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Dear Mystery Fans:

t Here we are back together again, for a peek through 
the keyhole into the wonderful world of crime. We're 
glad to see all the familiar faces out there and we hope 
that the new faces among you will become regulars 
of the Murder-and-Mayhem society.

Membership in our Murder-and-Mayhem society 
keeps growing by leaps and bounds. We are digging 
out from under the avalanche of mail that inundated 
our editorial staff and now we can report that everyone 
has come up weary but grinning. One reason we’re

happy is that, to judge from your letters and the sales on our first two
issues of Keyhole Mystery, you are pleased with our efforts to date. 
Keep writing to us. and we'll print the letters of most general interest to 
everyone. Every letter is carefully read, and remembered, even if we 
can't answer ’em all.

In our third issue. Crime Marches On. Most of you will be pleased to 
see Beasley Grove back again. The Big Brain of Eastern U. campus is 
the most popular new detective to have been introduced in many years, 
and we think you'll enjoy watching him at work again.

Also present is the usual assortment of villains and villainy who will 
awaken shudders in the most steadfast among you. Their dark crimes 
are told by today’s leading masters of the murder story: such authors as 
Roald Dahl, John Collier, Lawrence G. Blochman, Stanley Ellin and 
many others. For a different kind of story, try the Hit-Run Homicide 
in this issue, which features one of the most popular young singers in 
America, Fabian, in the startlingly different role of detective. You’ll like 
it.

Now it’s time to adjourn this latest meeting of the Murder-and-May­
hem Society—

Yours till death,

THE EDITOR
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LETTERS to the editor:
ON COPS

I was once involved in a legal 
scrape similar to the one those 
kids were in in your story The 
Trap. Even though I was inno­
cent, the cops never left me alone. 
If I had the same chance as those 
kids, I’d let that cop stew in his 
own juice.

Vincent Andrews 
Baltimore, Md.

Norman Daniels certainly stacks 
the cards. Don’t ever think that 
the f’atfoots are as understanding 
as this. I never heard of one who 
would give up his own time to 
help teenagers out of a mess. More 
likely, they’d hand them the back 
of their nightsticks.

Paul Stam
Washington, D, C.

I thought The Trap was just 
fine. Science fiction, wasn’t it?

Peter Haroldson 
Atlanta, Ga.

Thanks for publishing a story 
that made a police officer seem 
human for a change. We really 
are, you know—despite what you 
hear.

Ptl. G. H. K.
St. Louis, Miss.

FAVORITE AUTHOR

I was glad to see Theodore Stur­
geon in your magazine. His story 
was exciting and well written. 
He’s always been one of my very 
favorite authors. Let’s have more 
by him.

John Temple
New York, N.Y.

Are you listening, Ted? —Ed.

If there’s anything I hate, it’s a 
guy who thinks that any female 
—and I mean any—isn’t fair 
game. That’s why Night Ride, by 
Ted Sturgeon, burned me up. A 
guy gets knocked off because he 
got involved with a miserable 
girl, and he’s a big villain. As 
Nero Wolfe says, phooey!

Mike Delaney
Brooklyn, New York

Reader Delaney’s criticism is 
ridiculous. Nero Wolfe says pfui!

—Ed.

UNCLE AND NEPHEW

That was an interesting gim­
mick, publishing stories by a 
famed author, Melville Davisson 
Post, and his writer-nephew in the 
same issue. It proves that blood 
doesn't tell. What the uncle for­
got, the nephew will never learn



9—9—

about how to write a good detec­
tive story.

Charles Cansini
Taos, New Mexico

I__ enjoyed both stories and,
knowing they were written by 
writers related to each other made 
them all the more interesting.

Donald Shahane 
Portland, Me.

A CASE OF HOMICIDE

I never thought keyhole mys­
tery would stoop so low as to 
publish a story like A Case of 
Homicide. It treated the murder 
of that poor old man like it was 
some kind of a grisly joke.

George E. Allen 
Waco, Texas

So which murder method did 
really finish off the old bloke? 
Don’t leave me like this. Drop 
the other shoe, fevvensakes!

Peter Lopez
Detroit, Mich.

You pays your money and you 
ta\es your choice. No doubt of 
one thing. The old man was the 
victim of a multiple murder. —Ed.

HEADERS' CHOICE

I like stories such as A Matter 
of Life by Robert Bloch. I hate 

stories such as Born for Murder 
by John Collier. Ordinarily I 
think John Collier is tops in the 
field. But this one was a real 
clinker.

Don Martin
San Diego, Calif.

A new story by John Collier! 
What a find! What a treat! I 
thought he had given up writing 
detective fiction. But he proved 
with this one he’s still head and 
shoulders above ’em all.

Martin Katz 
Phila., Pa.

Eagerly I bought the second 
issue of keyhole mystery. Hope­
fully I turned over the pages, 
searching, searching. But there 
was no sign of my favorite sLuth, 
Beasley Grove. I love that man! 
Don’t you dare leave him out of 
another issue, or I’ll never buy 
your magazine again.

Phyllis Nelson
Rockport, Mass.

Beasley is in this issue, ma-am. 
Hope you like him. —Ed.

I think your magazine is tops— 
compares more than favorably 
with the best in the murder mys­
tery field. I particularly liked Wife 
Killer by Rod Reed in your June 
issue. He’s one of my favorite 
writers.

Rod Reed
Pine Bush, N. Y.

—————————————————9—9—

5



6



Most detective stories involve 
fictional characters in fictional 
situations. A very few go for the 
different twist, using fictional 
characters in a real life situation 
—such as a fictional detective 
present at the scene of Lincoln’s 
assassination.

Herewith we present a real 
departure in detective fiction— 
using real characters in an imag­
ined problem of crime and pun­
ishment. In this story the nation’s

teen-age singing idol—the Fabulous Fabian—finds himself sud­
denly projected into the middle of a mystery that would confound 
many experienced sleuths. How he conducts himself and what ef­
fect his actions have on the outcome of the story are entirely the 
invention of Bill Boltin—a writer who spent a great deal of time 
with Fabian before writing this story, so that he could predict, as 
well as anyone can, how this famous young man would actually 
perform in this imaginary situation.

And so, with no further fanfare, we present Fabian—in his first 
and perhaps only appearance as a modern Sherlocl^ Holmes.

Fabian Turns Detective in:

THE HIT-RUN 
HOMICIDE

by BILL BOLTIN

I4IEUTENANT QUINNELL WAS POLITE 

and patient, mindful of the fact 
that the young man who had re­
ported a crime was Fabian, the 
juvenile juke king and popular 

vocal star of the discs and dance 
halls, the kilocycles and cinema.

Seated on the sofa in his lavish 
hotel suite, Fabian watched him 
stalk up and down the length of



the living room.
"Why did you Wait until you 

reached your hotel to contact the 
precinct?” asked the lieutenant.

"I looked for a prowl car or the 
officer on the beat,” said Fabian, 
with a soft smile, “but I didn’t 
see any. There didn’t seem to be 
a doctor’s office nearby, either. So 
I checked the victim’s pulse. It 
was very feeble. Since I couldn’t 
do anything, and my hotel was 
right down the street, I hurried 
here and phoned you.”

Lieutenant Quinnell j a b b e d 
some notes into his little black 
book while he asked, “You'didn’t 
examine the victim’s pockets for 
any identification?”

“No, sir. This was a matter for 
the police. You see, 1 know a little 
about the proper procedure. My 
father was a cop. A darned good 
one, too.” The young singer’s tone 
was pardonably proud.

“Lucky for us you were walking 
along that side of Central Park 
South, Fabian, or the body might 
not have been discovered until 
next day.”

Fabian answered the implied 
question. “It’s not unusual for me 
to walk that hour of the night. 
I was on the way to my hotel on 
Fifth Avenue after my last per­
formance at the theater.”

"Now, let’s go back over the 
whole story,” the lieutenant said. 
“You were leaving the theater 
when—”

Fabian sighed and repeated the 

story he had already told the lieu­
tenant. He had been taking a 
brisk walk through the sparkling 
winter midnight. Suddenly he be­
came aware of a grotesque mass 
on the sidewalk, huddled darkly 
against the stone wall beyond the 
glowing periphery of the street 
lamp. Approaching warily he had 
discovered a critically injured 
man, who could only moan at his 
touch and murmur, “... sy ... 
sy... ” before he quivered in 
agony and lay still.

As he had started off for help, 
Fabian’s shoe-tip kicked a rabbit’s 
foot, obviously a good luck token 
belonging to the man. It certainly 
hadn’t been lucky for the victim.

“Another hit-and-run case,” said 
Lieutenant Quinnell. “There’s 
been a rash of these lately.” He 
stared at the ceiling. "Sy ... sy... 
s-i or s-y. And it rhymed with 
‘sky’. What could he have been 
trying to say?”

“He may have meant cyanide,” 
ventured Fabian. “Maybe someone 
poisoned him.”

“No,” said the lieutenant. 
“There doesn’t seem to be a trace 
of anything like that. He was a 
straight hit-and-run victim—we’re 
almost certain of that.”

“Maybe he meant, p^y-chiatrist,” 
suggested Fabian, hopefully, “or 
s-i-g-h.”

“Just like in a song lyric,” the 
lieutenant observed with a trace 
of amusement. “Well, we won’t 
get anywhere trying to add it up 



right now. We’ll check out the 
victim. Name’s Hamilton Goss. 
We’ve already notified his wife to 
claim the body.”

The lieutenant tugged on the 
brim of his hat to punctuate the 
end of the interview. “Grateful for 
what you did, Fabian. Good 
night.”

Fabian held the outside door 
open for Quinnell. Then an idea 
occurred to him:

“Say, lieutenant—I’m free until 
3:00 in the afternoon. Mind if I 
come over to the precinct after 
breakfast to see what plays? After 
all, I have a personal stake in this 
case and, besides, it will remind 
me of old times with my father.”

Lieutenant Quinnell smiled. His 
thin upper lip edged high to re­
veal a flash of gold amidst his glis­
tening teeth. “Glad to have you, 
Fabian, but I’m warning you. I’m 
a Perry Como fan myself.”

The lieutenant’s humor was a 
bit heavy-handed, but Fabian 
grinned happily. It was swell to be 
allowed to look in on a case like 
this. The young singer had a 
hunch this was one hit-and-run 
killer who wasn’t going to get 
away.

After a hearty breakfast of 
orange juice, bacon, eggs, and 
waffles, Fabian went straight 
down to the station house. The 
routine investigation was well un­
der way when he arrived. He 
paused to sign an autograph book 

for the desk sergeant’s pretty 
young teen-aged daughter who 
was waiting for him breathlessly 
and who almost swooned when 
he thanked her as he handed back 
the autograph book. Then he was 
ushered into Lieutenant Quin- 
nell’s cubicle.

“We’ve made real progress,” 
said Quinnell crisply by way of 
greeting. “I asked headquarters to 
order every available man to check 
out garages in the city for a car 
with a dented fender. Goss’ body 
was struck so hard, the impact 
must have caused some damage.”

“And you succeeded in locating 
the murder car?” asked Fabian.

“We found it. It was a ’60 
Chrysler. The owner returned his 
car to the garage a little past mid­
night. The time checks out to 
make him our prime suspect. So 
does one other very important 
item.”

“What’s that?”
“The owner of the car happens 

to be the business partner of the 
victim, Hamilton Goss. His name 
is Seymour Bryant—Sy Bryant— 
S-y Bryant!”

“I saw what Hamilton Goss 
looked like after the accident,” 
Fabian said slowly. “Now I’d like 
to see the kind of man who could 
commit that kind of a murder.”

“Come along,” said Lieutenant 
Quinnell.

When he opened the door of 
his apartment to admit them, Sy 



Bryant’s face matched the color of 
the slate grey morning they’d left 
downstairs before being catapulted 
by elevator to his 21st floor apart­
ment.

“I should’ve reported it,” said 
Bryant lamely, leading them into 
a mahogany-paneled study. “But 
you must believe me. I was going 
to do it first chance I got this 
morning. It didn’t seem so urgent 
that I had to notify the police at 
once.”

Lieutenant Quinnell had heard 
many remarkable statements in 
his time, but nothing like this. 
Here was a man who had de­
liberately—it couldn’t have been 
accidental—yes, deliberately run 
down his own business associate 
and he was dismissing it as of no 
importance.

Fabian also stared in shocked 
disbelief. Then he pulled his eyes 
away from the distraught figure 
to observe the entrance of a slim, 
sloe-eyed 17-year-old. She wore a 
turtleneck sweater jammed into 
toreador pants. Her pert, upturned 
nose was set in a cream-white 
cameo face, under a crown of jet 
hair that was combed straight 
back and twisted into a tight bun. 
Her ballet shoes gave bounce to 
her step. She took one of her fa­
ther’s nervously twisting hands 
into hers.

“My daughter Melanie,” said 
Bryant, introducing her. “Lieuten­
ant Quinnell, and—”

“Fabiani Aren’t you Fabian?” 

interrupted the girl, breathlessly, 
she glanced at the lieutenant, in­
credulously. “What is he doing 
here?”

“He’s interested in the case,” re­
plied Lieutenant Quinnell, fixing 
flinty eyes on Bryant, “because he 
found the body.”

“Body ... body?” echoed Sy 
Bryant in a low tremulous voice 
of fear and astonishment. “Aren’t 
you here because of the light pole 
in the park I hit last night?”

He was carrying it off very 
well, thought Lieutenant Quin­
nell. And he could most likely 
show them the pole, to serve as 
an excuse for the damaged fender. 
Lieutenant Quinnell flatly filled 
in father and daughter with the 
details on Hamilton Goss’s death, 
mentioning the dying man’s final 
outburst... “ ... Sy ... Sy ...!”

Bryant collapsed in a deep chair 
with an anguished moan.

“Oh, my God, my God!” he 
sobbed. He shuddered convulsive­
ly. “Ham’s dead, but I didn’t do 
it. I swear I didn’t!”

Melanie quickly poured a tea­
spoon of brown medicine from a 
bottle on the desk. As her father 
downed it, she closed a hand over 
his.

“I don’t believe Daddy’s guilty 
of such a terrible thing. Besides, 
you haven’t proved anything at 
all,” she said in a quite level 
voice, her eyes flaming with an­
ger. Go ahead and try. I know 
you won’t find a shred. Daddy’s 



incapable of doing such a thing.”
But her confidence had been 

shaken. She was well aware, Fa­
bian thought, that the web of cir­
cumstantial evidence could trap 
her father. As he followed Lieu­
tenant Quinnell through the door, 
Melanie grasped Fabian’s arm.

“Please ... please ...” she im­
plored in a tense whisper. “We 
have nobody to turn to. Help 
Daddy! Please, Fabian!”

The young singer put his hand 
on hers. No matter what her fa­
ther might have done, this lovely 
young girl was certainly not 
guilty.

“Try not to worry,” he told 
her.

Later that day, Fabian was busy 
at the theatre, where his personal 
appearance had enticed such a 
throng that police reserves were 
required to keep his fans in check. 
At the recording studio, he cut a 
couple of sides, then canceled a 
dinner date at Sardi’s to down a 
snack at a drug store counter. 
Then, moved by an obscure im­
pulse, he took a taxi to the pre­
cinct. He couldn’t erase from his 
mind the picture of despair on 
Melanie’s face, or dim the sound 
of her plaintive plea in his ears. 
"Please ... please. We have no­
body to turn to. Help Daddy!"

At the station house, Fabian 
signed a photograph for the desk 
sergeant’s wife, who fluttered her 
thanks and flitted away. Then he 

spotted Lieutenant Quinnell sip­
ping water from a paper cup at 
the cooler in the corridor. Seeing 
Fabian, the lieutenant’s voice 
crackled with smugness.

“We’ve about wrapped up the 
case. Goss’s wife told me there 
was a fat insurance policy! The 
surviving partner was the bene­
ficiary—to the tune of nearly a 
quarter of a million dollars. That’s 
our motive.”

“Are you going to arrest Bry­
ant?” Fabian asked. “It’s still 
pretty early. You might be jump­
ing to a conclusion, lieutenant.”

“The devil I am!” Lieutenant 
Quinnell’s fingers crushed the pa­
per cup and dropped it into a 
receptacle. “Add it up for your­
self. The dying man identified his 
killer by name. Bryant’s car had 
a crumpled fender, which he tried 
to pass off with a phoney alibi. 
And now, the motive. Do you 
think that isn’t enough to in­
criminate him?” He answered be­
fore Fabian could venture an 
opinion. “You can bet a stack of 
your hit records it does, young 
man. The D. A. will have enough 
to convict. All I have to do is type 
up the warrant and bring Sy Bry­
ant in.”

Fabian watched Lieutenant 
Quinnell go back into his office, 
leaving a final and menacing 
grunt of triumph hanging in the 
air.

As Fabian left the precinct, he 
was preoccupied. He didn’t even 



hear the desk sergeant ask when 
he could please sign some more 
photos for the girls in his daugh­
ter’s sorority.

The police had indeed woven a 
tight skein of evidence, but some­
thing still disturbed Fabian. The 
theme, harmony and counterpoint 
were correct, but the coda was 
illogical—the coda that is the pas­
sage at the end of a composition 
which brings it to a successful 
conclusion.

Fabian glanced at his wrist 
watch. He had almost an hour 
before he was due back at the 
theatre for his next performance. 
The slanting sun had long disap­
peared and the snow that had 
threatened all day now broke 
loose in a flurry, flaking him as 
he walked swiftly down Lexing­
ton Avenue. He was deep in 
thought as he cut across Park to­
wards Madison.

He was crossing west on Madi­
son Avenue when the raucous 
squeak-squeak of a tiny horn 
made him jump. The driver of 
the motorcycle tender, speeding 
on a service call, shouted an in­
distinguishable epithet at him as 
he swerved his vehicle. For a mo­
ment, Fabian stood on the side­
walk, watching the reckless rider 
vanish in the night’s swirling 
snow.

In that split second, Fabian no­
ticed a small, broken chain dan­
gling from the handlebars. A 
chain that might once have held 

a good-luck piece.... like a rab­
bit’s foot. And at this thought, 
another idea leaped into Fabian’s 
mind.

Sy ... sy the dying victim had 
uttered. Could Goss have been 
making a desperate, dying effort 
to identify a motorcycle?

It was nothing but the wildest 
of hunches, but Fabian decided to 
act on it. He found a garage from 
which the motorcycle might have 
emerged down a sidestreet.

He dropped in and talked to 
the owner for a while and then 
he telephoned Lieutenant Quin­
nell from the garage’s office. 
From the tone of the lieutenant’s 
voice, Fabian could tell he was im­
patient with this meddling. But 
after Fabian talked a little more, 
the lieutenant finally agreed to 
come.

“Of course, it’s a long shot,” 
said Fabian as he led Lieutenant 
Quinnell into the steamy comfort 
of the underground garage, reek­
ing of rubber and gasoline. “But 
it’s worth playing if it means sav­
ing a man’s life, isn’t it?”

Lieutenant Quinnell glared at 
the No Smoking sign and lit a 
cigarette.

“Okay, I’m here. Let’s talk to 
the owner.”

Fabian returned a moment later 
with the owner, a paunchy man 
in overalls.

“The lieutenant wants to talk 
to you about Eddie, the boy who 



rides your motorcycle tender,” Fa­
bian said.

“Eddie’s a bit on the wild side,” 
volunteered the owner. “His job 
is to pick up and deliver the car 
when a tenant phones and to an­
swer service calls. The way he 
roars out of here on his putt-putt, 
it’s enough to make a body think 
twice before daring to cross a 
street.”

“What makes him that way?” 
Lieutenant Quinnell asked.

“He’s a crazy kid, that’s all. I’ve 
warned him he’s gonna get him­
self killed one of these days, or 
worse still, kill some innocent per­
son. And that rabbit’s foot he car­
ries ain’t gonna keep him out of 
trouble either.”

They were still talking to the 
owner when a stuttering roar 
reached them and a young blond 
man barreled down the ramp on 
the motorcycle tender and roared 
into the garage. He leaped off the 
motorcycle. Something about 
Lieutenant Quinnell’s appearance 
as he strode towards him caused 
his arrogance to dissipate.

“What’s up?” the blond young 
man asked.

“This is Lieutenant Quinnell of 
the police department, Eddie,” the 
owner told him.

The lieutenant wordlessly exam­
ined the fender over the cycle’s 
front wheel. The metal bore a 
deep dent. A snapped chain still 
swung listlessly from the handle­
bar. Lieutenant Quinnell drew the 

broken strand, on which dangled 
the rabbit’s foot, from his pocket 
and matched the two pieces.

Eddie’s eyes became pinpoints of 
fear. Studying him, Fabian saw 
that the boy was fighting down 
an instinct to run. The tension 
stretched almost beyond endur­
ance.

Lieutenant Quinnell snapped:
“You want to tell me now how 

it happened, or do you want to 
wait until we get down to the pre­
cinct?”

Eddie leaned against a wall for 
support.

“I would’ve reported it,” he said 
hoarsely, “but who’d have believed 
it was an accident.... that it 
wasn’t my fault?”

“You’d have been a lot smarter 
to report it right away. Juries have 
a nasty habit of assuming that a 
hit-run driver is always wrong.”

Eddie’s face turned pale and 
sweat broke out on his forehead.

“I didn’t mean to hit that Mr. 
Goss,” he said bleakly. “You’ve 
got to take my word I didn’t even 
know I’d hit him till I read about 
the accident in the paper this 
morning.”

“How come?”
“It was dark. Some of the street 

lights on Central Park South were 
out. I was just turning the corner 
when I thought I saw something. 
I swerved my wheel, but not 
quick enough. Whatever it was, 
it flew across the sidewalk and 
slammed into the wall. It didn’t 



move. I knew it must be dead. 
But I never thought it was a 
man.”

“You never stopped to look, did 
you? If it will ease your con­
science, I don’t think you could 
have been of any help if you had 
stopped.”

Lieutenant Quinnell glanced 
outside. The snow was falling 
heavily, screening the street like 
white gauze. “I suggest you get 
somone to replace Eddie,” he told 
the garage owner. “Eddie’s going 
to be away for some time.”

Fabian glanced at his watch. He 
was due at the theater in just five 
minutes.

“Lieutenant, can you make a de­
tour on the way to the precinct 
and give me a lift?” he asked. 
“I’m due onstage in exactly four 
and a half minutes, and they’ll be 
worried if I don’t show up.”

“Sure thing... if you promise 
not to tell Perry Como.” Lieuten­
ant Quinnell smiled. “It’s the 
least I can do for you.”

He nodded curtly to Eddie, a 
signal of departure, and propelled 
him up the ramp towards the 
waiting, snow-capped squad car.

“By the way,” Fabian called 
after him, “how long will it take 
you to reach the theater?”

“With the siren, not more than 
a couple of minutes,” Lieutenant 
Quinnell replied.

“Good. Then I’ve got time to 
make one phone call,” said Fa­
bian. “It’s rather important to a 
couple of people.”

He stepped into the office, and 
scooped up the phone.

“Melanie Bryant’s apartment, 
please,” he said to the operator at 
the switchboard in a voice which 
was unusually jubilant. ■ ■



Roald Dahl is beyond question the most accomplished spinner of 
macabre tales since Edgar Allan Poe. Some of his stories have been 
made into TV shows, and most of them were published in The 
New Yorker magazine, which maintains the highest standards for 
fiction of any magazine in the country.

Who is Roald Dahl? Well, he is a former RAF flier, and his 
first short story collection, entitled Over To You, dealt chiefly 
with his wartime experiences as a pilot. He is married to actress 
Patricia Neal (Remember her in the lead some years bad{ in “The 
Fountainhead” with Gary Cooper? And the critics all hailed her 
performance this season in “The Miracle Worker” now on Broad­
way ). Mr. Dahl now lives in Manhattan, where he turns out his 
superbly crafted exercises in imaginative terror.

If this is your introduction to Roald Dahl, we envy you. If you 
have read his work before, we think you will enjo\ adding Murder 
In Africa to your most rewarding literary moments.

MURDER

IN 
AFRICA

by ROALD DAHL

For ENGLAND, THE WAR BECAN IN 

September, 1939. In East Africa, 
in Kenya Colony, there was a 
young man who was a white 
hunter, who loved the plains and

the valleys and the cool nights on 
the slopes of Kilimanjaro. When 
he heard about the war he made 
his way over the country to Nairo­
bi, and he reported to the R.A.F.

Copyright 194«, by Boald Dahl.



and asked that they make him a 
pilot. They took him in and he be­
gan his training at Nairobi airport, 
flying in little Tiger Moths.

