satisfy me. T'll
tell you again. You don’t have the
authority to sit in judgment on
Gallagher or anyone else” He
leaned forward and lowered his
voice. “Damn it, Ed, are you cover-
ing up for one of your own offi-
cers?”

“Like who?”

“Like Moorc. The beat cop who
had trouble with Gallagher. I've
got it that you turned him down a
couple of times when he wanted a

transfer—and then let it go through
right after Gallagher was killed.”

Shaw shook his head. “I' didn’t
transfer him because he killed Gal-
lagher.”

“In the spot you’rc in, you'll have
to prove that. He had trouble with
Gallagher, didn’t he?”

“Sure he did. 1 told you he pulled
a gun on Gallagher once. I made a
mistake then. T cuffed Gallagher
around, shamed him in front of
Moore. Gallagher was too yellow to
try and get even with me. So a few
nights later he had some of his
cronics give Moore a going-over.
They took his gun away and gave
him a shellacking.”

“Why didn’t Moore turn him
in?”

“Gallagher was too smart to lay
a hand on him himself. He stood
by and watched it.”

“What about the others? Didn't
Moore recognize them?”

“Sure he did, but it was his word
against theirs. I told him to forget
it and next time use the gun. Then
I took a sergeant and a couple of
men and went down in the Patch
and worked a few of them over.
That’s all T could do.”

“You could have becn broken for
it.”

“I doubt it, Pete. This time I had
the witnesses. If I didn’t do it,
they’d have crippled the next man
I put on the beat. It’s my Precinct,
Pete. I know how to handle it.”

“Was that why Moore asked for
a transfer?”
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“I supposc so. But I couldn’t let
him have it then.” Shaw fumbled
for his pipe. “Moore isn’t a rcal cop,
Pcte. He's not yellow, but he has
too much imagination. He’ll do fine
in Traffic on an administrative job.
If I'd let him transfer then, Galla-
gher would have bragged how he
ran him off the beat. That would
make it tough for the other patrol-
men. And Moore would wonder,
all the rest of his days, if he had
dogged it in the clutch.”

“But Moore was sore at Galla-
gher and he was late making his
rounds the night he was killed.”

“That occurred to me.”

Kerwin reached for the tele-
phone and Shaw asked, “What are
you going to do?”

Kerwin said angrily, “I'm going
to locate Moorce and have him sent
down here.”

Shaw shrugged. “Be my guest.
He’s up in the Gaspé Peninsula on
vacation. Fishing.”

“Damn you, Ed, you sent him up
there.”

“He likes to fish. Can’t help that.”

Kerwin said in a level voice,
“Fath out of the State. Wendcll out
of the country. Moore in Canada.
Three people who could have killed
Gallagher and you let them all get
away. And you never checked the
bookic angle downtown. You've
bungled this thing from start to
finish Ed. I've got to reccommend
that you be rclieved and suspended
and that the investigation be opened
wide.”

Shaw looked away. “It’s your
party.”

Kerwin, in frustration, said, “I
don’t get it, Ed. You picked up
Fath and Wendell. You started out
in a competent manner. What hap-
pened?”

Before Shaw could answer the
telephone rang. Shaw picked it up.
“Yes,” he said. “Yes. I know. What?
When did it happen? Yeah. Maybe
it is at that. No, that's all right.
There won'’t be any trouble. I'm
sorry, Annic. I'll drop over some-
time today.” He hung up the tele-
phonc and turned to Kerwin.
“That was Annic Gallagher. Old
Dan is dead.”

“That's too bad, Ed.”

“But you don’t care about that.
You want some answers about Din-
ny Gallagher.” Shaw walked over
to look out the window. “What will
you tell the Commissioner? That
I have delusions and think I'm
King of the Patch? Or that some-
body bought me off?”

“He'll make up his own mind,”
Kerwin said.

“I guess he will at tha..” Shaw
came back from the window. “Are
you in a hurry?”

“We might as well get it over
with. I'm supposed to call the Com-
missioner whencver I'm ready to
make a recommendation.”

Shaw sprawled in  his chair.
“You know,” he said reflectively, “I
thought Wendell did it. Fath is a
lightweight. T couldn’t sce him us-
ing a gun.”
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“What made you stop thinking
Wendell did it?”

“TI went to Gallagher’s wake.”

Kerwin said impatiently, “All
right. You went to Gallagher’s
wake.”

“Remember I told you about An-
nie Gallagher coming into the Dub-
lin Club to see Dinny’s body. She
said, ‘I had to see him with my own
eyes.’ She didn't say, ‘Who did it?’
I thought about that and it came
to mc that she had to know or she
would have asked. At the wake I
asked her about it. I think she
would have told me anyway when
she heard that 1 was questioning
Fath and Wendcll. She’s a decent
woman, Annie.”

Kerwin exhaled.
own son.”

Shaw glanced at the Inspector.
“You've a habit of jumping the
gun,” he said. “Shall T tell you
what she told me?”

“By all means,” Kerwin said sar-
donically.

“In her own words then. This is
how it happened . . . Dinny, early
in the evening, came into the kitch-
en and took a bottle of milk from
the icebox. Annic followed him out
and said, ‘Dinny, I've got some-
thing to say to you.

“And Dinny said, ‘Ah, look. I've
got my own problems. Don’t give
me that routine about getting a job
and turning in some moncey to keep
the joint going.’

“‘I haven't asked you about a
job in five vears.

“Lord. Her

““Then get off my back.”

“*‘You're going to listen to me,
Dinny,” she said.

““I said get off my back’ He
was shouting at her by this time.

“Annie said, ‘Keep your voice
down. Your father issleeping.’

“*So what? All he ever did in
his life was sleep and make like a
wounded hero. Why don’t he stay
in the Vet's hospital where people
don’t have to look at him?'”

Shaw relit his pipe. “What Annic
didn’t know then is that old Dan
had got out of bed and was stand-
ing in the kitchen door listening to
all this. And don’t forget, until
right then he thought the sun rose
and set on Dinny.”

Kerwin asked, “You got another
pipe? Lend it to me. But don't
stop.”

Shaw passed pipe and tobacco
over. “So then Annie said, ‘Your
father belongs here. This is his
home. If you don’t want to look at
him, why dont you get out. I
don’t want you. How does it feel,
Dinny, to hear that? I don’t want
you. I wish I never had to see you
again.’

“And Dinny said, “That doesn’t
bother me.’

“‘Nothing bothers you,” she told
him.

“‘You know something?’ he
asked her. ‘You bother me. You
think I don’t get tired of looking at
you too? Moping around making
like it was such a big deal keeping
a roof over the old man’s head. Put-
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ting on an act for people to see
how hard you work and what a
bum I am for not helping out.’

“Annie asked him—and she
meant it—'Where did you come
from, Dinny? From Hell? Dan
and I couldn’t have a son like you.’

““You should know,’ he told her.

“‘I'd have slapped you for that
once,” she said.

“And he told her—don't forget,
old Dan was hearing all this—
‘Yeah, and you know what hap-
pened when you tried belting me.
So don’t try it again.

“‘I won'’t, she told him. ‘Din-
ny, that girl you went with once
came up to sce me today. She want-
¢d me to make you leave her alone.’

“Dinny laughed. ‘Edith Fath?’

“‘Edith Fath. She’s married and
she’s trying to make something of
it. You leave her alone, Dinny or
you'll be sorry.

“‘What can you do about it?* he
asked her.

“‘I've got friends in the Patch,
Dinny. Men who work on the
docks. Truck drivers. Produce
men. Big men. If you go near that
woman again, I'm going to get
some of them to beat you half to
death.’

“*You'd do it. I believe you'd do
it
“She moved over and stood in
front of him and asked him again,
‘Are you going to leave that wom-
an alone?’

“‘Get out of my way,” he told
her.

“‘Are you?’

“He said, ‘Ah, shut up and leave
me alone.’” And then he pushed her
away. She grabbed at his arm and
he half pushed, half hit her. ‘I said
get out of my way,’ he shouted.
And right then old Dan came into
the kitchen. Annie had slumped
into a kitchen chair with her head
in her arms. Old Dan bent over her
and asked, ‘Arc you all right, dar-
lin’?*”

Kerwin recalized that he was
holding his breath. “Go on,” he
urged.

“Annie got right up and tried to
cover up what had happened. ‘You
shouldn’t be out of bed, Dan,’ she
told him.

“Old Dan didn't pay any atten-
ton. He started moving toward
Dinny. ‘Now, then, by God," he
said. And Dinny backed away,
scared of the look in the old man’s
eye. He said, ‘Get away from me,
old man,” but Dan kept coming to-
ward him. All this time Annie is
saying, ‘Go on back to bed, Dan.
Let me help you back to bed!

“Tll kill you with my two
hands,’ the old man said. And Din-
ny, backing around the table, plead-
ing with him. ‘I don’t want to hit
you. You're making me do it. Make
him stop, Mal"”

Kerwin hcard a clicking noise
and felt a sharp twinge on his low-
cr lip. Only when the pipe refused
to draw did he realize that he had
bitten through the stem. Shaw
passed him another one.
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“Right then old Dan lunged and
grabbed Dinny. Dinny tried to
push him away and Annie was on
Dinny like a tigress, scratching at
his face and neck with her nails,
all the time screaming at Dinny to
let the old man alone. She hurt him.
‘He drew back his fist and knocked
her to the floor. She wis almost un-
conscious. When she knew what
was happening again, Dinny was
gone and the old man was bend-
ing over her. There were tcars in
his eyes. ‘He hurt you, Annic?’ he
said. ‘Nor was it the first time.

“‘I'm all right,) she told him.
‘Let me help you back tobed”

“All this time,” old Dan said,
‘You telling mc what a help he was
and how good things were going
with me flat on my back”’

“He left her then and went to
the bedroom. When he came back
he said, ‘He'll be at the Dublin, 1
suppose.

“*What are you going to do,
Dan?”

““That would be my business,
Annie.

“‘What have you got in your
pocket?” she asked him.

“He showed her. An Army 45.
Annic tried to stop him but he
would have nonc of it.

““You stay here,” he told her. ‘I'm
not the man you descrved, Annic.
I’ve done little in all the years to be
a husband to vou. But no man can
hurt you and live. Not while I live.

“‘Ah, Dan—" she pleaded.
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“‘I'm his father. I'm responsible
for his life. And I'll be responsible
for taking it away from him.”

Shaw tamped out his pipe and
stretched. “And that’s the way it
was.”

Kerwin sighed. “Good God!”

“That’s how 1 felt.”

“But why didn’t you make a re-
port on it? Why did you stick your
neck out?”

Shaw smiled. “It would have
made me look good downtown,
wouldn’t it? A first-degree homi-
cide closed out in forty-cight hours.
The catch was that I'd have had to
arrest that old man. He spent forty
years in hospitals, Pcte—he was on-
ly the shadow of the man he could
have been. I made a ruling. The
Patch owed him and Annie what-
ever time he had left. Not the de-
partment. Not the Commissioner.
The Patch. Me. So 1 gave them
that time. Are you going to tell me
that I didn’t have the authority and
that I'm just a lousy Precinct Lieu-
tenant? Because, if you are, I've got
all morning to listen.”

Kerwin said thoughtfully, “Why,
no. No. I'd say that this was strictly
a Precinct matter and that you han-
dled it very cfficiently. I'll work
something out with the Commis-
sioner.” He stood up. “Ed, I have-
n't had a drink before lunch in
twenty years. But I'm going down
and see Schwartz at the Dublin
Club and have one now. I'd be
proud, Ed, if you'd join me.”
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She listencd now, standing at the
door of their room, but could dis-
tinguish no word from the study,
whose door must be half closed.

Then he was through. She heard
him running up the stairs two steps
at a time, and met him by the ban-
ister.

“Is he busy? Aren’t you going?”
The thought both pleased and dis-
appointed her. “Or was he mad be-
cause you didn’t come on the dot?”

“Listen, Sally.” He was strangely
excited. “You'll have to get dressed.
He’s coming here.”

“What?” She gave her hair a
poke, and looked down at her
dressing gown. “Of course, if he
is.” She turned away, undoing the
silk belt at her waist. “I must be
ready by the time he gets here. I'm
sure he disapproves of half-dressed
women.”

Then the full novelty of it struck
her. “But John! He disapproves of
women. He disapproves of me. Are
you sure I should go down? I will,
but are you sure?”

“All I know is,” Eldred said, “he
wants to see you as much as me.
Maybe more.” He himsclf hadn’t
got over it either. He smiled at her,
drily. “You're wrong about his
opinion of you. It’s as high as mine
—higher, since he knows none of
your faults. I do, and love them: a
low occupation.”

They were in the bedroom now,
she before the long mirror, and she
went through the motions of beat-
ing him with the back of her hair-
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brush. “You've probably bragged
to him about how bright I am.
You do to everybody, silly. Where-
as you are perfectly aware—"

“He wasn’t very articulate over
the phone; I've never encountered
him before when he was confused,
and I confess I didn’t help much.
But one thing was clear: he counts
on you this time. He saidso.”

Busy with lipstick, she said,
“Hurry down, dear, and sce what
we have to drink. I'll be along soon;
I want to make sure the boys are
asleep. If I'm not on hand when
he comes, tell him the chicf detec-
tive will join you two men pres-
ently. She’s just home from Homi-
cide, where she solved three mys-
terics in six minutes.”

He lifted her yellow hair, kissed
the tip of an ear, and left her.

They were both in the living
room when the doorbell sounded.
Sally sat down and pulled a maga-
zine to her lap, opening it at the
middle and pretending to read. She
had forgotten to ask John if he told
the Inspector she was upstairs when
he called. John went promptly to
the door and opened it.

“Hello, sir. We're delighted to
have you here.”

The Inspector stepped in quickly
and without a word took off his
coat and hat. John offered to hang
them up, but the Inspector threw
them on a small chair by the hall
table, meanwhile peering through
the archway to where Sally sat with
her magazine. When she did not
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glance up, the Inspector turned his
sharp features inquiringly upward
to the face of his tall friend. Even,
thought Eldred, imploringly. That
was queer.

“Sally,” said the Professor, “here
he is. You know, sir,” he added
sidewise to his guest, “my wife
couldn’t tell under oath what ar-
ticle she is lost in. She got down
here only a minute ago.”

The Inspector, without a smile,
walked in and put out his hand to
say she must remain where she
was. She rose, however, and gave
him her own hand.

“John, you have shaken what lit-
e confidence the Inspector had in
me. Sit over there, sir. I'll just lis-
ten if you like.”

“No, Mrs. Eldred, please.” The
Professor had never seen him like
this. A marvel of self-control, he
was all intensity now; his blue eyes
tairly burned, and his lean cheeks
were flushed. He sat on the edge
of the chair as if it were a tempo-
rary seat from which he might
have to spring at a moment’s no-
tice. And still he said nothing.

“FIl bring in some drinks,” said
Eldred. “I think I know what you
want, though my Scotch isn’t as
good as yours.”

“No, no!” the Inspector said, not
troubling to be gracious. “I'm not
drinking tonight.” He appeared to
think that this should have been
obvious. “Coffee, though, if you
have it.”

“Of course,” said Eldred, moving

toward the kitchen. “We'll all have
that.” On the way out he looked at
Sally, who nodded.

The Inspector leaned back—with-
out relaxing, though, like one who
waited. Both of them listened for
the sound of cups and saucers.

“Mrs. Eldred,” he said, “I appre-
ciate your coming down. Your
telephone is—where?” He looked
around him.

“In the study.” She went over
and opened a door. “Shut this, if
you like, and he as private as you
please. I never hear John, so I won't
hear you.”

“Oh, no, not now!” The very
suggestion seemed to disturb him.
“But I'll be called. I gave them this
number.”

“Of course.” She sounded stupid
to herself,

“Mrs. Eldred”—but whatever he
was about to say he didn't go on
with. Perhaps, she thought, he was
saving it for John too. Yes, that
must be it. She found herself al-
most as nervous as he was.

“Tell me, Inspector,” making
conversation although she knew
there was no need of it, “tell me,
have I been right in supposing that
you don't take women very seri-
ously?” He lifted himself a few
inches, then sat back again, rub-
bing the arms of his chair. “Be-
cause if you don't, you might like
to hear that I don't either, As wom-
en, that is. I'm not sure there’s all
this difference people talk about.
Intuition—that’s nonsense.”
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“No! No, it isn't! There's some-
thing in it. I wouldn’t use the
word, though. I'd say, Mrs. Eldred,
they remember more things than
men do. As a rule, I mecan. Not in
all cases, but as a rule. They remem-
ber the esscntials. They don’t go
blind—black out. They keep their
eye on the ball; they don't miss the
main thing, whatever it is.”

She looked at him, her cyes large.
“But Inspector! This is what John
says you do. It's why you're—well,
famous. It's why you’re an Inspec-
tor of police.”

“Not this time, though, not this
time.” The remark, so involuntary,
so enigmatic, stirred pity in her—
for what, she couldn’t say, or even
for whom. The first scent of coffee,
arriving, was a blessed  relief,
though it altered nothing in him.

“No,” he said, “for memory give
me elcphants and women.” He ac-
tually tried a smile. He was doing
his best.

“Oh, dcar! Just when we're all
working to get thin.” They were
both smiling successfully when
John came in with the tray, which
kept cveryone busy for scveral min-
utes.

“Now,” said John, “what have I
been missing? Murder? Mayhem?
What? I gathered it was something
special, Inspector.”

“It was. It is.” He was quieter
now, yet no less knotted within. “I
probably shouldn’t be here; it’s
that important. They’ll be telephon-
ing soon—I told Mrs. Eldred T left

your number. Three of my best
men are asking somec questions. [
may get the answers any time.” He
stopped, as if he were listening for
the bell in the study.

“A case, then,” said Lldred.

“Yes, yes!” His excitement was
visible again. “And no matter what
I learn, I won’t know what to do.
That's why I came. I won't know
what to do. Oh, I'll know what to
do. But can 1? That's why I had to
talk to you people. Muy 1 lk, in
utter confidence? You won't like it.”

Their silence, while they stared
not at each other but at him, was so
deep that all at once he could go
on; the dam had broken.

“Listen,” he said. “People say—
Mrs. Eldred said—1 dont like
women. But 1 liked onc woman
more than I intend to tell you,
though you will guess how much.
I'm not good at stating such things.
She was everything to mec—every-
thing. She was something like you,
Mrs. Eldred, except that she was a
little shorter; the same way of listen-
ing, though, the same understanding
of what I said before I said it. And
if I'm not embarrassing you, the
same nice hair.”

Sally put her hands up before
she realized it, then dropped them
into her lap. Still uncertain of what
to say or do, she reached for the
magazine again, folding it and un-
folding it. Her husband, speech-
less, was no help.

“My dear Inspector,” she said at
last, “it was wonderful of you to
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tell us this. When did you know
her? A long time ago?”

“She died this afternoon.”

“Oh!” There was a world of pity
in her voice, and now she did look
at John, thinking he might have
learned this over the phone. But
clearly he hadn't. He was stll
speechless.

“She was murdered.”

“My God.” Eldred had found his
voice. Sally now had none.

The Inspector, agonized but lu-
cid, looked from one of them to the
other as he wenton. “She was found
in her apartment, strangled. In their
apartment, 1 should say, for she
was married. The only woman I
ever liked—that much—was some-
onc’s wife. A doctor’'s. The maid
had been out for an hour, and
when she came back—it was done
with a pair of stockings. Diaboli-
cally well done; there was almost no
sign of struggle. The maid called
us, and we were there by six. Noth-
ing had been taken, so it wasn’t
robbery.”

“Unless,” said John, rubbing his
forehead as if to restore sensation
in it, “the maid came back too soon,
and whoever it was—"

“We think we know,” said the
Inspector.

“Not a stranger, then?”

“The doctor.”-

“Oh!"” said Sally again, so agon-
ized herself that the Inspector kept
his eyes on her while she said, “And

you know why.”
“I'm afraid T do. He had found

HONOR

out—But he did that years ago. He
knew about us almost from the be-
ginning. He knew we met when-
ever we could, and wherever. In my
place sometimes, but mostly not.
He had hated me for years—seven
years, to be exact. And I think he
hated her; though he wouldn’t let
her go. He's a big man, soft-spok-
en. He scared her.”

“You mean,” said Sally,” he
threatened her?”

“No, he never did. He ncver
even mentioned me. But she was
certain he knew about us, and was
waiting. Waiting, soft-spoken, till
he couldn’t stand thinking about it
any more. She told me once it
would be like this. Sometime, she
said, sometime.” He shuddered in
his chair, his fine strong hands
clasping and unclasping.

“But what is there to go on?”
said Eldred. “You say you think—"

“They're working on it now, I
tell you. He said he was on his way
to make a call, but we don't believe
he went straight there. His secre-
tary, the maid, the doorman at the
apartment house, the patient who
phoned him to come—others too—
we’re working on them all. What
he did wouldn’t have taken long,
and in a way that makes it harder
for us. But we'll see.”

He closed his eyes as if he didn’t
want to see, and his doing so made
Sally start.

“You really hope,” she said, “it
wasn’t him. In spite of everything
you would rather it had been a
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stranger. Even the worst kind, so
long as—"

“Sally!” said John.

“But she’s right,” said the Inspec-
tor. “It’s why I came here—don't
you understand? If I know any-
thing I know it was the doctor;
yet any kind of case I make will
finish me. No case without a mo-
tive, and I'm the motive. And once
he’s cornered, won't he say that?
He will, and take me down with
him. I'm finished anyway, Mrs,
Eldred; 1 can’t imagine caring
about anything again. But that’s
private, that's personal. The other
thing—you sec, don’t you?”

“I do,” said Sally. “And yet you
can't prevent it. You shouldn’t
prevent it, you will think. Too
many others are involved—your
best men, you say. But everybody
is. The law is. You can't stop it,
and you will think you mustn’t. It’s
terrible, yes, that all of it can’t be
kept a secret. It is a secret, really.
But no man can do what he did
and be let go. Your oath of office
tells you that, and so does your
sensc of honor. That’s private, that’s
personal too; John and I both feel
it in you, as you feel it in yourself.
It is honer that will drive you on
till he is cornered, and talks, and
takes your honor down with him.
This other honor is public, is im-
personal, but it’s important; it has
been your life.”

“Except with her,” said the In-
spector.

Sally waited. then said, “Not
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that you don’t cxaggerate the con-
sequences. Not everybody will
think—"

“Enough will,” he said. “I'll have
to resign. You can imagine the
newspapers. I would, though, any-
way. I'm finished. I guess 1 cven
want to be.”

“No, Inspector, no, you don't,”
said Eldred, setting his cold coffee
on the piano. “You're too good a
man.”