After five weeks he nearly got 
court-martialed because he took 
his plane up and instead of prac­
tising spins and stall-turns as he 
had been ordered to do, he flew 
off in the direction of Nakuru to 
look at the wild animals on the 
plain. On the way, he thought he 
saw a Sable antelope, and because 
these are rare animals, he became 
excited and flew down low to get 
a better view. He was looking 
down at the antelope out of the 
left side of the cockpit, and did 
not see the giraffe on the other 
side. The leading edge of the star­
board wing struck the neck of the 
giraffe just below the head and 
cut clean through it. He was fly­
ing as low as that. There was 
damage to the wing, but he man­
aged to get back to Nairobi.

After six weeks he was allowed 
to make his first solo cross-country 
flight, and he flew off from 
Nairobi to a place called Eldoret, 
which is a little town eight thou­
sand feet up in the highlands. But 
again he was unlucky. This time 
he had engine failure on the way, 
due to water in the fuel tanks. He 
kept his head and made a beauti­
ful forced landing without damag­
ing the aircraft, not far from a lit­
tle shack which stood alone on the 
highland plain with no other habi­
tation in sight.

He walked over to the shack, 
and there he found an old man, 
living alone, with nothing but a 
small patch of sweet potatoes, 
some brown chickens and a black 
cow.

The old man was kind to him. 
He gave him food and milk and a 
place to sleep, and the pilot stayed 
with him for two days and two 
nights, until a rescue plane from 
Nairobi spotted his aircraft on the 
ground.

But during his stay, the old 
man, who was lonely and had seen 
no one for many months, talked 
much, and the pilot listened. The 
old man talked of the lonely life, 
of the lions that came in the night, 
of the rogue elephant that lived 
over the hill in the west, of the 
hotness of the days and of the si­
lence that came with the cold at 
midnight.

On the second night he talked 
about himself. He told a long, 
strange story, and as he told it, it 
seemed to the pilot that the old 
man was lifting a great weight off 
his shoulders in the telling. When 
he had finished, he said that he 
had never told that to anyone be­
fore, and that he would never tell 
it to anyone again, but the story 
was so strange that the pilot wrote 
it down on paper as soon as he got 
back to Nairobi.

We found it in his suitcase two 
weeks later when we were going 
through his belongings after he 
had been killed in training.



This is what he wrote.

The old man came out of the 
door into the bright sunshine, and 
for a moment he stood leaning on 
his stick, looking around him, 
blinking at the strong light. He 
stood with his head on one side, 
looking up, listening for the noise 
which he thought he had heard.

He was small and thick and 
well over seventy years old, al­
though he looked nearer eighty- 
five, because rheumatism had tied 
his body into knots. His face was 
covered with gray hair, and when 
he moved his mouth, he moved it 
only on one side of his face. On 
his head, whether indoors or out, 
he wore a dirty white topee.

He stood quite still in the bright 
sunshine, screwing up his eyes, 
listening for the noise.

Yes, there it was again. The 
head of the old man flicked 
around and he looked toward the 
small wooden hut standing a hun­
dred yards away on the pasture. 
This time there was no doubt 
about it: the yelp of a dog, the 
high-pitched yelp of pain which 
a dog gives when he is in great 
danger. Twice more it came and 
this time the noise was more like a 
scream than a yelp. The note was 
higher and more sharp, as though 
it were wrenched quickly from 
some small place inside the body.

The old man turned and limped 
fast across the grass toward the 
wooden shed where Judson lived, 

pushed open the door and went 
in.

The small white dog was lying 
on the floor and Judson was stand­
ing over it, his legs apart, his 
black hair falling all over his long, 
red face; standing there tall and 
skinny, muttering to himself and 
sweating through his greasy white 
shirt. His mouth hung open in an 
oddly lifeless way, as though his 
jaw were too heavy for him, and 
he was dribbling gently down the 
middle of his chin. He stood there 
looking at the small white dog 
which was lying on the floor, and 
with one hand he was slowly 
twisting his left ear; in the other 
he held a heavy bamboo.

The old man ignored Judson 
and went down on his knees be­
side his dog, gently running his 
thin hands over its body. The dog 
lay still, looking up at him with 
watery eyes. Judson did not move. 
He was watching the dog and the 
man.

Slowly the old man got up, ris­
ing with difficulty, holding the 
top of his stick with both hands 
and pulling himself to his feet. He 
looked around the room. There 
was a dirty rumpled mattress ly­
ing on the floor in the far corner; 
there was a wooden table made of 
packing cases and on it a Primus 
stove and a chipped blue-enameled 
saucepan. There were chicken 
feathers and mud on the floor.

The old man saw what he 
wanted. It was a heavy iron bar 



standing against the wall near the 
mattress, and he hobbled over to­
wards it, thumping the hollow 
wooden floorboards with his stick 
as'he went. The eyes of the dog 
followed his movement as he 
limped across the room. The old 
man changed his stick to his left 
hand, took the iron bar in his 
right, hobbled back to the dog 
and without pausing, he lifted the 
bar and brought it down hard 
upon the animal’s head. He threw 
the bar to the ground and looked 
up at Judson, who was still drib­
bling down his chin and twitching 
around the corners of his eyes. He 
went right up to him and began 
to speak. He spoke very quietly 
and slowly, with a terrible anger, 
and as he spoke he moved only 
one side of his mouth.

“You killed him,” he said. “You 
broke his back.”

Then, as the tide of his anger 
rose and gave him strength, he 
found more words. He looked up 
and spat them into the face of the 
tall Judson, who backed away to­
ward the wall.

“You lousy, mean, dog-beating 
bastard. That was my dog. What 
the hell right have you got beating 
my dog, tell me that. Answer me, 
you slobbering madman. Answer »»me.

Judson was slowly rubbing the 
palm of his left hand up and 
down on the front of his shirt, 
and now the whole of his face be­
gan to twitch. Without looking 

up, he said, “He wouldn’t stop 
licking that old place on his paw. 
I couldn’t stand the noise it made. 
You know I can’t stand noises like 
that, licking, licking, licking. I 
told him to stop. He looked up 
and wagged his tail; but then he 
went on licking. I couldn’t stand 
it any longer, so I beat him.”

The old man did not say any­
thing. For a moment it looked as 
though he were going to hit this 
creature. He half raised his arm, 
dropped it again, spat on the floor, 
turned around and hobbled out of 
the door into the sunshine. He 
went across the grass to where a 
black cow was standing in the 
shade of a small acacia tree, chew­
ing its cud, and the cow watched 
him as he came limping across the 
grass from the shed. But it went 
on chewing, munching its cud, 
moving its jaws regularly, me­
chanically, like a metronome in 
slow time. The old man came 
limping up and stood beside it, 
stroking its neck. Then he leant 
against its shoulder and scratched 
its back with the butt-end of his 
stick. He stood there for a long 
time, leaning against the cow, 
scratching it with his stick; and 
now and again he would speak to 
it, speaking quiet little words, 
whispering them almost, like a 
person telling a secret.

It was shady under the acacia 
tree, and the country around him 
looked lush and pleasant after the 
long rains, for the grass grows 



green up in the Highlands of 
Kenya; and at this time of the 
year, after it rains, it is as green 
and rich as any grass in the world. 
Away in the north stood Mount 
Kenya itself, with snow upon its 
head, with a thin white plume 
trailing from its summit where the 
icy winds made a storm and blew 
the white powder from the top of 
the mountain. Down below, upon 
the slopes of that same mountain 
there were lion and elephant, and 
sometimes during the night one 
could hear the roar of the lions as 
they looked at the moon.

The days passed and Judson 
went about his work on the farm 
in a silent, mechanical kind of 
way, taking in the corn, digging 
the sweet potatoes and milking the 
black cow, while the old man 
stayed indoors away from the 
fierce African sun. Only in the 
late afternoon when the air began 
to get cool and sharp, did he hob­
ble outside, and always he went 
over to his black cow and spent 
an hour with it under the acacia 
tree. One day when he came out 
he found Judson standing beside 
the cow, regarding it strangely, 
standing in a peculiar attitude 
with one foot in front of the other 
and gently twisting his ear with 
his right hand.

“What is it now?” said the old 
man as he came limping up.

“Cow won’t stop chewing,” said 
Judson.

“Chewing her cud,” said the old 

man. “Leave her alone.”
Judson said, “It’s the noise, can’t 

you hear it? Crunchy noise like 
she was chewing pebbles, only she 
isn’t; she’s chewing grass and spit. 
Look at her, she goes on and on 
crunching, crunching, crunching, 
and it’s just grass and spit. Noise 
goes right into my head.”

“Get out,” said the old man. 
“Get out of my sight.”

At dawn the old man sat, as he 
always did, looking out of his 
window, watching Judson coming 
across from his hut to milk the 
cow. He saw him coming sleepily 
across the field, talking to himself 
as he walked, dragging his feet, 
making a dark green trail in the 
wet grass, carrying in his hand the 
old four-gallon kerosene tin which 
he used as a milk pail. The sun 
was coming up over the escarp­
ment and making long shadows 
behind the man, the cow and the 
little acacia tree. The old man saw 
Judson put down the tin and he 
saw him fetch the box from beside 
the acacia tree and settle himself 
upon it, ready for the milking. He 
saw him suddenly kneeling down, 
feeling the udder of the cow with 
his hands and at the same time the 
old man noticed from where he 
sat that the animal had no milk. 
He saw Judson get up and come 
walking fast towards the shack. 
He came and stood under the win­
dow where the old man was sit­
ting and looked up.



“Cow’s got no milk,” he said.
The old man leaned through the 

open window, placing both his 
hands on the sill.

“You lousy bastard, you’ve stole 
it.”

“I didn’t take it,” said Judson. 
“I bin asleep.”

“You stole it.” The old man was 
leaning farther out of the window, 
speaking quietly with one side of 
his mouth. “I’ll beat the hell out 
of you for this,” he said.

Judson said, “Someone stole it 
in the night, a native, one of the 
Kikuyu. Or maybe she’s sick.”

It seemed to the old man that 
he was telling the truth. “We’ll 
see,” he said, “if she milks this 
evening; and now for Christ’s 
sake, get out of my sight.”

By evening the cow had a full 
udder and the old man watched 
Judson draw two quarts of good 
thick milk from under her.

The next morning she was emp­
ty. In the evening she was full. 
On the third morning she was 
empty once more.

On the third night the old man 
went on watch. As soon as it be­
gan to get dark, he stationed him­
self at the open window with an 
old twelve-bore shotgun lying on 
his lap, waiting for the thief who 
came and milked his cow in the 
night. At first it was pitch dark 
and he could not see the cow even, 
but soon a three-quarter moon 
came over the hills and it became 
light, almost as though it were 

daytime. But it was bitter cold be­
cause the Highlands are seven 
thousand feet up, and the old man 
shivered at his post and pulled his 
brown blanket closer around his 
shoulders.

All through the night the old 
man sat there watching the cow, 
and save when he got up once and 
hobbled back into the room to 
fetch another blanket, his eyes 
never left her. The cow stood 
placidly under the small tree, 
chewing her cud and gazing at 
the moon.

An hour before dawn her udder 
was full. The old man could see 
it; he had been watching it the 
whole time, and although he had 
not seen the movement of its 
swelling any more than one can 
see the movement of the hour 
hand of a vzatch, yet all the time 
he had been conscious of the fill­
ing as the milk came down. It 
was an hour before dawn. The 
moon was low, but the light had 
not gone. Suddenly he jerked his 
head. He heard something. Sure­
ly that was a noise he heard. Yes, 
there it was again, a rustling in 
the grass right underneath the 
window where he was sitting. 
Quickly he pulled himself up and 
looked over the sill.

Then he saw it. A large black 
snake, a Mamba—eight feet long 
and as thick as a man’s arm—was 
gliding through the wet grass, 
heading straight for the cow and 
going fast. It’s small pear-shaped 



head was raised slightly off the 
ground and the movement of its 
body against the wetness made a 
clear hissing sound like gas escap­
ing from a jet.

The old man raised his gun to 
shoot. Almost at once he lowered 
it again, why he did not know, 
and he sat there not moving, 
watching the Mamba as it ap­
proached the cow, listening to the 
noise it made as it went, watch­
ing it come up close to the cow 
and waiting for it to strike.

But it did not strike. It lifted its 
head and for a moment let it sway 
gently back and forth; then it 
raised the front part of its black 
body into the air under the udder 
of the cow, gently took one of the 
thick teats into its mouth and be­
gan to drink.

The cow did not move. There 
was no noise anywhere, and the 
body of the Mamba curved grace­
fully up from the ground and 
hung under the udder of the cow. 
Black snake and black cow were 
clearly visible out there in the 
moonlight.

For half an hour the old man 
watched the Mamba taking the 
milk of the cow. He saw the 
gentle pulsing of its black body as 
it drew the liquid out of the ud­
der and he saw it, after a time, 
change from one teat to another, 
until at last there was no longer 
any milk left. Then the Mamba 
gently lowered itself to the ground 
and slid back through the grass in 

the direction whence it came. 
Once more it made a clear hissing 
noise as it went, and once more it 
passed underneath the window 
where the old man sat, leaving a 
thin dark trail in the wet grass.

Slowly the moon went down be­
hind the ridge of Mount Kenya. 
Almost at the same time the sun 
rose up out of the escarpment in 
the east and Judson came out of 
his hut with the four-gallon kero­
sene tin in his hand, walking 
sleepily toward the cow, dragging 
his feet in the heavy dew as he 
went. The old man watched him 
coming and waited. Judson bent 
down and felt the udder with his 
hand and as he did so, the old 
man shouted at him. Judson 
jumped at the sound.

“It’s gone again,” said the old 
man.

Judson said, “Yes, cow’s empty.”
“I think,” said the old man 

slowly, “I think that it was a Ki­
kuyu boy. I was dozing a bit and 
only woke up as he was making 
off. I couldn’t shoot because the 
cow was in the way. He made off 
behind the cow. I’ll wait for him 
tonight. I’ll get him tonight,” he 
added.

Judson did not answer. He 
picked up his four-gallon tin and 
walked to his hut.

That night the old man sat up 
again by the window watching the 
cow. For him there was this time 
a certain pleasure in the anticipa­
tion of what he was going to see. 



He knew that he would see the 
Mamba again, but he wanted to 
make quite certain. And so, when 
the great black snake slid across 
the grass toward the cow an hour 
before sunrise, the old man leaned 
out over the window sill and fol­
lowed the movements of the Mam­
ba as it approached the cow. He 
saw it wait for a moment under 
the belly of the animal, letting its 
head sway slowly backwards and 
forwards half a dozen times be­
fore finally raising its body from 
the ground to take the teat of the 
cow into its mouth. He saw it 
drink the milk for half an hour, 
until there was none left, and he 
saw it lower its body and slide 
smoothly back behind the shack 
whence it came. And while he 
watched these things, the old man 
began laughing quietly with one 
side of his mouth.

Then the sun rose up from be­
hind the hills, and Judson came 
out of his hut with the four-gallon 
tin in his hand, but this time he 
went straight to the window of 
the shack where the old man was 
sitting.

“What happened?” said Judson.
The old man looked down at 

him from his window. “Nothing,” 
he said. “Nothing happened. I 
dozed off again and the bastard 
came and took it while I was 
asleep. Listen, Judson,” he added, 
“we got to catch this boy, other­
wise you’ll be going short of milk, 
not that that would do any harm.

But we got to catch him. I can’t 
shoot because he’s too clever; the 
cow’s always in the way. You’ll 
have to get him.”

“Me get him? How?”
The old man spoke very slowly. 

“I think,” he said, “I think you 
must hide beside the cow, right 
beside the cow. That is the only 
way you can catch him.”

Judson was rumpling his hair 
with his left hand.

“Today,” continued the old 
man, “you will dig a shallow 
trench right beside the cow. If 
you lie in it and if I cover you 
over with hay and grass, the thief 
won’t notice you until he’s right 
alongside.”

“He may have a knife,” Judson 
said.

“No, he won’t have a knife. 
You take your stick. That’s all 
you’ll need.”

Judson said, “Yes, I’ll take my 
stick. When he comes, I’ll jump 
up and beat him with my stick.” 
Then suddenly he seemed to re­
member something. “What about 
her chewing?” he said. “Couldn’t 
stand her chewing all night, 
crunching and crunching, crunch­
ing spit and grass like it was peb­
bles. Couldn’t stand that all 
night,” and he began twisting 
again at his left ear with his hand.

“You’ll do as you’re bloody well 
told,” said the old man.

That day Judson dug his trench 
beside the cow which was to be 
tethered to the small acacia tree so 



that she could not wander about 
the field. Then, as evening came 
and as he was preparing to lie 
down in the trench for the night, 
the old man came to the door of 
his shack and said, “No point in 
doing anything until early morn­
ing. They won’t come till the 
cow’s full. Come in here and wait; 
it’s warmer than your filthy little 
hut.”

Judson had never been invited 
into the old man’s shack before. 
He followed him in, happy that 
he would not have to lie all night 
in the trench. There was a candle 
burning in the room. It was stuck 
into the neck of a beer bottle and 
the bottle was on the table.

“Make some tea,” said the old 
man, pointing to the Primus stove 
standing on the floor. Judson lit 
the stove and made tea. The two 
of them sat down on a couple of 
wooden boxes and began to drink. 
The old man drank his hot and 
made loud sucking noises as he 
drank. Judson kept blowing on 
his, sipping it cautiously and 
watching the old man over the 
top of his cup. The old man went 
on sucking away at his tea until 
suddenly Judson said, “Stop.” He 
said it quietly, plaintively almost, 
and as he said it he began to 
twitch around the corners of his 
eyes and his mouth.

“What?” said the old man.
Judson said, “That noise, that 

sucking noise you’re making.”
The old man put down his cup 

and regarded the other quietly for 
a few moments, then he said, 
“How many dogs you killed in 
your time, Judson?”

There was no answer.
“I said how many? How many 

dogs?”
Judson began picking the tea 

leaves out of his cup and sticking 
them onto the back of his left 
hand. The old man was leaning 
forward.

“How many dogs, Judson?”
Judson began to hurry with his 

tea leaves. He jabbed his fingers 
into his empty cup, picked out a 
tea leaf, pressed it quickly onto 
the back of his hand and quickly 
went back for another. When 
there were not many left and he 
did not find one immediately, he 
bent over and peered closely into 
the cup, trying to find the ones 
that remained. The back of the 
hand which held the cup was 
covered with wet black tea leaves.

“Judson!” The old man shouted, 
and one side of his mouth opened 
and shut like a pair of tongs. The 
candle flame flickered and became 
still again.

Then quietly and very slowly, 
coaxingly, as someone to a child. 
“In all your life, how many dogs 
has it been?”

Judson said, “Why should I tell 
you?” He did not look up. He 
was picking the tea leaves off the 
back of his hand one by one and 
returning them to the cup.

“I want to know, Judson.” The 



old man was speaking very gently. 
“I’m getting keen about this too. 
Let’s talk about it and make some 
plans for more fun.”

Judson looked up. A ball of sa­
liva rolled down his chin, hung 
for a moment in the air, snapped 
and fell to the floor.

“I only kill ’em because of a 
noise.”

“How often’ve you done it? I’d 
love to know how often.”

“Lots of times long ago.”
“How? Tell me how you used 

to do it. What way did you like 
best?”

No answer.
“Tell me, Judson. I’d love to 

know.”
“I don’t see why I should. It’s 

a secret.”
“I won’t tell. I swear I won’t 

tell.”
“Well, if you’ll promise.” Jud­

son shifted his scat closer and 
spoke in a whisper. “Once I wait­
ed till one was sleeping, then I got 
a big stone and dropped it on his 
head.”

The old man got up and poured 
himself a cup of tea. “You didn’t 
kill mine like that.”

“I didn’t have time. The noise 
was so bad, the licking, and I just 
had to do it quick.”

“You didn’t even kill him.”
“I stopped the noise.”
The old man went over to the 

door and looked out. It was dark. 
The moon had not yet risen, but 
the night was clear and cold with 

many stars. In the east there was 
a little paleness in the sky, and as 
he watched, the paleness grew and 
it changed from a paleness into a 
brightness, spreading over the sky 
so that the light was reflected and 
held by the small drops of dew 
upon the grass along the high­
lands; and slowly, the moon rose 
up over the hills. The old man 
turned and said, “Better get ready. 
Never know; they might come 
early tonight.”

Judson got up and the two of 
them went outside. Judson lay 
down in the shallow trench beside 
the cow and the old man covered 
him over with grass, so that only 
his head peeped out above the 
ground. “I shall be watching, too,” 
he said, “from the window. If I 
give a shout, jump up and catch 
him.”

He hobbled back to the shack, 
went upstairs, wrapped himself in 
blankets and took up his position 
by the window. It was early still. 
The moon was nearly full and it 
was climbing. It shone upon the 
snow on the summit of Mount 
Kenya.

After an hour the old man 
shouted out of the window:

“Are you still awake, Judson?”
“Yes,” he answered, “I’m 

awake.”
“Don’t go to sleep,” said the 

old man. “Whatever you do, don’t 
go to sleep.”

“Cow’s crunching all the time,” 
said Judson.



“Good, and I’ll shoot you if you 
get up now,” said the old man.

“You’ll shoot me?”
“I said I’ll shoot you if you get 

up now.”
A gentle sobbing noise came up 

from where Judson lay, a strange 
gasping sound as though a child 
were trying not to cry, and in the 
middle of it, Judson’s voice, “I’ve 
got to move; please let me move. 
This crunching.”

“If you get up,” said the old 
man, “I’ll shoot you in the belly.”

For another hour or so the sob­
bing continued, then quite sud­
denly it stopped.

Just before four o’clock it began 
to get very cold and the old man 
huddled deeper into his blankets 
and shouted, “Are you cold out 
there, Judson? Are you cold?”

“Yes,” came the answer. “So 
cold. But I don’t mind because 
cow’s not crunching any more. 
She’s asleep.”

The old man said, “What are 
you going to do with the thief 
when you catch him?”

“I don’t know;”
“Will you kill him?”
A pause.
“I don’t know. I’ll just go for 

him.”
“I’ll watch,” said the old man. 

“It ought to be fun.” He was lean­
ing out of the window with his 
arms resting on the sill.

Then he heard the hiss under 
the window sill, and looked over 
and saw the black Mamba, slid­

ing through the grass towards the 
cow, going fast and holding its 
head just a little above the ground 
as it went.

When the Mamba was five 
yards away, the old man shouted. 
He cupped his hands to his mouth 
and shouted, “Here he comes, Jud­
son; here he comes. Go and get 
him.”

Judson lifted his head quickly 
and looked up. As he did so he 
saw the Mamba and the Mamba 
saw him. There was a second, or 
perhaps two, when the snake 
stopped, drew back and raised the 
front part of its body in the air. 
Then the stroke. Just a flash of 
black and a slight thump as it 
took him in the chest. Judson 
screamed, a long, high-pitched 
scream which did not rise nor fall, 
but held its note until gradually 
it faded into nothingness and 
there was silence. Now he was 
standing up, ripping open his shirt, 
feeling for the place in his chest, 
whimpering quietly, moaning and. 
breathing hard with his mouth 
wide open. And all the while the 
old man sat quietly at the open 
window, leaning forward and 
never taking his eyes away from 
the man below.

Everything comes very quick 
when one is bitten by a black 
Mamba, and almost at once the 
poison began to work. It threw 
Judson to the ground, where he 
lay humping his back and rolling 
around on the grass. He no longer 



made any noise. It was all very 
quiet, as though a man of great 
strength were wrestling with a gi­
ant whom one could not see, and 
it was as though the giant were 
twisting him and not letting him 
get up, stretching his arms 
through the fork of his legs and 
pushing his knees up under his 
chin.

Then Judson began pulling up 
the grass with his hands and soon 
after that he lay on his back kick­
ing gently with his legs. But he 
didn’t last very long. He gave a 
quick wriggle, humped his back 
again, turning over as he did it, 
then he lay on the ground quite 
still, lying on his stomach with his 
right knee drawn up underneath 
his chest and his hands stretched 
out above his head.

Still the old man sat by the win­
dow, and even after it was all 
over, he stayed where he was and 
did not stir. There was a move­

ment in the shadow under the 
acacia tree and the Mamba came 
forward slowly toward the cow. 
It came forward a little, stopped, 
raised its head, waited, lowered its 
head, and slid forward again right 
under the belly of the animal. It 
raised itself into the air and took 
one of the brown teats in its 
mouth and began to drink. The 
old man sat watching the Mamba 
taking the milk of the cow, and 
once again he saw the gentle puls­
ing of its body as it drew the liq­
uid out of the udder.

While the snake was still drink­
ing, the old man got up and 
moved away from the window.

“You can have his share,” he 
said quietly. “We don’t mind you 
having his share,” and as he spoke 
he glanced back and saw again the 
black body of the Mamba curving 
upward from the ground, joining 
with the belly of the cow.

“Yes,” he said again, “we don’t 
mind your having his share.” ■ ■



Ambition should be made of sterner stuff, says Shakespeare. But 
the District Attorney’s ambition was equal to any human test...

AMBITION
by CHARLES BOECKMAN

Rudolf cox, assistant d.a., took 
a last look at his precious carna­
tion plants that were only six 
inches tall. They looked pale green 
in the last slanting rays of the sun. 
He walked reluctantly to the shed 
where he kept his tools and hung 
the rake meticulously on the rack 
that he had made himself. He re­
moved his glasses and pinched the 
bridge of his nose, a habit he had 
gotten into lately when he was 
worried. He was small, thin-nosed, 
rather meek in appearance. He 
entered the car that belonged to 
the city and backed carefully out 
of the graveled drive, leaving his 

own car in the garage.
He drove carefully, remember­

ing to signal at all the turns and 
keeping his speed at twenty-nine 
miles an hour, remembering the 
mayor’s campaign to cut traffic 
mishaps.

Near the river he turned right 
along a brick-paved street, slow­
ing his car as he searched for the 
right number. At the middle of 
the block he pulled to the curb 
and rang the bell of the shabby 
brownstone. He waited, then rang 
again.

Finally, the door was answered 
by a heavy-set woman who



clutched a thin robe around her 
ample middle.

“Yeah? What is it?” she shout­
ed.

Rudolf Cox took a step back­
ward. “You got a Lou Heintz liv­
ing here?”

“Never heard of him, Mister. 
You got the wrong address.” She 
turned, started to slam the door.

“Wait. Tell him the assistant 
District Attorney is here. He’ll 
see me.”

She eyed him with cold suspi­
cion. “Just a minute, Mister, let 
me check my records again. Lou 
Heintz was the name, wasn’t it?” 
She disappeared somewhere in the 
gloom of the old house, her bed­
room slippers slap-slapping as she 
walked.

When she returned her tone 
was almost apologetic. “Please 
come in. Third door back on the 
right.”

There were no lights on in the 
hall. He groped his way to the 
rear. He knocked once. The door 
opened a crack. A sweat-slick, 
pale face peeped out at him.

“It’s all right, Heintz. It’s me, 
Cox.”

The door opened further and 
Rudolf Cox walked in. The room 
was lit by a small lamp near the 
bed. The shades were all drawn.

Heintz was a thin, jerky, man 
of about fifty. His face was the 
color of putty and his hands 
twitched.

“I’m glad it’s you, Mr. Cox. I 

thought it might be a trick. I 
thought it might be Big Mac. I’m 
sure glad it’s you.”

Rudolf Cox sat on the edge of 
the unmade bed. “Now take it 
easy, Heintz. You’re safe here. 
Big Mac will never find this place 
we’ve moved you to.”

“Oh he won’t, huh?” Heintz 
came over and stared at the assist­
ant D.A. with bulging eyes. One 
shaky hand moved and clutched 
the other. “Big Mac won’t find 
me here, huh? That’s a laugh, 
Mr. Cox. That’s real funny, say­
in’ Big Mac won’t find me.”

Rudolf Cox frowned and 
pinched the bridge of his nose. 
“Quit babbling, Heintz. What do 
you want to tell me?”

“Big Mac knows I’m here, that’s 
what. He knows. He already 
found out.” Sweat stood out on 
Heintz’ face and soaked his limp 
collar.

Rudolf Cox smiled. “Now listen, 
Heintz, he couldn’t possibly—”

The frightened man took out a 
gold cigarette lighter. He thrust 
it at Rudolf Cox. Assistant D.A. 
Cox took out his glasses, carefully 
fitted them on. He turned the 
gold lighter over on the palm of 
his hand. Underneath was en­
graved the name, “Mac Lackey”. 
Rudolf Cox took the glasses off 
and put them in his pocket and 
rubbed the bridge of his nose. He 
knew it was Big Mac’s. He’d 
given it to Big Mac himself, one 
Christmas several years ago right 



after the war.
“Where did you find this?” he 

asked, handing it back to Heintz,
Heintz threw it on the bed as 

if it were a rattlesnake. “On my 
floor, that’s where I found it. 
Early this morning I went out for 
a fresh bottle of gin. When I came 
back all my drawers had been 
pulled out, my clothes dumped on 
the floor. I found this where he 
must have dropped it. Big Mac 
had been in here, searching my 
place.”

Heintz caught the assistant 
D.A.’s coat with damp, clutching 
fingers. “Big Mac ain’t never go­
ing to let me testify. I worked for 
his bunch too long. I know how 
those guys operate. I won’t live 
to get to the courthouse. Either 
Big Mac or his partner Ernie 
Stillinger will get me.”

“Now don’t get panicky,” Ru­
dolf Cox said soothingly.

“I’m gonna catch a bus out of 
town.” Heintz almost screamed.

“Then you will commit sui­
cide,” Rudolf Cox said. “You fool, 
your only protection is to play 
along with us. If they know where 
you are they’ll never let you leave 
here alive. Look, I’ll get some 
men down to keep an eye on this 
place. That make you feel better?”

Heintz wiped his face with a 
handkerchief. “Yeah,” he whis­
pered. “Yeah, I guess so. Will you 
really do that, Mr. Cox? Will you 
promise?”

“We have to protect you,

Heintz. You’re our whole case 
against Big Mac and Ernie Still­
inger. I’ll get some boys down 
here right away. You stick close 
to this room.”

Rudolf Cox left some money 
with Heintz and went down to 
his car. Then he sat there rubbing 
the bridge of his nose thought­
fully. The truth of the matter was 
that he didn’t have a case against 
Big Mac and Ernie Stillinger even 
with Heintz to testify. The Dis­
trict Attorney had pointed this 
out to him. A little rat like Heintz, 
with his record, was a poor wit­
ness. But Rudolf Cox was an am­
bitious man. A very ambitious 
man.

He made a turn at the corner, 
watching carefully. The big car 
leaped ahead, the motor purring 
like a warm kitten. Two blocks 
further he stopped for a light. 
Suddenly, out of the corner of his 
eye he caught the outline of a fa­
miliar figure emerging from a 
drug store. Their eyes locked for 
a second. Then the tali figure 
walked over to the car, opened the 
door.

“Hi, Rudy,” Big Mac said quiet­
ly, sliding into the car.

Rudolf Cox frowned a little as 
he pulled across the intersection. 
“What brings you down to this 
neighborhood, Mac?” he said.

The tall man lit a cigarette, cup­
ping his hands around it. Then he 
rolled down the window and 
flipped the match out into the 



night. “Let’s stop kidding our­
selves, Rudy,” he said in his quiet 
voice.

“So you know where my wit­
ness is hidden out,” Rudolf Cox 
said. “If you rub him out you’ll 
really burn. You know that.”

Mac smiled wearily. “Rudy, now 
you’re insulting my intelligence. 
You know I don’t operate that 
way.”

“Okay, Ernie is the trigger-hap­
py boy in your partnership. Still, 
I’ve got both of you on the spot. 
And I know you’ve been up to 
Heintz’ room, nosing around.”

Big Mac shot him a surprised 
look, then he shrugged. “I was 
just checking to see if maybe the 
little rat did have something that 
could hurt me.” He chuckled. 
“You haven’t got anything, Rudy. 
Nothing ... not a thing—”

Rudolf Cox took one hand off 
the wheel to rub his nose. Inward­
ly, he felt tired.

They drove for a while, turning 
away from the main streets, head­
ing out to the suburbs.

Big Mac settled back, folding 
his arms. “You know, Rudy,” he 
said, “I’m tired. I’ve come a long 
ways since the old days, but I’m 
tired. I know you don’t have much 
of a case. But Ernie, he’s scared 
silly. He’s all for dressing Heintz 
up in a concrete bathrobe and 
dropping him in the river. I know 
you can’t touch me, so I’m not 
worried.

“But the thing is this, someday 

maybe you will get something. 
The reform element in this town 
is howling for my scalp, and that’s 
a big vote, Rudy. Enough to put 
you in the Governor’s mansion 
some day, maybe. So you’ll keep 
trying and maybe one day you’ll 
really get a case. Then I’ll go up 
the river. I’m getting too old and 
comfortable to do a stretch. And 
why do it, I ask myself? I got 
my pile made. I’m fixed for life. 
And I want to get married.

“That’s a laugh, ain’t it, Rudy? 
Me—-married. It’s the real thing, 
too. This girl, Peggy ... she’s not 
like the babes we used to know 
down on Rincon Street. She’s ... 
well, she’s class. She’ll marry me 
if I get out of the rackets.” It 
was a long speech for Mac Lac­
key.

Rudolf Cox was frowning and 
there was something with cold 
teeth gnawing at him somewhere 
inside. “What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m getting out. I’m 
dumping the organization in 
Ernie’s lap. I’m washing my hands 
and they’re going to stay 
clean .... ”

Rudolf Cox drove in silence. 
Both men were busy with their 
thoughts. Rudolf wondered if Big 
Mac was thinking about the old 
days when they grew up together 
in the tough Rincon Street dis­
trict. They’d played together, 
fought together. And in the war, 
they were buddies. Once, Big Mac 
had saved Rudolf’s life. That was 



the year Rudolf gave Big Mac the 
gold cigarette lighter. Not much 
of a thing to give a man for sav­
ing your life, but it had been a 
kind of memento and Big Mac 
had appreciated it. He’d carried it 
all these years.

After the war they split up. 
They were both very ambitious 
men. But they took opposite roads. 
Rudolf Cox had no basic love for 
law and justice, but he figured the 
right side of the law would pay 
off bigger in the long run. Big 
Mac had made his pile while Ru­
dolf was still sweating out law 
school, getting started, worming 
his way into the first rung of the 
political ladder. Now he was in a 
position to make a big splash. 
Sending Big Mac up the river 
would put him in solid with the 
growing reform ticket. It would 
mean the D.A.’s job next term, the 
mayor’s after that, then who 
knew? The sky was the limit.

But how could he send Big 
Mac up the river if Big Mac was 
getting out of the rackets? This 
was an ironic twist. He had ac­
complished the purpose of ridding 
the town of Big Mac, but not in a 
way that would benefit him polit­
ically.

It was enough to worry a man 
sleepless.

They rode around some more 
and Rudolf Cox let Big Mac out 
and he went home.

At nine the next morning, Ru­

dolf Cox was out in the garden 
when the black patrol car pulled 
into the driveway. He recognized 
the tall string-bean stepping care­
fully over the plants. Lieutenant 
Walker of the Homicide squad. 
It was evident that Lt. Walker 
was excited.

“Sorry to bother you on Sun­
day, Mr. Cox. But something hap­
pened that I figured you’d want 
to know about right away,” Walk­
er said.

“Well, I’ve been trying to get 
these glads weeded today. You 
like gladiolas, Lieutenant?”

“What? Oh, sure. What I came 
about is that witness of yours on 
the vice case involving Big Mac 
Lackey and Ernie Stillinger.”

“You mean Heintz?”
“Yeah. He’s dead, Mr. Cox. 

They shot him in his bed last 
night about nine o’clock.”

Cox slowly put his rake down. 
Fie rubbed the bridge of his nose 
absently. After a moment he 
asked, “Are you sure about the 
time ? ”

“There’s no doubt about it, sir. 
His landlady went out to buy him 
a bottle of gin. When she got 
back fifteen minutes later he was 
dead.”

“Hmm. Ernie Stillinger got 
trigger-happy—”

The Lieutenant said, “Well, we 
figured it was bound to either be 
Ernie or Big Mac. But it looks 
like it was Big Mac.”

Cox looked surprised.



Walker said, “We found Big 
Mac’s cigarette lighter in the room 
with his name engraved on it. The 
bullet we dug out of Heintz came 
from a gun owned by Big Mac.”

“Ernie could have used Big 
Mac’s gun,” Rudolf Cox pointed 
out.

“Sure,” Lieutenant Walker ad­
mitted. “All that stuff's circum­
stantial. But there’s the matter of 
the alibi. Ernie has some boys who 
swear he was playing cards with 
them at the time Heintz was 
shot.”

Rudolf Cox licked his lips. 
“And Big Mac?”

Lieutenant Walker frowned. 
“That’s the only thing that has us 
stumped. Either he’s bluffing or 
crazy, or he’s got the best alibi in 
the world. He says he was riding 
around with you at the time of 
the murder, Mr. Cox!”

Rudolf Cox nibbled on his lip.

He thought about that night in 
Germany when Big Mac had gone 
crawling across the field on his 
belly under a hail of machine-gun 
bullets and dragged him fifty 
yards to safety. Then he thought 
about himself and his wife in the 
governor’s mansion in a few years. 
Mostly, he thought about the big 
flower garden back of the gover­
nor’s home and what he could do 
with it.

He looked up at the Lieutenant.
“Big Mac must have lost his 

mind,” he grunted. “I haven’t 
seen that man in six months!”

A grin spread over Lieutenant 
Walker’s face. “Then we’ve got 
him this time. Dead to rights.”

Rudolf Cox rubbed his hands 
together. “Yes. Yes, I believe may­
be we have. Oh .... Lieutenant—”

“Yes, sir?”
“Don’t step on the begonias on 

your way out.” ■ ■



A wife can be a problem—for which the only solution seems to be 
murder. But committing murder can sometimes be a problem too!

FAT CHANCE
by ROBERT BLOCH

Their names were john and 
Mary, and they lived in a little 
white frame house with a picket 
fence all around the front lawn. 
They owned a fintail car and a 
TV set with a 21-inch screen, and 
a power mower and a freezer. 
John went bowling once a week, 
on Thursday nights, and Mary 

subscribed to three of the better 
women’s magazines and cut out 
all the recipes. They had been 
married for fourteen years now, 
and in every respect they were a 
typical middle-class American 
couple.

So, naturally enough, John 
wanted to kill Mary.



Perhaps this is an oversimplifi­
cation. In John’s defense it must 
be stated that he was perfectly 
willing to put up with most of 
his wife’s little ways. He did not 
object to her pin-curled presence 
at the breakfast table every morn­
ing, or to her habit of using baby­
talk when she addressed the ca­
nary, or the way she appropriated 
his electric shaver to use on her 
legs. He had no complaints about 
her cooking, or the way she ran 
the household and spent his mon­
ey. He had long ago realized that 
she was not a stimulating compan­
ion or conversationalist and he 
was willing to accept the fact that 
her domestic habits, in the kitchen, 
parlor, or bedroom, were dull in­
deed. AH this he resigned himself 
to putting up with, as most typical 
middle-class American husbands 
inevitably do. But there was just 
one thing he couldn’t endure, one 
crime he could not forgive.

Mary was getting too fat.
She had begun putting on 

weight a few years after they 
were married. Eight years ago she 
had been “pleasingly plump” but 
presentable. Six years ago she be­
gan having trouble finding “her” 
size in the dresses she selected. 
Five years ago she had embarked 
on what proved to be an endless 
series of ineffectual diets, all of 
which failed to remedy the situa­
tion because in the end they re­
quired that she cut down on her 
intake of calories. Three years ago 

she had apparently resigned her­
self to the situation—she was fat, 
and she admitted she was fat. Not 
too fat, of course; just plain 
“heavy.”

Of course Dr. Applegate 
warned her about stuffing herself; 
there were examinations and ex­
planations about the way she red­
dened upon the slightest exertion, 
about the high blood-pressure and 
the strain on her heart. But the 
fatter Mary became, the less she 
felt like exerting herself and the 
easier it was to just stay home 
and watch television. Besides, as 
she told the doctor, John was 
away almost every night at the 
store—his pharmacy stayed open 
until ten, except on Sundays—and 
there was nothing. for her to do. 
And she didn’t really eat a lot; 
just nibbled now and then to calm 
her nerves.

Dr. Applegate had a few words 
to say about compulsive appetite 
and John had quite a lot to say 
about her sloppy appearance, but 
these things only seemed to make 
Mary more nervous. So, of course, 
she ate.

Now she was positively gross, 
but John didn’t bother to talk 
about it any more. He knew it 
wouldn’t do any good. She was 
fat as a pig.

That’s when John began to have 
these dreams about butchering 
hogs.

It might very well have ended 
with that—after all, John was so 



typically middle-class and middle- 
aged, and he could have so easily 
developed a few interests of his 
own. An ulcer, perhaps, or a 
coronary condition, or a wood­
working shop in the basement.

It took something out-of-the- 
ordinary to bring him to the ac­
tual point of murder.

Her name was Frances.
Actually, Frances Higgins was 

extraordinary only in John’s eyes; 
to others she was only a tall, well- 
preserved woman on the wrong 
side of thirty, with rather pretty 
auburn hair. John saw her slim­
ness and he was dazzled. He had 
frequent opportunities to be daz­
zled, because Frances Higgins was 
Mary’s best friend.

They had gone to school to­
gether (incredible, that fat, candy­
chewing, Welk-watching Mary 
had ever attended business col­
lege!) and continued the acquaint­
ance after Mary married and 
Frances went on to a career as pri­
vate secretary for a prominent 
downtown attorney. Mary was 
proud to welcome a smart, sophis­
ticated career-woman to her home, 
and Frances—like most smart, so­
phisticated career-women of a cer­
tain age—was lonely enough to pay 
frequent visits. John had accepted 
her occasional presence for years, 
but he never knew just how lone­
ly she was until one day, well 
over eight months ago, when she 
had come to him at the pharmacy 
and hesitantly confided in him the 

measures she had resorted to in 
an effort to assuage her loneliness.

It had all happened as a result 
of one of those “office parties" 
held during the holidays, and she 
assured John, very shamefacedly, 
that she had been quite intoxicat­
ed. So intoxicated, in fact, that 
she neither remembered the exact 
circumstances nor the man’s name. 
But she was, to put it delicately, 
“in trouble”, and she had no one 
to turn to; she lived alone and 
was afraid to confide in either 
her straitlaced employer or the 
equally straitlaced Mary.

“But I knew you’d understand,” 
she told John. “And besides, 
you’re a druggist, and I thought 
that perhaps—”

John shrugged. He didn’t par­
ticularly like being called a “drug­
gist” and he knew very well what 
she thought; women with similar 
ideas approached him on the 
average of once a week. He was 
quite sorry for these women, but 
of course he could do nothing. In 
the first place, he didn’t dare; in 
the second, there was no assurance 
that any artificial or chemical 
abortificant would prove effective.

All this he carefully explained 
to Frances as they sat in one of 
the rear booths behind the soda- 
fountain, after the store was 
closed. And yet in the very act of 
explanation he found himself 
drawn closer to her in her misery; 
when he saw the slim shoulders 
shake convulsively as she sobbed, 



he knew that he must do some­
thing.

It was then that he mentioned 
the name of Dr. Applegate. As 
a pharmacist, John was well aware 
of irregularities on the part of cer­
tain medical men, and he had 
long known that Applegate—un­
der special circumstances—violated 
the ethical tenets of his profession.

He promised Frances that he 
would speak to the doctor, and 
he did. Before he knew it, he was 
involved in helping to make the 
actual arrangements; there was 
the need for secrecy, and Frances 
had no one else to help her. John 
and she became fellow-conspira­
tors, and it was only natural that 
he should visit her following Dr. 
Applegate’s surgery. Just as it was 
only natural that the solitary suf­
ferer would welcome his cheer­
ing presence, his sympathetic un­
derstanding, and the little gifts 
he brought to console her in con­
valescence.

Frances was grateful for John’s 
help, and after she had complete­
ly recovered she endeavored to ex­
press her gratitude. And that’s the 
way it started.

Neither of them realized that 
they were embarking on an af­
fair. One does not associate pas­
sion with middle-aged pharmacy 
proprietors, or with private secre­
taries who keep rubber plants in 
the office. Both of them were 
quite unprepared for the over­
whelming consequences—the com­

pulsive need to constantly see one 
another, touch one another, and 
be with one another at any cost 
to self-respect or self-control.

“I can’t stand it, darling!” she 
told him. “Visiting you and Mary, 
seeing you together. And then, 
thinking of you and Mary togeth­
er when I’m not there—”

“I know,” John sighed. “How 
do you think it is with me? I 
don’t want to be with Mary, I 
hate the sight of her. Even before 
I found you, I hated her. Now I 
can’t bear it. And if what you say 
is true about a divorce—”

Frances nodded sadly. That had 
been one of the first things they’d 
thought about; the possibilities of 
divorce. Frances had not been fool 
enough to reveal her true feelings 
about John when she sounded 
Mary out on the subject. Instead 
she had chosen the devious meth­
od; she had gone to Mary, as her 
best friend, and hinted that there 
was something she ought to 
know. It appeared as though John 
had been, as she put it, “stepping 
out of line a little.” There were 
nights when he absented himself 
from the drug store without 
Mary’s knowledge. She refused to 
mention the sources of her infor­
mation, but people were talking. 
And while it might not be really 
“serious” one never knew; per­
haps Mary ought to prepare her­
self just in case and think about 
the future. A friendly warning—

Mary shrugged. Yes, she knew



John had been restless lately; a 
wife can always tell. And she and 
John had been so very close 
through all the years. But for that 
very reason, she had no intention 
of leaving him, now or ever. Let 
him have his fling, poor dear. 
Sooner or later, it would blow 
over.

“But what if he came to you 
and demanded a divorce?” 
Frances had persisted. “What if 
he just walked out on you, cold, 
and left you for another woman?”

“He wouldn’t do a thing like 
that,” Mary answered. *He just 
couldn’t; John isn’t that type at 
all.” Then her apologetic air had 
suddenly given way to grim reso­
lution. “But if he did, he’d be 
sorry, believe me! There are laws, 
you know. I’d see to it that he 
paid—I’d get everything I’ve got 
coming to me. By the time I was 
through with him, he and this 
little tramp, whoever she is, would 
be good and sorry they ever start­
ed anything.”

Frances had reported the con­
versation to John the following 
evening and they both agreed, 
sadly but logically, that Mary 
meant what she said. Moreover, 
she had the power to execute her 
threat. A divorce would mean an 
irreparable financial loss to John, 
perhaps even the loss of his busi­
ness. And as for Frances, her el­
derly employer (who never, under 
any circumstances, ever handled a 
divorce proceeding) would fire 

her handily. Love in a garret is all 
very well for moonstruck teen­
agers, but both John and Frances 
had reached a time in life where 
they enjoyed the creature comforts 
both of them had striven for over 
the years. And, being human, they 
felt the equal necessity of protect­
ing their present status as respect­
able members of the community.

So divorce was out. And the 
only apparent result of Frances’ 
conversation with Mary was that 
she began to gorge herself still 
more heavily. Dr. Applegate’s 
latest diet was tossed overboard 
and Mary stuffed herself night 
and day. John would come home 
and find her consuming candy 
from the store—indeed, she insist­
ed that he constantly supply her 
with more each time he put in his 
appearance from a night of work 
behind the counter.

“Cheer up,” John told Frances, 
although he didn’t really believe 
she would follow his suggestion. 
“The way the old sow is going 
now, she’ll eat herself to death in 
a few years.”

“A few years!” Frances looked 
at herself in the mirror behind the 
soda-fountain. Then she looked at 
John. She didn’t say anything, but 
then she didn’t have to. John 
knew what she was thinking. A 
few years was all they had left, 
really. A few years of being to­
gether as they wanted to be to­
gether, or a few years of this end­
less aching, this ceaseless torment 



of furtive, fear-filled meeting in­
terspersed with interludes of 
mocking, maddening pretense. 
And meanwhile Frances would 
have to live on in her little cell­
like apartment, while John stayed 
with the fat pig.

That’s what Frances called her 
now. “The fat pig.” A year ago 
she would never have dreamed of 
describing anyone that way, let 
alone her best friend. But a year 
ago she hadn’t really known John, 
hadn’t wanted John. So now it 
was easy for her to say what she 
really felt. “I can’t go on like this. 
I won’t go on! It isn’t right. It 
would be different if she felt any­
thing for you, darling, anything 
at all. But she doesn’t. I’ve talked 
to her, and I know. To Mary, 
you’re just property. Another 
household appliance, something 
she owns, a convenience that sup­
plies her with food and shelter and 
performs menial chores around 
the house for her comfort. When 
I hinted you might be running 
around, she wasn’t even jealous— 
just angry. The way you get an­
gry at some gadget when you sus­
pect it might be going out of or­
der and cost you something to re­
pair.