“Hal” The Inspector, as if stung,
turned to his friend. “You're bright,
you're kind, but you don’t under-
stand some things.”

“I don’t understand anything,”
put in Sally. “You mustn’t think I
was telling you what to do. I was
telling you what you «wiil do, prob-
ably. If you came for advice, I can’t
give it. Nobody should. But if we
keep on talking, then maybe—"

The phone rang 1n the study, and
all three of them jumped. The In-
spector went, pulling the door to
behind him. They both started to
speak at once; stopped; and stared
silently at cach other until he came
back a few minutes later. He walked
with a touch of his old brisk-
ness.

“Very intelligent fellow, Sims.”
Even his voice had lost some of its
strain. “He summarizes progress
as nobody clse can. And there’s
been progress. It’s quite clear the
doctor did it. He let so many see
him, he covered himself so poorly,
he doesnt stand a chance. They
haven’t told him this, but they
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“How did you know I was
here?”

“They told me.” His voice, said
Sally to hersclf, was soft: an ugly
softness that went with his dark
heaviness and his protuberant eyes.
“They tell me everything I want to
know—and more. They tell me 1
killed her.”

“They haven’t told you that.”

“Not in so many words, but it’s
what all their questions have been
about. I understand these things,
just as I understand, you little
swine”—his voice did not rise even
now—“why you've kept out of
sight so far. You're afraid, you're
afraid. You should have been there
when they talked to me. T asked
for you; I said I had a right to sce
the top torturer; but you were not
available. Those men don't know
why, but I do. You're afraid.”

The Inspector did not avoid the
cyes that bore down on him.
“Afraid of what?”

For the first time the doctor
showed that he knew two other
people were in the room. “With
them listening ?”

“Why not? They arc old friends
of mine; they arc perfectly dis-
creet.”

“Discreet! What an idiotic word.
Send them away—upstairs or some-
thing.”

“No, they stay here. Now tell
me. Afraid of what?”

“All right, then. Of what I'll say.”

“What will you say?”

“You know.”

OTHER
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The Inspector said slowly, “Yes,
I know.”

“You know I'll do it, too—un-
less—"

“What?”

“Unless you call them off.”

“Who?”

“Your dogs down there.”

“I'll never do that.”

The doctor’s hands shook at his
sides, and he grew pale. He could-
n't have expected this.

He tried again. “Yes, you will,
when you believe T will.”

“I believe it now.”

Suddenly the doctor was afraid.
His voice sank even lower. “But—
butif I give you my word ['won't.”

((NO."

“I'll be quict if you are.” He was
pleading.

“No."

The last word, like a blow, all
but made him lose his balance. Or
so it seemed, for he clutched wildly
at himself. But then he clapped
one hand to his mouth, swallowed
what it held, and stood stll, his
ceyes dilating, before he fell o the
floor, shaking the whole room as
he did so.

He writhed, his back bent in a
bow, then turned over convulsive-
ly, his face buried in the rug, and
finally lay motionless.

Sally, starting toward him, was
held back first by her husband, then
by the Inspector, who said with dif-
ficulty, “Whatever that was, it was
quick—if it worked. Take her up-
stairs, John. I think it did work.”
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bullets were dear and life was cheap
and Pancho Villa steeped himself
to the elbows in blood. In those
days, since Gomez was younger,
and had both his eyes, he could
shoot the pips out of the six of
spades in six shots at twenty paces.
Now he can manage only five out
of six.

Onc day a company of soldiers
surrounded the farmhouse in
which Gomez and seven of his
comrades were hiding. It was a
lively little sicge, while the car-
tridges lasted, and there scems to
have been some very pretty hand-
to-hand fighting in the last few
minutes.

But in the cnd Gomez was cap-
tured. He was the sole survivor,
and had been wounded during the
battle. Nothing much—a ball in the
lung. The cnemy captain dragged
him out, and slapped his face, and
burned him with a cigar-end for
good mcasure, and told him to say
his prayers.

Then Gomez was propped up
against the white wall and shot. He
counted the firing squad—seven.
His last thought was that he wished
he had the Mannlicher rifle of the
second man on the left.

These are the bare facts. Gomez
was sentenced to death, exccuted,
shot seven times in the chest, and
has the scars to prove it. He fell.
The captain gave him a finishing
shot in the head, and the soldiers
rode away leaving him to the vul-
tures.

MAN

Night fell. Day broke. A couple
of peons passed, and saw a redness
which seemed to move. It was Go-
mez. He was not dead. The cap-
tain’s bullet had passed between the
skull and the brain; the soldiers’
bullets had punctured no immedi-
ately vital spot.

The peons bandaged him up. He
recovered and went on his way. A
year or two later he joined the
forces of law and order and became
a policeman, marricd, settled down,
begot daughters. There were little
incidents, of course. Once a criminal
broke Gomez' skull with a ham-
mer. He recovered.

Another time he was shot in the
back. The bullet missed his spine by
a sixteenth of an inch, scraped his
heart, perforated a lung, and came
out at his armpit, just grazing the
great artery. He got better.

Two men threw him from the
roof of a fourstory building,
through a glass fanlight. He lay
with eleven broken bones for a
whole night before he was found.

Then the authorities sent him
after a bandit—some desperado
who had shot a cashier in a restau-
rant and taken to the hills. Gomez
loaded his guns and set out. But
the word went before him, and
the bandit was waiting. He had a
very particular desire to kill Gomez,
just because no man had ever done
so before.

Hec was a mcthodical fellow, this
bandit. Having notched the noses of
six big bullets, he sat behind a rock
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until Gomez came within point-
blank range. Then he opened fire.

Two of his bullets hit Gomez in
the abdomen, the rest struck higher
up. Gomez found time to fire one
shot, which killed the bandit, and
then Gomez fell flat.

An ambulance picked them up
the next morning. It was impossible
that Gomez could still be alive.
They took him fifty miles up the
bumpy road and put him on a slab
in the mortuary refrigerator. The
£00d wile of GOmez Caiic w 1uun
at him. She screamed, “My hus-
band! He lives! He moves!”

And so he did. He was not quite
dead. The cold of the refrigerator
had kept away peritonitis. The mi-
racle was that he had escaped pncu-
monia—quite apart from the gravity
of his wounds.

After a few months in hospital,
Gomez walked again, and went
about his business. He still covered
the underworld. Black-browed as-
sassins found a new hobby—trying
to kill Gomez. It became a craze, a
fad, a mania with criminals.

He was shot again, twice. Then
somcbody decided that the knife
was surcr. So Mexico City doctors
were confronted with new freaks of
human survival. Gomez was cut to

ribbons. He lived on. He survived
stabs in the liver, the stomach, the
throat. He is one of the few people
whose hearts have been stitched.
and who live to boast of it.

He touched nothing without get-
ting hurt. Once he was thrown
through the windshiceld of a car.
Once he was in a truck with four
other men. The truck went over a
precipice. The four men were killed.
Gomez was unhurt, except for a
broken leg. And as late as 1958 he

was attackaed in a2 caff by thess man
and stabbed seventcen times. He
was sewn up; the threce men were
buriced.

So you still see him, sitting plac-
idly over a little glass of tequila, po-
litely acknowledging the salutcs of
the awe-struck customers, always
refusing three times before accept-
ing a drink, in accordance with
Mexican etiquette, smoking tobacco
strong enough to choke the devil,
and exchanging the lightest of con-
versation.

And he is afraid.

That is the extraordinary thing—
the really incredible thing. At the
back of his mind there is one little
nagging fear.

“I fear,” he says, “that God is pre-
serving me for something terrible.”

0"
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“Go on, sillies,” their mother
said, standing at the slant door of
the dugout, her head higher than
the roof which was only three feet
above ground. “Now get back be-
fore dark! Do you hear? Tl be
worried.”

“Old Loony might get us,” Lau-
rie said.

“I thought we'd scttled all that.
He's harmless. Just stay away from
his hut.”

“1}\.") ()lll)_“
stopped when Sherry gave her a
warning nudge. Under her breath
she went on stubbornly, “He only
killed his wife and he’s harmless.”

“I hcard you, Laurie. That was a
long time ago. Sec all that land out
therc? Keep a mile or two between
you and his hut. You'll be ncarer
home than Old Loony's. Now, hur-
y.” The pile of dricd cow dung
they had been gathering for winter
fuel would burn fast and many
trips were needed.

“What’s his rcal name in case we
should meet him?” asked Sherry,
delaying.

“I doubt if he knows any more.”

“Crazy people never know their
names,” Laurie stated.

“Young lady.” The mother was
about to lose her temper. “Out there
for miles and miles of godforsaken
grass, you'rc not likely to meet any-
body but some white-faced stecrs.
This is the jumping-off place of the
world!”

She turned and went down the
stone steps of what was called the

v . 1 ‘
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doghouse, although the dog slept
outside or in the barn. Sherry
wished hard that Bounce were with
them now to protect them from
Old Loony, but the dog was off
hunting a rabbit for his supper.

And Papa had gone to the moun-
tains for cedars, as he did before
every winter. With only one truck
load, they had not cnough wood
for the long season of blizzards,
fierce winds, and decp snow. In
k:‘\- :.ILL:» L\' - :A\J:\.\} \t\l'\a
they burned the cowchips, saving
their precious cedar logs. The small
room in the ground heated quickly
and they managed well cnough un-
til melting snows made the earthen
walls damp and cold.

Their mother’s good voice came
up to them, and in some vague
sympathy aroused more by her
singing than by her statements of
loneliness, the girls flung the gunny
sacks over their shoulders and
started off. They walked through
the dry stubble of fetcrita and cane
that they had helped chop in the
summer, skinned under the barbed-
wire fence and were out on the
open plain.

There wasn’t another fence for
twenty  miles—this  near-rainless
land was used for grazing. Decp
wells raised water for cattle tanks
but irrigation was still a dream for
the dry-land farmers.

Papa stood in his baked ficld
and shook his fist at God, and
dared Him, if He existed, to strike
him dead on the broken sod, if He

nnuu\\.’
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couldn’t so much as send a small
rain for the broom-corn, and the
creek from which he hauled their
water. Mama prayed, thanking
God for Papa’s forgiveness and for
the rain to come. On Sundays in
the good seasons they all walked in
the fields taking pleasure in the
young plants. And they swam in
the creck.

The little creek was miles ahead
of the two girls, in a canyon. They
couldn’t even see the cottonwood
trecs along its banks. Nothing but
the vast high plain and Old Loony’s
sod hut, without fence or other
sign of habitation. Old Loony did
no farming. He owned no ani-
mals, not cven a dog. He lived
alonc and went out of his way to
talk to no one.

The fact that many years before,
in some unknown place, he had
committed murder and paid his
price in prison and was now daft
and lived a hermit life—all this
was no cause for concern, beyond
the intercst in the strange story it-
self. One did not openly poke his
nose into the private affairs of oth-
ers. The old man gave no name
and no one asked it. After a cow-
hand had talked with him once, he
came away saying he was loony
and the name stuck.

They had heard about the mur-
der a hundred times, and how Old
Loony had only onc good picce of
furniture in the hut and that was
a carved box in which he kept a
hand of the woman. They had

heard how, when they first came to
the plains, a cowboy had observed
him drying this hand, hung on a
cord in the shade for a certain pe-
riod every day—the same as one
would dry food.

“You know what I'd like for
Christmas?” Sherry said. “A look
atthat dead hand.”

“What a scary wish!” Laurie said.
“But if he wasn't around, I'd look.”

Old Loony scldom left his hut
except on rare walking trips to the
distant town for supplies; but Lau-
rie made a wish anyway.

No matter how they tried to edge
over cast or west, the plain was so
large and bare that Old Loony’s
hut was always in {ront of them.

“It gives me the crecps,” Laurie
said. “Don’t it you?”

“No,” Sherry said, full of the
creeps.

It was their routine to go several
miles with cmpty sacks and fill
them on the way back, each day
working nearer home. There were
so many cakes of dry dung that
they almost forgot about Old
Loony.

They had to look out for cactus,
and dried devil's claw which
grabbed like a hand. Rattlesnakes
were everywhere but they gave fair
warning, and the huge white bull-
snakes slid away over the buffalo
grass more frightened than they.
Prairie dogs on far mounds sat up
as if begging; near oncs turned
tail and sped underground. Laurie
broke a spear of soapweed to see
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its white juice flow. They had the
plain to themselves except for the
creatures underfoot and a hawk
circling in the sky. It was a grand
feeling.

Herds of caule grazed in the
distance. A meadowlark sang from
the grass into the stillness. The
stillness was immense.

Sherry stopped as if she had come
to a visible line on the gray and
monotonous plateau. “It’s time to

1 1w
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Before they turned, as if by silent
agreement, the two girls gazed to-
ward the end of the land which was
like the end of the world, far away
and abrupt, as if one, after ycars of
walking, might reach the horizon
and step over into space.

Laurie pushed her foot against a
large cowchip to loosen it, and
stooped to pick it up. “A big one
right off. It’s good luck,” she
smiled.

Sherry glanced at the sun. “It’s
about five o’clock.”

Taking the first large picce of
dung as a good omen, and her
thoughts as a charm, she said, “Let’s
cut over and walk back necar the
hue.”

Laurie stared at her in alarm.
“The luck is only for finding a lot
of good cowchips.”

“We'll soon see.”

Lauric hesitated, then ran after
her.

They gathered chips on the way
and their sacks were full when
they turned north to walk within

a hundred yards of Old Loony’s.

A small owl on a prairie dog
mound swiveled its head to gaze at
them.

“You sce, it’s late,” Lauric
warned. She was afraid of the dark
but Sherry liked the night and as-
sured her of her protection. Nev-
crtheless, Laurie touched the rab-
bit’s foot in her pocket.

“We'll be home before dark casy
because we're only going to walk
by his glacel

When they came even with the
hut, Sherry could hear her heart
beating. She felt like a spring.

In the clear air of the high plains
it was casy to see a long distance.
They pretended to be busy but they
saw OIld Loony sitting on the
ground in his doorway watching.
There was nothing to do but walk
toward home.

Old Loony raised one hand and
beckoned to them. They appearcd
to think his gesture a grecting and
lifted their right hands in the salute
of the countryside. He rose and
walked a little way toward them
and called out, beckoning again.

“Don’t run!” Laurie cautioned.
“We're a thousand miles from a
fence, and you're such an idiot that
I kncw this would happen. With a
mad animal it is safer just to walk.
Maybe he’s the same. We'll just
walk.”

“I would like to sce what crazy
really is,” Sherry said.

“When you get home look in the
mirror.”
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The old man hesitated and stood
with his arms at his sides. He ap-
peared puzzled at their lack of
neighborliness, and Sherry said so.

“That’s just a trick,” Laurie said.
“They are very cunning. Don't for-
get that he murdered his wife and
cut her up.”

This frightened them both.

The old man came very near and
said, “Howdy, girls.”

“Howdy, sir.”

He smiled. “I reckon I like good
manners as much as anything.”

His coarse gray hair curled like
a dog's over his forchead, and his
bushy eyebrows shaded his old
faded eyes, which watched them
with an animal alertness. He worc
a mustache but his whiskers were
only a few days long.

Sherry was surprised to sec what
a small man he was. His little feet
stood in unlaced heavy shoes and
his hands, quiet at his sides, were
terrifying in their delicacy. His
clothes were just ordinarily soiled
and much patched. A pipe and a
can of tobacco weighed his shirt
pocket down.

He glanced at the sun to judge
the time, and the small sense of
well-being they had begun to feel
deserted them.

Old Loony said nothing. The
girls were shy from not seeing peo-
ple and also said nothing. A small
wind went by and they heard the
tick of dust on his shoes.

“If you're tired, come in and rest
a bit.”

PRESENCE OUT THERE

“No, thank you,” Laurie said,
and her voice squeaked.

He observed them slyly. “I'll
show you some of my keepsakes.”

They followed him; they could
not resist. They leaned their sacks
against the hut, and went in.

The small room was neat, much
like their own but less crowded.
Their walls were papered with
newspapers, his were bare. The sis-
ters waited stiffly near the door.

Sherry’s throat closed with pain-
ful shyness and she could look only
at the swept dirt-floor. She saw his
little feet move toward the stove.
He broke off two picces of hard-
tack, a dry flour and water pancake
they ate at home, and handed cach
a picce.

“1f I had a fire, I would offer you
some coffee. But then, I've only one
tin cup.”

“Thank you,” they whispered.

“Well, I have gourds. But no fire.
And look here—the desert tea is all
gone. I am flustered by company.”

Suddenly, in the habit of autumn,
the daylight went out of the world
and the plain filled with quick,
rising dusk. The old man closed
the heavy storm door. The motion
caused his clothes hanging on the
back to sway darkly.

They were shut in.

“Sit down,” he said and mo-
tioned toward the only place, a nar-
row wooden bed.

They refused.

The carved box was nowhere to
be seen. A machete such as they
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used to chop cane gleamed on the
wall. A shotgun and a heavy ax
leaned into a corner. Every farmer
had these. Nevertheless, the atmos-
phere was strange. He merely stud-
ied them and seemed to cnjoy that,
for now and then a faint smile
moved his mustache. The thin dark
pasted itself on the window.
When they could no longer see
one another in the room, Old

Loony got up and took a lantern
‘. Al and Labend te Whila

TrAeas avaane aapyaass ania

he was raising the chnmney and
turning the wick up and down, he
began to speak to them, or perhaps
he was spcaking to himself. Sherry
could make out very little of it, but
finally, this was clear: “Well, I
promiscd and I must keep my
promise.’

He hung the lantern back on the
nail. Its smoky light threw their
long shadows bending from floor
to wall, and gave his face a look of
morose, secret. Sherry thought he
seemed critical of them when he
repcated, “I did promise.”

He went to the bed and stooped
with some care for his old joints
and dragged out a small wooden
box. It was not carved at all; it was
of hecavy polished wood and the
top was curved like that of an old
trunk. It had the charm of all di-
minutives and the girls gasped at
once with delight; but then, with
the thought of the hideous dried
hand, they froze again into silence.

“Come here,” he said, and they
went.

He took a key from a gut-string
around his neck and unlocked the
little chest. They went down on
their knees for a better view. He
noticed this and smiled as if they
were all in this terrible secret to-
gether.

When the curved lid was lifted,
an odd fragrance rose and in the
dim light from the lantern dark
swirls of polished hair shone and
fell over the edges of the box. The
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under the hair and lifted a part of
it which fell as if from a head.

Their breath drew in against all
will to prevent it.

“No need to be afraid. She’s been
dead long ago.”

Something heavy and hard rat-
tled around in the bottom of the
box.

“Put it on,” the old man urged
and held the dried scalp with i
long dark hair out to Sherry.
“You're older. It will suit you bet-
ter. More like her.”

When Sherry hesitated, he placed
it on her head and said, “Stand
up!”

She was trembling. The hair fell
to her fingertips. Permcating her
fright was the scent of aromatic
wood.

“Turn around.”

Sherry stood paralyzed as fear
of the dead woman possessed her.

The old man tipped his head to
one side and smiled. “I pass the
evenings sometimes brushing her
hair. That’s why it shines so.”
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Although Sherry was only a girl,
tall for her age, and thin, he ad-
mired the beautiful hair once more
adorning a living woman. He
squinted his eyes to concentrate his
vision; he did not smile, and he
looked at her for a long time.

“Turn around,” he commanded
again, slowly, gently, almost in a
whisper. “Walk, walk.”

As she turned, as she walked,
the long hair falling about her like
a cape, he called out, his voice fierce
and young. A woman’s name. A
cry. A wild lost sound. He shoved
the box across the floor and leaped
to his feet.

Laurie scrcamed. “Sister, look
out! He's going to kill her again!”

Sherry whirled. He stopped, and
his mouth which had been hidden
beneath  his mustache fell open
pitifully.

“You spoiled it,” he said. His
mouth closed and the mustache
trembled over it like a dried weed
in a small wind.

Then, shaking himself free of
the dream, he shouted to Laurie,
who was trying desperately to open
the door, “Girl, don’t do that.”

She stopped pulling at the latch
and burst out crying.

“Don’t do that!” he repeated and
moved toward her,

Sherry stepped in his way, her
cyes fiery with courage and fear.

He seemed bewildered. He ges-
tured as if in appeal, but she
thought that his eyes were wily
and mad. Then he disregarded her

PRESENCE OUT THERE

and lifted the dead woman’s hair
from her head and placed it ten-
derly on the head of Laurie. “Here,
you may try it on too.”

Laurie was sobbing now, and the
dark hair placed askew on her own
pale hair was but another horror.
She clutched the rabbit's foot in
her pocket.

The old man went over to the
little curved box and peered in as if
he had not seen it a thousand times
before. He held up a brush for
Sherry to sce, but still, when he
touched the box, another object rat-
tled hard against the wood.

Sherry tried to smile, to humor
him. He sighed and picked up the
box and carried it into the light of
the lantern.

“Look here, children.” He held
out a horse’s black hoof topped
with a slender ankle of sorrel hair.
“It was this did it.”

They stared obligingly at the
hoof, and then he put it back. “Bur-
to got to cropping locowecd, but
she kept riding him, and one day
he just up and run over a clift.
Broke his neck. Killed her.” The
old man seemed to be dropping
these words into the box. “It was
deep down and steep. I had to go
on foot. It was rocky and the can-
yon was alive with snakes. I would-
n’t have felt it if they had all bit
me. But they didn’t bother. T just
sat there all that day and all that
night. I heard animals in the night,
so I lit my pipe. Sunup I found a
sharp rock, and it took me a long
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time but I made her a decent grave.
Then, then—I could hardly do it—
I cut off her long hair. Took me all
one winter to knot cach hair into a
piece of cloth. After that I come
here and scttled. More  people
around.” He sighed a long deep
sigh. “I forget how old 1 am, but
it’smany a ycar, many a year.”

He was silent. The night was si-
lent, enclosing the hut like a great
fur pocket. It was as if no one were
intha vanm Whan the cillnece wwae
taut to breaking, a swift small run-
ning crossed the floor and cnded
in the old man’s shoe. He said
nothing, made no move, and the
litle gecko raced upward, holding
on, lifting its head as if for recogni-
tion.

‘The old man turned and blinked.
Sherry watched his small hand lift
the gecko into his shirt pocket. His
eyes still dazed with shadows, he
looked at Laurie unbelieving. The
ridiculous sight of her slouched
against the door, wiping her eyes,
the scalp slid forward, the dead
hair hanging over her forlorn
young face, must have broken a
solemn and awful bond, for Old
Loony began to laugh.

It was a low chuckle at first, a
clumsy lurch of sound. All the
lonely splendor of the time before
was lost. Then his laughter crashed,
shattered like a flash flood through
a dry streambed, clearing at last,
sparkling, running pure.

This laughter caught Sherry, and
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then Laurie, and they could not
stop. They stumbled about, blind
with tears, aching, helpless in re-
lease. While the old man was bent
over laughing, Sherry snatched the
long hair from his sister’s head,
flung it in the box, and closed the
lid.

Sceing Laurie’s tousled tomboy-
head once more, his hilarity came
to an end, but tears of laughter still
ran gravely down his whiskered
‘:ﬂff‘

He felt his pocket for the hiding
gecko, took the lantern from the
nail, and oflered to sce them home.
They thanked him, but there was
no need—yes, they were sure. The
stars were out and if they watched
them they would find their way.
Outside, the lantern ringed them in
its solitary glow, the black night
blacker beyond its rim.

The plain was black and so was
the big sky, its stars dropping low
over their heads. Fragrance of sage
was in the air. Their sacks were
not heavy and they walked fast.
Their eyes searched unsecing for
definition but the line of horizon
had vanished.

They felt as if they were always
walking in one place, but when
they looked back the light from
Old Loony’s lantern was smaller.
It shone steadily like a planet.

After a while they saw the light
from their window close to the
carth, wavering in the night wind
like a star planted on the plain.
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picked them up that evening in his
little open sports car and they all
drove uptown to the Yankee Sta-
dium to sce the brawl.

“How do you figure the fight,
Maguire?” asked Inspector Queen.

“On this howdedo,” said Ma-
guire, “Maguire doesn’t care to be
quoted.”

“Seems to me the champ ought
to take this boy Coyle.”

Maguire shrugged. “Phil’'s sour
An rkn rh- rmnion l’uur}w‘d Panla.
“Phil and Mike Brown haven't
been cuddly since Mike won the
title.”

“Nothing personal, y'understand,”
said Phil Maguire. “Only, remem-
ber Kid Beres? The Cuban boy.
This was in the days when Ollie
Stearn was finagling Mike Brown
into the hcavy sugar. So this fight
was a fix, see, and Mike knew it was
a fix, and the Kid knew it was a fix,
and everybody knew it was a fix
and that Kid Beres was supposed to
lay down in the sixth round. Well,
just the same Mike went out there
and sloughed into the Kid and half
killed him. Just for the hell of it.
The Kid spent a month in the hos-
pital and when he came out he was
only half a man.” Maguire smiled
his crooked smile and pressed his
horn gently at an old man crossing
the street. Then he said, “I guess I
just don’t like the champ.”

“Speaking of fixes ...” began
Ellery.
“Were we?” asked Maguire inno-

cently.

“If it's on the level,” predicted
Ellery, “Coyle will murder the
champion. Wipe up the ring with
him. That big fellow wants the
title.”

“Oh, sure.”

“Damn it,” grinned the Inspec-
tor, “who’s going to win tonight?”

Maguirc grinned back. “Well,
you know the odds. Threc to one
on the champ.”

When they drove into the park-
ing lot across the street from the
Stadium, Maguire grunted, “Speak
of the devil.” He had backed his
car into a space beside a huge
forcign-type job the color of arterial
blood.

“Now what’s that supposced to
mcan?” asked Paula Paris.

“This red locomotive,” Maguire
chuckled, “is the champ’s. Or rath-
cr, it belongs to his manager, Ollie
Stearn. Ollic lets Mike usc it.
Mike’s car’s gone down the river.”

“1 thought the champion was
loaded,” said Ellery.

“Not any more. All tangled up
in litigation. Dozens of judgments
wrapped around his ugly ears.”

“He ought to be hunk after to-
night,” said the Inspector. “Pulling
down half a million bucks for his
end!”

“He won’t collect a red cent of
it,” said the newspaperman. “His
loving wife—you know Ivy, the ex-
strip tease doll with the curves and
detours?—Ivy and Mike’s creditors
will grab it all off—after taxcs, that
is. Come on.”
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Ellery assisted Miss Paris from
the car and tossed his camel’s-hair
topcoat carelessly into the back
seat.

“Don’t lcave your coat there, El-
lery,” protested Paula. “Someonc’s
sure to steal it.”

“Let 'em. It’s an old rag. Don’t
know what I brought it for, any-
way, in this heat.”

“Come on, come on,” said Phil
Maguire cagerly.

From thc press section at ring-
side the stands were one heaving
mass of growling humanity. Two
bantamweights were fencing in the
ring.

“What's the trouble?” demanded
Ellery.

“Crowd camc out to see heavy
artillery, not popguns,” explained
Maguire. “Take a look at the card.”

“Six prelims,” muttered Inspec-
tor Queen. “And all good boys, too.
So what arc these muggs beefing
about?”

“Bantams,
weights.”

“So what?”

“So the card’s too light. The
fans came hcere to see two big guys
slaughter cach other. They don’t
want to be annoyed by a bunch of
gnats—even  good gnats . .. Hi,
Happy.”

“Who's that?” asked Miss Paris.

“Happy Day,” the Inspector an-
swered for Maguire. “Makes his
living off bets.”

Happy Day was visible a few

welters, light-

rows off, an expensive panama rest-
ing on a fold of neck-fat. He had a
puffed face the color of cold rice
pudding, and his cyes were two
raisins. He nodded at Maguire and
turned back to watch the ring.

“Normally, Happy’s face is like a
raw stcak,” said Maguire. “He’s
worried about somecthing.”

“Perhaps,” remarked Ellery, “the
gentleman smells a mouse.”

Maguire glanced at Ellery side-
wise, then smiled. “And there’s
Mrs. Champ hersclf. Ivy Brown.
Some stuft, hey, men?”

The woman prowled down the
aisle on the arm of a weazened,
wrinkled little man who chewed
nervously on a long green cold ci-
gar. The champion’s wife was a
full-blown animal with a face like
a Florentine cameo. The little man
handed her into a scat and hurried
off.

“Isn’t the little guy Ollie Stearn,
Brown’s manager?” asked the In-
spector.

“Yes,” said Maguirc. “Notice the
act? Ivy and Mike Brown haven’t
lived together for a couple of years,
and Ollie thinks it’s bad publicity.
So he pays a lot of attention in pub-
lic to the champ’s wife. What d'ye
think of her, Paula? The woman’s
angle is always refreshing.”

“This may sound feline,” mur-
mured Miss Paris, “but she’s an
overdressed harpic with the in-
stincts of a she-wolf who never
learned to apply makec-up properly.
Cheap—very cheap.”
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“Expensive—very expensive. See,
Mike’s wanted a divorce for a long
time, but Ivy keeps raising the ante.
Say, I gotta get to work.”

Maguire bent over his typewrit-
er.
The night dcepened, the crowd
rumbled, and Ellery felt uncom-
fortable. Specifically, his six-foot
body was taut as a violin string. It
was a familiar but always sinister
sign. It meant there was murder in

tha i

The challenger appeared first.
He was met by a roar, like the roar
of a river at flood-tide bursting its
dam.

Miss Paris gasped with admira-
tion. “Isn’t he the one!”

Jim Coyle was the one—an al-
most handsome giant six feet and a
half tll, with preposterously broad
shoulders, long smooth muscles,
and a bronze skin. He rubbed his
unshaven cheeks and grinned boy-
ishly at the fans.

His manager, Barney Hawks,
followed him into the ring. Hawks
was a big man—almost as big as his
fighter.

“Hercules in trunks,” breathed
Miss Paris. “Did you ever sce such
a body, Ellery?”

“The question more properly is,”
said Ellery, “can he keep that body
off the floor?”

“Plenty fast for a big man,” said
Maguire. “Faster than you'd think,
considering all that bulk. Maybe
not as fast as Mike Brown, but

3

Jim’s got hcight and reach in his
favor, and he’s strong as a bull. The
way Firpo was.”

“Here comes the champ!” ex-
claimed Inspector Queen.

A large ugly man shuflled down
the aisle and vaulted into the ring.
His manager—the little wcazened,
wrinkled man—followed him and
stood bouncing up and down on
the canvas, still chewing the unlit
cigar.

“Ron-nn-nnl”

“They’re booing the champion!”
cried Paula. “Phil, why?”

“Because they hate his guts,”
smiled Maguire. “They hate his
guts because he’s an ornery, brutal,
crooked slob with the kick of a
mule and the soul of a pretzel.
That's why, darlin’.”

Brown stood six feet two inches,
anatomically a gorilla, with a broad
hairy chest, long arms, humped
shoulders, and large flat feet. His
fcatures were smashed, cruel. He
paid no attention to the hostile
crowd or to his taller, bigger,
younger opponent.

But Ellery, whose peculiar gen-
ius it was to notice minutiv, saw
Brown’s powerful jaws working
ever so slightly.

And again Ellery tightened.

When the gong clamored for the
start of the third round, the cham-
pion’s left eye was a purple slit, his
lips were cracked and bloody, and
his simian chest rose and fell in

gasps.
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“Of course not. Not a single
blow. And he had a dozen open-
ings, especially in the second
round. And Jimmy Coyle still car-
ries his guard too low. But what
did Mike do? Put his deadly right
into cold storage, kept jabbing
away with that silly left of his—it
couldn’t put Paula awayl—cover-
ing up, clinching, and taking one
hell of a beating ... Sure, he
made it look good. But your ex-
Aoeeis aa b o dicin Siice b camal?
N F A BT LR U i Tt L

They were helping the gorilla
from the ring. He looked surly and
tired. A small group followed him,
laughing. Little Ollie Stearn kept
pushing people aside fretfully. El-
lery spied Brown’s wife, the curved
Ivy, pale and furious, hurrying aft-
er them.

“It appears,” sighed Ellery, “that
I was in error.”

“What?” asked Paula.

“Hmm. Nothing.”

“Look,” said Maguire. “I've got
to sec a man about a man, but I'll
meet you folks in Coyle’s dressing
room and we'll kick a few gongs
around. Jim’s promised to help a
few of the boys warm up some hot
spots.”

“Oh, I'd love it!” cried Paula.
“How do we get in, Phil?”

“What have you got a cop with
you for? Show her, Inspector.”

Maguire’s slight figure slouched
off. Ellery’s scalp prickled sud-
denly. Hc frowned and took
Paula’s arm.

The new champion’s  dressing

room was full of smoke, people,
and din. Young Coyle lay on a
training table like Gulliver in Lilli-
put, being rubbed down. He was
answering questions good-humor-
edly, grinning at cameras, flexing
his shoulder-muscles. Big Barney
Hawks was running about with his
collar loosened and handing out
cigars like a new father, ,

The crowd was so dense it over-
flowed into the adjoining shower
ranm There were cmnty hortlee an
the floor and near the shower-room
window, pushed into a corner, five
men were shooting craps  with
cnormous sobriety.

The Inspector spoke to Barney
Hawks, and Coyle’s manager in-
troduced them to the champion,
who ook one look at Paula and
said, “Hcey, Barney, how about a
little privacy?”

“Sure, sure. You're the champ
now, Jimmy-boy!”

“Come on, you guys, you got
enough pictures to last you a life-
time. What did he say your name
is, beautiful? Paris? That’s a hell
of a name.”

“Isn’t  yours
Paula coolly.

“Socko,” laughed the boy. “Come
on, clear out, guys. This lady and
I got some sparring to do. Hey, lay
off the liniment, Louie. He didn’t
hardly touch me.”

Coyle slipped off the rubbing ta-
ble, and Barney Hawks began
shooing men out of the shower
room, and finally Coyle grabbed

asked

Couzzir”
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savagely. “Barney, did you know
Brown took a dive tonight?”

“What? What's this?” said Big
Barney, looking around virtuously.
“Who says so, the dirty liar? My
boy won that title on the up and
up, gentlemen!”

“Brown threw the fight?” asked
one of the men with Hawks, a
member of the Boxing Commis-
sion. “Is therc any evidence of

that?”
“Tha Lall weieh that i the

........

Inspector politely. “Barney, Mike
Brown is dead.”

Hawks began to laugh, then he
stopped laughing and sputtered,
“What’s this? What's the gaggeroo?
Brown dead?”

Jim Coyle waved his huge paw.
“Somcbody bumped him off to-
night, Barncy. In Stearn’s car across
the street.”

“Well, Tl be,” inhaled his
manager, staring. “So Mike got his,
hey? Well, well. Tough. Loses his
title and his life. Who donc it,
boys?”

“Maybe you didn’t know my boy
was dead!” shrilled Ollie Stearn.
“Yeah, you put on a swell act, Bar-
ney! Maybe you fixed it with Mike
so he'd take a dive so your boy
could win the title! Maybe—"

“Therc’s been another crime
committed herc tonight,” said a
mild voice, and they all looked
wonderingly at Ellery advancing
toward Mr. Hawks.

“Hey?” said Coyle’s manager,
staring stupidly at him.
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“My coat was stolen.”

“Hey?” Big Barney kept gaping.

“And unless my eyes deceive me,
as the phrase goes,” continued El-
lery, stopping beforc Hawks, “I've
found it.”

(‘Hcy?’l

“On your arm.” And Ellery gen-
tly removed from Mr. Hawks's arm
a shabby camel's-hair topcoat, un-
folded it, and cxnminccf it. “Yes.
My very own.”

Rarnev Hawks turned green in
the silence.

Somecthing sharpencd in Ellery's
cyes, and he bent over the camel’s-
hair coat again. He spread out the
sleeves and examined the armhole
scams. They had burst. As had the
scam at the back of the coat. He
looked at Mr. Hawks reproach-
fully.

“The least you might have done,”
he said, “is to have rcturned my
property in the same condition in
which T left it.”

“Your coat?” said Barney Hawks
damply. Then he shouted, “What
the hell is this? That's my coat!
My camel's-hair coat!”

“No,” said Ellery, “I can prove
this is mine. You sce, it has a ciga-
rette burn at the second buttonhole,
and a hole in the right-hand pock-
ct.”

“But—I found it where I left it!
It was here all the time! I took it
out of here after the fight and went
up to the office to talk to these gen-
tlemen and I've been—" The man-
ager stopped, and his complexion
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faded from green to white. “Then
where'’s my coat?” he asked slowly.
“Will you try this on?” asked El-

lery with the deference of a cloth-

ing salesman, and he took from a
detective the bloodstained coat they
had found abandoned in Ollie
Stearn’s car.

Ellery held the coat up before
Hawks; and Hawks said thickly,
“All right. I's my coat. I guess it’s
my coat, if you say so. So what?”

“So,” replied Ellery, “someonc
knew Mike Brown was broke, that
he owed his shirt, that not even his
champion’s share of the purse to-
night would be enough to pay his
debts. Somcone persuaded Mike
Brown to throw the fight tonight,
offering to pay him a large sum of
money, I suppose, for taking the
dive. That money no one would
know about. That money would
not have to be turned over to the
clutches of Mike Brown’s loving
wife and creditors—or to the In-
ternal Revenuc Bureau. That mon-
ey would be Mike Brown’s own.
So Mike Brown said yes, realizing
that he could make even more mon-
ey by placing a large bet with
Happy Day through the medium
of Mr. Oetjens. And with this dou-
ble nest-egg he could jeer at the
unfriendly world.

“And probably Brown and his
tempter conspired to meet in
Stearn’s car immediately after the
fight for the payoff, for Brown
would be insistent about that. So
Brown sent the chauffeur away,

and sat in the car, and the tempter
came to keep the appointment—
armed not with the pay-off money
but with a knife. And by using the
knife he saved himself a tidy sum—
the sum he'd promised Brown—
and also made sure Mike Brown
would never be able to tell the
wicked story to the wicked world.”

Barney Hawks licked his dry
lips. “Don’t look at me, Mister.
You got nothing on Barney Hawks.
I don't know nothing about this.”

Ellery went on, “A pretty prob-
lem, my friends. You see, the tempt-
er came to the scene of the crime
in a camel’s-hair coat, and he had
to leave the coat behind because it
got bloodstained and would have
given him away. But in the car next
to the murder-car lay my own cam-
el’s-hair coat, its only virtue that it
was not stained with a man’s blood.

“We found a coat abandoned in
Stcarn’s car and my coat stolen.
Coincidence? Hardly. The mur-
derer certainly must have taken
my coat to replace the coat he was
forced to leave behind.”

Ellery glanced at Miss Paris, who
was staring at him with a soul-sat-
isfying worship. Mind over matter,
thought Mr. Qucen, remembering
with special satisfaction how Miss
Paris had stared at Jim Coyle’s
muscles. Yes, sir, mind over matter.

“Well?” said Inspector Queen.
“Supposc this bird did take your
coat? What of it?”

“But that’s exactly the point,”
murmured Ellery. “He took my
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worthless  coat.

poor,  shabby,
Why?”

“Well, T suppose to wear it.”

“Precisely.” Ellery paused, then
murmured, “But why should he
want to wear it?”

The Inspector looked angry. “See
here, Ellery—" he began.

“No, dad, no. I'm talking with a
purpose. There’s a point. T e point.
You might say he had to wear it
bccause he’d got blood on his suit

sdoe tha ~one and rnnuurnr‘ a raat
to hide the bloodstained suit.

“Sure,” said Phil Magunre.
“That’s it.”

“You may be an Einstein in your
sports department, Mr. Maguire,
but here you're just a palooka.
No,” said Ellery, shaking his head,
“that’s not it. He couldn’t possibly
have got blood on his suit. The
coat shows that at the time he at-
tacked Brown he was wearing it
buttoned. 1f the topcoat was but-
toned, his suit wouldn't catch any
of Brown’s blood.”

“He certainly didn’t neced a coat
because of the weather,” muttered
Inspector Queen.

“True. It's been warm all eve-
ning. You see,” smiled Ellery,
“what a pretty little problem it is.
He'd left his own coat behind, its
labels and other identifying marks
taken out, unworried about its be-
ing found—otherwise he would
have hidden it or thrown it away.
Such being the case, you would say
he'd simply make his escape in the
clothes he was wearing beneath the

coat. But he didnt. He stole an-
other coat, my coat, for his escape.”
Ellery coughed gently. “So surely
it's obvious that if he stole my coat
for his escape, he needed my coat
for his escape? That if he escaped
without my coat he would be no-
ticed ?"

“I don’t get it,” said the Inspec-
or. “He'd be noticed? But if he was
wearing ordinary clothing—"

“Then obviously he wouldn’t
need mv coar” nadded Ellery.

“Or—say! If he was wearing a
uniform of some kind—say he was
a Stadium attendant—"

“Then he still wouldn’t necd my
coat. A uniform would be a per-
fect guarantee that he'd pass in the
crowd unnoticed. No, there’s only
once answer o this problem. If the
murderer had been wearing clothes
—any normal body-covering—un-
der the bloodstained coat, he could
have made his escape in those
clothes. But since he didn't, it can
only mean that he wasn’t wearing
clothes.”

There was a short silence, and
finally Paula said, “Wasn’t wearing
clothes? A . .. naked man? Why,
that's like something out of Poc!”

“No,” smiled Ellery, “mecrely
something out of the Stadium. You
see, we had a classification of gen-
tlemen in the vicinity tonight who
wore no—or nearly no—clothing.
In a word, the pugilists . . . Wait!”
he said swiftly. “This is an ex-
traordinary case, chiefly because I
solved the hardest part of it almost
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the instant I knew there was a mur-
der. For the instant I discovered
that Brown had been stabbed, and
that my coat had been stolen by a
murderer who left his own behind,
I knew that the murderer could
have been only one of thirteen men
—the thirteen living prizefighters
left after Brown was killed. For
you'll recall there were fourteen
fighters in the Stadium tonight—
twelve in the six preliminary bouts,
and two in the main bout.

“Which of the thirteen living
fighters had killed Brown? That
was my problem from the begin-
ning. And so I had to find my coat,
because it was the only concrete
conncction between the murderer
and his crime. And now I've found
my coat, and now I know which of
the thirtcen murdered Brown.

“I'm a tll, fairly broad man,”
continued Ellery. “And yet the
murderer, in wearing my coat to
make his escape, burst its seams at
the armholes and back! That meant
he was a much bigger man than
I am—much bigger and broader.

“Which of the thirteen fighters on
the card tonight were bigger and
broader than I? Ah, but it's been
a very light card—bantamweights,
welterweights, lighweights! There-
fore none of the twelve preliminary
fighters  could have murdered
Brown. Therefore only one fighter
was left—a man six and a half fect
tall, extremely broad-shouldered and
broad-backed, a man who had the
greatest motive to induce Mike

Brown to throw the fight tonight!”

And this time the silence was
ghastly with meaning. It was bro-
ken by Jim Coyle’s lazy laugh. “If
you mean me, you must be off your
nut. Why, I was in the shower room
taking a shower at the time Mike
was bumped off!”

“Yes, I mean you, Mr. Jim
Coyle,” said Ellery clearly, “and
the shower room was the cleverest
part of your scheme. You went
into the shower room in full view
of all of us, with towcls, shut the
door, turned on the shower,
grabbed Big Barncy Hawks’s cam-
el’s-hair coat which was hanging
on a peg in there, and then ducked
out of the shower-room window
into the alley. From there it was a
matter of seconds to the street and
the parking lot across the street. Of
course, when you stained Hawks’s
coat during the commission of your
crime, you couldn’t risk coming
back in it. And you had to have a
coat to cover your nakedness for
the return trip. So you stole mine,
for which I'm very grateful, be-
cause otherwise—grab him, will
you? My right isn’t very good,”
said Ellery, employing a dainty and
beautiful bit of footwork to escape
Coylc's sudden homicidal lunge in
his direction.

And while Coyle went down un-
der an avalanche of flailing arms
and legs, Ellery murmured apolo-
getically to Miss Paris, “After all,
darling, he 4s the heavyweight
champion of the world.”
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McKelvey growled. “What the hell
have T got to spend money on?”

“l don’t know,” Anna said. “But
you spend ity all right. If T didn't
know you better, I'd think you
were buying diamonds for some
floozy.”

“I don'’t like that kind of talk,
Anna.”

“l beg your pardon,” she
frowned. “I forgot who I was talk-
ing to, Captain. You going to put
the cuffs on me?”..

McKelvey made fists in the torn
pockets of his robe and walked out.
Anna came after him in a hurry,
wiping her hands on a dishtowel.

“I'm sorry, Pop. Let’s not fight
over cverything.”

“I'm not fighting. T didn’t ask
you here.”

“I came because T wanted to. 1
came especially because 1 wanted
to ask you out this week-end. Char-
lic said I shouldn’t take no for an
answer.”

“The answer's still no.”

“Why, what's the matter with
us? We got smallpox or some-
thing?”

“I'm busy, Anna, I don’t have
time for week-ends.”

“So don’t stay for the week-end.
Stay for a month, where T can keep
my cyc on you for a while.”

He sat down heavily, and picked
up a brown envclope from the de-
bris on the floor. “I said I'm busy.
I've been working on something,
I haven't got time for anything
clse.”