“I can’t bear to think of you 
putting up with her any longer; 
the way she just sits around all 
day and all night feeding her fat 
face—why all the time I was talk­
ing to her, even when she started 
to get excited, she kept eating 

those damned macaroons out of a 
big box and watching the Arthur 
Godfrey show. She isn’t any good 
to you. She isn’t any good to her­
self. Nobody would miss her if 
she died tomorrow.”

She stared at John. Fie lowered 
his eyes and didn’t answer.

“Look, darling, I’ve been think­
ing. You’re a druggist. Isn’t there 
something you could give her 
that—”

John shook his head. He con­
tinued to avert his gaze as he 
answered. “I won’t lie to you. 
I’ve been thinking about that, too. 
And it wouldn’t work. Just be­
cause I am a pharmacist. Don’t 
you realize that’s the very first 
thing the police would think of 
if they ever became suspicious? 
And they would become suspi­
cious, because of the medical re­
port. A doctor would have to be 
called, he’d have to sign the death­
certificate, and he’d know right 
away. Contrary to what you may 
be thinking, there just aren’t any 
drugs that will do the trick with­
out detection; at least nothing I 
could get out of stock here. And 
I couldn’t order anything special 
or obscure without accounting for 
it. We have to make out reports, 
they check on us, we’re inspected. 
No, that’s out.”

Frances put her hand on his 
arm—her cool, slim hand, with 
the long fingernails which could 
claw so deeply when she clung to 
him.



“All right,” she said. “All right. 
But you’ve got to do something. I 
can’t take much more of this. In 
fact, I’m going away.”

“Going away?”
There was such anguish in his 

response that her own voice soft­
ened. “Don’t be alarmed, darling. 
It’s just a vacation. I’ve got two 
weeks coming this year, you 
know. At first I wasn’t even going 
to take them, but I decided I’d 
better. All this has made me so 
nervous lately. There’s an aunt 
and uncle of mine out in Portland 
—they’ve asked me to visit them.”

“When?”
“Next week. I’ve got plane reser­

vations for Monday.”
John blinked. “But that means I 

won’t be seeing you again, not for 
almost three weeks.”

The nails dug into his arm. He 
could feel them even through his 
suitcoat. “Maybe longer than 
that,” she said. “Darling, I meant 
what I told you. I can’t stand liv­
ing this way any longer. It’s up 
to you, now. Either you find some 
way out for us, soon, or this is 
the end.”

“But I can’t—”
“You must! I don’t care if you 

hit her over the head with a club 
and lock her in the deep-freeze. 
All I know is that I’ve had it. 
From now on, it’s all or nothing.” 
She relaxed her grip. “I didn’t tell 
you this, darling, but my aunt and 
uncle have been urging me to 
move out there. They say the 

climate is wonderful in Oregon 
and I’d have no trouble finding 
another job in Portland. When I 
visit them, I’m going to investigate 
the possibilities. Maybe that’s the 
best thing to do, after all.”

“No!” John muttered. He stood 
up, taking a deep breath. “You’re 
coming back here, you’ve got to 
promise me you’ll come back.”

“Do I?”
“Yes. And I’ll make you a 

promise, too. I’m going to think 
of a way. I don’t know how, but 
I’ll think of one. When you come 
back she’ll be gone.”

John kept his word. From that 
moment on, he thought of a way. 
He thought of a hundred ways 
during the next few days before 
Frances’ departure. He thought of 
them by day while he sold bobbie- 
pins and aspirins and band-aids 
in the store, and he thought of 
them by night as he watched 
Mary eating doughnuts in the liv­
ingroom, belching in the bath­
room, or snoring stertorously by 
his side in bed.

He didn’t see Frances again 
during the weekend, but he saw 
a lot of Mary. There was, he re­
flected grimly, quite a lot of her 
to see. She tipped the scales at 
about 240 now. All weekend long 
she kept babbling about still an­
other new diet Dr. Applegate 
wanted her to try. And all week­
end long, John kept thinking 
about ways of killing her. A hun­
dred ways.



But none of them were any 
good. None of them would work. 
Oh, he could murder her all right, 
but the point was to get away 
with it. Get away with it scot 
free, get away with Frances, sell 
the damned business and move to 
Oregon after everything was over. 
That part would be easy. But the 
method, the method—

On Sunday night it came to 
him, just like that. And there was 
nothing particularly surprising 
in the phenomenon, because it 
had been there all the time. 
Frances had told him; he was a 
pharmacist and he had access to 
poisons.

Not obscure poisons, not unde­
tectable poisons, but that didn’t 
matter; he didn’t need anything 
special, as long as he made sure 
he administered a lethal dose. Of 
course a physician would examine 
Mary’s body before writing out a 
death-c ertificate, but there 
wouldn’t be any trouble.

Because the physician would be 
Dr. Applegate. And Applegate, in 
addition to being the family doc­
tor, was the man who had come 
to Frances’ assistance in her hour 
of need. Now he would come to 
John’s aid in his hour of need. 
And he would not demur, he 
would not question, he most cer­
tainly would not talk. If he did, 
then John would talk too, and 
Dr. Applegate would be up on 
criminal charges.

It was really very simple, now 

that he realized how to solve the 
medical aspects of his problem. 
Mary’s few friends all knew that 
she was grossly overweight, that 
she had put a strain on her heart. 
So the death-certificate would tes­
tify, and nobody would ask any 
embarrassing questions.

All that remained to be consid­
ered now was the exact modus 
operands to employ.

John thought about it all day 
Monday in the store. It kept him 
from thinking about Frances’ de­
parture that morning. On the oth­
er hand, he was really quite glad 
that she had left, under the cir­
cumstances. It meant she’d be out 
of town during the time of the 
tragedy; there’d be no strain of 
having to simulate grief, attend 
the funeral, and avoid any acci­
dental betrayal of her true feel­
ings in John’s presence. Better still, 
her absence would rule out any 
evidence of collusion.

For his own part, it would be 
ideal for him to dispose of Mary 
immediately; the funeral and the 
subsequent winding-up of her 
affairs would occupy him during 
the next two weeks and keep him 
from brooding about Frances’ ab­
sence. Yes, all in all, this was the 
ideal time.

And the method?
He had the whole pharmacopia 

at his disposal, everything from 
acetanilide to zinc phosphide. Yet 
in the end, John decided upon 
the simplest toxic agent of all, the 



old standby of Borgia and bour- 
geoise alike—plain arsenic. It was 
fast, reliable, deadly, and that’s 
what he wanted; it didn’t in the 
least matter if the symptoms of 
arsenic poisoning were apparent 
to a physician under the circum­
stances. More to the point, John 
could easily remove the necessary 
quantity from his stock without 
fear of its loss being noted.

Administration of the dosage 
would be no problem, either. He’d 
put it into some chocolates; bring 
Mary a box of candy from the 
store, as she expected. With her 
sweet tooth, she’d gobble down 
one or two—probably just one, be­
cause of the taste, but that would 
be enough. More than enough. 
Her resultant agonies would be 
painful to witness, but John had 
no intention of being present. 
He’d take her the box tonight but 
neglect to give it to her until to­
morrow when he left again for 
work. That should give her some­
thing to do while she watched her 
daily soap-operas. Of course, there 
was always the offchance that 
Mary, after swallowing a piece of 
the candy, would manage to get 
to the telephone before collapsing. 
But even then there was little 
risk; she would either call him or 
Dr. Applegate. He knew how to 
react, and as for Applegate, John 
intended to have a chat with him 
this evening in private before 
heading for home with the choco­
lates. It might prove to be I bit 

messy, but he knew he could con­
vince the physician to cooperate.

As it turned out, he had little 
difficulty with Applegate. The 
only really messy part of the en­
tire business was in actually in­
troducing poison into the candy.

There were so many things he 
hadn’t anticipated; opening the 
box itself and removing the plas­
tic wrapper without damage, so 
that it could be resealed without 
detection—carefully melting the 
chocolate coating and removing a 
portion of the creamy fondant to 
make room for the poisonous 
powder—then re-melting the coat­
ing and smoothing it over until 
each individual piece of candy 
could survive inspection.

But finally he was finished, and 
the telltale evidence of his labors 
obliterated so that Willie Hayes, 
the assistant pharmacist, would 
notice nothing tomorrow morning 
when he opened the store. John 
made a mental note; he must re­
member to dispose of the remain­
der of the chocolates tomorrow 
night, the moment he was sure 
Mary had succumbed. If he took 
care of a few details like that, the 
rest was just a matter of routine.

The routine of going home, 
after his brief but satisfactory in­
terview with Dr. Applegate. The 
routine of greeting the old sow 
as she grunted up at him from 
her chair before the TV set; of 
kissing her fat forehead and ask­
ing her the same stupid questions 



about her same stupid daily 
routine; of using the bathroom 
and turning out the lights and 
settling down in bed next to that 
repulsive mountain of flabby 
flesh (for the last time, he exulted 
silently, the last time) and com­
posing himself for sleep.

Sleep did not come easily, be­
cause anticipation stood in its 
path; anticipation of the morning, 
when he’d give her the box of 
candy and leave for work. He’d 
let Willie handle the evening shift 
tomorrow, as was usual on Tues­
days, and come home for supper 
early. No sense in waiting too 
long; suppertime would be long 
enough. She ought to open the 
box right after lunch, and then—

No, John did not sleep. He 
merely planned. He planned what 
he’d do after he found the body 
and phoned Applegate, planned 
how he’d break the news to the 
neighbors and send a wire to 
Mary’s sister in Omaha. While 
he was at it, he might just as well 
be practical and consider what un­
dertaker to select. A decent funer­
al would be expected, but there 
was no need of being unduly lav­
ish. Mary had two thousand dol­
lars’ worth of life insurance. He 
could probably pick out a nice 
coffin for about four hundred; the 
whole deal would run a little un­
der a thousand. Then, with the 
extra thousand, he could think 
about something for Frances, later 
on. On their honeymoon, perhaps.

Say a year from now, or a little 
less. He could sell the business, 
sell the house here, move out to 
Portland or some other city. He’d 
always wanted to see the West 
Coast anyway; he’d never been 
there. Maybe Frances and he 
could take a plane over to Hawaii. 
That would be nice. Oh, it was 
all going to be nice, after tomor­
row—

The odd thing was that he felt 
no guilt, no fear, no remorse. It 
had been Frances who actually 
came out and suggested the mur­
der, of course, but now he real­
ized that he had been killing 
Mary for years, in the deepest, 
darkest dungeon of his own mind. 
He was completely prepared to 
accept the act; he welcomed the 
role of murderer as familiar.

Everything seemed familiar, 
everything was normal. In the 
morning he rose and shaved and 
dressed and Mary had his break­
fast ready as usual. She made the 
usual pretense of passing up the 
meal— “just coffee and orange­
juice, that’s enough for me today” 
—but he knew she’d fry herself 
the usual three eggs as soon as 
he was out of the door. And 
when, at the door, he produced 
the box of chocolates as an after­
thought, she could not conceal 
her squeal of delight. Hogs al­
ways squeal.

John managed to conceal his 
own elation long enough to peck 
at her cheek and escape.



Escape. Today was the day he 
would really escape! Escape for­
ever.

Forever is a long time, and be­
fore the afternoon was over, John 
was thinking only of escaping the 
store itself by five o’clock.

He wanted to get home and get 
it over with. He didn’t actually 
look forward to seeing what he’d 
see when he got there, or doing 
what he’d have to do during the 
subsequent evening hours. But 
the whole point was that it was 
something which must be done, 
and the sooner the better.

So he drove home, as usual, at 
five-thirty, parked the car in the 
driveway, and went inside.

The kitchen was deserted, and 
he could hear the idiot drone of 
the TV set from the parlor be­
yond. Naturally that’s the way 
it would be; she’d settled down to 
watch the afternoon programs, 
opened the box of candy, popped 
a chocolate into her mouth, and 
probably never managed to leave 
the easy-chair.

John tiptoed through the hall. 
He saw her then, slumped in the 
big chair, with just the back of 
her head showing—the back of 
her head and her big fat neck 
with those repulsive rolls of heavy 
flesh. Frances had a slim neck; a 
pale white adorable neck, with 
delicious little hollows made for 
kisses.

John was glad he could think of 
her under the circumstances be­

cause it proved he wasn’t fright­
ened, he wasn’t going to lose his 
nerve, even at a time like this. A 
time like this, when he walked 
into the parlor to see his wife’s 
dead body—

His wife’s dead body turned 
and stared at him. And then it 
rose from the chair. Mary was 
standing in front of him, big as 
life. Hideously big, hideously 
alive. She grinned at him.

“Early tonight, aren’t you?” she 
said. And then, “John, what are 
you staring at?”

It took a moment for him to 
answer, and when he did he 
couldn’t help himself, he had to 
blurt it out.

“Wh-where are the chocolates 
I brought you?”

The stupid grin loomed closer. 
“Surprise! I didn’t eat any of 
them! Remember that new diet I 
told you about? Well this time 
I’m sticking to it. I’ll lose at least 
twenty pounds, you’ll see. I was 
telling Frances—”

“Frances?”
“Yes, Frances, silly! Remember 

she was supposed to leave yester­
day? Well, she didn’t. She left 
today. She stopped by here this 
afternoon, on her way to the air­
port. And since she was going on 
a trip, I gave her the box of candy 
to eat on the plane.”

“You gave her—?”
“Sure.” Mary giggled. “I figured 

it was a sort of a farewell 
present...” ■ ■



44 “Froze to death,” said Beasley, “in the middle o£ July?”



The redoubtable Beasley Grove, full-time genius and part-time 
slip-horn player and amateur detective, made his first appearance 
in keyhole mystery in the well remembered Elvis Presley mystery 
case. His debut was instantly recognized by aficionados of detective 
fiction as heralding the arrival of an immensely popular new 
sleuth. Letters poured in upon our hapless editors in a flood—com­
manding that Beasley Grove reappear in all his unsufferable maj­
esty. As soon as we could persuade writer Will Folke to again set 
down a Beasley Grove adventure we, of course, did so.

This time Beasley’s I.Q. turns its dazzling beam upon the prob­
lem of a corpse in Eastern U's medical school—a corpse which is 
not all it purports to be. Never fear. Beasley Grove unravels the 
devious threads of this sinister murder plot—to the certain delight 
of his fans, and the constant despair of Lieutenant Morrison.

THE CASE OF THE
CLUMSY CADAVER

by WILL FOLKE

ee—‘indeed!” said beasley grove, 
leaning over the corpse.

Nine hundred and ninety-nine 
people out of a thousand would be 
queasy at finding themselves face 
to face with a partially dismem­
bered human body. Beasley Grove 
was the one thousandth person.

He bent over the table in the 
laboratory of the Eastern Univer­
sity Medical School, his bright eyes 
gleaming, his small nose all but 

twitching with interest in the situ­
ation. And this in itself was un­
usual; for Beasley was not the 
sort of man to be aroused by any­
thing less than the sudden dis­
covery of a means for squaring 
the circle, or a solution to the 
Three Bodies Problem.

For Beasley was a genius; not 
one of your ordinary bright boys, 
but an actual, thousand-carat dia­
mond-pure genius. In fact, some?



times it seemed that his head was 
packed far too full for his skinny 
five-foot-two, one hundred twenty 
pound frame to support, or his 
friends to endure.

One of these friends was Dick 
Staunton, the young man two 
years older than Beasley who stood 
opposite him now, eating a candy 
bar with the paper wrapping care­
fully peeled back. Dick was a 
third-year medical school student; 
and he was, by ordinary standards, 
extremely intelligent. By Beasley 
standards, of course, he was only 
moderately bright.

“Indeed?” repeated Beasley. “A 
derelict, you say?’*

“They all are, Beez,” said Dick 
waving the candy bar expressive­
ly around the Dissection Lab. 
“The city gives them to us if no 
relative or friend claims the body. 
This one’s quite a specimen. He 
froze to death.”

“Froze to death!” said Beasley, 
darting a needle-sharp glance at 
Dick. “In the middle of July?”

“Solid as a board,” said Dick 
with a grin. “Of course he had to 
hunt around for a refrigerated 
railroad car to freeze himself in. 
But he did manage it—after get­
ting his face beat out of recogni­
tion, and hit on the head, and 
loaded up on enough liquor to 
probably account for him, any­
way.”

“Liquor?” said Beasley. He was 
examining the left arm of the 
cadaver. “What kind of liquor?”

“Brandy,” said Dick. “Or was 
it cognac? They’ve got the details 
in the coroner’s office down­
town—” he stared over his candy 
bar at Beasley. “Why, Beez?”

“Look at this,” said Beasley. He 
indicated a patch on the inside 
of the dead man’s forearm. The 
area he indicated had been scraped 
raw.

“Bad abrasion,” commented 
Dick, cheerfully, leaning forward 
to examine it. “What about it?”

“What caused it?” snapped 
Beasley.

“Caused it?” Dick blinked at 
Beasley, then bent over the bruised 
arm. “Uh—why, some........ that’s
funny! Looks like some long, nar­
row object scraped over the skin 
there a number of times.”

“Ah!” said Beasley in a note of 
satisfaction. He indicated a bit of 
untouched skin on the edge of the 
scraped area. “And what would 
you say that was?”

Dick peered.
“A couple of little spots of blue 

pigment under the top layer of 
the skin,” he answered. He 
straightened up and stared at 
Beasley. “What about it?”

“The remnants,” said Beasley, 
“of a tattoo.”

“Huh? Oh!” said Dick. He con­
tinued to stare at his small, intelli­
gent friend. “But what if it is? 
You can go down to the morgue 
any day and see half a dozen 
bodies like this. Why the sudden 
interest in a bum who’s died an. 



accidental death?”
“Because,” replied Beasley crisp­

ly, “this one happens to have been 
murdered.”

He spun about on one heel; and 
headed out of the lab, leaving 
Dick with a half-eaten candy bar 
held aloft in one hand and staring 
after him.

Down at the coroner’s office in 
the City Hall basement a half 
hour later, Beasley found he had a 
small amount of trouble getting 
the coroner, a man named Ernest 
Blye, to let him have the report 
mentioned. Blye sat behind his 
desk, shaking his balding head.

“If you’ll look here,” said Beas­
ley, producing the card which the 
Commissioner had given him 
some time back in glowing testi­
monial of Beasley’s efforts on the 
police department’s behalf, “you’ll 
see I’m entitled to your coopera­
tion.” said Beasley.

“I don’t give a hoot what that 
card says,” said Coroner Blye. He 
was a sour-looking, waspish, half­
balding man. “These reports 
are—” At that moment the phone 
rang. Coroner Blye broke off, and 
picked it up.

“Hello?” he said. He listened 
for a few moments and his face 
gradually went from its expression 
of normal sourness into one of out­
rage. He slammed the phone 
down into its cradle and glared 
across the desk.

“That” he said, “was the Com­

missioner. You didn’t happen to 
phone him before you came down 
here, did you?”

“As a matter of fact, I did,” said 
Beasley.

Half a minute later, Beasley had 
the coroner’s report in his hand 
and was skimming through it, his 
photographic memory taking notes 
as he went. The dead man, identi­
fied by papers on him as Two- 
Bottle O’Gara, had been a well- 
known wino down on Drexel St. 
where the skid row district backed 
up against the area known as 
Night Club Row. In fact, the po­
lice report clipped to the morgue 
file stated that his normal hangout 
had been The Carousel—a gin­
mill, the back door of which was 
just across the alley from the back 
door of The Mirador, one of the 
Town’s plushest night spots.

Beasley finished the police re­
port and cast his eye over the rest 
of the file.

“Definitely brandy in the stom­
ach contents, I see,” he comment­
ed. “And neither of his sleeves 
were torn?”

“Does it say they were?” 
growled the coroner.

“It does not,” said Beasley.
“Then they weren’t.”
“Excellent!” said Beasley. He 

placed the report down on the 
desk, having already memorized 
its contents. “Thank you,” he said, 
“I won’t be needing this again; 
and now if I might see the morgue 
itself?”



Coroner Blye, with a venomous 
glance, pressed a button on his 
desk. A moment later a small, bent 
old man in a white coat shuffled 
into the room.

“Show Mr. Grove here,” said 
Blye, “through the morgue, Har­
ry. Show him every courtesy. If 
you don’t he might report us to 
the Commissioner.”

“This way, young feller,” said 
Harry in a rusty voice and shuf­
fled off through the open door be­
hind him, leading Beasley into 
the morgue itself. The morgue at 
first sight was unimpressive. It 
consisted of a long room with 
what looked like oversized filing 
cabinets set in the wall. Harry led 
Beasley around and pulled out one 
of the filing cabinets at random. 
Inside, covered by a sheet, was a 
body; two naked feet protruded 
from under the sheet.

“How do you know who’s 
who?” demanded Beasley.

“Why, they all got their tag 
on,” cackled Harry. He pointed to 
the large tag, rather like a ship­
ping tag, wired to the toe of the 
corpse lying before them. “Now, 
if you’ll look over here—”

“No thank you,” said Beasley, 
“I’ve seen all I need to. Thank 
you very much, and good day.”

Beasley went out of the morgue, 
out past the corridor, and took the 
elevator upstairs in city hall to the 
police department. There, after 
some small delay, he was ushered 
in to see Lieutenant Mollison, 

Mollison, a dark-browed rather 
square-shouldered man in his 
mid-thirties, was at his desk, 
drinking a cup of Police Depart­
ment coffee, and eating a cheese 
sandwich with an expression that 
suggested he expected them both 
to give him indigestion.

“Siddown,” said Lieutenant 
Mollison, waving Beasley to a 
chair. “What bit of bad weather 
blew you in here?” He glowered 
at Beasley. “It can’t be anything 
good.”

“Certainly not. Unless you call 
murder good,” replied Beasley, 
perching on the edge of the chair.

“Murder!" Mollison jerked up­
right suddenly in his chair slop­
ping coffee on himself. He set 
the paper cup down on the desk. 
“Who’s been murdered?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” re­
plied Beasley.

Lieut. Mollison let out a roar 
that rattled his flimsy office door.

“Listen here, you!” he roared. 
“It’s been one year. One nice, 
peaceful year with nothing more 
than an occasional kid shoplifter. 
This department of mine is up for 
an award for having a completely 
crime-free community during the 
last year. The year ends next Tues­
day. And here you have the nerve 
to come busting into my office, 
spouting off that there’s been a 
murder committed. And when I 
ask you who it is, you don’t even 
know!” Lieutenant Mollison’s fist 
crashed down on the desktop. The 



paper coffee cup jumped and 
spilled the rest of its contents over 
the lieutenant’s desk.

“Your misapprehension, Lieu­
tenant,” replied Beasley calmly, 
“reveals a basic lack of attention to 
what I just said. I said I did not 
know who the murdered man 
was. Undoubtedly, there is some­
body who does. And I should 
think the police department would 
want to locate that person.” And 
he proceeded to tell Lieutenant 
Mollison about the cadaver in the 
lab.

“Get out of here!” shouted Lieu­
tenant Mollison, when Beasley 
was through, “I remember that 
case. There was identification on 
the body. He was just an old bum 
from down on skid row. And be­
sides, it was ruled an accidental 
death three weeks ago!”

“But—” said Beasley.
“Don’t gimme any buts!” said 

Lieutenant Mollison. “I don’t want 
to hear anything about murder. I 
don’t want to hear anything about 
this being a murder! The case’s 
been closed! What—” the lieuten­
ant’s voice checked suddenly in 
mid-sentence. He stared hard at 
Beasley. “You know something 
you aren’t telling me? You got 
some proof that this was a mur­
der?”

“Merely what I told you,” re­
plied Beasley. “An area of a man’s 
body which has been obviously tat­
tooed, is scraped clean of that tat­
too. A skid-row bum who is 

known to live on wine is dis­
covered to have been drinking 
brandy shortly before his death. 
And then there is the matter of 
the unusual form of death, freez­
ing—”

“All right, all right,” growled 
Lieutenant Mollison. “I said—you 
got any proof?”

“Not exactly,” confessed Beas­
ley. “Are you going to investigate 
this murder?”

“Investigate? On what 
grounds?”

“I should think the answer 
would be obvious,” replied Beas­
ley, “but perhaps obvious only to 
me.” And he turned on his heel 
and walked out of the office, leav­
ing Lieutenant Mollison chewing 
worriedly on his underlip.