JUSTICE

“Working? Working?” Anna
said hotly, her hands on her nar-
row hips. “Who the heck do you
think you are? How long are you
going o keep thinking of yourself
as a cop, for God's sake? 1 got news
for you. Pop. You're a civilian, you
know that? For two years now.
Can’t you forget about those rotten
crooks you used to push around?”

“I never pushed anyonc around.
Nobody who didn’t need it.”

“Here it comes,” Anna groancd.
“Mr. Justice himself. It's seven
o'clock in the morning, Pop, don't
you think it’s too early ?”

“You got a fresh mouth, Anna.”

“Sure, and where did T get it?”

McKelvey almost smiled, but he
conquered the impulse. He took
the papers out of the envelope—the
police bulletins and department
memos forwarded to him by oblig-
ing buddies on the force—and be-
gan to study them with deliberate
concentration. Anna glared at him
in a confusion of exasperation and
tenderness, and  then  began
straightening the room. He peeked
out from behind the papers and
watched her. She caught him at it,
and they both laughed suddenly.

“Oh, Pop,” Anna said, bending
over him, “why don’t you act like
a human being? You haven't even
s¢en Laurie since she was a year
old. What kind of grandpa are
you?”

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I really got
something important to do. I'm ex-
pecting a call ..
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told you, not all corneal transplants
are a hundred per cent successful.
The burned arca was rather exten-
sive in Mrs. Stanley’s case.”

“Do you think she'll see again?”

“Why guess?” Lang shrugged.
“We'll know soon enough.”

He got up and sat on the edge of
the desk.

“Do you mind if T ask you a
question, Mr. McKelvey?”

“Go ahcad.”

“You're a former police captain,
aren’t you?”

“That’s right.”

“Mrs. Stanley told me that much.
She also mentioned your financial
assistance. Not just for the opera-
von, but for the past—what is it,
twenty years?”

“I sent her a few dollars now and
then. Nothing to get overwhelmed
about. If she told you that part, you
probably know that I was the de-
tective assigned to her case when
she first got injured.”

“Yes. But that still doesn’t ex-
plain it. I mean, it’s still unusual to
show so much concern for a—
stranger.”

“Like T said, doctor, I had my
reasons.”

“Yes,” Lang said, waiting.

“It was winter, 1940,” McKelvey
went on. “It was a tough, cold
winter, and | remember it for three
rcasons. One was the snow. We
had plenty of it, and I liked that.
It covered up the dirt and made
the tenements look like Christmas
cards. The second was my promo:-
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tion. I was pulled off the street and
made a detective. That was a great
day for me. The third was Mrs.
Stanley.

“She wasn’t anybody special. She
was just someone on my beat, a
woman who ran a small hardware
store while her sick husband
coughed in the back room. But
then she became my first real prob-
lem.

“Six thirty onc night she was get-
ting rcady to shut up the place. Tt
was alrcady dark, a bad, blowy
night, not many customers even in
the bars. Then this kid walked in.
He was about fiftcen, maybe six-
teen. Blond hair, nice baby face,
wearing a plaid windbreaker with
snow on the shoulders. He wants a
can of lye.

“Mrs. Stanley gets him the can
and tells him the cost. He doesn’t
pay. He pries off the top of the can
and holds it up. ‘You want this in
your face?’ he says. ‘If you don't,
hand over the dough in your cash
register.” A real sweet kid.

“She gets scared, of course, but
she’s angry, too. She starts yclling
for her husband. He won't be
much help, he’s a dying man. But
the kid gets frightened, too, and he
flings the contents of the can. The
lye hits her smack in the face, and
it’s the last thing she cver sces. The
kid runs out.

“She was a mess when she finally
got help. The Inspector assigned
me to the case because I knew the
neighborhood. T knew it, all right.
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If I had a bomb that could blow it
to hell, I would have thrown it
that night.

“When Mrs. Stanley was able to
talk, I asked her for a description
of the boy. All she could tell me
was what I told you. Blond, baby-
faced, plaid windbreaker. But it
was cnough. It rang a bell. To me
it said Chicky Newell.

“I knew Chicky from ’way back,
from the first cigarette he ecver
sneaked in a doorwav. A tough,
mean-hearted kid with one of those
innocent stares that makes you
want to belt him one. He was a
troublemaker, but outside of a few
lectures from a juvenile court
judge, he had no record.

“But I knew it was Chicky. I
knew it the way a coru knows it's
going to rain.

“I had Chicky rounded up with
a few other local toughs that might
fit the description. They were bold
as brass, of course. They never
went near the hardwarc store that
night, they said. They wouldn’t
think of hurting a nice lady like
Mrs. Stanley, they said. They were
all pasting up their stamp collec-
tions or enjoying some innocent
amusement at the pool hall. As for
Chicky, he was at the movies. What
picture did you see, Chicky? Who
remembers, he says, they're all
alike.

“So I put the kid through the
paces. Nothing rough, 1 never
worked that way. He played it stiff
at first, and then he tried the cry-

JUSTICE 65

baby routine. What are you pickin’
on me for? What did I ever do?
And Mrs. Stanley lying up there in
Bellevue with holes in her face in-
stead of cyes.

“I could have hung that kid with
my own hands. Sure, it sounds bad.
That’s what my daughter’s always
telling me, that I'm a one-man vigi-
lante committee. You want my
opinion? The best cop feels his job,
the way I used to.

“Well, it wasnt easy. Around
midnight, T thought the kid was
going to crack until some baldy
lawyer storms into the station
house and demands his release on a
habeas corpus. There was nothing
to do but let him go.

“About 2 month later, the cye
specialist gives a final verdict on
Mrs. Stanley’s vision. She’s totally
blind. Chances of recovery? He
couldn’t say for surc. Chances of
facing Chicky Newell in court and

making the identification? Nil.
That's the rub—she can’t make
identification.

“Well, I was wild. When the Dis-
trict Attorney called me and the
Inspector into his office and told
us there wouldnt be any indict-
ment against the kid, I went off
like a firecracker. But the kid's
lawyer had us by the short hair. A
witness nceded eyes, and that’s
what Mrs. Stanley no longer had.

“But don't think I forgot. I kept
in touch with Mrs. Stanley through
the years. When her husband died
and left her broke, T started send-
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ing her a few bucks every month
to tide her along. T wasn't being
noble. She had something I want-
cd, somcthing she still has. In her
mind, a picture of the kid who did
this thing to her. It was the last
picture she ever saw and she was-
n’t bound to forget it. I wanted that
identification, no matter how long
I had to wait for it.”

McKelvey stopped talking. Lang
was looking at his wrist watch, and
McKelvey checked his own. It was
five minutes past two.

“One moment,” Lang said. “Be-
fore we sce Mrs. Stanley, there's
still one thing I don’t understand.
How do you expect to make this
identification?”

McKelvey smiled. He took out a
chunky wallet and flipped it open;
then he slid out the yellowed pho-
tograph.

“Sce this?” he said. “It’s the kid’s
picture. It’s twenty years old, but
it’s him. If Mrs. Stanley can see any-
thing, I want it to be this.”

“And you think she can really
recall the face? After so long a
time?”

“She swears she can. When those
bandages come off, I'll have the
proof I've been waiting for.”

Lang stood up, and went to the
door. He turned before opening it,
and smiled wanly.

“I just thought of something.
Doesn't Justice wear a blindfold,
too?”

“Let’s go, Doctor,” McKelvey
said.

JUSTICE

There was no color in Mrs. Stan-
ley’s darkened room, except the
pale blond hue of the sparse furni-
ture. The rest was white. Mrs.
Stanley was white, her hair snowy
over the gauze mask that covered
the upper portion of her face. She
was sitting up in a white bed and
was wearing a white hospital
gown; her colorless hands were
folded on cach other.

“Dr. Lang?” she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Stanley.”

“There are people with you.”

“Dr. Spence is with me, and so is
Mr. McKelvey.”

She smiled, and extended her
hand. It was obviously for McKel-
vey. He flushed and came forward,
taking the hand awkwardly.
Spence, the young doctor, walked
to the window and pulled the al-
ready lowered shade down still an-
other inch.

“Thank you,” Mrs. Stanley said.
“Thank you for everything, Mr.
McKelvey. You've been very good
to me.”

“It’s all right,” McKelvey said
gruffly.

“We're going to remove the
bandages now,” Lang said. “I want
you to sit very quictly when I do,
and listen to everything I say.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

Spence wheeled a tray of instru-
ments toward the bed, and Lang
picked up a pair of long scissors.
McKelvey detached his hand from
the woman’s and went to the cor-
ner of the room, watching intently.
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facing the street]” Jennings shout-
ed. “Tall, dark hair, full-dress suit

“Holy smoke!” the clerk said.
“That’d be Tony Ferrari. He just
came in about tcn minutes ago.
Carrying a package, he was. Must
be some kind of a gag!”

“Come on. Bring a passkey!” Jen-
nings ordered.

Licutenant Mac Hannah sat in
the dining alcove of his two-and-a-
half-rcom apartment four blocks
from the Edgemont Hotel, staring
darkly into the cold remains of a
cup of coffee. The ashtray in front
of him was overflowing with butts.
His wifc, Beatrice was finishing up
the supper dishes in the kitchenette.

They hadn’t spoken for a long
time. There are times when a man'’s
troubles arc such that talk won't
help. All Bea Hannah could do was
let her man know by her very si-
lence that she loved him and was
with him all the way, no matter
what. Mac was a stubborn, complex
guy and he had to think out his
problems in his own stubborn way.

A month ago Mac Hannah had
becn on top of the world. Captain
Dan Weatherly, for ten years in
charge of the Seventh Precinct, had
reached retirement age. The logical
thing was for someone in the pre-
cinct to get the promotion. Instead,
the commissioner had reached out
and picked Licutenant Mac Hanna
a man from another precinct, to
take over as acting captain of the
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Seventh. It mcant the commissioner
had had his eye on Mac Hannah.

“The Seventh has been the quiet-
est precinct in our city,” the com-
missioner told Mac. “Old Dan
Woeatherly is a special kind of cop.
He’s run the Seventh like you
might run a small town. He's been
a friend to the people. He's trusted
them and they've trusted him.
There have been fewer recorded
violations in the Seventh than in
any other precinct in the city. The
kids haven’t turned sour. It’s pretty
necar ideal, Hannah. The people
there think of the law as a friend,
not an enemy.

“Take the protection racket we've
been fighting all over the city: not
a single merchant has dared come
forward to testify against these
goons—except in the Seventh. They
approached an old guy named Si-
mon Adler—runs a delicatessen on
Pine. They approached him, and an
hour later he’d spilled the whole
thing to Dan Weatherly. They be-
lieve in cops in the Seventh, Han-
nah.”

The commissioner shifted in his
chair. “You're wondering why I'm
bringing you in from the outside to
take Dan Weatherly’s job. The logi-
cal thing, you might think, would
be to promotc Sergcant Teliski,
who's been OIld Dan’s right
hand man for years. The reason I'm
not is because Teliski would try to
be like Dan, and Teliski is Teliski
and Dan is Dan. A good cop has to
be himself and not an imitation of
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some other good cop. The Seventh
is yours, Hannah. Good luck—and
be yourself!”

That had been a month ago. Late
this afternoon, Mac Hannah had
been told just how the people of
the Seventh felt about him after
four weeks. He had been told by
someone who knew—Father Kane,
the priest who was loved by people
of all colors and all creeds in the
district.

“lI don't want to do anything,”

Father Kane had said, sitting
across Mac’s desk from him in the
precinct house, “until I've given
you the full load and you've had a
chance to shift it to your other
shoulder.”
- “I'm listening,” Mac Hannah said
harshly. He hadn't Weatherly’s gift
for turning a complaint into a social
clamhake.

“We have learned to live in peacc
and friendship with the law in the
Seventh,” the priest said. “One
weck after you took over, Lieuten-
ant, over fifty summonses for petty
violations were handed out in the
restaurants and bars of the arca.”

“Violations of laws designed to
protect the public health, Father.”

“Those violations could have
been corrected without arrests,
Licutenant.”

“They were not corrected in the
past,” Mac Hannah said. “Those
violations had become a habit. Peo-
ple took advantage of Dan Weath-
crly’s trust.”

“Over two hundred parking tick-
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ets have been handed out,” he
priest said, his gray eyes patient.

“Private vehicles werce illegally
parked,” Mac Hannah said. “This
forced delivery trucks, oil trucks,
other legitimate business vehicles to
double-park.”

The priest seemed to ignore him.
“You threw sixty-two women out of
work in the dress factory on River
Street for a week.”

Mac Hannah’s voice rose angrily.
“Would you prefer to wake up some
morning, Father, and read that
sixty-two women had been roasted
to death because of long-standing
violations of the fire law? There
were no proper exits. No proper
fire escapes.”

“That could have been rectified
without closing the shop,” the priest
said. “Repairs and rcnovations
could have been made while work
went on. A heavy fine against the
owner only jeopardized jobs. He's
not a rich man.”

Mac Hannah rosc from his desk.
“I'm sorry, Father. Pm a cop. I
have to do my job as a cop as 1 see
it, or quit.”

“There’s one more thing,” the
priest said. “Young Ferrari.”

A muscle twitched in Mac Han-
nah’sjaw, but he was silent.

“There’s never been a narcotics
case in the Seventh,” Father Kane
said. “But for some reason you ar-
rested him and charged him with
peddling dope. You had no case,
Licutenant, and God knows what
you've done to that boy.”
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“We had reason to suspect him,”
Mac Hannah said. “We had him
tailed. We saw him pass a cigarette
to a man on the street and we
caught him with a hundred-dollar
bill in his hand the man had given
him for that cigarette.”

“But you didn’t catch the man or
produce the cigarette,” the priest
said. “All you found on the boy was
a package of innocent brand-name
cigarettes. You didn't believe his
story about someonc repaying a
debt, but you couldn’t prove other-
wise. You can’t make many mis-
takes like that, Licutenant, and sur-
vive in the Seventh. Nor anywhere
else in this city’s police force, I'm
thinking.”

“I'm a cop,” Mac Hannah said
grimly. “I have to play it like a cop.”

The priest rose. “When you walk
home along Front Street tonight,
Lieutenant, count the number of
people who speak to you or greet
you. Count the number of store-
keepers who have a little present for
your wife. Count the number of
kids who salute you with respect.
Then think about your way of do-
ing things, Lieutcnant.”

Mac Hannah was still thinking
about his way of doing things
when his phone rang. He heard the
cold, unfriendly voice of Sergeant
Teliski.

“I thought I better call you, Lieu-
tenant. Fellow’s threatening to take
a dive off the ledge on the Edge-
mont Hotel. We've got the fire com-
pany there and the street roped off.
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Half the people in the precinct are
there watching. Father Kane and
Captain Weatherly are trying to talk
the man back into his room. No
luck so far.”

“Captain Weatherly!”

“He happened to be around,”
Teliski said drily.

Mac Hannah knew. Old Dan
Weatherly had never left the pre-
cinct. He lived there, gossiped with
his old friends, sympathized with
their grievances. Old Dan hadn't
made things any easier.

“Know who this psycho is?”
Mac Hannah said Teliski.

“Yeah, we know,” Teliski said,
and there was a notc of accusation
in his voice. “It’s young Tony Fer-
rari.”

“I'll be thcre in five minutes,”
Mac Hannabh said, and jammed the
receiver back on its cradle. He could
hear Father Kane's voice, still fresh
in his memory: “And God knows
what you've done to that boy!”
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A huge crowd had collected be-
hind the ropes at either end of the
block where the Edgemont Hotel
stood on Spruce Strcet. The fire
company truck was there and a
crew of men were holding a net,
staring up at the tenth-floor ledge.

Elbowing through the crowd,
Mac Hannah looked up at Tony
Ferrari, walking speculatively along
the ledge. They'd sct up search-
lights, and the scene was bright as a
movic set.

Mac Hannah hadnt changed
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back into his uniform. He'd
strapped on his gun harness under
the jacket of his gray flannel suit.
He stared for a minute at the figure
in tails and white tie, with the white
shoes. Then he elbowed his way
through the crowd.

Hc heard a woman say, “His
name is Ferrari . . . plays the piano
in a night club somewherc . . . got
into trouble recently . . . false ar-
rest, they say, but it must have
preyed on his mind.”

Mac Hannah worked his way out
into the open and headed for the
hotel. He went up to the tenth
floor in the elevator.

The door of Tony Ferrari’s room
was open and he went in. Old Dan
Weatherly was at the window,
speaking to Ferrari in a gentle
voice, pleading with him to come
in. Father Kane was at Old Dan’s
shoulder. but when he hcard Mac
Hannah comec into the room he
turned. At sight of the lieutenant
his face paled with anger.

“You'd better stand back, Licu-
tenant. If the boy sces or hears you,
it may trigger him into jumping.
Let us pray you don’t have that on
your conscience, too!”

Mac Hannah’s pale blue eyes
were narrowed to angry slits, but he
didn’t speak. Instead, he turned to
the bed and picked up a pair of
patent-leather evening shoes that
had been placed by the foot of it.
He turned them over and looked at
the soles.

Then he went to the closet and
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examined three other pairs of shoes
that were there. He came out into
the room again, scowling. Then he
crossed to the desk and took a piece
of colored wrapping paper out of
the wastebasket. He studied it for a
moment, folded it up, and stuffed
it into his jacket pocket.

He started out of the room with-
out a word to Father Kane or to
Old Dan Weatherly, who had
turned from the window to watch
him. He stoped abruptly by the
dresser. An open package of ciga-
rettes lay there. He took the pack,
dropped it into his pocket, and
wentout.

Old Dan Weatherly’s lined, kind-
ly face had a grim look on it.
“That’s the kind of a guy he is,
Father,” he said. “Steal a pack of
butts from a dying mai, you might
say.”

Out on iic cmpty street the fire-
men still held their net, watching
Tony Ferrari, moving with him as
he slowly paced up and down the
ledge. Sergeant Teliski and Patrol-
man Jennings came out of the
crowd as they saw Hannah emerge
from the hotel.

“Like to ask your permission to
try something, Licutenant,” Teliski
said, in his cold, unfriendly voice.

“Well?” :

“Jennings here used to be a con-
struction worker before he joined
the force. He’s used to heights. He

“The firemen have some grap-
pling hooks on the truck,” Jennings
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broke in. “I could lower myself
down from a couple of floors up
and maybe grab him.”

“No,” Mac Hannah said, and
started to move away.

“But, Lieutenant—"

Mac Hannah turned back. “I'm
not risking the life of a good cop
to save any cheap punk of a psy-
cho.”

“Yeah, but—"

“Anyway, he won’t jump, Jen-
nings,” Mac Hannah said. “You
can bet your week’s pay on that!”

“Now he's a mental expert!” Tel-
iski muttered as Hannah walked
away.

Mac Hannah shouldered his way
through the crowd and deserted
the center of excitement. He walked
west on Walnut and then south on
Pine. Teliski had been right. It
seemed as though the whole Sev-
enth Precinct had gathered outside
the Edgemont. Streets werc desert-
ed. Bars were empty.

As he approached the three-hun-
dred block, Hannah slowed his
pace. A dark sedan was parked at
the far end of the street. He turned
briskly east on Locust. Once he was
out of sight of the car he ducked
down an alley to the yard of a
house that faced on Pine.

He scaled the back fence. He
jumped threc times before he
caught the uplifted iron steps of the
fire escape. He climbed to the third
floor and stood outside a window
opening off the escape. He lifted it
slowly, noiselessly, and stepped over
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the sill into a darkened kitchen.
Pale, ycllow light came from the
half-closed door of a room beyond
—pale, yellow light, and the sound
of moaning. Then a voice.

“We better mark him up a little,
Al, so the neighbors’ll know he
didn’t just fall.”

Mac Hannah took two quick
steps down the corridor and kicked
open the door to the room beyond.
An old man lay tied to an iron bed.
Hc was dressed, but his fcet were
bare. There was an unpleasant
smell of burning flesh.

Two punks were bending over
the old man, one of them with a
glowing cigar clenched between his
teeth. The other had taken a switch-
blade knife from his pocket.

Mac Hannah grabbed the punk
with the knife by the back of his
coat and pulled him away. The ci-
gar smoker was tugging for a gun
in a shoulder holster.

Mac Hannah kicked him vicious-
ly in the groin and he went down,
screaming. He gave the arm of the
knife merchant a twist, and then
brought it down on his knee, snap-
ping it like a man breaking kind-
ling. He picked up the knife and
bent over the old man, cutting
him free.

“You hurt bad, Mr. Adler?” he
asked, quite gently.

“Only my feet,” old Simon Adler
said. “That cigar . . . But you got
here just in time, Lieutenant. I
might be dead, or blind, or maybe
my tongue cut out. How did you
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happen to come? How did you
know?”

“Cop’s job to know,” Mac Han-
nah said.

Twenty minutes later Mac Han-
nah was back at the Edgemont.
Tony Ferrari still prowled the
tenth-story ledge. Teliski and Jen-
nings approached.

“He nearly took off a couple of
times,” Jennings said.

“But he didn’t,” Mac Hannah
said. “Now, I want this crowd bro-
ken up. Jennings, tell the firemen
to go home.”

Teliski’s voice shook. “You order-
ing that net away?”

“He won't jump,” Mac Hannah
said. “You come with me, Teliski.”

Teliski followed silently into the
hotel, up to the tenth floor, into
Tony Ferrari’s room. Old Dan
Weatherly was still pleading hoarse-
ly, Father Kane at his clbow.

“All  right, Father—you, Mr.
Weatherly—the show’s over.” Mac
Hannah said. “The crowd’s going
home.”

“He ordered them to take the net
away!” Teliski burst out.

Mac Hannah’s face was a granite
block. “You two gents leave me
alone now.”

“I countermand that order,” Old
Dan Weatherly said.

“I give the orders around here,”
Mac Hannah said. “Put ’em out,
Teliski.”

“I'll get to the commissioner at
once!” Father Kane said.
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When he was alone, Mac Hannah
went to the window and leaned out.
He looked straight into the pale
face of Tony Ferrari. “I got to Si-
mon Adler in time,” he said. “The
two mugs that were sent to take
care of him are in the hospital. You
can come in or you can jump,
whichever you please.”

Mac Hannah moved away from
the window. Then Tony Ferrari’s
dark head ducked in through the
window and he jumped down into
the room. He stood staring with a
kind of disbelief at Mac Hannah.

“How did you figure it?” he
asked.

From behind Mac Hannah there
was an exclamation of surprisc.
Sergeant Teliski had come back in-
to the room.

“You're a narcotics addict,” Mac
Hannah said coldly. “You play the
piano in Martin Jansen's Staclight
Club in the Ninth Precinct. That's
a hangout for the boys who run
the protection racket. Two and two
make four. You'd do what they
told you. You'd have to. You were
attracting attention? Why? Why
should the boys in the Ninth want
a fuss like that in the Seventh?
What or who would they be inter-
csted in over here? It didn't take a
genius to think of Simon Adler. He
testified against them. They can’t
have anyone get away with a thing
like that or others would get up
the courage. They had to scttle with
Simon Adler. So how? So stage a
show that will attract every cop in
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the precinct, ready to save your rot-
ten neck. It figured. I got to Adler
in time.”

“But how did you know it was a
show, Lieutenant?” There was awe
in Teliski’s voice—awe and a new
respect. “How did you know he
wouldn't jump?”

Mac Hannah pointed down at
the white rubber-soled sneakers
Ferrari was wearing with his for-
mal evening clothes. “The clerk
saw him coming in not long ago
carrying a package. I found the
wrappings in the wastebasket. Don-
ovan’s Shoe Store. It stays open
late on a Saturday night. Does a
guy who’s thinking of jumping
bother to buy himself a new pair of
sneakers to do the job in? The only
reason he’'d buy a new pair of rub-
ber-soled shoes for such an act
would be because he had no inten-
tion of falling, for real or by acci-
dent.”

Tony Ferrari took a silver ciga-
rette case from his white vest. Then,
as if as an afterthought, he looked
quickly at the bureau.

“I picked up that package you
left there,” Mac Hannah said.
“Pretty careless to leave ‘em lying
around loose like that, wasn’t 1t?
Enough dope to supply a regi-
ment.”

Ferrari shook his head. “I figured
it was safer to leave 'em lying out
loose like that. I thought you might
look in hideaway places, but lying
out loose like that ...”

“You been reading detective stor-
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ies or somcthing?” Mac Hannah
asked. Then: “Take him in, Telis-
ki.”
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Father Kane handed the copy of
Mac Hannah's report back to the
police commissioner. He shook his
head slowly. “I don’t know what
to say, Commissioner. All the time
I thought he was a villain he was
being a first-rate cop.”

“A rough diamond, you might
call him,” the commissioner said.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Well, whatever you say, Father,
say it to him. He’s had a prety
tough month.”

It had been nearly dawn when
Mac Hannah finished his report. He
went home and slept. Tt was almost
noon when he started walking
down Front Street, in uniform, for
the precinct house. He had learned
in the lust month to keep his eyes
straight ahcad, looking neither to
right nor left. It was better than
seeing the hostility on the faces of
the people of the Seventh.

“Hi, Lieutenant!”

Mac Hannah stopped as though
someone had poked a gun in his
ribs. He turned. It was the litle
Italian named Luigi who ran the
flower shop at the corner of Third.
He was grinning at Mac Hannah
now.

Mac Hannah’s jaw muscles re-
laxed and he tried a smile. “Hi,
yourself,” he said.

“Great job you did last night,”
Luigi said.
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She chattered back. “You're a
hungry one—and lazy too.” From
the pocket of her crisply starched
morning dress she withdrew a
plump sunflower seed and extended
it on her open palm.

The bird lighted on her thumb
and looked up at her with its bright
beady eyes, then snatched the seed
in its beak and flew back into the
tree.

Mrs. Henkin smiled. If it weren’t
for the birds she fed during the four
seasons, she would be lonely, quite
lonely, especially now that Charles
was gone. What prettier sound was
there than the call of a towhce high
in the trcetops; what lovelier sight
than a gilt-winged hummingbird
hovering over an amaryllis—or a
cardinal, red against the snow, like
fresh blood on a man’s white shirt.

She sighed and walked over to
the bed of pansics. 'L'hey were such
an unruly flower, always tumbling
and tangled. But Charles had liked
them. She bent down and with the
shears that hung from a satin ribbon
about her waist snipped back the
straying shoots, the click of the
scissors a precise metallic sound in
the soft agcrnoon. Then she stood
up and saw a neat mounded rec-
tangle with barely a flower raising
its head higher than its neighbor.
She smiled, quite pleased with her
handiwork.

She minced over to a clump of
bleeding heart and gently parted
the leafy veil of foliage to peck at
the quiet form of a mother rabbit
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nesting. The cottontail’'s brown
nose twitched and Mrs. Henkin
could see its rhythmic heartbeat
quicken and swell under the {ur.

“Nice bunny,” she said. “But you
must stop eating my pansies.” She
put out a hand and stroked the soft
fur. The dark eycs looked straight
ahead, frightened and still; the lit-
tle heart pounded.

Mrs. Henkin’s hand lay heavily
on the swollen animal; her brow
was wrinkled and her eyes scold-
ing. “I can’t have you eating my
pansiecs. When your babies come
they’ll want to eat them too, and
that won't do at all.”

The rabbit quivered under her
hand and struggled to get free.
Heavily, it ran across the flagstone
walk and hid among the iris fronds.

“Remember now,” Mrs. Henkin
called, “I've warned you. I've
warned you."”

The next day Mrs. Henkin was
up before the sun had fully risen,
and donning a pair of rubbers as
protection against the heavy dew
she slipped out into the cool morn-
ing. She inspected the amaryllis and
decided it would be another day
before it bloomed; she filled the
bird bath and sct out a fresh salt
lick for the decr that chanced to
pass through her woods-encircled
garden,

Then she walked over to the
mound of pansies and with a deft
snip of her shcars lopped off two
crring blossoms. Her thin lips
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formed a faint smile and she slowly
shook her head. She would never
understand why, of all flowers,
Charles had liked pansies best.

“All the lavender ones are gone,”
she said aloud. “I wonder if they
taste better than the others.”

Quietly, almost stealthily, she
crept over to the bleeding heart and
with a swift jerk of her hand lifted
its weeping leaves.

“So you're hiding!” she cried.
“I'll find you. I'll find you and then
you'll be sorry you've caten my
pansies.”

She ran over to the bed of irises
and looked among their fanned
blades. “You're not here cither. But
I'll ind you—just as I found
Charles.”

Her brown cyes were bright and
darting. Her small hands fingered
the smooth satin of the ribbon from
which her shears dangled.

The sweet call of the cardinal
reached her and her eyes saw the
subtle colors of the female in the
branches of the wild cherry tree.

“Where is your mate?” she said.
“Where is he? He is so lovely
against winter’s snow.”

Each morning for two weeks
Mrs. Henkin checked her pansies
and each morning she found some
of them eaten. But as often as she
scarched she could not find the rab-
bit’s new nesting place.

“I could set a trap for you,” she
said. “I could spray the pansies with
poison. If you don’t stop eating my

pansies, I will. Yes, I will.”

Then one night Mrs. Henkin
could not sleep. She missed Charles
next to her in the big fourposter
bed. She went to the window and
looked out at her moonlit garden
and at the pansy-covered mound.
On the lawn she saw the rabbit—
no longer swollen—nibbling at the
white clumps of clover. Her eyes
darted back to the pansics. Among
them, hidden by the half light, were
two baby cottontails.

Mrs. Henkin stood quictly at the
window and watched. “I warned
you,” she whispered, “I warned
you.” She stayed there until the
moon began to descend and the
light of the waking sun sent up a
glow over the horizon. Her bright
eyes never left the two young cot-
tontails.

When it was almost light, she
saw them hop out of the pansies
and join their mother. Mrs. Henkin
watched them closely, straining to
see in the twilight of the dawn. Fi-
nally they scampcred off across the
lawn and disappeared under a low-
spread yew.

“So that’s where you've been hid-
ing. I told you I would find you. I
told you.”

Mrs. Henkin did not go back to
bed. She dressed herself for the day
and went downstairs to her kitchen
and prepared breakfast. By the time
she had caten and the dishes were
done, the sun was already up.

She put on her rubbers and went
out into the garden. The amaryllis
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had thrce orange flowers. The bird
bath needed refilling. The salt lick
had a slight groove worn in its
once smooth surface.

The pansy mound was stripped
of all its lavender flowers.

“The lavender ones must taste
better,” she said, as she picked up a
large wooden bucket and carried it
over to the pump. Her eyes were
cespecially bright.

When the bucket was two-thirds
full she lifted it from the pump
spout, and adjusting her stance so
that she could carry it without spill-
ing, Mrs. Henkin walked quictly
across the lawn. She set the bucket
down in front of the yew and
pushed aside its lowest branch.

Hcer hands moved swiftly and
surcly. In each she grasped a baby
rabbit. “I warned you,” she said,
fixing her eyes on the mother rab-
bit. “l warned you to stop eating
my pansies. But you wouldn’t lis-
ten.”

The mother rabbit sat crouched
and trembling.

Mrs. Henkin submerged her
catch in the wooden bucket.

“Charles wouldn’t listen either,”
she said and looked with a certain
sadness toward the pansy-covered
mound. “He kept on seeing her,
even after I warned him.”

Mrs. Henkin picked up the
bucket, and with her small brown
eyes shining brightly, looked at the
quivering  mother rabbit.  “Nice
bunny,” she said. “Clover is much
better for you than pansies.”

II: The White Elephant
“Get rid of it,” her husband said.’

“I can’t. I just can’t.”

“You're tormenting yourself hav-
ing it around.”

“But I've got to find out—I've
got to try ...

“How?” he said with annoyance.
“You've told me all you can re-
member—I don’t know how many
times—all your little girl memories
—and there’s nothing that should
make you . ..”

“I know. I know,” she cricd, put-
ting her hands up to her white face.
“But there must be something!
Something I've forgotten. The doc-
tor said it probably happened a
long time ago—something [ would-
n’t let mysclf remember, but that I
want to now . .."”

“Well, you can’t go on like this.
1 don't care whai the psychiatrist
said—just get it out of the house.”

“But that won’t do any good.”

“Of course it willl Without it
around to keep reminding you—"

She laughed hysterically. “Re-
mind me? Of what? That’s just it.
If T could only remember—no mat-
ter how awful it is, it would be bet-
ter to know.” She buried her face
in the arm of the chair. “Oh, please,
please help me remember.”

He waited until her shoulders
stopped shaking and her crying be-
came subdued. He leaned toward
her across the living room. “All
right—just this once more. Tell me
again.”



THE WHITE

She sucked in her lower lip and
let out a tremulous sigh. “I was buy-
ing some things at the church ba-
zaar when I noticed the ‘white ele-
phant’ table. I was thinking they
should do away with all that junk—
cracked vases and chipped cups—
when 1 saw it.”

“Saw what?” he asked.

“A big black bowl made of cast
iron—and a pounder, shaped like
a sawed-off baseball bat.”

She smiled faintly. “My grand-
mother had one just like it—a mor-
tar and pestle. She used to sit in
front of the bluc-cnamel coal stove
with the mortar between her knees,
pounding all sorts of swect-smelling
spices for cookies and cakes. I
uscd to beg to help with the pound-
ing, but my grandmother said the
pestle was too heavy for me.”

“Was it?”

“I thought I could do it, but every-
onc—cven my grandfather—said
the pestle was so heavy it could
break a man’s foot if it fell on it.
I always wanted to try it when no
one was around, but I never did.”

She looked up from her armchair
by the window and frowned. “I was
going over to the white elephant
table to sce how heavy the pestle
really was—when it happened.”

“What happened?”

“I was reaching out for the pes-
tle when suddenly T was afraid. It
was a pounding kind of fear. It
felt as if there were a hand tight
around my throat and my mouth
wasdry as chalk.”
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She put her hands to her temples.
“The woman behind the table said
something to me—somecthing about
the mortar and pestle. . . . She said
they use them for ashtrays now—
drop the cigarettes into the mortar
and grind them out with the pestle.”

“What did you say to that?”

“I'said my grandmother wouldn’t
like that if she wcre alive.”

“Then what?”

“I gave her two dollars for it and
brought it home.”

“When did you first touch the
mortar and pestle?”

“When I carried it out to the car.”

“Were you afraid then?”

“No—just aware of how heavy it
was.”

“Have you becn afraid since?”

“Not really. But the fecling is
never far away. Sometimes I pur-
posely think about it, hoping I can
catch hold of it and perhaps having
got it, see past it. But I never can.”

He sighed impaticntly. “Why did
you decide to put it in the kitchen?”

“Because that’s where it belongs.”

“Why not use it for an ashtray?”

“I just couldn’.”

“How about a flowerpot?”

“I suppose so, but then what
would I do with the pestle?”

He shrugged. “Arc you going to
pound any spices?”

“No, they come in cans now.”

“Then why did you buy it?” he
said angrily.

“Because I had to know.”

He got up and turned on the
light.

ELEPHANT
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THE WHITE

“Did you have nightmares as a
child?”

“I must have, but I don’t remem-
ber.”

“Do you remember ever feeling
the same kind of fear you did at the
bazaar?”

She frowned. “I don’t know.
There was something familiar
about it—especially the peculiar
tight feeling in my throat and the
dryness of my mouth.”

“What were you afraid of when
you were a litle girl?”

“Well, the coal bin—it was =o
dark and cold. I always thought
someonc was hiding . . . and then
there were Saturday nights when
my grandfather closed the grocery
store and went around locking all
the windows and pulling down all
the shades. He never said why, but
I knew there must be someone out-
side he didn’t want to get in.”

“What did he do after the shades
were down?”

“He'd put the bags of money
from the store on the kitchen table.
I'd sit across from him while he
counted it. Sometimes he’d let me
help—I'd make a tower of nickels,
a tower of dimes. My grandmother
would sit mending in the rocker in
the corner by the stove.”

“Where did your grandmother
keep her mortar and pestle when
she wasn’t using it?”

“On the counter
stove.”

He stood up and walked around
the living room nervously.

next to the
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“How did your grandparents
die?” he said suddenly.

“In a flu epidemic—both of
them.”

“All right,” he said, and slapped
the arm of her chair. “That does it!
We've spent the whole evening on
this and I've had enough.”

He strode toward the kitchen.
She jumped up and ran after him.

He switched on the kitchen light
and pointed to the mortar standing
on the counter. “If you want to use
it for a flowerpot, fine! Fill it with
geraniums! But this thing,” he said
picking up the pestle. “is good for
nothing.”

He hefted it. “I'll say it'd break a
man’s foot!” Then he lifted it above
his head. “Do a good job of crush-
ing his skull too.”

He turned toward her, the pestle
still above his head, and saw that
the color had drained {rom ha
face. Her pale bluc eyes, fixed on
the pestle. were blank with terror.

“A man ...” she whispered
hoarsely. “He’d been hiding in the
coal bin. His face and his hands
were black with coal dust. He came
up the back stairs and crept behind
my grandfather as he was counting
the money.”

She shook her head. “It was hor-
rible . . . I was so afraid . .. he
had a gun. I remember wanting to
scream, but I couldn’t—it felt as if
there were a hand tight around my
throat and my mouth was like
chalk.” She covered her face with
her hands, sobbing.
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soon as I finish this drink. What do
you mean you didn’t have any
lunch—were you out at the track
again, Harry?

And, Harry, it wasn’t at all like
television. No, I wasn’t there. 1 was
coming back from my lunch hour,
I had just bought a new dress at
the La Mode Shoppe. Now don't
cxplode, Harry. 1 nced that new
dress. You don’t want your wife to
go out weck after week in the same
old dress, do you?

What do I mcan it wasn't like
television? Well, Harry, when 1
was coming back from lunch to the
store, I saw cops cverywherc. They
were all over the place. T didn't
know this town had that many
cops. Here's what 1 mean. You
know how it is on those detective
shows on TV. The cops burst in
on the scenc full of beans and know
exactly what to do. Well, today
they must have had every rookie
cop on the force there. They were
running around like chickens, their
eyes big as saucers, and looking
scared—just plain scared.

And Mr. Schramblin, the owner
of the store. Did he act like they
do on those TV shows? Did he
tell the cops, “Yes, the robber was
five foot ten and a half, wore a
natty pin-stripc blue suit, medium
complexion, clean-shaven, and es-
caped in a light-blue 1959 Pontiac
convertible.”

Harry, all Mr. Schramblin said,
with tears strcaming down his
face, was, “They ook cverything.”

A cop asked him how many were
there? Mr. Schramblin just said,
“They took everything.” One of
them asked him, “Just what did
they take?” and still with tears
streaming down his face, he said,
“They took everything.” The cops
were so exasperated they didn't
know what to do next.

Yes, Harry, I haven't forgotten
I have to fix dinner. But I'm beat,
real beat. Freshen this drink up for
me, will you, dear?

Harry, I'm really beat. I'm han-
dling threc counters now, you
know—men’s toiletries, birthday
and party accessorics, and kitchen-
ware. Honestly, I'm handling more
sales than any girl in the store.

Honestly, when 1 think of the
guff we put up with at that store.
Believe me, if it weren't for the fact
that it’s only two blocks from here
and so convenient, I'd have quit
long ago. Before the storc opens in
the morning, we all assemble in
the main aisle of the first floor and
sing the store’s pep song:

Boost up your sales.

Charge straight ahcad.

Speced your transactions:

Get out the lead.
all to the tune of the The Caissons
Go Rolling Along. It’s cnough to
make you—

Gosh, this drink is good, Harry.
Makes me feel so warm and so re-
laxed. Why don’t we just drink
our supper?

The robbery—oh, yes, the rob-
bery at good old Schramblin's and,
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to our counters and he opened the
front doors.

What, Harry? No, I don't think
it was anything. The cops didn't
act like they’d found out anything
new. No, Harry, they haven’t got a
thing to go on—no description, not
a clue. They don't know if the rob-
ber was tall or short, fat or thin,
or cven if there was two of them.

Harry, isn’t that the front door?
Answer it, will you? I just can't
move a muscle.

Lieutenant Lomax? Well, vyes,
Harry, have him comec in. Lieuten-
ant, this is my husband, Harry.
Licutenant, I thought I answered
all your questions today at the store.
I don’t know what I could add to
what 1 already said.

Did I ever bring things home
from the store? Wecll, sure, we get
a ten per cent discount but after all
how many apple corers and egg-
beaters do I need? Now if it were a
dress shop, that would be different.

Did Mr. Schramblin ever give
me anything to take home? Lieu-

tenant, you've got to be kidding.
Mr. Schramblin wouldn’t give any-
body the—oh, yes, there was one
thing—a bottle of after-shaving lo-
tion. It was a new line we were try-
ing out. The customers started
screaming about it and returned it
—every single bottle. They said it
stank but, what the heck, I brought
it home anyway and gave it—

Mind if you look around? You
mean you have looked around?
Were here this afternoon while
there was no one in the house?
Look here, have you got a war-
rant, Licutenant?

What's that? You found it on
our bathroom shelf? Yes, that’s the
lotion I brought home. Lieutenant,
are you trying to say that the man
who robbed Mr. Schramblin used
that shaving lotion—that was what
Mr. Schramblin remembered?

Harry, | guess I was right after
all. Like I said, it wasn’t a bit like
television,.  On  television  the
schnook who's guilty never turns
out to be your very own husband.

R 8.2 8.8

FIRST REVIEW OF THE QUINTESSENCE OF QUEEN

By James Sandoe

Anthony Boucher's exemplary introduction
is at once apologia and review for ThE
QUINTESSENCE oF QUEEN (Random HMouse,
$5.95) a volume extraordinary in itsclf and
testimony to the cxtraordinary accomplish-
ment of Ellery Quecen and “Ellery Queen’s
Mystery Magazine.” It was Boucher’s chal-
lenge to sclect thirty of the stories to which
EQMM awarded prizes during its first twelve
years of publication (it is now a hardy 22
years old) and the conscquence is a book as
rich and as entertaining as a book can be.

Much more scriously it is testimony to that
superlative editorial acumen which through
half a lifetime has made EQMM indispensable
to any onc interested in mystery and sus-
pense. Even this selective volume marks the
range of mystery at its best from William
Faulkner and Roy Vickers to such splendid
companions as John Dickson Carr, Charlotte
Armstrong and Helen McCloy. As a volume
it is no substitute for the full backfiles of
EQMM but clegant a sclection as it is, it is
already indispensable.

—New York Herald Tribune
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even with nothing to conceal, are
often as close mouthed as old-fash-
ioned bomb throwers on their way
to a rendczvous,

How then do I know the story of
these long-guarded scssions? The
answer is—the war. The war has
put an end to them, as it has to
nearly all mysteries other than its
own. The world, engaged in re-
cxamining its manners and its soul,
has closed the door on minor ad-
venture. Ninc of the fifteen medical
sages who comprised The X Club
arc in uniform and preside over
combat zone hospitals. Deficiencies
of age and hecalth have kept the
others at home—with increased la-
bors.

“Considering that we have dis-
banded,” Dr. Alex Hume said to
me at dinner onc evening, “and
that it is unlikely we shall ever as-
semble again, I sec no reason for
preserving our secret. Yours is a
childish and romantic mind and
may be revolted by the story T tell
you. You will undoubtedly trans-
late the whole thing into some sort
of diabolical tale and miss the deep
human and scientific import of The
X Club. But I am not the onc to re-
form the art of fiction, which must
substitute sentimentality for truth
and Cinderella for Galileo.”

And so on. I will skip the rest of
my friend’s all-knowing prelude.
You may have read Dr. Hume’s
various books, dcaling with horse-
play of the subconscious. If you
have, you know this bald-headed

master mind well enough. If not,
take my word for it he is a genius.

There is nobody I know more
adept at prancing around in the
solar plexus swamps out of which
most of the world’s incompetence
and confusion appcar to rise. He
has, too, if there is any doubt about
his great talent, the sncer and
chuckle which are the war whoop
of the super-psychologist. His face
is round and his mouth is pursed in
a chronic grimace of disbelief and
contradiction. You can’t help such
an expression once you have discov-
ered what a scurvy and dctestable
morass is the soul of man. Like
most subterrancan  workers, my
friend is almost as blind as a bat be-
hind his heavy glasses. And like
many leading psychiatrists, he fa-
vors the short and balloon-like
physique of Napoleon.

The last dramatic ccting of
The X Club was held on a rainy
March night. Despite the hostile
weather, all fiftcen of its members
attended, for there was an added
lure to this gathering. A new mem-
ber was to be inducted into the
society.

Dr. Hume was assigned to pre-
parc the ncophyte for his debut.
And it was in the wake of the
round-faced soul fixer that Dr.
Samuel Warner entered the sanc-
tum of The X Club.

Dr. Warner was unusually young
for a medical genius—that is, a rec-
ognized one. And he had never re-
ceived a fuller recognition of his
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wizardry with saw, axe, and punch
hole than his clection as a member
of The X Club. For the fourteen
older men who had invited him to
be onc of them were leaders in
their various fields. They were the
medical peerage.