Once out on the street, Beasley 
bought a newspaper and carried it 
with him onto the bus he took 
back toward the campus. He 
scanned the news rapidly but thor­
oughly for anything dealing with 
the skid row district in general, 
and The Carousel, in particular. 
A small item tucked away in the 
second section caught his eye, and 
he stopped to read it over care­
fully. It was headlined:—

NITE CLUB OWNER 
SOUGHT

Joseph H. (Joey) Williams, 
owner and operator of The 
Mirador, Drexel Street night­
club, was still being sought to­



day with a subpoena in con­
nection with the upcoming 
trial for income tax evasion 
of Big Mike Hanscomb, rack­
eteering figure of the thirties, 
who was released last Wed­
nesday from state prison after 
serving twenty-four years of 
a forty-year term for third de­
gree murder, Hanscomb, who 
has always claimed that he 
was framed on the murder 
charge by Williams, is known 
to nourish a long-standing 
grudge against the nightclub 
owner.
Beasley’s eyes narrowed, remem­

bering the proximity of The Mira- 
dor to The Carousel. He half­
straightened in his seat with the 
impulse to get off this bus and 
take another one to the night club. 
But then memory of his chronic 
financial state came back to him. 
He recalled the forty-seven cents 
currently in his pocket, made an 
annoyed mental note to get 
around to studying the stock 
market and making some money, 
and as usual immediately forgot 
the resolution. An idea had oc­
curred to him of a possible way to 
get inside the Mirador. He turned 
to that section of the want ads 
that dealt with the employment 
of bus boys, waiters, and bar­
tenders.

There was nothing there, how­
ever. But a second later, an ad in 
the “HELP WANTED—FE­
MALE” section caught his eye.

When the bus reached the 
campus, Beasley got off and hur­
ried over to the Phi-Delt house.

Beasley had intended to find 
out if his girl friend, Susan Al­
corn, was at the house. To his 
mild surprise, he found her not 
only there, but waiting for him. 
She reminded Beasley he had been 
supposed to meet her for lunch; 
and she pointed out that it was 
now nearly three o’clock. And 
why hadn’t he shown up in the 
first place?

“No time for that now, Susan,” 
said Beasley crisply. “This is an 
emergency.”

Twenty minutes later, over cof­
fee and doughnuts down at The 
Positive End, Beasley was outlin­
ing a plan of action for Susan.

“—But won’t it be dangerous? I 
mean—” said Susan, “what if I’m 
found out? I don’t think the house 
mother would approve of me 
working in a nightclub.”

“The answer to that is simple,” 
said Beasley. “Don’t tell her about 
it.”

Susan asked doubtfully, “But 
why do you want me to go to 
work at the Mirador as a waitress, 
anyway? What’s the point, Beas­
ley?”

“In the local newspaper here, 
January 13, 1955, on page 14, 
column 2,” said Beasley delving 
into his encyclopedic memory, 
“there was an article about a local 
City Hall investigation of multi­
ple ownership of nightclubs— 



which as you know is forbidden 
under our city law. One of the 
places that came under scrutiny 
was the Mirador; and although 
nothing was ever proved, the 
newspaper gave us to understand 
pretty clearly that Joey Williams, 
who owns the club, was pretty 
much the king-pin of gangster ac­
tivities here in the city.”

“Gangsters!” Susan’s eyes 
glowed.

“Absolutely,” replied Beasley. “I 
am convinced in my own mind 
that the body now lying in the 
University Medical Schools is the 
result of a murder; and a gang­
land murder at that.”

“But how do you know that, 
Beez?” queried Susan.

“It would take too long to ex­
plain right now,” said Beasley. 
“To get back to business—I hap­
pened to check up in a newspaper 
while riding here from downtown 
on the bus. There is a want ad for 
a waitress at the Mirador. Shall 
we go?”

They went. An hour and a half 
later, with Susan safely hired as 
a waitress at the Mirador and due 
to start work that very evening, 
Beasley returned to his own room 
—planning to get in a little slip­
horn practice before dinner. He 
was writing a new college song 
for Eastern U. and he wanted to 
play his part in the song through, 
allowing his superb imagination to 
supply the sounds from the rest 
of the band. However, he had 

barely settled himself with his 
slip-horn in his favorite armchair, 
when the telephone rang. It was 
Lieutenant Mollison.

“Tell me how you did it!” were 
the first words Beasley heard.

“I assume,” said Beasley, “that 
you are referring lieutenant, to 
my early knowledge of the mur­
der. In fact, I assume that you 
have found the other body. Is this 
correct?”

There were flabbergasted noises 
at the other end of the line.

“How did you know that?” 
babbled Lieutenant Mollison.

“It was obvious—at least to me 
—that another body must turn up 
shortly,” said Beasley. “However, 
let us waste no time on the things 
which we both now know. I will 
be down immediately to view this 
other corpse.”

“I—I’ll meet you at the morgue,” 
said Lieutenant Mollison weakly.

Once more down at the morgue, 
Beasley examined carefully the 
second corpse Lieutenant Mollison 
had mentioned. It resembled to a 
certain extent the original corpse 
over at the Medical School. That 
is to say it was about the right 
height and weight; but there were 
significant differences. Beasley 
learned that this corpse had been 
dressed in expensive clothes with­
out, however, any label or laundry 
markings on them. Also—

“I take it this one didn’t freeze 
to death,” said Beasley.



“Someone jammed an ice-pick 
into him,” growled the coroner. 
“Although I’d say malnutrition 
and alcoholism were contributing 
factors.”

“His alcoholism wouldn’t have 
been involved with brandy?” said 
Beasley, “would it?”

Snorted Coroner Blye, “Cheap 
wine and rot-gut booze, I’d say.”

“We found this one in a creek 
a couple of miles out of town,” 
said Lieutenant Mollison. “But it 
was the ice-pick that did for him, 
not drowning. The point is, who 
is he?”

“I imagine,” said Beasley, “that 
the clothes belonging to the body 
at the Medical School might be a 
better fit on this body here.”

At this moment the telephone 
rang. The coroner picked it up, 
listened a moment, and handed 
it to Beasley.

“It’s for you,” he said. Beasley 
put the receiver to his ear. Susan’s 
voice squeaked at him.

“Beez! Listen! —I got it. It was 
right in her locker, like you said 
it probably would be. But listen 
—she’s still on the job down here 
and I tried to talk to her; and a 
couple of men got up and came 
over and practically forced her 
away from me! And Beez—one 
of them, anyway, had a gun under 
his coat.”

“Naturally—,” said Beasley, 
calmly. He turned to Lieutenant. 
“Come along, lieutenant: Susan 
Alcorn—you remember my fi­

ance, I’m sure—has just located 
your killers for you.”

When Beasley and Lieutenant 
Mollison drove into the parking 
lot of the Mirador, twenty min­
utes later, a shadow detached it­
self from one corner of the build­
ing and came toward them. It was 
Susan, her curvesome little figure 
enticingly clad in the ballerina 
skirt and off-the-shoulder blouse 
which was the regular uniform for 
waitresses at the Mirador.

“Oh, Beez—lieutenant!” she 
whispered gratefully. “Those two 
men I told you about. They’re sit­
ting inside in a corner of the main 
diningroom. And they’ve been 
watching me!”

“Never mind,” said Beasley, 
soothingly, “you needn’t go back 
inside. Wait in the car here while 
the lieutenant and I go in. Have 
you got it?”

“Oh! —Yes,” said Susan, and 
handed Beasley a long silver nail 
file with an ivory handle.

“Come on, come on!” growled 
Lieutenant Mollison. “Suppose 
you explain what this is all 
about ? ’

“It’s really quite simple,” Beas­
ley informed him as they walked 
together toward the nightclub. 
“Joey Williams has become in­
volved in a little dispute with an­
other local figure on the shady 
side of the law—I imagine you 
know who I mean.”

“Sure. Mike Hanscomb—Big 
Mike Hanscomb,” replied Lieu­



tenant Mollison.
“At any rate, for some reason 

which we will have to discover," 
said Beasley, “their dispute 
reached the point where Han­
scomb decided to put Joey out of 
the picture. The only way to do 
that would be to hire two out-of- 
town professional gunmen. I say 
two, because it would have taken 
at least two men to move the body 
around with any degree of effi­
ciency.”

“Yeah,” muttered Lieutenant 
Mollison.

“I sent Susan down here to an­
swer an ad for a -waitress, when 
I found no jobs available here 
that would enable me to investi­
gate the place,” said Beasley. “I 
had come to suspect that there 
might be a woman involved, 
when I discovered that a waitress 
job was open. I therefore instruct­
ed Susan to look for—”

Beasley broke off suddenly. A 
doorman, resplendent and huge in 
a gaudy uniform, had just 
emerged from the shadows by the 
parking lot entrance. Without a 
word, he held the door open for 
them. They went in, to a plush, 
green-carpeted, green-walled, foyer. 
A curvaceous hat check girl took 
their hats. Or, that is to say, she 
took Lieutenant Mollison’s hat. 
Beasley never wore one.

“Wait—” said Lieutenant Mol­
lison. “Those two gunseis.” He 
reached out and caught Beasley 
by the arm as they reached the 

entrance of the main dining room. 
“That girl of yours didn’t tell us 
where to find them.”

“Of course she did, lieutenant,” 
said Beasley. “There can only be 
four corners to the room. As she 
specified, the men must be in one 
of them.”

“Well—yeah,” said Lieutenant 
Mollison. He and Beasley went 
inside the dining room. On a 
raised dais, a blonde in a honey­
colored evening dress was singing 
a sad torch-song to the music of 
a five-piece band behind her. In 
a corner to the right of the band­
stand, sat two men in light gray 
suits. Beasley tapped Lieutenant 
Mollison on the arm, pointed, and 
they started toward that table.

They were less than half way 
there, however, when the band 
switched suddenly from the torch 
song into a rapid cha-cha. And at 
almost the same instant, a waiter 
who was heading in an entirely 
different direction across the 
room, turned full-tilt into Molli­
son. They both sprawled on the 
floor; and a split second later, 
Beasley felt his ankle unaccount­
ably pulled from underneath him. 
When he and Lieutenant Molli­
son scrambled to their feet a few 
seconds later, the table in the 
corner where the two men had 
been sitting was empty. Lieuten­
ant Mollison’s face turned purple.

“What’s going on here?” he 
fumed, and, turning about, 
stamped back out to the entrance, 



where he commandeered the 
phone at the hat-check counter.

“Wait! You can’t use that—” 
cried the hat-check girl. Lieuten­
ant Mollison waved her away 
from him angrily.

“Police business!” he snarled; 
and put in a call. Over the phone 
he described the two men they 
had seen; and sent out an all- 
points bulletin to pick them up.

While the lieutenant was doing 
this Beasley unobtrusively took 
the opportunity to slip off. He re­
turned to the dining room and 
spotted a door beside the band­
stand. He crossed the room, 
opened the door, and went 
through. He found himself in a 
short concrete corridor with a 
door at its far end.

Going through the door at the 
far end of the corridor he passed 
some dressing rooms and came to 
a third door, ajar on what seemed 
to be a rather expensive-looking 
office. A faint sound of sobbing 
came through the crack of the 
open door.

Quietly, Beasley eased the door 
open. Inside the office, a blonde 
in the same abbreviated waitress 
costume that Susan had been wear­
ing was crying with her head on 
the desk, the bright strands of her 
hair against a tall decanter.

Wrapped in misery as she was, 
she had not heard him. Beasley 
lifted the decanter quietly, re­
moved the stopper, and sniffed at 
the contents. Quietly he replaced 

the decanter on the desk.
“May I extend my sympathy,” 

Beasley said softly. “It is never 
pleasant to be involved in a mur­
der. I’m sure you never thought 
things would go that far; but 
gangsters make rough playmates, 
don’t they?”

The girl jerked her head up.
“You—you’re a cop!” she whis­

pered between stiff lips.
Beasley said with a touch of 

asperity, “I have far better uses 
for my time. While I find mur­
der interesting, the day-by-day 
humdrum of ordinary police work 
—however, there’s no point in our 
going into that.” He reached into 
His pocket and withdrew the long 
nail file Susan had handed him. 
“I believe this is yours. It came 
from your locker, down in the 
waitresses’ dressing room.”

The girl stifled a cry with one 
hand over her mouth as he held 
the file out before her. Then sud­
denly her eyes stilled with horror.

“Something—?” began Beasley. 
He started to turn around; but 
before he had made more than a 
small fraction of a half circle, 
something hard jabbed him in the 
back. A low, tense, male voice 
spoke in his ear.

"Don’t move!”
“Ah,” said Beasley, stopping. 

“One of the gunmen, of course.”
“Just freeze!” snarled the voice 

in his ear. “Just freeze like it was 
a thousand below zero.”

“Two-hundred-seventy-three de­



grees below zero, you mean,” said 
Beasley absently. “Fahrenheit, that 
is. There’s no such thing as a 
thousand below zero. —What do 
you intend to do with me? Now 
that you have a gun in my back?”

“Two guesses, punk,” said the 
voice at his ear. “You’re going to 
get it, both of you—” the gun­
pressure slipped suddenly away 
from Beasley’s spine. “First the 
doll-”

The gun roared suddenly, al­
most in Beasley’s ear. He flung 
himself about, and saw one of the 
men in light grey suits, his face 
contorted, raising a heavy auto­
matic in Beasley’s direction. Then 
Beasley flung every ounce of his 
hundred and twenty pounds upon 
him. There was a swirl of motion, 
something slammed sickeningly 
against the side of Beasley’s head, 
and the next thing he knew, he 
was picking himself dizzily up 
off the floor.

The gunman had gone. But the 
girl, when Beasley turned to look 
at her, was silent and still on the 
floor, red staining the front of 
her costume. Beasley knelt beside 
her, and felt for her heart, just as 
Lieutenant Mollison, followed by 
two uniform policemen, came 
charging in.

“She’s still alive,” said Beasley, 
getting up from the girl. “Take 
care of her!” He turned on Lieu­
tenant Mollison, “Come on!”

He led the way at a run, out 
through the door, down the cor­

ridor, and out of the night club. 
They raced together across the 
shadowy parking lot. They were 
only two row’s away from where 
they had left the car they had 
driven out in—with Susan in it— 
when Beasley gave a sudden 
ejaculation and doubled his speed.

“Hey! What’s up?” Lieutenant 
Mollison lumbered after him. He 
found Beasley standing by the 
open door of the car.

“Susan’s gone!” said Beasley. 
His voice was tight. He thrust a 
piece of paper at the lieutenant. 
“They must have spotted her when 
they ran out this way. Read this!”

Lieutenant Mollison held the 
paper up into the light:

"We got the girl. Thinly twice, 
and thinly right, and you'll get 
her bach O.K. There won't be any 
other warnings.”

Lieutenant Mollison read the 
note out loud. He turned around 
and stared at Beasley:

“Who wrote this?” he asked.
“Those two gunmen,” answered 

Beasley crisply. “They’ve probably 
both panicked now, and that’s why 
they’ve tried abducting Susan to 
cover their escape.”

“I’ll get the whole force after 
them!” said Lieutenant Mollison. 
His hand darted for the micro­
phone belonging to the car radio.

“No!” said Beasley. “We can’t 
put pressure on them, Lieutenant. 
They’re liable to get frightened 
and kill Susan. Besides, we’d have 
a difficult time catching them 



now. But I think I know where 
they may have gone. Call the 
F.B.I.”

Lieutenant Mollison stood 
where he was, staring at Beasley.

“Lieutenant!” snapped Beasley. 
“Don’t just stand there like a 
stuffed Megascops asio! Susan— 
the girl I love—is in danger!”

“But-but-—” stammered Lieuten­
ant Mollison. “F.B.I. ?”

“Must I stop to explain every­
thing at a time like this?” barked 
Beasley. “The situation is clear 
enough. The two gunmen are on 
the run. They will naturally turn 
to the only man who can be forced 
to help them cover their escape.”

“Who-?”
“Hanscomb, of course!” said 

Beasley. “The gunmen are head­
ed for Big Mike Hanscomb.”

“Hanscomb—find Hanscomb, 
you said?” stuttered Lieutenant 
Mollison. “All right! I’ll put every 
man on it—” He reached toward 
the radio in the car.

“I just finished telling you,” said 
Beasley forcefully. “Call the F.B.I., 
Lieutenant. Big Mike Hanscomb 
is free on the charge for which he 
served time, but only out on bail 
as far as his income tax fraud 
charges are concerned. The F.B.I. 
will certainly be keeping an eye 
on him.”

“Oh? OH\" said Lieutenant 
Mollison, and dived for the radio 
in the car. Within moments he 
had the information, relayed 
through police headquarters back 

downtown from the local F.B.I. 
office. Beasley and Lieutenant 
Mollison scrambled into the car; 
and the lieutenant sent it rocket­
ing out of the lot.

Twenty minutes later they 
pulled up outside a screen of small 
ornamental pines.

“Come on,” said Lieutenant 
Mollison.

He led the way out of the car 
and through the pines quietly, up 
to a large building resembling a 
Swiss chalet from within which 
came the sound of voices.

Cautiously, Lieutenant Mollison 
tried the door. It was unlocked. 
The lieutenant eased it open; and 
he and Beasley stepped into a dim 
kitchen.

They crosssed the kitchen and 
looked in through a half open 
door to a large, comfortable 
lounge. Within, twenty men look­
ing like well fed business men 
were lounging about, drinking and 
talking.

Beasley poked Lieutenant Molli­
son with his finger, and pointed. 
In a corner Susan, rather white­
faced, sat with one of the men in 
gray close beside her. Across the 
room, the other man in gray was 
talking tensely with a man at 
least six feet four inches tall and 
weighing around two-hundred 
and fifty pounds.

“Big Mike,” muttered Lieuten­
ant Mollison in Beasley’s ear.

Throwing the door before him 
suddenly open, the lieutenant 



stepped into the room with his 
gun out and snapped:

“Up with your hands, all of 
you! You’re under arrest!”

A sudden silence fell on the 
room. The men standing there 
turned around. As if half hypno­
tized, they slowly began to raise 
their hands into the air.

“Look out!” shouted Beasley.
The man in gray beside Susan 

sprang to one side, drawing his 
gun as he did. Half falling to the 
floor, he snapped a shot at Lieu­
tenant Mollison, who staggered, 
dropped his gun and clutched at 
his arm.

Beasley dived for the gun, grab­
bing it up as he rolled over and 
over across the floor. Beasley fired 
four times. And four of the men 
around the room went down 
clutching at various sections of 
their anatomy—two shoulders, an 
arm, a leg.

Beasley rose to his feet facing a 
stunned room. The men, who re­
mained jerkily erect, raised their 
hands again, and stood still.

“Oh, Beez!” cried Susan, rush­
ing across the floor to throw her 
arms around him. “You did it! 
You got them all!”

“Of course,” said Beasley, blow­
ing casually on the hot muzzle of 
the gun “A common trick. West­
ern heroes do it all the time on 
TV. Though I must say it’s a 
good thing I took a couple of 
afternoons off last summer to 
practice on the police target 

range.” He turned back to Lieu­
tenant Mollison who was examin­
ing his own shoulder. “How are 
you, Lieutenant?”

“All right,” grunted Lieutenant 
Mollison. “Just a burn. Barely tore 
the skin.” He reached out his hand 
to Beasley. “I’ll take my gun back 
now.”

Beasley gave it to him. Lieuten­
ant Mollison turned toward the 
men in the room.

“All right, you rats!” He 
snapped. “Line up against the 
wall!”

Three hours later, with the men 
who had been in the ski lodge 
safely locked up and the wounded 
gunmen along with them, Susan 
and Beasley were in Lieutenant 
Mollison’s office having some Po­
lice Department coffee in paper 
cups with him.

“Well, you fixed me,” growled 
Lieutenant Mollison. “Crime-free 
year! Ha!” He added grudgingly, 
“You did help me make the larg­
est haul of criminals this state ever 
saw. All of those guys were want­
ed police characters—half of them 
from out of state.”

He swallowed some coffee, 
brightening. “And I caught all of 
them conspiring in some connec­
tion with the kidnappers of Susan. 
There won’t be one of them we 
can’t put away.” He beamed, “all 
of Big Mike Hanscomb’s old bud­
dies. Characters we’ve been after 
for years.”

“Quite true,” said Beasley.



“You’ve been very fortunate, Lieu­
tenant.”

“Fortunate?—” began Lieuten­
ant Mollison. But he could not 
quite work up enough energy to 
roar. “The thing that beats me,” 
he growled, “is how you figured 
that first cadaver for a murder in 
the first place.”

"Why, I should think it would 
be completely obvious—even to 
you, Lieutenant,” said Beasley, in 
mild surprise. “The damage done 
to the body I saw over at the 
Medical School was just a little 
too various and ingenious to be 
caused by chance. A man who gets 
almost drowned in alcohol, and 
hit on the head, and then actually 
frozen to death, is a little too good 
to be true. That’s where the clev­
erness of the scheme entered into 
it.”

“What cleverness?”
“Why, if a body comes into the 

coroner-—especially such a coroner 
as we have here—with an almost 
humorous catalogue of injuries, 
the really important one is liable 
to pass in the crowd without being 
given undue attention.”

“What? —You mean, the hit 
on the head?”

“Not at all,” said Beasley. “The 
scraped section of the cadaver’s 
arm.”

Lieutenant Mollison groaned. 
“Okay, I’ll bite. What did that 
have to do with the murder?”

“Let’s approach it this way, 
Lieutenant. It may simplify mat­

ters for you."
Lieutenant Mollison glared at 

Beasley, who blithely continued:
“How to do away unobtrusively 

with a man in the public eye? An­
swer—first do away with one that 
isn’t anybody. They picked a skid­
row bum, disposed of him with an 
ice-pick and dumped his body in 
a creek out of town. Then, with 
the aid of the waitress who got 
shot—and who had been planted 
in the Mirador before by Big 
Mike—they trapped Joey Williams 
in his own office. She got him 
drunk on brandy, then they hit 
him on the head, and left him in 
the refrigerator car to freeze.

“The waitress never thought 
they had anything that serious in 
mind, of course; but by that time 
she was deep into it and it was 
too late to back out.”

Beasley rubbed his nose 
thoughtfully. “A very efficient 
crime. Instead of one dead Joey 
Williams, well-known night club 
owner, we have a dead stranger 
and one dead bum nobody cares 
anything about. And if anybody 
wants to get suspicious, it’s the 
stranger, not the bum, w’ho was 
murdered.”

“But how did you know all 
this?” snarled Lieutenant Molli­
son.

“It forms,” said Beasley, “a 
logical progression. A rather un­
usual scrape for no apparent 
reason on a forearm led me to 
look closer and discover an erased 



tattoo. The erased tattoo led me 
to speculate why and how it was 
erased. The only obvious answer 
was—to hide the identity of the 
body; which implied that it was 
not of the man it seemed, which 
led to the inference that it was 
someone else, which postulated a 
second person—or, more conven­
iently, a second body, which re­
quired a reason for both bodies, 
which—”

“Stop—” said Lieutenant Mol- 
Jison, weakly.

“Which,” continued Beasley 
calmly and inexorably, “indicated 
an organized purpose behind both 
deaths, which demanded a mo­
tive which could only be supplied 
in such a man as Big Mike Han­
scomb, who of necessity would 
make use of a certain type of un­
derling, which eliminated all but 
gunmen such as we encountered, 
which restricted the murder 
methods to those of a certain type, 
which agreed with the complica­
tions of the two corpses and the 
environment of the skid-row and 
Drexel Street establishments, and 
led directly to the need for such 
a contact individual as the wait­
ress, whose nail file was the very 
instrument for the removal of the 
tattoo, the erasure of which had 
attracted my attention in the first 
place. When Susan found the nail 

file in the waitress’ locker, and the 
waitress reacted so violently when 
I confronted her with it, the mat­
ter became certain in my mind.”

“I see,” whispered Lieutenant 
Mollison in a strangled voice.

“Of course,” added Beasley, 
idly, “the matter was further con­
firmed when I smelled the decan­
ter on Joey William’s desk and 
found that, although it was empty, 
it smelled strongly of brandy.”

“Sure,” said Lieutenant Molli­
son, closing his eyes, “sure. Noth­
ing to it.”

“I knew you’d see it once I’d 
pointed it out to you,” said Beas­
ley, kindly. “Well, come on, 
Susan. Let’s go catch a bus and 
get back to the Positive End for 
Pizza and cokes. So long, Lieuten­
ant.”

They went out. Lieutenant Mol­
lison sat where he was. After a 
minute or two, he threw his paper 
cup of coffee at the wall and be­
gan to curse. He cursed—of all 
people—a Dr. and Mrs. Pen­
worthy Grove, an estimable couple 
who lived in Keokuk, Indiana, 
had never so much as spoken to 
Lieutenant Mollison in his entire 
life, and had done nothing in any 
way objectionable except to pro­
duce and rear their only son, Beas­
ley. ■ ■



THAT !
NIGHT I

: by GEORGE KAUFFMAN •

Jn ORINDA COUNTY, ON THE SHORES 

of San Francisco bay, the follow­
ing trial took place in Superior 
Court Number II....

“I shall now call Mrs. Sturte­
vant,” said the District Attorney. 
“Tell us what happened that 
night, if you please.”

“Miss Dane came for dinner. 
Wc had some drinks. She died.”

“Mrs. Sturtevant, do you usual­
ly have your husband’s mistress 
over for dinner and drinks?”

“No. My husband told me Miss 
Dane was blackmailing him. He 
suggested that we invite her over 
for dinner and at that time 1 
poison her.”

“And you agreed to do so?”
“Yes. But I didn’t say that I did 

poison her.”
The District Attorney thought 

a moment. “If you didn’t poison 
Miss Dane, then who did?”

“Nobody.”
“You mean she poisoned her­

self?”
“No, sir. She is still alive.”
“Mrs. Sturtevant,” said the Dis­

trict Attorney, “you will pardon 
me for expressing surprise over the 
fact that the person recently cre­
mated is, in your opinion, alive.”

“I am aware of that fact. Were 
there any more questions?”

“Not from you, at this moment, 
Mrs. Sturtevant. You may step 
down.” As she walked back to her 
chair, the District Attorney said, 
“I now call Martha Rose ... what 
do you do in the Sturtevant house­
hold?"

“I am the maid, sir.”
“Tell us what took place that 

night, if you please.”
“Mrs. Sturtevant, her husband, 

and a friend, Peggy Dane, had 
dinner together in the patio. I was 
in my room, which is a guest­
cottage across the swimming pool 
from the main house. I was read­
ing when I heard a scream.... ”

“Pardon—a scream?”
“Yes. It was Mrs. Sturtevant. I 

ran around the pool to the patio. 
Miss Dane was on the ground in 
some sort of fit. Mr. Sturtevant 
said to his wife, ‘You poisoned 
her.’ Mrs. Sturtevant said noth­
ing.”

“Nothing?” asked the District 
Attorney.

“Yes, sir. She remained silent, 
sort of numb, I guess. Mr. Sturte­
vant called the doctor. When he 
got there Miss Dane was dead. 
The police and the coroner came 
and took her away. They took 
Mrs. Sturtevant to jail.”

“Thank you. I now call the 
doctor to the stand ... will you 
tell us what happened that night, 
please?” said the District Attorney.

“Mr. Sturtevant called me and 
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told me to come right over, that 
there had been an accident. When 
I arrived I found Miss Dane. I 
said she had consumed some 
strychnine. I called the coroner 
and the police.”

“Thank you.” The District At­
torney turned to the defense. “Any 
questions?”

“Yes.” Mrs. Sturtevant’s attorney 
stood up and approached the doc­
tor. “When you went to the 
Sturtevant home and found Miss 
Dane, was she in fact dead?”

“No, sir.”
“Is she alive at this moment?”
“Yes, sir.”
The District Attorney was on 

his feet. “I object!”
“To what point?” asked the 

judge.
“Tp the point, your honor, that 

a person cremated can’t be alive.”
“But, counselor,” said the judge, 

“perhaps this person was not cre­
mated in the first place. May we 
proceed along this line for a while 
and see what develops?”

“When you said, Doctor, that 
Miss Dane was alive, do you mean 
you can produce her in this 
court?” asked the defense attorney.

“Yes, sir. She is hiding in my 
apartment.”

“Thank you, Doctor.” The de­
fense attorney turned to Mrs. 
Sturtevant and asked her to take 
the stand again. “Now, tell us ex­
actly what happened that night.”

“That night, as I mixed the 
drinks, I changed my mind. Even 

though my husband had told me 
Miss Dane was blackmailing him, 
I thought to pay off Miss Dane 
and forget the whole thing. I 
brought out the drinks and was 
going to indicate to my husband 
that I had not put the poison in. 
But Miss Dane already had taken 
her drink. When she fell to the 
floor, supposedly dying, it was 
then I screamed, as I realized I 
had been fooled by my husband 
again.”

“In other words,” said the de­
fense attorney, “they thought you 
had put the ‘poison’ in?”

“Yes. So they went on with their 
little drama. The doctor signed a 
false death certificate, the under­
taker put on a false cremation. I 
was to be framed in a murder­
charge and put away while my 
husband could live happily ever 
after with Miss Dane and my 
money.”

“Then it wasn’t a poison after 
all they gave you to put in.”

“No. It was a harmless sub­
stance to fool me. Quite by acci­
dent, I fooled them. Knowing this, 
you as my attorney approached 
the doctor and told him to coop­
erate with me and no charges 
against him would be made for 
false registration. He has now 
done so.”

“But you agreed to murder 
someone.”

“Yes. But I plead guilty to a 
murder that was never committed. 
And what is the penalty for that?”
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AUTHOR’S CHOICE

To paraphrase The Bard, it is a wise author that hnows his own 
brain-child. Or even his brightest brain-child.

To avoid the controversy inevitably stirred up by the word "best," 
1 am going to say that "The Zarapore Beat" is my favorite story; 
at least nobody can quarrel with my personal predilection. I hap­
pen to be very fond of O’Reilly Sahib—fonder, I thinly, than of any 
other character I ever created. I was, and still am, tickled by the 
concept of a New Yorl^ cop who has never been farther from the 
city than Asbury Parl^ but who, when circumstances take him to 
India, continues to function with the same assurance and methods 
as though he were still pounding the pavements of the Ninth Pre­
cinct in Manhattan. I thoroughly enjoyed writing this series of 
stories and apparently some of the fun came through to the reader, 
for Anthony Boucher has characterised "The Zarapore Beat" as 
the “joyous ... account of the debut of O’Reilly Sahib!’

One of the reasons 1 enjoyed writing the O’Reilly Sahib stories is 
that I could use my favorite device of evolving plot from back­
ground. It is a long time now since I was in India (I worked on a 
Calcutta newspaper in 1922-3), but when I wrote "The Zarapore 
Beat" the colors, the sounds, and the smells of the East were still 
fresh in my memory. It was a pleasure to put them down on paper 
before they grew dim.

I had written half a dozen O’Reilly Sahib stories when World 
War II began. With the world in a state of flux I realized I had 
better bring my New Yorp cop home. Then came Indian inde­
pendence and the splitting off of Pakistan. I could of course not 
send O'Reilly back to a new and strange India which neither of us 
ever kpiew, so the series came to an end.

New York City, Lawrence G. Blachman
May 13, 1960.



ZARAPORE BEAT
by LAWRENCE G. BLOCHMAN

WYOU MEAN AN INDIAN CHIEF,” 

said O’Reilly.
“I mean an Indian prince," in­

sisted the precinct captain. “He 
ain’t one o’ these common or 
Madison Square Garden variety 
Indians with feathers and mocca­
sins. He’s a—well, elephants. 
Pearls. Curry and rice. He’s—”

“I got it,” said O’Reilly. “A 
Hindu Indian. And what am I 
supposed to do about him?”

“Go up to his hotel right away,” 
said the precinct captain. “The 
Prince and the British Consul 
have been to see the Mayor, and 
the Mayor told the Commissioner 
to assign a cop to look after the 
Prince, and the Commissioner 

passes the buck to the Deputy 
Chief Inspector, and the Inspector 
picks you. I’m damned if I know 
why, unless it’s because you’re 
six-feet-four and the heavyweight 
champion of the force. Anyway, 
you’re the Prince’s personal body­
guard as long as he’s in New 
York. Now beat it.”

Thus did Patrolman Terrence 
O’Reilly, of the Ninth Precinct 
Police Station, become attached to 
Prince Vinayak Rao Bahadur, 
eldest son of the Maharajah of 
Zarapore, and heir apparent—so 
he thought—to the throne of that 
distant and somewhat obscure In­
dian state.

Prince Vinayak was on his way
Copyright 1936, by Popular Publications.



back to Zarapore after two years 
spent at Oxford acquiring social 
polish, an English accent, and a 
back-hand tennis stroke. Having 
mastered these and similar funda­
mentals fitting him to take his ul­
timate place among the six hun­
dred-odd rulers of the so-called in­
dependent states that make up the 
India that is theoretically non­
British, he should have come 
home immediately to begin wait­
ing for his father to die. The 
Prince, however, was something 
of a heretic; he was unduly inter­
ested in the theory of government. 
He was taking the long way 
home via the United States of 
America, to see what those former 
British colonies were doing in the 
way of industrial development, 
municipal hygiene, and state con­
trol of utilities. He was even mak­
ing arrangements to attend lec­
tures on political science at Co­
lumbia University, when Patrol­
man Terrence O’Reilly was ush­
ered into the suite of his Park 
Avenue hotel.

O’Reilly was surprised at the 
sight of the Prince. He had ex­
pected to see a fat, dark man re­
clining on silken cushions while 
many beautiful ladies, dressed—or 
undressed—in the manner of a 
Broadway night club floor show, 
attended him with large feather 
fans. Instead, he saw a slim, keen­
eyed young man in a well-tailored 
gray business suit, sitting at a 
desk writing letters. The Prince’s 

skin was no darker than that of 
Detective Joe Manelli of the Mer­
cer Street Station, and there was 
nothing royal about him except 
perhaps the square-cut diamond 
as big as an ice cube, which 
adorned his cravat.

“Howdy, Prince,” said O’Reilly. 
“The Commissioner sent me.”

Prince Vinayak looked up. He, 
too, was surprised—at the tower­
ing bulk of O’Reilly. The police­
man was roughly triangular, with 
shoulders that looked as if he had 
left an oversized hanger in his 
coat, tapering down to muscular 
hips and wiry legs. The size of his 
feet kept him from being top­
heavy. You could hang a hat on 
the corner of his jaw, and some­
body had already hung a haymak­
er on his slightly flattened nose, 
one night while he was breaking 
up a free-for-all in a Greenwich 
Village speakeasy. His hair, the 
color of a ripe persimmon, topped 
off a truly impressive spectacle.

“My name’s Terrence O’Reilly,” 
said the new bodyguard. “You 
can call me Terry.”

The Prince smiled. “Mine is 
Vinayak Rao Bahadur,” he said 
with his precise Oxford accent. 
“You may call me Vinnie.”

Then he laughed—an elegant, 
amused laugh that was complete­
ly lost in the great guffaws of 
O’Reilly as the patrolman joined 
in the joke.

From that moment O’Reilly 
and Prince Vinnie were fast



friends. O’Reilly slept in the 
Prince’s suite, accompanied him 
to official receptions, dozed while 
he listened to college lectures, 
yawned while he inspected hos­
pitals and waterworks. The nights 
were less boring, for the Prince 
had a tremendous curiosity re­
garding what New York did after 
dark, which O’Reilly was emi­
nently fitted to satisfy. Since the 
Prince’s European education had 
been partly devoted to the appre­
ciation of vintage champagnes, 
their friendship grew warmer 
over many a cold bottle. It 
reached a climax with the sud­
denness of a thunderclap.

One cold, blustery March night, 
O’Reilly was awakened from a 
sound, vintage sleep by some one 
shaking his shoulder. He blinked 
into the bearded, spectacled face 
of Sharik, the Prince’s Hindu sec­
retary, who continued to shake 
him.

“Wake up. Wake up, please,” 
Sharik was repeating in a frantic 
tenor. “Something is happening to 
His Highness.”

O’Reilly sprang from his bed. 
Faint, strangled cries came from 
the next room. O’Reilly ran to the 
door. It was locked. On previous 
nights it had always been open. It 
was open, he was sure, when he 
went to bed. He applied his shoul­
der, sprung the lock, fumbled for 
the electric switch.

Light flooded the room. The 
bed was empty. The window was 

open. Three long strides, and 
O’Reilly was leaning across the 
sill. Prince Vinayak Rao Bahadur, 
in silk pajamas, was clinging to a 
narrow ledge outside, fifteen stor­
ies above the street.

When O’Reilly dragged him 
back into the room, the Prince 
collapsed into a chair. Drenched 
with nervous perspiration, he sat 
trembling for half a minute while 
the policeman poured brandy into 
a water tumbler.

“You saved my life, Terry,” 
gasped Prince Vinayak when he 
had gulped the brandy.

“What happened, Prince?”
“I don’t know. I awoke to find 

myself going out the window. In­
stinctively I clutched the ledge. 
How I held on, I don’t know . . . 
I’ve never walked in my sleep be­
fore, have I, Sharik?”

“No, Your Highness,” said the 
secretary gravely.

“Who locked the door between 
this room and mine?” demanded 
O’Reilly, very much the police­
man. He addressed the question 
to the room at large—to the 
Prince, to Sharik, and to the two 
turbaned body servants who were 
bustling futilely about.

“I am finding it locked when 
aroused by His Highness’ cries,” 
said Sharik solemnly.

“If I’m getting to be a somnam­
bulist, Terry,” said the Prince 
with an uneasy laugh, “perhaps I 
locked it myself.”

“Nix, Prince,” said O’Reilly.



“You ain’t no somnam— You 
don’t walk in your sleep. Some­
body sneaked in here with a pass­
key and just plain chucked you 
out of the window, that’s what.”

“Nonsense, Terry. Why should 
anyone-—?”

“Who gets the nomination for 
Maharajah in case you kick off?” 
pursued O’Reilly professionally. 
“Anybody?”

“Yes. My half-brother, Prince 
Mahmed; but he’s a long way off, 
in India. Besides, our father, the 
Maharajah, has a good many 
years to live yet. Unless—” The 
prince stopped suddenly. His face 
went ashen. He half raised him­
self apprehensively in his chair. 
“Sharik, what time is it?”

“Ten minutes of four, Your 
Highness.”

“Call the desk.” There was 
dread in the Prince’s voice. “Ask 
if there are telegrams.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

Sharik went to the phone. He 
looked a little like an owl with 
his close, curly black beard and 
horn-rimmed spectacles. He was 
young—about the same age «nd 
build as the Prince. Same deep­
set brown eyes, too. O’Reilly 
thought he would probably resem­
ble the Prince without his beard, 
spectacles, and the blue turban 
he wore constantly.

“There is a cablegram, Your 
Highness,” said Sharik, as he 

hung up. “It came half an hour 
ago, but the clerk did not wish 
to disturb Your Highness until 
breakfast. He is sending it up.”

Sharik remained standing by 
the phone. No one spoke. The 
anguish of anticipation in the 
Prince’s eyes increased, second by 
second, until the bellboy knocked 
on the door.

O’Reilly took the envelope, ex­
amined the flap to see if it had 
been previously opened, then 
handed it on. The Prince’s fingers 
shook as he tore it open. When 
he finished reading it, he looked 
blankly at the wall for a long 
minute. Then he said in a life­
less voice:

“My father, the Maharajah, is 
dead.”

“Gee, that’s tough, Prince. I’m 
sorry—”

“Terry! I wonder if you’re 
right. I wonder if someone in 
New York received this news be­
fore I did.”

“You’re doggone right I’m 
right,” said O’Reilly. “And from 
now on, Prince, you don’t leave 
my sight, night or day.”

Prince Vanayak arose suddenly. 
A ghostly smile of hope crossed 
his harried face. His voice came 
to life.

“Do you mean that, Terry? 
Then you’ll come to India with 
me?”

“What? Me? Why, I couldn’t 
do that, Prince Vinnie. I’m still 
on the Force. I’m due for promo­



tion pretty soon.”
“I’ll go to the Commissioner 

for you. I’m sure he’ll grant you 
leave of absence. We will have to 
start at once.”

O’Reilly’s blue eyes clouded— 
with a sort of fear, although he 
would never have recognized it 
as such. O’Reilly was not a cow­
ard; his record showed that. He 
once walked into a nest of East 
Side gunmen single-handed, and 
had lead dug out of his thigh 
without an anesthetic. He had 
cleaned out a dive of thugs in 
Hell’s Kitchen with his bare fists. 
He had exchanged shots with pa­
roled killers. He knew danger, 
and therefore did not fear it. But 
India—well, India was a purely 
imaginary place, something to 
read about, not to go to. And for 
O’Reilly, who had never been out­
side. New York in his life, except 
for a week in Asbury Park one 
summer and a trip up the Hud­
son on the day boat, going to In­
dia was a little like dying....

“You see, Prince,” he said, “I 
still got my old lady livin’ over 
in Brooklyn. She depends on me.”

“I’ll take care of her,” said the 
Prince. “My bank will send her 
money every week. And I need 
you, Terry. I need your strength, 
your courage, and your loyalty. I 
need someone I can trust. Will 
you come?”

“Well, O.K., then, Prince,” said 
O’Reilly gloomily. He sat down, 
a little dazed by the decision he 

had just made. "Say, how far is it 
to India? Will we have to stop 
somewhere overnight, or can we 
make it in a day?”

They made it in thirteen days, 
thanks to a lucky connection with 
the Imperial Airways plane in 
England, It was ah unreal fort­
night for O’Reilly. Six days of 
unimagined and ignominious nau­
sea on the Atlantic, a fleeting 
glimpse of London, then a week 
flying away from the last bluster­
ing days of winter. Like the magic 
carpet, the plane for India turned 
gray seas to blue, caught up with 
the green of , spring, left it to 
dance in the heat that eddied up­
ward from the yellow sands of 
the desert. Enchanted names 
passed beneath the wings—Paris, 
Italy, Egypt, Bagdad—but to 
O’Reilly they were just names. 
Landscapes from the air were as 
impersonal as a page from a 
geography, and an airdrome, after 
all, is just an airdrome. O’Reilly 
spent his time studying New 
York police regulations. He was 
due for promotion when he got 
back.

At Karachi, the sticky heat from 
the Arabian Sea began to make 
India a personal matter while he 
and the Prince and the Prince’s 
small retinue were waiting for 
the shuttle plane for Bombay. But 
it was at Bombay that India really 
began.

In the glaring, sweltering streets 



of Bombay, teeming with more 
shades of black and brown than 
Harlem, more whiskers than 
Allen Street, more garish and 
brilliant costumes than a Knights 
of Pythias parade, Patrolman 
O’Reilly became O’Reilly Sahib. 
He put up his police regulations 
and bought a copy of Hindustani 
Simplified. He was outfitted in 
white drills by a Parsi tailor with 
a black oilcloth miter. He bought 
—with some misgivings, as it was 
twenty years since a self-respecting 
New York cop had worn anything 
resembling a soup-tureen helmet 
—a sola topee. He also bought 
a Malacca stick of appropriate 
strength and weight to beat off 
further attempts on the life of 
Prince Vinnie. But prospective 
assassins were conspicuously in­
active while the Prince’s party 
made its way through the tangled 
traffic of squawking motorcars, 
bullock carts, gharis, and water 
buffaloes, to the private car which 
Sharik arranged to have attached 
to the Punjab Mail as far as Zara­
pore.

Aboard the train, the Prince, 
too was transformed. Instead of 
the natty Western business suit, 
he wore tight satin trousers, a 
long tunic of ivory silk, and a 
pale pink turban, on the front of 
which glittered a diamond, the 
square-cut diamond as big as an 
ice cube. He also wore a frown, 
which became more and more 
worried as the train chuffed over 

the Western Ghats and rolled 
across the sun-baked plains of 
Central India, past drab mud vil­
lages and parched, dusty peepul 
trees.

Sharik, the solemn secretary, 
must have noticed the deepening 
frown, for he said: “Perhaps 
Your Highness would like the 
private car detached when we 
cross the frontier of Zarapore 
State. We could proceed secretly 
to Zarapore City by motor.”

“Nonsense,” said the Prince.
“I was thinking Your Highness 

was uncertain regarding Prince 
Mahmed—”

“Sharik, my name is Vinayak 
Rao Bahadur. I remind you that 
bahadur means ‘brave.’ ”

“Besides,” put in O Reilly, who 
was smoking a Trichinopoly che­
root and feeling warmer than he 
had ever felt in his life, “there 
ain’t nothin’ to be afraid of, as 
long as Terrence O’Reilly is on 
the job. And I don’t mind tellin’ 
you, he is.”

As O’Reilly spoke, he had a 
sudden sensation of strange, rest­
less excitement—a feeling that un­
reasonably recalled a certain hot 
July night in Manhattan, when 
he and Detective Sullivan had 
cornered two gangsters on a tene­
ment roof, and Sullivan had been 
shot. He wondered why he should 
have that sense of impending 
doom now, the same presentiment 
of death that came a few mo­
ments before Sullivan was gasp­



ing out his life in O’Reilly’s arms.
There was no reason, of course. 

It must be the heat—the same 
sticky heat that hung like a black 
blanket over New York that July 
night. He tried to dismiss the 
whole feeling by drawing deep on 
his cheroot and blowing a thick 
blue cloud into a futile, buzzing 
fan. The smoke came back at him 
in little puffs—like the puffs from 
the muzzle of an automatic ....

It was after dark when the Mail 
puffed into Zarapore City. While 
the train was being shunted onto 
a siding, where the private car 
could be detached, O'Reilly looked 
out the window, fascinated by the 
color and movement of the sta­
tion platform. Blazing torches 
sprayed wavering, orange light 
over the crowd—bhistis, with their 
glistening black goatskin water 
bags; bearded food venders; half- 
naked baggage coolies; brown 
women with gold ornaments in 
their ears and nostrils, and bright 
saris wound around their bodies 
and over their heads. A line of 
troops kept the cross'd away from 
the center of the platform, green- 
turbaned soldiers wearing khaki 
shorts and khaki puttees wrapped 
above their bare feet.

Prince Vinayak, too, was at the 
window, scanning faces in the 
crowd.

“Do you see Prince Mahmed, 
Sharik?” he asked.

“No, Your Highness.”

The train stopped opposite an 
open space on the platform, 
where, surrounded by flashing 
bayonets, stood a group of portly 
Oriental nobles in silk tunics, 
ceremonial scarfs, brilliant tur­
bans, and egrets.

“The local lodge is turned out 
to meet you, Prince,” said O’Reil­
ly.

An assistant stationmaster 
opened a door of the private car. 
A band of yellow-robed musicians 
beat on drums and blew shriek­
ing notes from buffalo horns and 
interminable silver trumpets. The 
Prince stepped to the platform. 
Close behind him were O’Reilly 
and Sharik.

The turbaned troops presented 
arms. The silken nobles salaamed.

As O’Reilly’s alert glance swept 
the scene, his eyes paused on the 
one familiar object in this exotic 
display: a white face! It was not 
a very inspiring face, to be sure— 
thin cheeks, dejected mouth, 
haunted eyes that peered furtive­
ly from beneath the misshapen 
brim of a grimly, once-white 
topee. O’Reilly saw it for just an 
instant before it disappeared be­
hind the turbaned head of a sol­
dier. Then he saw something far 
more important.

A Hindu in a tattered loincloth 
broke through the line of soldiers, 
his naked torso smeared with 
ashes, his eyes gleaming wildly 
through a tangle of gray beard. 
He ran toward the Prince, scream­



ing. His yells were echoed by ex­
cited cries from the crowd. He 
was holding something in front 
of him, an earthenware sphere 
trailing a swisp of smoke!

When he saw the smoke, 
O’Reilly leaped forward.

“Hey, Prince!” he shouted. 
“Duck!”

Before Prince Vinayak could 
move, O’Reilly had committed 
lese majeste by tackling the heir 
apparent to the throne of Zara­
pore and throwing him to the 
ground. He scrambled over the 
Prince’s recumbent body to get 
at the screaming fanatic with the 
earthenware sphere. Before he 
had taken a step there was a deaf­
ening explosion.

O’Reilly suddenly found him­
self sitting on the ground. His 
hands instinctively before his 
face, were bleeding. He coughed 
violently from the acrid fumes 
that filled his lungs. When he 
got to his feet he was engulfed 
by a yelling, fighting crowd that 
had surged forward in instant 
confusion. The Prince was gone!

The half-naked Hindu who had 
carried the crude bomb was spead- 
eagled on the station platform, 
motionless beneath the bare feet 
of running, shouting soldiers. Men 
near him sat on the ground moan­
ing.

“Hey, Prince!”
O’Reilly charged through the 

yelling, milling, panic-stricken 

mob, seeking Vinayak Rao Baha­
dur. Grunts and howls followed 
him as he cleared a path with his 
elbows, tramped on bare feet with 
a trip-hammer tread. Faces swam 
before him in the shimmering 
torchlight—bearded faces, fear- 
contorted faces, brown faces, the 
determined faces of the soldiery. 
Once he caught a glimpse of the 
haunted face of the white man 
with the grimy topee, the man he 
had seen from the train window. 
The white man was slinking away 
into shadow. But nowhere did he 
see the pink turban of Prince Vin­
nie, nor even the blue turban of 
Sharik, the owl-faced secretary. 
The earth had apparently swal­
lowed Vinayak Rao Bahadur.

“Hey, Prince!”
The confusion was lessening. 