This does not mean nccessarily
that any layman had ever heard of
them. Eminence in the medical
profcssion is as showy at best as a
sprig of edelweiss on a mountain
top. The war, which offcrs its mag-
ic billboards for the vanities of
small souls and transmutes the hun-
ger for publicity into sacrificial and
patriotic ardors, has not yet dis-
turbed the anonymity of the great
medicos. They have moved their
bushels to the front lines and are
busy under them spreading their
learning among the wounded.

The new member was a tense
and good-looking man with the
fever of hard work glowing in his
steady dark eyes. His wide mouth
smiled quickly and abstractedly, as
is often the casc with surgeons who
train their reactions not to interfere
with their concentration.

Having  exchanged greetings
with the eminent club members,
who included half of his living
medical heroes, Dr. Warner seated
himself in a corner and quietly re-
fused a highball, a cocktail, and a
slug of brandy. His face remained
tense, his athletic body straight in
its chair as if it were poised for a

sprint rather thana mceting.
At nine o'clock Dr. William Tick

ordercd an end to all the guzzling
and declared the fifty-third meeting
of The X Club in session. The ven-
erable diagnostician placed himsclf
behind a table at the end of the or-
nate hotel room and glared at the
group ranged in front of him.

Dr. Tick had divided his seven-
ty-five years equally between prac-
ticing the art of medicinec and do-
ing his best to stamp it out—such,
at least, was the impression of the
thousands of students who had
been submitted to his irascible
guidance. As Professor of Internal
Medicine at a great Eastern medical
school, Dr. Tick had favored the
cducation-by-insult theory of peda-
gogy. There were eminent doctors
who still winced when they recalled
some of old bilious-eyed, arthritic,
stooped Tick’s appraisals of their
budding talents, and who sitill
shuddered at the memory of his
medical philosophy.

“Mecdicine,” Dr. Tick had con-
fided to flock after flock of stu-
dents, “is a noble dream and at the
same time the most ancient expres-
sion of error and idiocy known to
man. Solving the mysterics of hca-
ven has not given birth to as many
abortive findings as has the quest
into the mysterics of the human
body. When you think of yourselves
as scientists, I want you always to
remember that everything you
learn from me will probably be re-
garded tomorrow as the naive con-
fusions of a pack of medical aborig-
ines. Despite all our toil and pro-
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gress the art of medicine still falls
somewhere between trout casting
and spook writing.”

“There are two handicaps to the
practice of medicine,” Tick had re-
peated tenaciously through forty
years of teaching. “The first is the
cternal charlatanism of the patient
who is full of fake diseases and
phantom agonies. The second is the
basic incompctence of the human
mind, medical or otherwise, to ob-
serve without prejudice, acquire in-
formation without becoming too
smug to use it intelligently, and
most of all, to apply its wisdom
without vanity.”

From behind his table Old Tick’s
eyes glared at the present group of
“incompetents” until a full class-
room silence had arrived, and then
turned to the tense, good-looking
face of Dr. Warner.

“We have a new medical genius
with us tonight,” he began, “one 1
well remember in his pre-wizard
days. A hypcrthyroid with kidney
disfunction indicated. But not with-
out a trace of talent. For your bene-
fit, Sam, I will state the meaning
and purpose of our organization.”

“I have already done that,” said
Dr. Hume, “rather thoroughly.”

“Dr. Humec’s explanations to
you,” Tick continued coldly, “if
they are of a kind with his printed
works, have most certainly left you
dazed if not dazzled.”

“l understood him quite well,”
Warner said.

“Nonsensc,” Old Tick said. “You

always had a soft spot for psychi-
atry and I always warned you
against it. Psychiatry is a plot
against medicine.”

Dr. Hume smiled archly at this.

“You will allow me,” Tick went
on, “to clarify whatever the learned
Hume has been trying to tell you.”

“Well, if you want to waste time.”
The new member smiled nervously
and mopped his neck with a hand-
kerchief.

Dr. Frank Rosson, the portly and
distinguished gynecologist, chuck-
led. “Tick’s going good tonight,”
he whispered to Hume.

“Senility inflamed by sadism,”
said Hume.

“Dr. Warner,” the pcdagogue
continued, “the members of The X
Club have a single and interesting
purpose in their meeting. They
come together every three months
o confess to some murder any of
them may have committed since
our last assembly.

“I am referring, of course, to
medical murder. Although it
would be a relief to hear any one of
us confess to a murder performed
out of passion rather than stupid-
ity. Indeed, Dr. Warner, if you have
killed a wife or polished off an un-
cle recently and would care to un-
bosom yoursclf, we will listen re-
spectfuly. It is understood that
nothing you say will be brought to
the police or the AM.AY

Old Tick’s eyes paused to study
the growing tension in the new
member's face.
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“I am sure you have not slain any
of your relatives,” he sighed, “or
that you will ever do so except in
the line of duty. The learned
Hume,” he went on, “has undoubt-
edly explained these forums to you
on the psychiatric basis that confes-
sion is good for the soul. This is
nonsense. We are not here to ease
our souls but to improve them. Our
real purpose is scientific. Since we
dare not admit our mistakes to the
public and since we are too great
and learned to be criticized by the
untutored laity and since such in-
human perfection as that to which
we pretend is not good for our
weak and human natures, we have
formed this society. It is the only
medical organization in the world
where the members boast only of
their mistakes.

“And now”—Tick beamed on
the neophyte—"allow me to define
what we consider a real, fine pro-
fessional murder. It is the killing of
a human being who has trustingly
placed himself in a doctor’s hands.
Mind you, the death of a patient
does not in itself spell murder. We
are concerned only with those cases
in which the doctor by a wrong
diagnosis or by demonstrably
wrong medication or operative pro-
cedure has killed off a patient
who, without the aforesaid doctor’s
attention, would have continued to
live and prosper.”

“Hume explained all this to me.”
the new member muttered impa-
tiently and then raised his voice. “I

appreciate that this is my first meet-
ing and that I might learn more
from my distinguished colleagues
by listening than by talking. But I
have something rather important
to say.”

“A murder?” Tick asked.

“Yes,” said the new member.

“Very good,” he said. “We shall
be glad to listen to you. But we
have several murderers in the
docket ahead of you.”

The new member was silent and
remained sitting bolt-upright in his
chair. It was at this point that sev-
eral, including Hume, noticed there
was something more than stage
fright in the young surgeon’s ten-
sion. The certainty filled the room
that Sam Warner had come to his
first meeting of The X Club with
something violent and mysterious
boiling in him.

Dr. Philip Kurtiff, the eminent
neurologist, put his hand on War-
ner’s arm and said quietly, “There’s
no reason to feel badly about any-
thing you’re going to tell us. We're
all pretty good medical men and
we’ve all done worse—whatever it
is.”

- “If you please,” Old Tick de-
manded, “we will have silence.
This is not a sanatorium for doc-
tors with guilt complexes. It is a
clinic for error. And we will con-
tinue to conduct it in an orderly,
scientific fashion. If you want to
hold Sam Warner’s hand, Kurtiff,
that's your privilege. But do it in
silence.”



9% MIRACLE OF THE

He beamed suddenly at the new
member.

“l confess,” he went on, “that
I'm as curious as anybody to hear
how so great a know-it-all as our
young friend Dr. Warner could
have killed off one of his custom-
ers. But our curiosity will have to
wait. Since five of you were absent
from our last gathcring, 1 think
that the confessions of Dr. James
Sweencey should be repeated  for
your benefit.”

Dr. Sweeney stood up and turned
his lugubrious face and shining
cyes to the five absentecs.

“Well,” he said in his preoccu-
pied monotone, “I told it once, but
I'll tell it again. I sent a patient to
my X-ray room to have a fluoros-
copy done. My assistant gave him a
barium meal to drink and put him
under the fluoroscope. 1 walked in
a minute iater and when I saw the
patient under the ray I observed to
my assistant, Dr. Kroch, that it was
amazing and that I had never scen
anything like it. Kroch was too
overcome to bear me out. What 1
saw was that the patient’s entire
gastro-intestinal — tract  from  the
csophagus down was apparently
made out of stone. And as I stud-
ied this phenomenon I noticed it
was becoming clearer and sharper.
The most disturbing factor in the
situation was that we both knew
therc was nothing to be done. Dr.
Kroch, in fact, showed definite
signs of hysteria. Even while we
were studying him the patient

FIVTEEN MURDERERS

showed symptoms of death. Shortly
afterward he became moribund and
fell to the floor.”

“Well, I'll be damned,” several of
the absentecs cried in unison, Dr.
Kurtiff adding, “What the hell was
ie?”

“It was simple,” said Sweeney.
“The bottom of the glass out of
which the patient had drunk his
barium mecal was caked solid. We
had filled him up with plaster of
Paris. 1 fancy the pressure caused
an instantancous coronary attack.”

“Good Lord!” the new member
said. “How did it get into the
glass?™

“What, if anything, was the mat-
ter with the patient before he ad-
ventured into your office®” Dr.
Kurtiff inquired.

“T'he autopsy revealed chietly a
solidified gastro-intestinal  tr _i,”
said Sweency. “But I think from
several indications that there may
have been a tendency o pyloric
spasm which caused the belching
for which he was referred to me.”

“A rather literary murder,” said
Old Tick. “A sort of Pygmalion in
reverse.”

The old professor paused and
fastened his red-rimmed cyes on
Warner.

“By the way, before we pro-
cced,” he said, “I think it is time to
tell you the full name of our club.
Our full name is The X-Marks-the-
Spot Club. We prefer, of course, to
use the abbreviated title as being a
bit more social-sounding.”
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“Of course,” said the new mem-
ber, whose face now appeared to be
getting redder.

“And now,” announced OId
Tick, consulting a scribbled piece of
paper, “our first case on tonight’s
docket will be Dr. Wendell Davis.”

There was silence as the elegant
stomach specialist stood up. Davis
was a doctor who took his manner
as seriously as his medicine. Tall,
solidly built, gray-haired and beau-
tifully barbered, his face was with-
out expression—a large, pink mask
that no patient, however ill and
agonized, had ever seen disturbed.

“I was called late last summer to
the home of a workingman,” he
began. “Senator Bell had given a
picnic for some of his poorer con-
stituency. As a result of this event,
the three children of a stcamfitter
named Horowitz were brought
down with food poisoning. They
had overeaten at the picnic. The
Senator, as host, felt responsible,
and I went to the Horowitz home
at his earnest solicitation. I found
two of the children very sick and
vomiting considerably. They were
nine and eleven. The mother gave
me a list of the various foods all
three of them had caten. It was
staggering. I gave them a good dose
of castor oil.

“The third child, aged seven, was
not as ill as the other two. He
looked pale, had a slight fever, felt
some nausea—but was not vomit-
ing. It seemed obvious that he too
was poisoned, but to a lesser de-

gree. Accordingly I prescribed an
equal dose of castor oil for the
youngest child—just to be on the
safe side.

“I was called by the father in the
middle of the night. He was
alarmed over the condition of the
seven-year-old. He reported that the
other two children were much im-
proved. T told him not to worry,
that the youngest had been a little
late in developing food poisoning
but would unquestionably be better
in the morning, and that his cure
was as certain as his sister’s and
brother’s. When I hung up I felt
quite plcased with myself for hav-
ing anticipated the youngest one’s
condition and prescribed the castor
oil prophylactically. I arrived at the
Horowitz home at noon the next
day and found the two older chil-
dren practically recovered. The sev-
en-year-old, however, appeared to
be very sick indeed. They had been
trying to reach me since breakfast.
The child had 105° temperature. It
was dehydrated, the eyes sunken
and circled, the expression pinched,
the nostrils dilated, the lips cya-
notic, and the skin cold and clam-
my"’

Dr. Davis paused. Dr. Milton
Morris, the renowned lung special-
ist, spoke.

“It died within a few hours?” he
asked.

Dr. Davis nodded.

“Well,” Dr. Morris said quietly,
“it seems pretty obvious. The child
was suffering from acute appendi-
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“No,” Wood answered.

“Aha!” Tick snorted. “There you
have it! Blind man’s buff again.”

“It was an emergency.” Wood
looked flushed. “And it seemed an
obvious case. I've had hundreds of
them.”

“The facts seem to be as follows,”
Tick spoke up. “Dr. Wood mur-
dered a woman because he misun-
derstood the source of a pain. We
have, then, a very simple problem.
What besides the gall bladder can
produce the sort of pain the emi-
nent surgeon has described?”

“Heart,” Dr. Moiris wnswered
quickly.
“You're getting warm,” said
Wood.
“Before operating on anyone

with so acute a pain and in the ab-
sence of any medical history,” Tick
went on, “l would most certainly
have looked at the heart.”

“Well, you'd have done right,”
said Wood quietly. “The autopsy
showed an infraction of the de-
scending branch of the right coro-
nary artery.”

“Murder by a sophomore,” Old
Tick pronounced wrathfully.

“The first and last,” said Wood
quietly. “There won’t be any more
heart-case mistakes in my hospital.”

“Good, good,” Old Tick said.
“And now, gentlemen, the crimes
reported thus far have been too in-
fantile for discussion. We have
learned nothing from them other
than that science and stupidity go
hand in hand, a fact alrcady too

well known to us. However, we
have with us tonight a young but
extremely talented wielder of the
medical saws. And I can, from long
acquaintance with this same gen-
tleman, assure you that if he has
done a murder it is bound to be
what some of my female students
would call ‘a honey.” He has been
sitting here for the last hour, fidget-
ing like a true criminal, sweating
with guilt and a desire to tell all.
Gentlemen, I give you our new and
youngest culprit, Dr. Samuel War-
ner.”

Dr. Warner faced his fourteen
eminent colleagues with a sudden
cxcitement in his manner. The old-
er men regarded him quietly and
with various degrees of irritation.
They knew without further cor-
roboration than his manner that
this medico was full of untenable
theories and half-baked medical
discoveries. They had been full of
such things themselves once. And
they settled back to enjoy them-
selves.

There is nothing as pleasing to a
graying medicine man as the op-
portunity of slapping a dunce cap
on the voung of science. Old Tick,
surveying his colleagues, grinned.
They had all acquired the look of
pedagogues holding a switch be-
hind their backs.

Dr. Warner mopped his neck
with his wet handkerchief and
smiled knowingly at the medical
peerage. What he knew was that
this same critical and suspicious at-
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tention would have been offered
him were he there to recite the tale
of some miraculous cure rather
than a murder.

“I'll give you this case in some
detail,” he said, “because I think it
contains as intercsting a problem
as you can find in practice.”

Dr. Rosson, the gynccologist,
grunted, but said nothing.

“The patient was a young man,
or rather a boy,” Warner went on
cagerly. “He was scventeen and
amazingly talented. In fact, about
the most remarkable young man
I've cver met. He wrote poetry.
That's how 1 happencd to mect
him. I read one of his pocms in a
magazine and, by God, it was so
impressive 1 wrote him a letter.”

Dr. Kurtiff frowned at this un-
medical bahvior.

“Rhymed poetry?” Dr. Wood
asked, with a wink at Old Tick.

“Yes,” saidd Warner. “I read all
his manuscripts. They were sort of
revolutionary. His poctry was a cry
against injustice. Every kind of in-
justice. Bitter and burning.”

“Wait a minute,” Dr. Rosson
said. “The new member seems to
have some misconception of our
function. We are not a literary so-
ciety, Warner.”

“l know that,” said Warner,
working his jaw muscles and smil-
ing lifelessly.

“And bcfore you get started,” Dr.
Hume grinned, “no bragging. You
can do your bragging at the annual
surgeons’ convention,”
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“Gentlemen,” Warner said, “I
have no intention of bragging. I'll
stick to murder, I assure you. And
as bad a onc as you've ever heard.”

“Good,” Dr. Kurtiff said. “Go
on. And take it casy and don't
break down.”

“I won't break down,” Warner
said. “Don’t worry. Well, the pa-
tient was sick for two weeks beforc
I was called.”

“I thought you were his friend,”
Dr. Davis said.

“I was,” Warner answered. “But
he didn’t believe in doctors.”

“No faith in them, ch?” Old
Tick cackled. “Brilliant boy.”

“He was,” said Warner eagerly.
“I felt upset when I came and saw
how sick he was. I had him moved
to a hospital at once.”

“Oh, a rich poet,” Dr. Sweeney
said.

“No,” said Warner. “I paid his
expenses. And I spent all the time
I could with him. The sickness had
started with a scvere pain on the
left side of the abdomen. He was
going to call mc but the pain sub-
sided after three days, so the pa-
tient thought he was well. But it
came back after two days and he
began running a temperature. He
developed diarrhea. There was pus
and blood, but no amoeba or patho-
genic bacteria when he finally sent
for me. After the pathology reports
I made a diagnosis of ulcerative
colitis. The pain being on the left
side ruled out the appendix. I put
the patient on sulfaguanidin and
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unconcentrated liver extract and
gave him a high protein diet—
chiefly milk. Despite this treatment
and constant observation the pa-
tient got worse. He developed gen-
cralized abdominal tenderness, both
direct and rebound, and rigidity of
the entire left rectus muscle. After
two weeks of careful treatment the
patient died.”

“And the autopsy showed you'd
been wrong?” Dr. Wood asked.

“I didn’t make an autopsy,” said
Warner. “The boy’s parents had
perfect faith in me. As did the boy.
They both believed I was doing ev-
erything possible to save his life.”

“Then how do you know you
were wrong in your diagnosis?”
Dr. Hume asked.

“By the simple fact,” said Warner
irritably, “that the patient died in-
stead of being cured. When he died
I knew I had killed him by a faulty
diagnosis.”

“A logical conclusion,” said Dr,
Sweeney. “Pointless medication is
no alibi.”

“Well, gentlemen,” OId Tick
cackled from behind his table, “our
talented new member has obvious-
ly polished off a great poet and
close personal friend. Indictments
of his diagnosis are now in order.”

But no one spoke. Doctors have
a sense for things unseen and com-
plications unstated. And nearly all
the fourteen looking at Warner felt
there was something hidden. The
surgeon’s tension, his elation and
its overtone of mockery, convinced
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them there was something untold
in the story of the dead poet. They
approached the problem cautiously.

“How long ago did the patient
die?” Dr. Rosson asked.

“Last Wednesday,” said Warner.
“Why?"

“What hospital?” asked Davis.

“Saint Michael’s,” said Warner.

“You say the parents had faith in
you,” said Kurtiff, “and still have.
Yet you seem curiously worried
about something. Has there been
any inquiry by the police?”

“No,” said Warner. “I committed
the perfect crime. The police have-
n't even hecard of it. And even my
victim died full of gratitude.” He
beamed at the room. “Listen,” he
went on, “even you people may not
be able to disprove my diagnosis.”

This brash challenge irritated a
number of the members.

“I don't think it will be very difh-
cult to knock out your diagnosis,”
said Dr. Morris.

“There’s a catch 1o it,” said Wood
slowly, his eyes boring at Warner.

“The only catch there is,” said
Warner quickly, “is the complexity
of the case. You gentlemen evident-
ly prefer the simpler malpractice
type of crime, such as I've listened
to tonight.”

There was a pause, then Dr. Da-
vis inquired in a soothing voice,
“You described an acute onset of
pain before the diarrhea, didn’t
you?”

“That’s right,” said Warner.

“Well,” Davis continued coolly,
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“the temporary relief of symptoms
and their recurrence within a few
days sounds superficially like ul-
cers—exeept for one point.”

“I disagree,” Dr. Sweeney said
softly. “Dr. Warner’s diagnosis is a
picce of blundering stupidity. The
symptoms he has presented have
nothing to do with ulcerative co-
litis.”

Warner flushed and his jaw mus-
cles moved angrily.

“Would you mind backing up
your insults with a bit of science?”
he said.

“Very casily done,” Sweeney an-
swered calmly. “The late onset of
diarrhca and fever you describe
rules out ulcerative colitis in ninety-
ninc cases out of a hundred. What
do you think, Dr. Tick?”

“No ulcers,” said Tick, his eyes
studying Warner.

“You mentioned a general ten-
derness of the abdomen as one of
the last symptoms,” said Dr. Davis
smoothly.

“That’s right,” said Warner.

“Well, if you have described the
case accurately,” Davis continued,
“there is one obvious fact revealed.
The general tenderness points to a
peritonitis.”

“How about a twisted gut?” Dr.
Wood asked. “That could produce
the symptoms described.”

“No,” said Dr. Rosson. “A wvul-
vulus means gangrene and death in
three days. Warner says he attended
him for two wecks and that the pa-
tient was sick for two weeks before

FIFTEEN MURDERERS

he was called. The length of the
illness rules out intussusception,
vulvulus, and intestinal tumor.”

“Therc’s one other thing,” Dr.
Morris said. “A left-sided appen-
dix.”

“That’s out, too,” Dr. Wood said
quickly. “The first symptom of a
left-sided appendix would not be
the acute pain described by War-
ner.”

“The only thing we have dcter-
mined,” said Dr. Sweeney, “is a
perforation other than ulcer. Why
not go on with that?”

“Yes,” said Dr. Morris. “Ulcera-
tive colitis is out of the question,
considering the course taken by the
disease. I'm sure we're dealing with
another type of perforation.”

“The next question,” announced
Old Tick, “is, what made the per-
foration?”

Dr. Warner mopped his face with
his wet handkerchief and said soft-
ly, “I never thought of an object
perforation.”

“You should have,” Dr. Kurtiff
smiled.

“Come, come,” Old Tick inter-
rupted. “Let’s not wander. What
caused the perforation?”

“He was seventcen,” Kurtiff an-
swered. “and too old to be swallow-
ing pins.”

“Unless,” said Dr. Hume, “he
had a taste for pins. Did the pa-
tient want to live, Warner?”

“He wantced to live,” said Warner
grimly, “more than anybody I ever
knew.”
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“I think we can ignore the sui-
cide theory,” said Dr. Kurtiff. “I
am certain we are dealing with a
perforation of the intestines and
not of the subconscious.”

“There you are, Warner,” Old
Tick said. “We've narrowed it
down. The spreading tenderness
you described means a spreading
infection. The course taken by the
disease means a perforation other
than ulcerous. And a perforation of
that type means an object swal-
lowed. We have ruled out pins and
chicken bones. Which leaves us
with only one other normal guess.”

“A fish bone,” said Dr. Sweeney.

“Exactly,” said Tick.

Warner stood listening tensely to
the voices affirming the diagnosis.
Tick delivered the verdict.

“I think we are all agreed,” he
said, “that Sam Warner killed his
patient by treating him for ulcera-
tive colitis when an operation re-
moving an abscessed fish  bone
would have saved his life.”

Warner moved quickly across the
room to the closet where he had
hung his hat and coat.

“Where you going?™ Dr. Wood
called after him. “We've just started
the mecting.”

Warner was putting on his coat
and grinning.