Little by little the Hindu soldiers 
were driving back the crowd with 
their rifle butts. At last O’Reilly 
found himself almost alone on the 
station platform, looking into the 
tiny cruel eyes of an Oriental al­
most as big as he was.

“You are O’Reilly?” queried 
the Oriental.

“You guessed it, mister,” said 
O’Reilly, scrutinizing his inquisi­
tor. Tbe man was half a head 
shorter than he was and about 
fifty pounds heavier—e x c e s s 
weight which almost hid his 
small, glittering eyes and billowed 
under his long black alpaca tunic. 
He had a little, silky, black mus­
tache and wore a lemon-yellow



turban.
“Come with me, please,” he 

said.
“Yeah?” said O’Reilly. "And 

who the hell are you?”
“I am Major Kobi Khan, 

Minister of Police for the Sircar 
of Zarapore.”

“So there’s a minister runnin’ 
the police force in this town, is 
there?” declared O’Reilly, folding 
his arms. “I mighta known it, 
from the lousy protection you 
gave the Prince. You oughta go 
back to your church.”

“Come with me, please,” re­
peated Major Kobi Khan.

“Let’s put it the other way,” 
said O’Reilly. “I happen to be spe­
cial bodyguard to the future Ma­
harajah o’ Zarapore that your imi­
tation cops just lost in the shuffle. 
Suppose you come with me while 
we find out what happened to the 
Prince.”

"Havildar! Idhar ao!” shouted 
the Major over his fat shoulder. A 
squad of soldiers with fixed bayo­
nets responded, surrounding 
O’Reilly. “Come with me, please,” 
repeated Kobi Khan to the red­
headed giant.

O’Reilly came, muttering. He 
was convoyed through a murmur­
ing crowd, through the station, 
into the hot darkness of a street 
lined with trees aglitter with fire­
flies, and finally into an imposing 
building surmounted with domes 
which made silhouettes like in­
verted turnips against the stars. 

Here he was left to perspire in a 
smelly room full of soldiers who 
could not understand him.

He was impatiently considering 
the most expeditious means of exit 
when a door opened and someone 
called “O’Reilly Sahib.”

O’Reilly was ushered again into 
the presence of Major Kobi Khan, 
who was now seated at a table be­
side a florid gray-haired Euro­
pean. The white man was intro­
duced as Mr. Leonard Henderson, 
British Political Officer for Zara­
pore.

“Howdy,” said O’Reilly. He 
started to extend his hand, but 
Mr. Henderson dismissed the in­
troduction with a curt nod. He 
made a distinguished picture in 
his tussah silk suit, if somewhat 
cold and preoccupied.

“Mr. Henderson wishes to 
know what you are doing in Zara­
pore?” demanded Major Kobi 
Khan.

“Me? Why, I’m just a pal o’ 
Prince Vinnie’s. You see, in New 
York, me and the Prince—”

“Please tell us what you know 
about the plot.”

“Plot? What plot?”
“You were seen to attack His 

Highness. You knocked him 
down.”

“Sure. That’s the natural move 
when a mug heaves a pineapple. 
Offer the smallest target possi­
ble-”

“When Informed that you were 



accompanying His Highness,” in­
terrupted Major Kobi Khan, “I 
had your antecedents investigated. 
You seem to have been once a 
reputable person. How did you 
become involved ill this con­
spiracy?”

“Say, what is this? A frame?” 
O’Reilly flushed indignantly. 
“Why don’t you ask that fuzzy- 
face secretary where’s the Prince? 
Why don’t you ask that guy 
Sharik about a plot? Where is 
Sharik, anyhow?”

“Sharik,” said Major Kobi 
Khan, “is in jail. He will be shot 
in the morning.”

“Shot?” exclaimed O’Reilly. 
“What for?”

“Negligence. Neglecting the 
safety of a sovereign is treason in 
Zarapore. Ten men will be shot 
for treason at dawn: The Risaldar 
of the State troops, seven of his 
subordinate officers, the assistant 
station-master and Sharik.”

“That’s pretty dumb,” said 
O’Reilly. “Why bump off a lot o’ 
witnesses before you find out 
what happened to the Prince ? 
Bring these birds over here, and 
let’s work ’em over a little. I bet I 
can sweat a story out of ’em.”

“Your advice,” said Major Kobi 
Khan, “is not required.”

“L i s t e n, Mr. Henderson,” 
O’Reilly appealed to the Britisher 
who was watching with calm de­
tachment. “Prince Vinnie’s a 
friend of mine, and I’m just the 
guy to go to bat for him. I put in 

time with the M i s s i n’ Persons 
Bureau. I been with the Explo­
sives Squad before they stuck me 
in the Ninth Precinct. I—”

“As Political Officer of the 
Viceroy,” said Henderson, “my 
capacity in Zarapore is purely ad­
visory. I have no authority to in­
terfere in strictly internal affairs. 
This, as I see it, is a police matter. 
Moreover, I fail to see how you 
could be of value to the investiga­
tion, beyond telling Major Kobi 
Khan what you know. You are a 
stranger here . . . . ”

“A good cop,” said O’Reilly, “is 
a good cop anywhere.”

“The first train leaving Zara­
pore,” said Major Kobi Khan, “is 
the Bombay Mixed Passenger at 
six o’clock in the morning. You 
will please take it.”

“So you’re running me out o’ 
town?”

“Not at all. My idea originally 
was to have you shot with the 
others. Since you are an Ameri­
can, Mr. Henderson suggests that 
we avoid possible complications. 
So you are free—at least until six 
o’clock tomorrow.”

O’Reilly stared at the Minister 
of Police for a long moment. His 
rough-hewn features were perfect­
ly solemn. He saluted gravely— 
and winked at Leonard Hender­
son.

“O.K., toots,” he said.

He walked from the Ministry 
of Police swinging his Malacca 



cane like a night-stick, his square 
chin high, his stride as confident 
as though he were starting out to 
take over his beat on Avenue A 
from Monahan. There was noth­
ing synthetic about O’Reilly’s con­
fident manner, either. He was not 
a man given to bluster. He was 
simply unaware of the enormous 
handicaps which lay before him 
in the task he had set himself. A 
foreigner in a strange land? Not 
O’Reilly. The land might be for­
eign and the people strange, but 
O’Reilly was a New York cop. 
New York was the greatest city 
in the world, wasn’t it? There­
fore a cop who knew his job in 
New York should find any other 
city a minor problem.

True, O’Reilly was a trifle mys­
tified by the disappearance of 
Prince Vinayak Rao Bahadur—at 
least by the actual mechanics of 
the disappearance. He was not 
fooled in the least by the bomb 
explosion. The crude earthenware 
pineapple had been chiefly noise 
and smoke. Any well-made bomb, 
or even a first-class grenade, 
would have killed dozens in that 
crowd, notably Terrence O’Reilly. 
As it was, the only casualty had 
been the ash-smeared fanatic who 
was hugging the bomb close to 
his naked stomach; and his death 
had probably been an accident.

No, the explosion was evidently 
designed to promote sufficient 
panic and confusion to cover the 
abduction of the Prince. He had 

been kidnaped, of course. And 
kidnaping was certainly not be­
yond the ken of a New York cop. 
The routine was simple. He had 
only to keep his eyes and ears 
open and ask questions.

O’Reilly walked toward that 
part of Zarapore that was still 
lighted. Where there was light, 
there would be people. In ten 
minutes he had reached the ba­
zaar streets—crooked ant-runs be­
tween whitewashed buildings, 
swarming with yellow turbans, 
purple pugarees, red fezzes, green 
ha'jji caps, and wagging beards. 
Flares burned before striped awn­
ings, and oil wicks flickered in­
side cavernous open-front shops. 
Here and there were signs in un- 
grammatical English, and 
O’Reilly entered to ask questions. 
He described a man he was seek­
ing, but the few shopkeepers who 
understood could give him no in­
formation.

Several hours passed in useless 
interrogation. Wooden shutters 
went up in front of shops, for it 
was long past midnight. Rayots 
trickled into the bazaars from the 
country, bringing produce for the 
next day’s markets: two-wheeled 
carts dragged by nodding, hump­
backed-bullocks; a string of dusty 
donkeys, no bigger than dogs, 
piled high with earthenware 
chatties.

O’Reilly mopped his brow as he 
watched a shopkeeper take down 
his display of bright, spangled 



slippers with turned-up toes, 
hanging in bunches like bananas. 
He began to feel disheartened. He 
was a little giddy, too, from 
breathing the strange, humid 
scents of the hot night—the min­
gled spicy fragrance of saffron 
and jasmin, with unpleasant over­
tones of rancid ghi, sweat, and 
bullock dung.

Then he saw his man.

He had been looking for the 
furtive European in the grimy 
topee, the man he had seen slink­
ing away from the railway station 
immediately after the explosion. 
At first glimpse O’Reilly had 
spotted the man as a familiar 
type—the sort of person he would 
pick up if he found him loitering 
on his beat, to be fingerprinted on 
a chance that he might be wanted 
somewhere, to be questioned if 
there had been any unsavory in­
cidents in the neighborhood. Now 
the man in the grimy topee was 
still slinking, walking stealthily 
along the opposite side of the nar­
row street, hugging the buildings, 
looking behind him every dozen 
steps. O’Reilly backed into the 
gloom until the man had passed.

The man disappeared around a 
jog in the crooked street. O’Reilly, 
trying to hurry his steps, found 
himself knee-deep in a flock of 
black goats that a naked ten-year- 
old boy was herding through the 
bazaar. By the time he reached 
the corner, the man with the 

grimy topee was nowhere to be 
seen.

Not yet having heard of the 
Hindu Rope Trick or the Great 
Mango Tree Illusion, O’Reilly did 
not ascribe the disappearance to 
an Oriental miracle. Instead, he 
began examining the closed shut­
ters of the first shops at hand. He 
looked at nine before he found 
one with light glowing between 
the boards. He put his eye to a 
crack. Instantly a deep chuckle of 
satisfaction stirred in his throat. 
His man was inside.

He was seated at a table with 
three Orientals—a pot-b e 11 i e d, 
three-chinned Bunya; a gray-whis­
kered Punjabi; and a coal-black 
Singhalese with a semi-circular 
comb stuck into the knot of long 
hair at the back of his head. Light 
from a kerosene lamp glistened on 
four perspiring foreheads bent 
over an object lying in the palm 
of the white man’s hand. The ob­
ject was a square-cut diamond, as 
big as an ice cube and flashing 
cold fire. It was the diamond of 
Prince Vinayak Rao Bahadur.

O’Reilly retreated a few steps, 
lowered his shoulder, and 
charged. The dry wood of the 
shutter splintered into kindling.

The four men about the table 
sprang up in alarm. The man 
with the grimy topee thrust the 
diamond into the trousers pocket 
of his crumpled white suit.

O’Reilly advanced into the dim, 
odorous recesses of the shop, 



brushing himself off.
“Evening, gents,” he said.
The quartet stared at him in 

hostile silence until he had 
reached the table. Then the Bun- 
ya said in a quavering tenor:

“Good evening, O’Reilly Sahib.”
O’Reilly blinked in surprise. 

“Where’d I ever meet you be­
fore?” he demanded.

“Nowhere, Sahib. Bazaar talk 
has wings. And how could we 
mistake one so tall and strong, 
with, such magnificent scarlet 
hairs?”

“What’s your name?” O’Reilly 
pointed his stick at the man with 
the grimy topee.

The European did not answer.
“You are doubtless stranger in 

India,” whined the Bunya after a 
pause. “From Calcutta to Bombay 
people know Jan Van Laar .... ”

“Van Laar, eh? Dutch?”
“Yah,” said Van Laar.
O’Reilly’s forehead creased in a 

pensive frown. He had arrested 
four Dutchmen once, during a 
diamond cutters’ strike.

“What’s your business?” he 
asked.

“Oh, a liddle uff ever’t’ing,” 
said Van Laar. “Anyt’ing to make 
a liffing.”

O’Reilly noticed that Van Laar 
still had one hand in his pocket, 
the hand that held the Prince’s 
diamond.

“Ever been a diamond-cutter?” 
he asked suddenly.

Van Laar began to stammer.

“No ... . Dat is, I used to was a 
diamond-cutter . . . but . . . years 
ago when I was young... in Am­
sterdam . . . . ”

“And you cleared out two 
jumps ahead of the police.” 
O’Reilly shook his head knowing­
ly “Hot ice, eh?”

Van Laar did not reply. His 
lips quivered slightly.

A poor crook, O’Reilly thought. 
No nerve. The sort of petty crimi­
nal that turns stool-pigeon.

“You was at the station to­
night,” said O’Reilly. “What hap­
pened to Prince Vinayak?”

There was a long pause. Insects 
buzzed and thumped about the 
kerosene lamp. Finally the Bunya 
spoke again.

“Anyone can guess, Sahib.
Prince Vinayak is dead.”

“Yeah?” exclaimed O’Reilly.
“Why?”

“Because his greedy and ambi­
tious half-brother, Prince Mah- 
med, wants to be Maharajah.”

“Does Major Kobi Khan know 
this?” queried O’Reilly.

The Bunya, the Punjabi, and 
the Singhalese laughed softly. 
Only Van Laar did not laugh.

“Of course,” smirked the Bun­
ya. “Kobi Khan will be Prime 
Minister when Mahamed is Ma­
harajah.”

“Then why’n hell is Kobi Khan 
havin’ ten men shot for not pro­
tectin’ the Prince?” pursued 
O’Reilly.



The Bunya smiled pityingly. 
“Men to be shot are friendly to 
Prince Vinayak,” he said. “Mah- 
med and Kobi Khan are destroy­
ing possible enemies.”

“And is this guy Henderson in 
on their game?”

“Henderson Sahib is learned 
man,” said the garrulous Bunya. 
“Henderson Sahib is making new 
translating of Mahabharata from 
Sanskrit. But his eyes are too deep 
in books to see what goes on in 
court and bazaars of Zara­
pore . .. . ”

“Suppose he found out? What’d 
happen?”

“Who knows, Sahib?”
“Well, who the devil knows for 

sure that Prince Vinayvak is 
dead ?”

No answer.
“You, Van Laar!” O’Reilly 

poked the European in the chest 
with his cane. “Was the Prince 
dead when you grabbed the dia­
mond off his turban?”

Van Laar paled. “Vot . . . vot 
diamond?” he faltered.

“The sparkler you got in your 
pocket.”

“You must be mistooken,” Van 
Laar began, “I got no—”

His speech ended in a whimper. 
O’Reilly reached out one hand, 
grabbed Van Laar by the back of 
his soiled collar, lifted him clear 
off the floor, and shook him until 
his teeth chattered. Suddenly he 
dropped him. He saw something 
glitter in the hand of the Punjabi.

O’Reilly’s cane swished through 
the fetid air. A knife clanged to 
the table. Then O’Reilly’s left fist, 
with two hundred-odd pounds of 
New York policeman behind it, 
smacked into the Punjabi’s hirsute 
face. A chair clattered over as the 
Punjabi fell backward and lay in 
a limp heap on the floor.

“And now,” said O’Reilly, but­
toning his coat, “let’s quit foolin’. 
Where is that diamond?”

Van Laar no longer hesitated. 
His trembling hand placed the 
sparkling gem on the table. 
O’Reilly picked it up.

“I—we found it,” said Van 
Laar.

“That’s a lie,” O’Reilly de­
clared.

“No, I swear.”
“Don’t give me those,” said 

O’Reilly.
“He is speaking truth,” whined 

the Bunya. “We found it.”
“Where?”
“Between railway station and 

qaibkhana.’’
“Come again?”
“Between station and jail.”
“Now we’re gettin’ some place,” 

announced O’Reilly, sitting down 
and taking out a Trichinopoly 
cheroot. “How’d you happen to 
find it? Follow the Prince?”

“No, no,” protested Van Laar 
frantically. “We did not know it 
was Prince Vinayak. After bomb 
explode, I see some men carrying 
somet’ing heavy between cars of 
train—jail is on odder side of 



tracks from station—so when train 
leave, I follow. Just before jail, I 
find hurra hira—dis diamond.”

“That’s funny,” mused O’Reilly. 
He lit his cheroot and squinted 
into the smoke. If they were go­
ing to kill the Prince, why hadn’t 
they killed him outright, blaming 
it on the bomb? Why had they 
packed him off to jail? Maybe 
they were making sure in some 
way that Prince Vinayak would 
be obliterated without an incrimi­
nating trace. How? And why the 
jail? And why, of all things, had 
they got rid of this diamond? The 
diamond could not merely have 
dropped off, since it was firmly 
fastened to the front of the 
Prince’s pink turban.

O’Reilly puffed furiously on his 
cheroot. It was possible, of course, 
that Van Laar was lying, although 
O’Reilly’s policeman’s instinct, 
born of years of contact with liars, 
told him that this trembling, sniv­
eling beachcomber was speaking 
the truth. O’Reilly leaned back in 
his chair, looked at the glowing 
end of the cheroot, and thought 
back to that night in New York 
when someone had tried to push 
Prince Vinnie out the hotel win­
dow ....

Suddenly he sprang to his feet.
Van Laar cringed before an ex­

pected blow.
“What time is it?” O’Reilly 

shouted.
“Half past four of morning 

time,” said the Bunya.

O’Reilly stuffed the diamond 
into his pocket and grabbed Van 
Laar’s arm.

“Come on,” he said. “Show me 
the way to this bird Henderson’s 
house—in a hurry.”

O’Reilly banged on the door 
of Henderson’s bungalow for five 
minutes before he aroused a 
sleepy dur wan. Between yawns, 
the dur wan explained drowsily 
that under no circumstances 
could he awaken his master at 
this hour. Whereupon O’Reilly 
awakened the durwan with a 
sharp blow of the heel of his palm 
under his brown chin. As the 
Hindu started over backward, 
O’Reilly caught him, tucked him 
under his left arm, and entered 
the dark house. The outraged 
durwan squawked, kicked, and 
yelled as O’Reilly strode across 
book-lined rooms. The tyansama 
and two other servants came to 
the rescue, added their voices to 
the uproar.

At last the Political Officer 
himself appeared

“You!” he exclaimed, as the 
luminous cone of his flashlight 
picked out the New York police­
man.

Leonard Henderson was the 
first man O’Reilly had ever seen 
who looked dignified in a night­
gown.

“Get your duds on, Mr. Hen­
derson,” shouted O’Reilly, un­
ceremoniously dropping the 



squalling durwan. “We’re going 
to stop a massacre.”

“My dear fellow, I’ve already 
told you that this is a purely in­
ternal—”

“Listen,” O’Reilly interrupted. 
“You’re Political Officer, ain’t 
you? Then rotten politics is right 
up your alley, ain’t it? Well, 
where I come from, they invent­
ed rotten politics, Mr. Henderson, 
and I know the smell. Look 
here.”

He showed the prince’s dia­
mond, briefly told his story.

“Extraordinary!” agreed the Po­
litical Officer. “Perhaps I had bet­
ter go with you.”

“Right away!” said O’Reilly.
The sky was already beginning 

to pale in the east as O’Reilly 
helped Henderson’s heavy-eyed 
syce hitch a horse to his victoria.

Henderson was still tying his 
cravat when he jumped into the 
carriage, and ordered: “Jeldi 
jao!”

The syce’s whip cracked, and 
the horse leaped into a canter. In 
front of the Ministry of Police, 
the brakes clamped shrieking 
against the wheels.

A pahare-walla on duty said 
that Major Kobi Khan was not 
there. He had already gone to 
the prison for the executions.

Again the syce urged the horse 
into a gallop. The victoria 
bounced and clattered over the 
railway tracks. Ahead, at the 
foot of a gentle slope, the bulging 

domes of the prison loomed black 
against the brightening sky.

There were crowds of people on 
the road, too, despite the hours— 
straggling groups of Hindus and 
Moslems heading for the prison, 
drawn by some common morbidi­
ty, by the universal fascination of 
foreordained death. Apparently 
the executions were to be public, 
on the sun-baked field outside the 
prison walls, for a troop of mount­
ed guards was deployed there, 
green pennants hanging limp 
from their lances in the calm of 
dawn.

The mounted guards stopped 
Henderson’s carriage, and there 
was a heated parley in Hindustani 
as to whether it was to be allowed 
to go on. In the meantime the 
prisoners were being led from the 
prison. O’Reilly could see them 
marched through a gate, flanked 
by soldiers and torch-bearers 
whose flares paled at the advance 
of day. He heard a sudden blare 
of sound—the ominous beat of 
drums, the mournful bellow of 
Hindu horns, and the squeal of 
gourd instruments. A little band 
of turbaned musicians in gaudy 
uniforms followed the prisoners, 
pouring out strange dissonances as 
a last salute to the men about to 
die.

“Achcha, Sahib!”
The mounted guards were con­

vinced. The Political Officer’s 
carriage started rolling again.



O’Reilly could see the firing 
squad, now—a double rank of 
green-turbaned soldiers. Opposite 
them the ten condemned men 
were being lined against a wall. 
Eight of them stood erect and un­
afraid. One was gesticulating and 
talking wildly. The tenth, whose 
blue turban, horn-rimmed specta­
cles, and close-cropped black beard 
proclaimed him as Sharik, was 
slumped against the wall.

Major Kobi Khan half turned 
in his saddle at the approach of 
the victoria. When he saw the 
Political Officer, he beamed with 
pleasure. When he saw O’Reilly 
beside him, his expression 
changed. Turning back abruptly 
to face the officer commanding 
the firing detail, he gave an order.

"Banduq chalaol”
“Stop!” Henderson exclaimed. 

“They mustn’t fire, Major! 
They—”

“It is the hour set for the ex­
ecution,” said Kobi Khan.

Then Terrence O’Reilly went 
into action. With a single bound 
he landed in the driver’s seat, al­
most in the syce’s lap. Snatching 
up the reins, he snapped them 
with the sound of a pistol shot, 
stung the horse into a gallop.

Kobi Khan shouted something 
as the victoria dashed past him, 
past the firing squad.

O’Reilly tugged at the right rein 
as though he wanted to pull the 
horse’s head off. The carriage 
veered, tottered, then went careen­

ing across the field of death, 
throwing up showers of stones 
and clouds of dust between execu­
tioners and condemned.

Henderson leaned over the 
driver’s seat, his face white.

“You’re mad, O’Reilly. They’ll 
kill us.”

O’Reilly stole a backward 
glance. The voice of Kobi Khan 
boomed above the confused roar 
of the crowd.

“They won’t dare shoot the 
Political Officer,” said O’Reilly. 
“And as for Officer O’Reilly—”

He yanked the left rein. The 
horse reared, shied, then made the 
turn. There was a scraping of 
wheels.

O’Reilly jumped. Without look­
ing behind, he ran the few re­
maining steps to the ten prisoners 
backed against the wall. He went 
directly to the limp, black-bearded 
man in the blue turban, who top­
pled over when touched. O’Reilly 
picked him up tenderly, listened 
anxiously for his heartbeat. The 
man gave a queer, guttural gasp.

Inexplicably the fatal volley still 
hung fire.

Leonard Henderson, who had 
stopped the victoria, came running 
up beside the red-headed giant.

“Hear that snoring noise he 
makes, Mr. Henderson?” panted 
O’Reilly “Concussion. They musta 
cracked him on the onion when 
they snatched him .... Grab that 
blue turban off, Mr, Henderson. 
And them glasses .. .while I peel 



off those phony whiskers. Look. 
Crepe hair, Mr. Henderson!”

O’Reilly stripped tufts of false 
beard from the psuedo-Sharik.

“Extraordinary!” exclaimed 
Henderson. “It is Prince Vinayak. 
How will Major Kobi Khan ex­
plain this?”

But Major Kobi Khan had not 
remained to give any explanation. 
While he was more than eager to 
murder his own people for the 
sake of his ambitions, he was not 
ready to risk the wrath and might 
of the British Empire by shooting 
a Viceregal representative. Hence 
he had left the firing squad to 
shift for itself, while he departed 
hurriedly for the Zarapore palace 
to inform Prince Mahmed and the 
genuine Sharik, who was hiding 
there, that a long voyage would 
be good for their health, and that 
he would be glad to accompany 
them on the Bombay Mixed Pas­
senger leaving at six o’clock ....

Prince Vinayak Rao recovered 
consciousness late that night. 
O’Reilly and Henderson were at 
his bedside.

“What happened?” he asked.
Leonard Henderson told him 

briefly, and Terrence O’Reilly 
told him at length. O’Reilly ex­
plained that his suspicions had 

been first aroused when the name 
of Sharik was included in the list 
of friends of the Prince scheduled 
for execution. Since the incident 
of the cablegram and the sleep­
walking in New York, O’Reilly 
had had a pretty good idea that 
Sharik was by no means a friend 
of the Prince. The finding of the 
diamond by Van Laar suggested 
that the Prince’s pink turban had 
been torn violently from his head. 
Why—since it was not. for the 
purpose of stealing a gem as big 
as an ice cube? Something more 
important. What? Well, it must 
have been for a quick change, to 
replace the pink turban with a 
blue one, to disguise Vinayak Rao 
so that he could be shot, killed 
right under the nose of the British 
agent, and buried under another 
identity, which would balk inves­
tigation.