“I haven’t got much time,” he
said, “but I want to thank all of you
for your diagnoses. You were right
about there being a catch to the
case. The catch is that my patient
is still alive! I've been treating him
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for ulcerative colitis for two weeks
and I realized this afternoon that 1
had wrongly diagnosed the case—
and that he would be dead in twen-
ty-four hours unless I could find
out what rcally was the matter with
him.”

Warner was in the doorway, his
eyes glittering.

“Thanks again, gentlemen, for
the consultation and your diagno-
sis,” he said. “It will enable me to
save my patient’s life.”

MURDERERS

A half hour later the members of
The X Club stood grouped in one
of the operating rooms of St. Mi-
chael's Hospital. They were differ-
ent-looking men from thosc who
had been playing a medical Hal-
lowcen in the Walton Hotel. There
is a change that comes over doctors
when they face disease. The oldest
and the weariest of them draw vig-
or from a crisis. The shamble leaves
them and it is the straight back of
the champion that enters the oper-
ating room. Confronting the prob-
lem of life and death, the tired, red-
rimmed cyes become full of great-
ness and even beauty.

On the operating table lay the
naked body of a Negro boy. Dr.
Warner in his surglcal whites stood
over him, waiting. The anesthetist
finally nodded. The dark skin had
turned ashen and the fevered young
Negro lay unconscious.

The fourteen members of The X
Club watched Warner operate.
Wood nodded approvingly at his
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stark against the yellow of her rub-
ber cap. Julia had broken her back,
or, according to the doctor at the
hospital two hours later, that was
what it amounted to.

When Trainor went in to see her,
his heart gave an appalled bang at
the sharp vixen face that turned on
the pillow, eyes flaming at him like
a caged cagle’s, until he realized
that there hadn’t been a private
room vacant and Julia’s bed was on
the other side of the drawn pink
curtain.

He tiptoed around it, surprising
a nursc in the act of leaving. Julia
was asleep. She looked broken and
punished, the bones of her face
thrusting against the skin, as
though the unfelt pain was taking
its toll in some sccret way.

On the other side of the curtain,
the vixen’s voice said demandingly,
“That your wife?”

“Yes.”

“Pretty bad shape,” the vixen re-
marked.

Trainor could have struck her,
even though his car recognized the
accents of the professional ghoul.
She couldn’t have been more than
35 or so, but she had false tecth
which gave an aggressive clash to
everything she uttered. And per-
haps she wasn’t even a ghoul; the
sharp face, the flatness of the body
under the hospital spread, the cyni-
cal cyes could very well be reflec-
tions of her own pain.

Trainor said temperately, “Not
too bad, according to the doctor,”
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and she summed up all doctors and
husbands with a look of pitying
scorn. Trainor had left . . .

The doctor had said Julia would
be drowsy that night, and she was.
The next morning her eyes were
clear; she had put on lipstick and,
with the nurse’s help, tied back her
shiny taupc-colored hair with a rib-
bon.

Trainor could not put a finger on
what had shocked him about her
appearance, just as he could never
have defined what gave her face its
peculiar and head-turning charm,
Was it the faintly sculptured look
about her eyelids, the tiny curl of
her mouth corners, the spirit of
which she had an almost daunting
amount?

Whatever it was, it was missing.
She said in a flat voice, “It’s not as
bad as it looks, really, but there
goes your vacation. I could kick
myself.”

“Think so?” said Trainor, and
then, “I haven’t found a library yet,
but I brought you some maga-
zines.”

Julia’s finger strayed to the top of
the pile and dropped away. She
said, “Maybe it's lying in this posi-
tion but I don’t feel particularly
like reading. Mrs. Emilio could
probably use some of thesc.”

“Mrs. Emilio sure could,” said
the voice from around the curtain,
and Trainor left his chair and took
her the magazines. He had a de-
pressed feeling that she would lis-
ten to cvery word they said anyway,
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¢ and an even more depressed feeling
that they wouldn't say anything the
whole hospital couldn’t hear. Julia
was listless as well as remote—a
hangover from the drugs? Physi-
cal shock, or the subtler shock to
her confidence?

She said when he came back, “I
hope you didn’t give up the cot-
tage.”

“Of course 1 did—it’s over an
hour’s drive from here.”

“But you paid the whole two
wecks,” said Julia, with her first
glimmering of reaction.

“They settled for half, and it
doesn’t matter anyway. I've taken
a room within walking distance of
here.”

The normal Julia, fascinated with
people and places, would have
asked instantly, “Where? Who
with? What's it like?” But instead
she said without interest, “I sup-
pose it is easier for you, not having
to drive back and forth. But what a
way to spend . .."”

Her voice would have trailed off
even if the nurse had not brought
her breakfast just then, Trainor
thought. While Julia fiddled with
scrambled eggs, looked blankly at
her toast, and sipped at the coffee
she usually drained with zest, he
watched her with a deepening anx-
iety. If she would only complain
about the food, or make one of her
indescribable faces in the direction
of Mrs. Emilio’s bed; if she would
only launch into a spirited attack
about being wakened at dawn, as
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she must have been, to be washed
and thermometered and then left to
wait interminably for breakfast and
morning visiting hours . . .

But she did not, and the docility
frightened him almost as much as
the injury had.

Beyond the dividing curtain Mrs.
Emilio’s visitors had arrived in a
babble of greetings, a scraping of
chairs, a final settling of feet. They
were a man and woman, their voic-
es hoarse and vivid, pointing up
Julia’s—not boredom, because bore-
dom was a positive thing—total
lack of intcrest. She didn't give
Trainor the rapt look he expected;
instead, her gaze moved absently
away and she asked him for a ciga-
rette.

He said as he lit it, “I called Mrs.
Castle in case she tried to get us at
the cottage. The kids are fine, and
it seems we have a pet toad to look
forward to.”

Julia smiled flickeringly, and he
was cncouraged.

“They’re currently on the trail of
some garbage to put out to catch
flies for the toad, but Mrs. Castle
said nothing doing.”

“Killjoy,” said Julia, but the bricf
spark had gone out.

There couldn’t be any damage to
her nervous system, or the doctor
would have told him. Was it reac-
tion to the terrifying fall, some un-
faced fear about getting on her feet
again, an instinctive recoil from
even mental effort? Or simply a
natural depression at having their
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to try the Kingsleys. “They don't
rent as a rule, but they have the
room and I'm sure they wouldn’
turn you away under the circum-
stances. I'm Mrs. Stuart—tell Mrs.
Kingsley I gave you her name.”

Trainor would certainly not have
got in without that talisman. The
house Mrs. Stuart had indicated
was set back from the street, tall
and white, its inelegant lines, in a
landscape full of graceful houses,
partly conccaled by maples and
pines.

The woman who opened the
door at his ring was prepared to be
firm; Trainor could see her gather-
ing breath for it. He said at once
and disarmingly, “Blame Mrs. Stu-
art, she sent me here,” and after a
considering moment the door
opened wider.

Mrs. Kingsley was disconcerting
in cvery respect. She was perhaps
60, short, heavy, and shapeless, but
she had an air of hauteur in a faded
housedress and slippers. Her face
was baggy and wrinkled inside its
short, sparsc lavender hair, but
there again a pair of very pale,
shrewd, green eyes belied the coun-
trywoman appearance. Her voice
was the most startling thing of all
—alto, almost aggressively educat-
ed, and sct at the next-to-breaking
pitch in which accomplished sing-
ers speak a song rather than sing it.

She listened attentively to the tale
of Julia’s misfortune, although her
gaze had long since summed Train-
or up and decided. She said when
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he had finished, “You poor young
man. Of course I'll have to ask Mr.
Kingsley, so if you'll excusc me for
just a minute . . .”

Mrs. Kingsley said a little later
as she led the way up the stairs,
“You may not like the room at all,
Mr. Trainor. It’s a converted attic
—" they were on a second and
shorter flight of stairs now, and she
had begun to puff “—and there’s no
use saying you won't gct the heat
under the roof, because you will.
That's why we don't usually con-
sider it a room to rent, and then
too—" she had opened « door now,
and preceded Trainor inside with
an odd air of challenge “—it was
our boy’s.”

Something about her tone pre-
cluded any kind of polite inquiry,
and Trainor took refuge in an at-
tentive turning-around inspection
of the small steep-ceilinged room.
There was only onc window, let-
ting in leafy light on a bed and bu-
rcau and straight chair. A micro-
scope stood on the burcau top—
“I'd rather you didn’t touch it—you
see it's focused just so,” said Mrs.
Kingsley firmly—and a camp ban-
ner and baseball glove hung limply
from onc wall.

The sun seethed down from the
roof,

“Twenty dollars a week,” Mrs.
Kingsley said at length, and man-
aged to combine firmness, apology,
and scorn for the $20 all in onc
breath.

“Done,” said Trainor. He regret-
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On the other side of the pink cur-
tain Mrs. Emilio’s visitors arrived
with cries of greeting and crack-
lings of wrapping paper. Trainor’s
horrificd ear presented him sud-
denly with the memory of a com-
pletc and attentive silence before
that. It was one thing to spin tales
for Julia’s entertainment; it was an-
other to spread gossip and suspi-
cion about people who lived in the
town.

Julia’s grimace showed him she
had thought of the same thing;
hastily, although their voices were
now covered, she began w talk
about something else. But she was
still thinking about the Kingsleys
when Trainor left—he knew that
bright absorbed look. Had he, he
wondered half-amusedly, a tiger by
the tail?

Guilt pursued him down the hill
and through the warm night o the
Kingsley house. A long glistening
car was parked in front of it, and
the lawn was lavish with light.

Trainor would hardly have
known Mrs. Kingsley in smart
black and white silk, her wayward
lavender hair waved and subdued
under a small white hat. He was
introduced to a pleasant tanned
woman and her genial, gray-haired
husband; he half expected an in-
troduction to the tall white-coated
military-looking man with them
until he realized that it was Kings-
ley, shorn of his shamble and his
gardening clothes, They were go-
ing out for an cvening of bridge.
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Mrs. Kingsley left a single lamp
burning in the living room and
then they were gone, the Kingsleys’
car following the other car.

Trainor mounted the stairs to his
room and undressed. The Kings-
leys certainly had nothing to hide,
or they would not have left him, a
total stranger, in sole possession of
the housc. The thought passed seri-
ously through Trainor’s mind un-
til he recognized it for one of Julia’s
and threw it out with irritation.

It came back. He recalized that,
law-abiding though he was, he had
a strong sense of privacy and he
would have hecsitated to leave a
stranger at liberty in his own home.

On the heels of that came the
thought that if he 4ad something
to hide, and wanted to test the
stranger, he would do exactly as
the Kingsleys had done: drive
trustingly away, allow time for
temptation to take hold—and then
drive quictly back.

Knowing himsclf 10 be ridicu-
lous—he would be as bad as Julia
soon—Trainor turned off his light.
The street was mainly an access to
the hospital, and quiet at this hour;
the passing cars were infrequent
and noticeable. It was perhaps 15
minutes before his suspicions be-
camc truth. Then, silent as a cruis-
ing sharK, the shadow-gray Chrys-
ler, only its parking lights on, re-
turned.

The passenger window rolled
down and Mrs. Kingsley’s large
face cmerged, a pale blur tilted up

THE TAIL



112

toward the window of Trainor's
room. He was instantly back from
the sill in a movement which, he
realized later, was like the instinc-
tive ducking from a flung stone.

Moments went by before he took
a craning step forward. As sound-
lessly as it had crept up, the Chrys-
ler was slipping away; again and
unpleasantly, Trainor was remind-
ed of something searching expertly
for prey. He pulled down the
shade, turned on the light, and got
dressed.
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In the morning Mrs. Kingsley
had reverted. She was in a shapeless
old cotton dress and carpet slippers,
her sparse hair disarranged, when
Trainor was leaving for the hospi-
tal.

“Good morning, Mr. Trainor,
and it is a good one, isn’t it? Did
you sleep well? I hope we didn’t
disturb you—we had a little trouble
with the car and got delayed.”

“I didn't hear you at all,” lied
Trainor, “so your reputation is safe
with me.”

“It was two ten,” said Mrs.
Kingsley, looking at him with dis-
concerting clarity. “l wonder—"
She put down the straw basket she
carried and lifted from it a bunch
of dew-wet, very pale pink roses,
“I wonder if you would take these
to your wife?”

Julia was abashed too, but said
with an innocent air, “Did Mr.
Kingsley come back late last
night?”
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“Yes. They both did.”

“With the headlights off?”

“Yes.”

“Hugh, if you’re going to tell me
that you fell asleep again—"

“I didn’t.” Trainor glanced with
automatic caution under the pink
curtain that divided the room. With
a warning face at Julia he left out
_names.

“He went down to the cellar. I
could see the light on the grass.
She came right upstairs, and he
came up about five minutes later.”

“The cellar,” said Julia, spell-
bound. Thoughts of an carthen
floor, or newly laid concrete, drift-
ed visibly across her face. “You
don’t suppose . . .?"

“No,” said Trainor hastily. “You
don't imagine he’d come home
with a different one every night?”

“It might be,” said Julia delicate-
ly, “in—you know—installments, so
to speak.”

The gentle sex, thought Trainor,
mentally gaping. An arm here, this
charming wife of his was thinking,
a leg there, perhaps a bit of torso to
come. “It's nothing like that—but
I did find out something about
the boy . ..”

Trainor could not have explained
his own mixture of feelings after he
had turned on the light and got
dressed the night before. Shock was
foremost, perhaps because of the
stealthy return of the Kingsley’s
car, perhaps because they had fol-
lowed his own thoughts with such
uncanny precision.



TIGER BY

In the wake of that came the out-
rage that arises from motives cor-
rectly suspected. They thought he
would prowl! around the house, did
they? Furthermore, he hadn’t a
front-door key—Mrs. Kingsley had
explained they were always in and
it wouldn’t be nccessary—which
meant that unless he left the house
open to the night he was stuck
here, without so much as a timeta-
ble to read.

Virtuously, Trainor told himself
there might be an old magazine
tucked away somewhere in the
room, and in that case he would
not have to go downstairs at all.

There was nothing on the closct
shelf. The top burcau-drawer held
a slingshot and a picce of petrified
wood with a fading legend: “Sou-
venir of Arizona, 1945.” In the scc-
ond drawer—they ought not to
have left it here if they didn’t want
it looked at—was a round leather
studbox, torn in places, obviously a
discard. Trainor opened it without
a qualm and looked at a faded
newspaper clipping.

The dateline was New Mexico,
and the story was terse. “As an
army helicopter hovered above Tor-
os Pecak today, hope grew fainter
for a 16-ycar-old boy missing on
the mountain since Thursday. Ste-
phen Kingsley, son of Mr. and Mrs.
Richard Kingsley, Oak Park Place,
had gone on a lone camping trip
with supplics for only 48 hours. Ac-
cording to scarch authorities, heavy
rains and sharply falling tempera-
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tures have lessened the boy’s chanc-
cs for survival on the desolate peak.

“Police here are currently inves-
tigating the anonymous telephone
call which informed Kingsley’s par-
ents the boy was hurt and the caller
would lcad them to him after $2,000
in small bills had been left in an
agreed rendezvous. Mr. Kingsley
told reporters he left the money
and waited in vain for the message.
Mrs. Harrict Kingsley, 49, collapsed
and is under a doctor’s care.”

Trainor dropped the clipping
back into the box with a feeling of
finality. Small wonder the Kings-
leys were suspicious after that crucl
mancuver; small wonder that, all
the way across the country, they
had hung up the glove and the
camp banner. Hope sprang cternal,
and barring the recovery of their
son’s body, they would always lcave
that particular door open.

He was stretched on his bed in
darkness, chastened, when a tiny
detail came to nag at him. Once
again, he turned on the light and
opened the bureau drawers.

The slingshot and picce of petri-
ficd wood wore a faint, even coat-
ing of dust. The lcather studbox
was shiningly frec of it. So—the
conclusion came laboriously be-
causc there scemed so little point to
it—the lcather box with the clip-
ping in it had bcen put there for
Trainor to find . ..

“They want you to know about
the boy,” said Julia, “but they can’t
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bring themsclves to talk about
him...? No?”

There were so many arguments
against that—chicef among them,
the fact that people so sensitive on
the subject would never have rent-
ed that particular room—that
Trainor only shook his head. The
Kingsleys had obviously accepted
the fact of their son’s death or they
would not have moved nearly 3,000
miles away from the scene of his
disappearance—but then why, in
showing him the room, had Mrs.
Kingsley said, “It was our boy's”?
Had she mcant a comparable room
in another house, or could grief
and the unchangingly boyish pos-
sessions have deluded her into a be-
lief that Stephen Kingsley had, in
fact, once occupied the room?

Julia said recallingly, “Hugh,”
and he realized with surprise that
he had stepped back a day in time,
when she was so frighteningly
withdrawn and the night outside
the hospital had looked, because of
a ceiling of green-gold lcaves over-
head, more like the jungle than
safe, quiet New Lngland.

Somcthing clse had happencd in
the interim. Mrs. Emilio had two
visitors. Crackling went on, as of
paper bags, and presently the pink
curtain between the beds gave an
imperative twitch.

“Here,” said Mrs. Emilio’s voice
commandingly, and as neither
woman could move in bed, Trainor
poked his head around the curtain,
said, “Thanks very much” to a man
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with a dark, disarming monkey-
face, and accepted a small wax-pa-
pered square.

Unwrapped, it was a rissole of
some sort. They talked about the
children as they ate and it was not
until Trainor stood up to lcave that
Julia said suddenly, “The thing to
do is get into the cellar. If he goes
down there after those trips, that's
where it is.”

“And T could always say,” said
Trainor dryly, “that I was passing
the cellar window and thought I'd
drop in.”

Julia was unruflled. “She’s a so-
ciable soul, according to you, and if
he even makes a pretense of being
in the real estate business, he must
be out somectimes. You could say
you'd smelled smoke, or oil—"

“Or somcthing fishy.” Trainor
bent to kiss her, and Julia remind-
ed him in a murmur to give Mrs.
Emilio the roses on his way out.
She didn’t glance at the arched and
pearly heads. “All of them,” she
said.

There was a telephone booth in
the downstairs lobby, and Trainor
stopped on impulse and called Mrs.
Castle. It was a lengthy, cops-and-
robberish call, and he ought to have
been faintly embarrassed about it
but—so well had he done his origi-
nal work—he was not.

There was some kind of theory
that advised the puzzler to strip the
puzzle down to the known facts,
because  whatever conclusion they
pointed to, however unlikely, was
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the true one. Trainor, walking
down the hill from the hospital,
concerned himself with this.

The central fact was that the
Kingsleys wanted him to know not
that they had had a son—Mrs.
Kingsley had volunteered that be-
fore he even took the room—but
what had happened to the boy.

Why, when they had never seen
Trainor before and, after the space
of a few days, would in all proba-
bility ncver sce him again?

Try it subjectively instead of ob-
jectively. In this light the Kings-
leys wanted to be established as the
bereaved and cruelly tricked par-
ents of a son. But as before, why?
Trainor began to speculate, and
forced himself back to known facts.

The Kingsleys did not rent
rooms as a rule; the neighbor who
had directed him there had been
positive about that.

Although they had moved from
the southwest to New England,
they had hung in one small room—
a room he had never been in—their
son’s boyish trophies. Again Train-
or wondered why that did not
strike him as pitiful but subtly un-
pleasant.

Twicce to his knowledge their car
had rcturned surreptitiously and
late, only its parking lights to guide
it. On the second occasion it had
circled back to check up on Train-
or: there could be no other explana-
tion for that noiseless approach,
that thrusting of Mrs. Kingsley’s
face up at his darkencd window.
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Those were the facts. Also a fact
was that people who took pains to
plant an impression usually did so
for a very real rcason—the reason
being that the truth was a total
variance with the appearance of
truth.

Kidnaping—the suggestion that
no parent is ever totally armored
against—floated through  Train-
or’s mind and vanished. It wasn’t
a tribute to the Kingsleys but a
conviction that, in this closc and
gossipy neighborhood, it would be
impractical. Some fringe of the no-
tion lingered like a mosquito, how-
cver; there were innumerable his-
torics of people warped by grief
who made a life work of trying to
make socicty pay for an individual
loss.

Or else, thought Trainor, the
Kingsleys were mecrely eccentric
and that was the explanation.

The sun shone gently, shadows
flowed over mown lawns, the
Kingsleys could not possibly have
turned into an cvil pair simply be-
cause he had spun a mystery for
Julia. And where had that horrify-
ing notion come from?

Once again, he was obscurcly re-
lieved to find visitors at the Kings-
leys’, this time in a handsome dove-
and-dcep-gray station wagon. The
front seat was occupied; a trim eld-
erly woman dressed for golf was
being handed into the back by a
genial sports-coated man, lcather-
elbowed, who might have stepped
out of a whiskey ad.
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It took Trainor a moment to re-
alize that he had just looked at the
third aspect of the Kingsleys. They
were not two identitics, but six—
the slippered housewife and the
shambling gardener, the precisely
groomed woman and the military
man, the casual golfer and the
tweedy country squirc—and how
many more?

Trainor reminded himself over
his instant thump of shock that
Julia, embroiled with the children,
wearing a few badges of strawberry
jam or most of the baby’s bath wa-
ter, could somchow disappear for
half an hour and reappear looking
as though she had never washed a
dish or changed a diaper in her life.

But—and the difference was hard
to define, cven to himsclf—she had
been Julia throughout, her gestures
and bearing and whole identity un-
altered by what she wore or what
she was doing.

Whereas, near as he had been to
them, intent though he was, he had
not at first recognized cither of the
Kingsleys.

“I'm a golf widower today,” said
Kingsley pleasantly as the station
wagon drove off. If his own plans
had been changed by Trainor’s ap-
pearance on the scene, there was no
sign of it. The long rubbery face
that had gazed morosely at the
floor when Trainor had first scen
it now sprang readily into attitudes
of amiability; the tufty gray brows
moved up and down as though
controlled by invisible strings, im-
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parting a keen and twinkling air to
the cold gaze bencath. “How is
Mrs. Trainor this morning?”

“Much better, thanks.” They
were sauntering up the walk now,
entering the housc. “As a matter
of fact, the doctor thinks she’ll be
able to lcave the hospital in about
a week. Of course, she'll have to
have help with the children just at
first.”

“Oh, of coursc. Three young chil-
dren . . . keep her hopping, I ima-
gine.”

Was Kingsley very faintly British
today?

“We thought,” said Trainar, “that
the children might be more casily
managed—new interests and  so
forth—in a cottage or some place
here. Would you have any summer
rentals we could fit into? There’d
be my wifc and me and the chil-
drenand a housckeeper .. ."

Hc cended up, as planned, in
Kingsley's office on the other side
of the small front hall. It was as
tree-darkened as the living room,
with desk and file cabinets sus -
pended in gloom. There was a
phone on the desk, and a memo
pad and pen were ncatly aligned
on the blotter; but it was impossi-
ble to believe that many real-estate
transactions went on here.

The files were genuine cnough.
With an air of recollection that sug-
gested he hadn't looked at them in
some time, Kingsley pursed his
lips, meditated, drew out cards.
“Most of the summer rentals arc
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gone, you understand, but occa-
sionally there’s a cancellation, or a
tenant isn’t satisfactory . . .”

Trainor found fault, apologetical-
ly, with everything listed. The place
was too close to the water, too far
from the water, there wasnt a
porch, a back yard was absolutely
essential for the children. The
phone he kept staring at was as
malevolently silent as though the
wires had been cut.

“Well, that’s it, I'm afraid,” said
Kingsley at last. “Unless—wait
now, I have a few inactive files,
people who had withdrawn their
properties from the market . . .”

Where the devil was Mrs. Castle’s
call? Of course she was busy with
the children—or she might have
fcrgotten. She might not even have
understood.

“. .. and might reconsider,” said
Kingsley, standing, and the phone
rang.

Trainor devoted himself to his
cigarette. He didn’t need to glance
at Kingsley’s face to measure the
man’s sharp interest; the whole
room was taut with attention.

“Governor’s Lodge Inn at
twelve,” repeated Kingsley, after an
interval of listening. Trainor
caught the automatic motion of the
lifted wrist watch. “Yes indeed,
Mrs. Dunnington. I have two prop-
crties in mind, and both have serv-
ants’ quarters and stables. One has
a view of the water that I think
you’ll—"

Mrs. Castle was playing her part
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nobly; she cut him off there. Kings-
ley said eagerly, “Until twelve, then.
Thank you, Mrs. Dunnington.”

He hung up and wrote busily.
Trainor said with an immersed air,
“On the whole, I think this three-
bedroom place is the—"

“lI wonder if you'll excuse me,
Mr. Trainor?” Kingsley was al-
ready out from behind the desk,
plucking cards from a file, pocket-
ing them, adjusting his meticulous
tie. “I have a chance to move a
really large country estate here and
I have—" nobody knew it better
than Trainor “—over an hour’s
drive to make. I'll be free later this
afternoon,” he was at the door now,
“and we can look at whatever prop-
erties you'd like to sce.”

“I could look at this place in the
meantime,” said Trainor idly.
“Drive by it, see if it’s what we'd
be interested in.”

Kingsley’s eyes changed—or had
a pine bough moved in front of a
window, changing the light? “In
that case,” he said, glancing at his
watch again and then very steadily
at Trainor, “I'll just give them a
ring to let them know you’re com-
ing. A little warning, you know.”

Within three quarters of an hour
Trainor was back. He was careful
not to go too rapidly through Mrs.
McGovern’s bayside cottage, as
Kingsley would check up, but he
drove like the wind both ways.
When he walked back into the
house the mantel clock in the living
room said 11:40.
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He said loudly, “Mrs. Kingsley?”
but the noticeable tick of the clock,
a spaced drip from one of the
kitchen faucets, were answers in
themselves.

Trainor progressed to the kitch-
en, found the door to the cellar,
closed it carcfully behind him, and
went down the stairs.

Dampness and coolness wrapped
around him like a skin, along with
the concrete-and-wood-and-oiled-rag
fragrance common to cellars. Train-
or resisted the temptation to pull an
inviting light string and took a
comprehensive if shadowy look
around.

The cellar was square, except for
the corner containing the oil bur-
ner, and very tidy. Along the wall
to his right was a well-equipped
workbench; Kingsley evidently did
a lot of his own carpentry and re-
pairs.

Dircctly ahcad, under the small
cobwebby window, were some files.

Something creaked, and Trainor
froze involuntarily, staring at the
ceiling. An old beam? An enter-
prising mouse? At this point Julia
would have squirted a small stream
of oil from a can she had foresight-
edly brought with her, managing to
conceal it, or even chew it up and
swallow it.

The sound was not repeated.
Trainor crossed the concrete floor
and pulled out file drawers, A to
], Kto O, P to Z. The inactive files
Kingsley had mentioned.

But how neat they were, how

TIGER BY

THE TAIL

dustless, for records relegated to
the cellar. Trainor took a second
and closer look at A to J.

The cards weren't typed, like the
listings in the office files, but care-
fully handwritten. Each card bore
a name and an address and a num-
ber of symbols which Trainor
stared at blankly. Typical of them
was “Bright, Mr. and Mrs. Holton
M., Worcester, d 16, 3/22/58, 1500"
and “Fox, James K., Springfield, s
24, 7/12/59, 2500.” Another card,
beginning “Hissop, Mrs. Celeste,”
was crossed out indecipherably aft-
er that.

Trainor stood suddenly and
transfixedly still—7/12/59 was only
eight days ago.

Above him, on the peculiar knife-
edge of sound that divides harsh-
ness from musicality, Mrs. Kingsley
said, “Is that you, Mr. Trainor?”

What was there about this wom-
an that even the dim shape of her
face in darkness, and now the
heavy ankles in wrinkled stockings
and carpet slippers which were all
he could see, sent an immediate
and primitive alarm to the senses?

Trainor controlled his impulse to
slam the file drawer shut and made
himsclf say in an absent way, “Yes,”
and pull out another file drawer
and bend and sniff. He said alertly
over his shoulder, “Smell it?” and
walked over to the oil burner.

“Smell what?” Mrs. Kingsley’s
slippers made soft shufling noises
on the stairs, a lisping sound on
the concrete.
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“Smoke,” said Trainor, sniffiing
again like a beagle, turning at last
to meet the icily pale green eyes.
“At least, I could have sworn—"

“I don’t smell anything,” said
Mrs. Kingsley slowly. Her gaze
didn’t flicker; it seemed to cut a
cold straight path through the shad-
owy light. An elderly woman,
hcavy, slow-moving, sparsc-haired,
she was at this moment indescrib-
ably menacing. “Do you mean to
say you smelled smoke in your
room, Mr. Trainor?”

“No. When I came in just now.
I'd been to look at a cottage your
husband thought might suit us for
the rest of the summer, and—"
Trainor shrugged apologetically
“—~having had a fire in my house
not so long ago 1 guess I smell
smoke even when there isn’t any.
I’'m sorry, I must have startled you,
turning up down here.”

“Oh, it was very kind of you,”
saild Mrs. Kingsley. Something
about her had relaxed very subtly.
“If there had been a spark some-
where, and Mr. Kingsley and I both
away—goodness, one docsn’t dare
think what might have happened.”

She was bland again as they
emerged from the stairs into the
kitchen, and except for his body
chemistry Trainor could almost
have smiled at the suggestion that,
only moments ago, she had consti-
tuted danger. “And how is Mrs.
Trainor today” she asked.

“Much better, thanks ...’

But she wasn’t. Trainor arriving
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at the hospital on the dot of two
o'clock found that they had
changed Julia’s cast and given her
something to deaden the resulting
pain, so that when he went in Mrs.
Emilio held up an arm to warn
him off. She conveyed in whispers
that Julia was asleep and had better
be left that way. Trainor tiptoed
obediently around the curtain.

He wished he hadn’t. Julia was
sleeping, but in a tormented way:
he could almost sce the scethe of
dreams inside her down-turned
head. While he watched she flung
out a restless hand, grasped at the
bedclothes, and drew them close as
though something she loved had
almost escaped her and bcen re-
captured just in time.

Trainor returned to the Kings-
leys’. The Chrysler was back,
Kingsley having reached the Gov-
ernor’s Lodge Inn to find the pre-
planned message that Mrs. Dun-
nington’s car had broken down en
route and she would have to make
it another day.

Trainor did not go in. He got
into his car and drove 20 miles to
the nearest newspaper office. It was
the Baysville Weckly Courier, but
the masthead announced it served
all the shore towns.

Things were dull at the Courier
when Trainor arrived, and a pretty
blonde college girl waved him to a
table in the corner of the office and
brought him the Courier for July
12.

Trainor had expected to have to
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dig for any connection between
James Fox of Springfield and July
12, but there it was on page 2, with
a two-column headline over the
furry indistinct picture of a young
man in a private’s uniform. The
headline said, “Springfield Attor-
ney Reveals Disappearance, Fears
Accident to Son, 24.”

S 24. Son, twenty-four? In that
case D 16, noted on Kingsley’s file
card, was a 16-ycar-old daughter.

Trainor skipped rapidly through
the newspaper account. James Fox
Jr,, son of—etc., ctc,, had borrowed
the family car to take his girl to a
movie. Engine trouble having de-
veloped on the way, he had left the
girl in the car and started walking
back to a garage he remembered
passing about a mile behind. He
had never rcached the garage;
somewhere along that stretch of
feavily traveled highway he had
dropped completely out of sight.

But not out of mind—not out of
Kingsley’'s mind. Kingsley had
ncatly filed his name and address
and date of disappearance, and fol-
lowed that with figure, 2500.

$2,500?

The newspaper he was staring at
dimmed suddenly for Trainor and
became another chronicle of dis-
appcarance, this time a yellowed
clipping. There was a figure here,
too: on the instructions of an anon-
ymous telephone caller, the Kings-
leys had paid $2,000 for information
that would lcad them to their van-
ished son.
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But that had becn 14 years ago
and nearly 3,000 miles away. And
in any case—

The society editor blinked
through her glasses and the pretty
blonde came hurrying across the
room when the man who had
asked so quietly for a back issue
pushed his chair back with jarring
violence and walked out without a
word.

It was close to 6:00 when Trainor
parked in the Kingsleys' driveway,
got out of the car, and walked scru-
tinizingly around it, kicking at a
rear tire, bending to sight along the
wheels as though he were worried
about the alignment.

And there, at the back of the
Kingsley garage that this view af-
forded him, were the newspapers he
had thought he remembered from a
chance glimpse on the day of his
arrival. Stacks of them, neatly
baled, secured not with twine but,
from a random striking of light
from a side window, wire.

He could hear the Kingsleys talk-
ing in the kitchen when he entered
the house. “. . . dwarf dahlias,”
Mrs. Kingsley was saying, “for that
bed under your office window.”
Kingsley only grunted. Mrs. Kings-
ley said pursuingly, “Sophia has a
whole border of them, and she
says . . ." and Trainor went on up
to his room, shaken.

He wasn’t shaken long. The sub-
tle crawl of his skin drove him to
the bureau drawers again, and al-
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though he had half expected the
studbox to be gone, it was still
there. So were the mementoes in
the drawer above it. Trainor stood
there for a long time, staring, think-
ing, finally knowing . ..

“What?” repcated Julia at short-
ly after 8:00 that evening. “Hugh
dear, one of us has been drinking,
or—say it again.”

Trainor repeated his question.
“What did your brothers keep in
their rooms at sixteen?”

Julia started to say something,
glanced cautiously at his face, and
stopped in thought. “You mean
aside from laundry and unmade
beds? Well, let’s see, it's hard to
... Oh, stolen signs, you know the
kind. Cut-out girls they prctended
to think were hilarious. Nick had
a crush on a girl who had a crush
on a football player, and he bor-
rowed a set of barbells from some-
where and hid them under his bed
for months. Bill—"

“No slingshots?” interrupted
Trainor. “No bascball gloves or
camp banners?”

Julia gazed at him in perplexity.
“Hugh, you know yourself most
boys that age would sooner be
caught dead . .. oh.” She had re-
membered his room at the Kings-
lys’, hung with boyish trophies—
but they weren’t the trophies of a
boy of 16. She said with scrupulous
fairness, “If it had been a girl they
might easily have kept a doll. That
doesn’t necessarily—"
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“A doll, yes. But also her first
dance program, or—" Because his
own daughter was only nine
months old, Trainor foundered
there. The Hissop entry in Kings-
ley’s cellar files slid darkly into his
mind. Finished, said the black can-
celling line run through the rest of
the information. Dead, gone.

He said to Julia, “What I mean
is that parents keeping up a sort of
memorial wouldn't . . . freeze a
child at well below the age he dis-
appeared at, would they?”

The perturbation of her drug-
bound drecams carlicr that day
touched Julia’s face, dimming the
bloom and the confidence. She said
with a shudder, “I don’t know. I
wouldn't think so, but I'm nothnig
to go by as I don't think I could do
it at all.”

The wet rustle of rain intruded
briefly. ‘

“I don't think the Kingsleys did
it either,” said Trainor.
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The telephone summons he had
heard from his room had obviously
been for Kingsley, because a few
minutes later Trainor watched him
pause by the Chrysler, shuflle
through cards he drew from his in-
side pocket, and drive away. He
was clearly on his way to show a
house or houses.

Mrs. Kingsley remained, and aft-
cr that interlude in the cellar Train-
or was sure she would not leave
the house while he was in it. He
showered and dressed, listening to
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inged ankles uncrossed themselves
and a pair of sedate black oxford
ties moved out of sight.

Mrs. Kingsley’s ankles,
Kingsley’s shoes.

Mrs. Kingsley had been there all
the time.

Julia mustn’t know. Trainor
stood up in the thunder of his
blood, all of it concentrated in his
throat. He managed to glance at
his watch, to say, “Oh, Lord, I told
Mrs. Castle I'd call at 8:00 and it’s
nearly 8:30. Be right back . . ."

Mrs. Emilio’s pain-sharp face
turned on the pillow as he passed
the foot of her bed. Distractedly,
Trainor recalled a low nonstop
murmur on the other side of the
curtain. The murmur covering his
voice from all but the fiercest con-
centration . . .

Trainor must have run to the
other end of the corridor, because
he ended up breathing fast at the
floor nurse’s discreetly lighted desk.
He gestured at the phone although
she wasn’t looking at him. “Is that
an outside line?”

The nurse continued writing on
a sheaf of papers; she said absently,
“You'll find a public phone booth
in the lobby, sir,” and only glanced
up when the phone was raked to
the edge of her desk, the receiver
snatched up, the dial spun.

“I'm sorry, but you can’t use this
phone.” Apology turned to outrage
as Trainor gave the operator his
home number, holding the instru-
ment well away from her out-
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stretched arm. “I'm sorry, this
phone is for emergencies!”

Trainor didn’t answer her. He
didn’t see her. He saw his house
miles away, lamplit in the rain, the
children asleep. John and Gregory
in the room they shared, Mary in
her crib. Mrs. Castle mending some-
thing, or looking at television . . .

The line was busy.

The floor nurse had advanced
courageously around the desk.
Trainor crashed the receiver down
and ran for the stairs.

He recalled the mght Mrs. ngs-
ly had drawn him in for a high-
ball, the polite questions about his
family. Two boys and a girl, wasn't
that lovely?

Trainor had reached the lobby.
There was only one telephone
booth, and Mrs. Kingsley, sedate in
lavender and white chiffon, was
now emerging from it.

In the outer lobby she put on her
raincoat and plastic hood, and pro-
duced a small plaid umbrella.

She was walking. Of course she
was walking; the Chrysler was
elsewhere.

She waited on the stone steps for
Trainor with an air of gravity.

“Really, Mr. Trainor, you should-
n't have done that, you know. Give
me the film, please.”

“I'll give it to Kingsley or what-
ever his name is,” said Trainor over
the pound in his throat.

“You'll give it to me. Mr. K.ngs-
ley—" she was severe over the name
“—is at your home, helping Mrs.
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was conciliatory, almost wheedling.
That would fit with the wild no-
tion that had just shot through his
head—it would fit exactly.

Back into the light from the
kitchen, now, with the order re-
versed: Mrs. Kingsley walking
ahead, lcaving a wake of triumph;
Trainor following, dry-mouthed.

And if he had been right so far,
he must be right all the way.

These people weren't killers, but
scavengers; not lions, but jackals,

Mrs. Kingsley preceded him
through the kitchen into the liv-
ing room. She seemed oddly hesi-
tant on her way to the telephone
there, and she was unprepared for
the swift hard scizing of her wrists,
the bending upward and backward,
so that the film fell to the floor and
rolled.

“Call Kingsley, from this num-
ber?” said Trainor softly. “Not
very likely, is it? Call Kingsley,
traccably, at a kidnap rendezvous?
Because it would have to be long-
distance, wouldn’t it? And then
you two want a head start, natural-
ly—"

Trainor used his other hand to
lay the receiver on the telephone
table, dial operator, pick up the re-
ceiver again.

She was peculiarly silent as he
gave the number of his house, and
in the line-drawling silence against
his ear it flashed across Trainor’s
mind that she had won; that they
had becn forced into a deviation
from their usual pattern and he
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had, ruinously, banked against it.
Then Mrs. Castle’s serene voice
said, “Hello? Oh, Mr. Trainor. The
children asked before they went to
bed if you were going to call—"

The darkness on the stairs, the
reason for Mrs. Kingsley's silence,
solidified in a rush that rocked the
receiver out of Trainor’s hand and
onto the floor. The base tumbled
after it, landing with a crash and a
sharp ping of alarm. Kingsley, a
gray-headed mask of light and
shadow, was armcd with some-
thing that moved too rapidly for
identihcation—a table leg?

The little curve-clawed cultiva-
tor he had picked up beside the
flowerpots sprang into Trainor’s
hand—a weapon as primitive as his
own transition from terror for his
children to rage at this monstrous
pair. When it had once bitten into
Kingsley’s corded hand and re-
mained ready at the diving face,
Kingsley drew back, panting.

The doorbell rang into the harsh-
breathing silence, and rang again.
Trainor, who had kept Mrs. Kings-
ley warily on the edgc of his vision,
turned his head and saw her
pressed against the wall, hair strag-
gling over her wrinkled face.

He said as the doorbell pealed
even more insistently, “Come, you
have company,” and his voice
seemed to ricochet around the dim
living room. No one, he realized,
had spoken a word since Kingsley
had sprung out of hiding on the
stairs.
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But they had been gathering
themselves, assessing the danger,
finding it real; behind their rigid
attitudes and laboring breath they
had been consulting each other.

Kingsley hurled the heavy table
leg at Trainor’s face and lunged
for the dining room in what seemed
to be one motion. Trainor, twisting
his head instinctively and not quite
in time, nearly missed the point of
the diversion. He got to the film
which still lay on the floor just be-
fore Mrs. Kingsley’s lightning
reach, and perhaps becausc his head
was ringing with pain from the
glancing blow, he heard with be-
wilderment 2 man’s voice, evident-
ly raised at Kingsley: “Just a min-
ute, sir!”

The caller had tired of ringing
the doorbell, and forced his way in.
Mrs. Kingsley’s face was a bad
color. Trainor turned his head with
some difhiculty (what in hell was
that stick made of?) and looked at
a policeman, who was now saying
with caution, “There seems to be
some trouble here?”

Mrs. Kingsley said with instant
indignation, “Officer, this man ...”
and Trainor stopped listening and
sat gravely down on a chair, strug-
gling with a wild amusement.

Julia and her midnight hot pas-
trami, smuggled in by Mrs. Emi-
lio’s myriad relatives and friends,
and the nurse they had suborned
among them. What it came down
to was smuggled-in food, smug-
gled-out message—to this uni-
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formed policeman whom Trainor
had last met in a dapper blue suit,
bowing around Mrs. Emilio’s bed-
curtain, at her behest, to convey a
rissole to Julia,

Fox, the Springfield attorney
who had been the Kingsleys’ most
recent victim, had a wide political
acquaintance. When he had identi-
fied Kingsley as the telephone caller
who had promised information
about his missing son in return for
a sum of money, phones were lifted,
teletypes busied, newspaper and po-
lice files dug into. Fourteen years
and 2,500 miles werc pecled pa-
tiently back—to the death by expo-
sure of a boy on a mountain peak.

There were details which would
remain obscure forever unless the
clderly couple now held for extor-
tion chose to explain them, and
they showed no sign of doing so.
The inquiry was further compli-
cated by the fact that the real
Kingsleys had lived very much to
themselves cven before the death
of their son drove them into deeper
retrcat. It was known that Mrs,
Kingsley had distant relatives in
England and therefore assumed,
when the house was suddenly
closed that they had gone abroad.

Certainly no one asked questions;
all the questions had been asked
weeks earlier in the search for the
telephone caller who had precipat-
ed Mrs. Kingsley’s collapse. Kings-
ley had no enemies, and as the boy’s
disappearance had been widely
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publicized throughout the state,
the inquiry hadn’t much hope of
success.

Now, 14 years later, the house-
keeper who had known the Kings-
leys better than anyone else con-
firmed the fact that they had no
enemies; she added, not surprising-
ly, that they had had no real friends
cither. There had been a childhood
friend of Mrs. Kingsley’s (duly
checked out and found to be living
blamelessly in Bryn Mawr) and a
classmate of Mr. Kingsley’s at col-
lege. Down on his luck, so that
Kingsley helped him and his wife
financially from time to time.

The housekeeper had been struck
by the husband's resemblance to
Kingsley: tall, a little stooped when
he forgot to straighten his shoul-
ders, beginning to go gray ...?
Dowd, that was it, Francis Dowd,
and his wife’s name was Laura . . .

It was three weeks before Train-
or stopped feeling like a sorcerer’s
apprentice, and Julia, so she said,
like a West Point cadet in her vari-
ous straps and harnesses. By that
time two skeletons had been dug
up from beneath the floor of a fish-
ing cabin in the mountains above
Santa Fe, and the man and woman
whom Trainor had known as the
Kingsleys had been definitely es-
tablished as Francis and Laura
Dowd. It scemed unlikely, in view
of the mounting file on the Dowds,
that they would ever be free to pur-
sue any further career.
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The summer decpened. The
children’s toad succumbed to an
overdose of peanut butter, and the
housc next door was bought by
people named Hathaway. The
Dowds disappeared first from the
newspaper, then from daily conver-
sation, and finally from Trainor’s
consciousness.

Until a night in late August.

The darkness sang with locusts,
but there was somcthing else—a
muffled and rhythmic sound to
which Julia, head turned toward
the open living-room window, lis-
tened alerdy.

“Hathaway,” she said after a
brooding moment, “banging away
on that boat of his—or at least he
says it’s a boat. It sounds more like
an armada.”

An expression Trainor was fa-
miliar with crossed her reflectively
tilted face. She said slowly, “Come
to think of it, I met him in the lane
the other night, just as it was get-
ing dark, and I happened to think

»

No, thought Trainor; not just
yet. It was the sheerest nonsense to
imagine cven for an instant that
conjecture could turn into fact by
some black and secret process, and
what he felt on the back of his neck
was undoubtedly a draft. Suill . . .
not just yet.

“—what a very open clean-cut
upstanding fellow Hathaway really
is,” said Julia rapidly, meeting his
eye. “In fact, let’s have a drink on
it, shall we, Hugh?”
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