“An extraordinary bit of police 
work, Your Highness,” comment­
ed the Political Officer, “for a man 
who has been only a few hours in 
Zarapore, who doesn’t know the 
language, who—”

“Baloney!” interrupted O’Reilly, 
holding up his huge, authoritative 
hand as though he were directing 
traffic in Times Square. “A good 
cop is a good cop anywhere.” ■ ■



Some people are devilishly hard to fell. Uncle Nicholas was one. 
Even the most determined murderer could grow long teeth waiting
for stubborn old Uncle Nicholas

LONG
TEETH

by R. A. LAFFERTY

"A PERSON CAN GROW A PRETTY 
long set of teeth while waiting for 
a man to die,” said Carla,

“A man is entitled to live out 
his life. And you won’t hasten a 
death by wishing,” said Clinton.

Clinton was glad that it was his 
wife Carla who had brought the 
topic up. He had often wished his 
Uncle Nicholas dead, but he had 
always been afraid to voice the 
wish.

“A man is not necessarily en­
titled to live out his life,” said 
Carla. “Sometimes he must move 
along to make room for others. 
This old world is a little crowded. 
One man cannot hold one table 
all day and dawdle over a glass 
of water. It’s like in a cafeteria. 
You have to keep them moving

through. It’s our turn to sit at the 
table now.”

“He isn’t old. A little over fifty.”
“He is fifty-three years, seven 

months and nine days old. His 
calculated worth is three hundred 
and twenty-two thousand dollars 
(my own calculation but a close 
one); you are his heir, Clinton. 
He is moreover highly insured 
with such a multiplicity of policies 
that it is almost impossible to 
tabulate them or even to be sure 
that I know about them all. He 
is unsound of heart, liver, lung, 
kidney, and stomach; has high 
blood pressure, ulcers, and Evan’s 
Disease; in short, he is the kind of 
man who might live forever. I 
have no faith in the early death 
of a man with a number of deadly
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diseases.”

"It worries me that I have a 
clever wife. Why did you marry 
me, Carla?”

“I married you because you are 
the heir of a rich uncle. But I did 
not invest in you to wait forever 
on my investment.”

So Clinton knew that his Uncle 
Nicholas had already been sen­
tenced to death, and he was not 
really sorry for it. The old man 
had lived long enough, he told 
himself. Or had Carla told him 
so? He was no longer sure in his 
own mind what was his own and 
what Carla had sown there.

Uncle Nicholas had no kindred 
except the two nephews, Clinton 
and Walter; and Walter had been 
disinherited. Walter was the prod­
igal nephew and he was no great 
respecter of Uncle Nicholas. Vel­
ma his wife was an empty doll. 
And Walter Jr., well who could 
say what he was really like? He 
may have been a little bit like 
Uncle Nicholas. He may even 
have been a little like Clinton.

And as for Clinton, he was 
serving time. He was the right­
handman for Uncle Nicholas. He 
waited; and now that Carla had 
given him the idea, he waited 
with a certain impatience. Yet 
actually he was rather fond of 
Uncle Nicholas. Of himself he 
would never seriously have 
thought of doing in the old 
duffer.

Nicholas was, in fact, a fine old 

bumbler, quiet and generous, and 
his only fault was that he was 
living too long. He lived in the 
old house on top of the hill. Clin­
ton and Carla, by his bounty, 
lived in the New House half way 
down the hill. And by common 
custom, for theirs was a very close 
family, each had the run of the 
home of the other.

Nicholas, however, was not a 
bumbler as to money. He had 
been lucky and he had been astute. 
And he had accumulated quietly 
and steadily. Yet always he had 
led a quiet life.

Now, however, his life was filled 
with a series of odd events.

There was first the time that he 
was bitten on the inside of the 
mouth by a milliped or some such 
poisonous pest. The creature was 
inside a sandwich that he had 
been eating at a small family pic­
nic. But how the monster hap­
pened to get into the, sandwich 
was a mystery. Uncle Nicholas did 
not die. He did not even become 
very sick, and the doctor said that 
he had a very resilient constitu­
tion, for all of his disabilities. It 
is true that his tongue swelled to 
elaborate proportions, and that for 
about three weeks he spoke in a 
comical mush-mouthed childish 
way.

And there was the night when, 
the last thing before he went to 
bed, Uncle Nick got his toddy 
glass and then reached for the 
door of the small cabinet where he



kept the most steadfast and gra­
cious bottle of rye whisky ift 
town. But for once he paused and 
turned on the light.

It was not a large snake. A coral 
snake is not commonly very large. 
And nine and a half men out of 
ten would have taken it for one 
of the non-poisonous king snakes 
of the region. But, scarce forty 
years before, Uncle Nicholas had 
been a boy scout, and things once 
learned are learned forever.

So he killed the poisonous coral, 
and then held a conversation with 
the rye whisky as the two of them 
became one.

“I know I do not have an ene­
my; for a man such as I am does 
not make enemies. But it may be 
that one of my friends has calcu­
lated my life span on a shorter 
basis than is practical; that one 
has desired to ease and shorten 
my path and spare me the last 
long years which are commonly, 
though I believe erroneously, 
thought to be dismal ones. But 
there are some things in which a 
man should not let himself be in­
fluenced, not even by well mean­
ing friends.”

For now Nicholas began to de­
velop an ingenious and amused 
antipathy towards dying.

Then there was the fine piano 
wire across his stairway that 
pinged when he broke it.

“Luckily I am such a heavy­
footed clod-hopper. I see now that 

I have to do with an eager ama­
teur, than which nothing is more 
dangerous.”

And then there was the sad 
death of the grandfather clock. 
It was very old when it died. This 
is the way it was. Uncle Nicholas 
had inherited it, and it stood in 
his main hallway. He wound it 
every Friday night, the last thing 
before he took his toddy, after he 
had checked and locked the doors 
and turned down the thermostat, 
and killed the main lights, and 
turned on the night light in the 
stair well.

There was a little snap door that 
one opened and inserted there the 
key to wind. But there was an 
oddity about (or behind) the small 
door this night.

“Can it be,” said Uncle Nicho­
las, “that a kind friend has decid­
ed that the time is very late for 
me as well as for the clock, and 
would spare us both the trouble 
of ticking any more hours? But 
an old fox can smell a trap, just 
as a coyote can sense poisoned 
bait, and a canny fish a hook. I 
wonder what it is that they put 
in blasting powder nowadays? I 
believe that they have cheapened 
it. They have not, at any rate, 
made it odorless. O well, the clock 
has lived a long and faithful life; 
but, as for myself, I cannot come 
till I am called.”

But he sought to do it with the 
least possible damage to his hall­
way. From the backyard he 



brought in two sheets of galva­
nized iron and made a v-shaped 
shield. Then, with a cord to the 
knob of the key compartment, 
from a distance of ten feet, he 
opened the door.

It was loud; and at close range 
it might have been fatal. It did 
some, but not extensive, damage 
to the hallway. And it stilled the 
clock forever. It dissolved into 
ancient splinters, with its metallic 
entrails looped grotesquely about.

“One more old friend gone,” 
said Uncle Nicholas, “and there 
are so few left.”

There were other incidents; and 
some of the weirdest of them were 
those that never happened. The 
old house, high on the crest of the 
hill, was a target for lightning. 
And the high lightning rod above 
the main gable had drawn and 
grounded many a bolt. So Uncle 
Nicholas was not greatly surprised 
when he discovered a clever gadg­
et attached to its ground. This 
was a transformer with its heavy 
primary coil in series with the 
ground, coupled with a sparking 
coil arranged to detonate caps for 
a truly amazing quantity of pow­
der sufficient to bring down the 
house.

“My friends become still more 
solicitous,” said Uncle Nicholas. 
“They would ease the burden of 
my days, and give me release 
from a world which, for even the 
best of men, is no more than a 

compromise. I sympathize with 
their concern; but a man still has 
not the right to leave till he is 
called.”

And there was the time when 
he made the periodic check on his 
fire extinguishers, for he was a 
careful man and had several of 
them. Now, carbon-tetrachloride 
and kerosene both have pungent 
odors, but they are not the same, 
and even a dotty old man (and he 
was not that yet) can tell the dif­
ference. Fortunately, for the sev­
eral small fires that had broken 
out mysteriously, he had not had 
to use them.

All this time the months were 
going by and they were all getting 
a little older. It seemed in fact as 
though Clinton and Carla were 
gaining on Uncle Nicholas in age 
and might someday even surpass 
him if stern steps were not taken. 
But efforts were doubled and re­
doubled and all stops pulled out 
and thrown away.

There were Amenhotep I, II, 
III and IV, not to mention V, VI, 
VII, VIII and IX, the latter several 
of these having no dynastic equiva­
lents. These, not to be mysterious, 
were cats. Uncle Nicholas had al­
ways kept a large black cat. And 
from common politeness he in­
variably offered the cat of his own 
fare several hours before partak­
ing of it himself. And as each cat 
died queerly, he procured another 
from a cat man in a near town, all 
identical in appearance; and every 



few months he had to inter one 
and procure another, but the world 
did not know that he had more 
than the one cat.

Carla continued to bring deli­
cious and esoteric dishes to Uncle 
Nicholas, but she had long since 
lost faith in them.

“There are some very weird 
things going on at Uncle Nicho­
las’,” remarked Clinton one day.

“Weird indeed!” clacked Carla 
angrily. “If you can devise them 
any better, then the world is still 
waiting for it. Is it I who have 
failed so far? But I will not al­
ways fail.”

Clinton noticed that of recent 
years his wife Carla used only the 
angry edge of her voice. She 
sounded like a cracked bell. There 
had been a time when there were 
chimes in her voice. And her looks 
had slipped a little. A bitterness 
had taken part of the sheen from 
her, and she was no longer the 
fairest female you might encoun­
ter in a long journey. A five-min­
ute walk now would turn up a 
dozen to beat her.

Once, for a few months in the 
middle years, there appeared a 
complication. Walter, the prodigal, 
came home with wife and waif, 
and, having no home of his own, 
they moved into the Old House 
with Uncle Nicholas. The waif 
was Walter Jr., who had now 
reached his mid-teens; and the 

three interlopers worried Carla 
unaccountably.

“There is the terrible possibility 
that Uncle Nicholas may change 
his will to include them,” she said. 
“We must somehow counteract 
their machinations.”

“I don’t believe that Walter is 
at all interested in the inherit­
ance,” said Clinton, “or has even 
thought of it.”

But that very summer a terrible 
accident occurred, the cause of 
which has never been ascertained. 
Uncle Nicholas had gone riding 
with Walter and his wife Velma 
Jr., in the sway-backed but very 
soupy old car of Walter’s. Now, 
in an old car like that one that 
has had the very whey driven out 
of it, and which was admittedly 
mobiling at a high rate of speed, 
a fault is always likely to occur. 
But what happened to the steer­
ing mechanism may not have been 
accidental, though the investiga­
tors could prove nothing definite 
from the wreckage.

Walter and Velma were killed, 
but Uncle Nicholas and Walter 
Jr., came out of the smash-up 
scarcely scratched.

“It saddens me,” said Uncle 
Nicholas to himself, “that my kind 
friends should have brought de­
struction to others in their at­
tempts to shorten my long way. 
But it is always the case that an 
erroneous postulate will give an 
embarrassing answer.”

So Clinton and Carla were now 



burdened with the care of Walter 
Jr., their growing nephew. Carla, 
who had in those years become 
nervous and taut, seemed unable 
to generate anything beyond a 
chilly sort of love for him, though 
Clinton came to like the boy well 
enough.

Then for a period of years they 
went through the last phase. 
Uncle Nick must have known that 
his friends would finally lay him 
to rest before his full days had 
run out. They hunted him over 
the squares of the old chess board, 
and he knew there were only so 
many plays till mate.

“The boy also is a threat to us,” 
said Carla. “When he reaches his 
majority he will surely be includ­
ed in the inheritance, or even earli­
er if Uncle Nicholas happens to 
think of it.”

“What is the difference? In any 
case we will in turn make him our 
heir.”

“There is all the difference. 
What if junior should marry (and 
he does seem to have that glitter 
in his eye young as he is), and 
Uncle Nicholas still be alive? Our 
own share would be diminished, 
and I will not be satisfied with 
anything less than the total; not 
after all the patient planning I 
have put into it.”

But Walter Jr., continued to 
grow up, and the nubile glitter in 
his eye had now become a gleam. 
And all the while Uncle Nicholas 

remained discouragingly alive.
“It is time to take stern meas­

ures,” said Carla. “I have been 
cautious and luck has been 
against me. I cannot afford to be 
cautious any longer. I will settle 
this one way or another this very 
weekend. This is the end of the 
road. There will be no backing 
down or half-way measures this 
time. It will be Uncle Nicholas or 
myself.”

But, as it happened, it was both 
of them.

It was an unusual accident; and, 
if not an accident, as least an un­
usual happening. What really 
took place, by the very nature of 
the thing, could have been known 
to only two persons, Uncle Nicho­
las and Carla; and they, both be­
ing dead at the finish of it, were 
unable (or at least unwilling) to 
come forward with an explanation.

Uncle Nicholas burned to death, 
there is no doubt of that. He was 
thoroughly roasted. And Carla 
had apparently set herself slightly 
on fire in the melee; and then that 
cool woman seemed to have lost 
her head. She could easily have 
extinguished the little fire that 
had caught her by rolling. She 
did, in fact, put it out by her roil­
ing fall downstairs. But she broke 
her neck in doing it, and died un­
justified and perhaps unrepentant.

Clinton had expected to be 
lonesome now that his wife was 
gone, but he was not. He entered 



a period of surprising content­
ment. He himself would never 
have gone so far as to murder for 
money. But the murderer, if there 
was one, had been punished; and 
all of the apples had fallen into 
Clinton’s waiting basket, though 
another had gone to the trouble of 
shaking the tree.

Clinton and Walter Jr., moved 
into the Old House, and Clinton 
now looked forward to many hap­
py and full years in his new role 
as the elder uncle. He became sur­
passing fond of young Walter, his 
pride and heir. This was a good 
boy of fine prospects, and when 
he married (as he had every in­
dication of doing) then he would 
be given the New House for him­
self and bride, and Uncle Clinton 
would continue on in the Old 
House as proud Uncle and re­
spected head of the tribe.

There were so many of them, 
and all so pretty: Marietta and 
Jeannie Lou, and Anabelle, and 
Charlotte, and Stella Marie.

Young Walter, as the heir ap­
parent to a wealthy uncle, had his 
pick of them; and he married 
Charlotte.

Sometimes, if you are not pay­
ing attention, you may look away 
for an instant, and when you look 
back you will find that four or 
five years have gone by. If it 
weren’t for these abridgements, 

life would be as long as it is won­
derful.

Something like this happened 
now and a handful of years had 
passed. Clinton one day wandered 
down to the New House of young 
Walter and his wife. And, not 
having announced his presence, he 
happened to overhear them quite 
by accident.

“He is not really old,” said 
Walter, “a little over fifty. We 
may as well take off our coats and 
hats and be patient. We may have 
a long wait.

“There is a point,” said Char­
lotte coldly, “where patience ceases 
to be a virtue. Fate is the pokiest 
ox in the world if left to itself. 
But with a prod it can be hur­
ried.”

“I hope you are not thinking 
what 1 am afraid you are think­
ing.”

“All I can say is that a person 
has time to grow very long teeth 
while waiting to dine on a dead 
man’s leavings.”

Clinton was chilled and sad­
dened and suddenly aged when he 
heard it.

“I am deeply shocked to hear 
you talk like that,” said young 
Walter. Yet a thoughtful listener, 
and Uncle Clinton was, might 
have felt that Walter was not 
nearly as shocked as he should 
have been. ■ ■



He planned her murder so beautifully that nothing could possibly 
go wrong. He was such a careful man ...

THE CAREFUL
MURDERER

by MIRIAM ALLEN deFORD

Simeon fletcher was a careful 
man. He did nothing on impulse, 
and left no strings untied. Not for 
him a perfectly planned murder 
undone by just one neglected fac­
tor.

His plan included pretended 
drunkenness. Therefore he must, 
though hitherto he had been alco- 
holically abstemious, accustom 
himself to hard liquor. Mithri­
dates, he remembered from his 
schooldays, had done as much 
with alcohol?

Gradually, little by little, he let 
himself have one too many and 
show it—but always in very spe­
cial company, that of his fellow­
members in the Harcourt Den of 
the Ancient and Benevolent Or­
der of Bruins; for they were a 
sine qua non of success in his 
project. The time had already 
been set—the annual State get- 
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together of the ABOB in Valley 
Town, 30 miles from Harcourt. 
Fletcher was local Nose Ring of 
the Bruins (it was good for busi­
ness) and would certainly be a 
delegate.

By the time he grunted a cold 
farewell to Madge—the last time, 
he hoped, he would ever have to 
speak to her—the boys had become 
accustomed to seeing old Sim oc­
casionally the worse for wear; in 
fact, some of the brothers were be­
ginning to wonder whether it was 
desirable to keep him on as 
guardian of the Den’s treasury. 
That didn’t bother Fletcher; once 
he had used the Bruins as an alibi 
he didn’t care whether or not he 
even remained a member. Like 
everything else in his life—includ­
ing Madge—they were only a 
means to an end.

When he had married Madge,
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14 years before, she had had youth, 
good looks, a small fortune, and 
an amiable disposition. Now she 
had none of these. The good looks 
had vanished with the youth, the 
disposition had soured, and the 
money had been invested in her 
husband’s business. She had be­
come a nagger, a sloppy house­
keeper, and a hypochondriac. It 
was time to do better. Naturally, 
he had her successor picked out, 
though, careful as ever, he had 
made no advances that could 
arouse suspicion. Madge would 
never divorce him, he had no 
grounds on which to divorce her, 
and so there was only one way 
left to remove the burden. Being 
kind as well as cautious, he had 
worked out a method which 
would avoid foreknowledge, pain, 
or blood; she would never know, 
and it could never be pinned on 
him.

The convention went as such 
conventions go. The night before 
adjournment was the one he had 
picked. He had been to many 
ABOB meetings, and he knew the 
ropes. After the big banquet some 
of the Harcourt boys would gather 
in one of the rooms and polish 
the celebration off. Any room in 
the St. John would do, as long as 
it wasn’t his own. It was Joe Lud­
wick who issued the invitation.

“O.K., Joe, but I’ve got to go 
easy. Back to work tomorrow, you 
know.”

“Back to work for all of us,

Sim. Just one more good time till 
next year.”

Joe had a whole case of Scotch. 
The room grew hot and noisy and 
hazy with smoke, with six of them 
in it. But Sim was careful. His 
glass needed refilling constantly, 
but nobody noticed how often He 
slipped into the bathroom and 
came back with an'empty one. It 
wouldn’t do to seem to be affected 
too quickly. By nine o’clock he 
was leading the singing. By 930 
he was insisting on doing a solo. 
By 10 he was incoherent. At 1030 
—he glanced at his watch first— 
he collapsed on the floor. Face 
down, he waited for action.

“Oh-oh, old Sim’s passed out.” 
That was Joe.

“Sho hazh.” That would be Jim 
McNamara, pretty near ready to 
pass out himself.

“What’ll we do—throw him up 
here on the bed?” Harry Munn’s 
voice.

Fletcher managed a sigh. “Wan­
na go m’own room,” he muttered, 
then snored.

“Come on, Harry, gimme a 
hand. Key’s in his pocket, I guess 
—yeah.”

He felt himself being picked up 
by both shoulders, let himself be 
dragged through the door and 
down the hall, be propped against 
the wall while his door was 
opened. He was hoisted and 
dumped; the bed springs creaked 
beneath him.

“Lock the door?” asked Harry.



“You go out first and I’ll lock 
it and push the key under the 
crack so he can use it in the 
morning.”

At 1.15 by his watch the phone 
rang—one of the boys, doubtless, 
trying to find out if he’d revived 
and could rejoin them. It couldn’t 
be anybody else, since Madge 
wouldn’t dream of phoning him— 
and would be asleep by now, any­
way. Carefully, he let it ring. 
They must be satisfied he was 
still dead to the world.

He could hear the celebration 
down the hall—and other celebra­
tions in other rooms—quite easily. 
The hotel would ignore com­
plaints, since the Bruins were big 
business. But this wouldn’t be any 
all-night affair; he remembered 
past conventions. The liquor 
would give out, and they’d try to 
get some sleep.

By 2 a.m. the doors had stopped 
slamming, the goodnights had all 
been called, the last footsteps had 
passed. He got up cautiously, re­
trieved the key, and opened the 
door. Quiet as a desert at mid­
night.

Fletcher straightened his clothes, 
combed his hair, washed his face 
and hands in cold water. He 
looked out again; not a soul stir­
ring-

He had stayed many times at 
the St. John. He knew its lay-out 
well. The fire stairs were at the 
end of the hall, and they ended 
at the back of the lobby. The 

night clerk was the only hazard; 
the side door was kept locked at 
night to discourage possible rent­
dodgers. But trust Fletcher, the 
careful man, to manage that. The 
house phones stood in their niche 
near by, the switchboard was be­
hind the frosted glass partition at 
the desk.

Soundless on the thick carpet, 
he removed a phone from its cra­
dle as he passed. The instant he 
heard the clerk answer, he slipped 
through the darkened lobby. Be­
fore the man could investigate, he 
was through the revolving door 
and around the corner.

He had left his car at a self- 
service all-night parking lot a 
block from the hotel. He met no­
body. In ten minutes from the 
time he had left his room, wear­
ing an overcoat but hatless—hats 
can blow off in winter winds—he 
was driving, strictly at the speed 
limit even at such an hour, to­
ward Harcourt. He had noted, of 
course, that there would be ho 
moon; the clouds that hid the 
stars were a piece of luck that not 
even he could have arranged.

He was not stupid enough to 
park too near his own house. 
Neighbors sometimes wake and 
see inconvenient things—above all, 
old Mrs. Askins across the street. 
She hated him. Perhaps she had 
found out who had sent the anon­
ymous complaints to the authori­
ties about the chickens she kept, 
and about the way she let her 



front garden go to weeds, and 
lower neighborhood values. He 
had been far too cautious ever to 
attack her openly, but she must 
have guessed. She never answered 
his polite “good morning” any 
more.

Behind his back garden a park­
way separated the street from the 
campus of Harcourt Junior Col­
lege; he ran the car in under the 
thick trees, crossed the street on 
foot, vaulted the picket fence, and 
walked on grass to the front door, 
where, after a cautious glance 
around, he let himself in.

Madge’s schedule was as fa­
miliar to him as his own. Every 
night she walked her disgusting 
Pekinese, went to bed around 12, 
read and smoked for an hour, 
then put out the lamp and went to 
sleep. Without that schedule, there 
could have been no plan; without 
her smoking in bed the whole 
thing would have been impossi­
ble. It had been the memory of 
the three times in the past when 
he had awakened to smell smoke, 
and saved her, the house, and him­
self in the nick of time—once, he 
recalled with satisfaction, he had 
had to call the fire department 
and they had had to report it to 
the insurance company—which 
had given him the original idea.

He paused outside Madge’s 
closed door to reconnoiter.

No light would be needed, he 
knew the position of everything 
by heart. Fingerprints didn’t mat­

ter; who but themselves knew 
how seldom the husband entered 
his wife’s bedroom? There was 
no danger of awakening her; she 
slept like the dead (he permitted 
himself a private grin) and only 
an alarm clock woke her to grum­
ble out of bed and, in dressing- 
gown and slippers, grudgingly 
make his breakfast. Nevertheless, 
he need not make a sound. The 
dog knew him and would not 
bark.

He had considered carefully 
how she should be smothered. To 
pull a pillow from under her head 
might arouse even Madge. To 
bring one from his own room 
meant returning it, in case the fire 
should not spread far enough. He 
could, of course, simply sit down 
on her head and stay there till she 
ceased struggling. But the thought 
of that, especially if she happened 
to be lying on her back, was dis­
tasteful. So he had decided to use 
his heavy overcoat, and his wiry 
arms. He took the coat off now, 
and folded it twice. Then, very 
quietly, he opened the door. He 
had thought of everything; he had 
even made sure before he left for 
the convention that the hinges and 
the knob were well oiled.

On the bedside table, besides 
the lamp and clock, there would 
be her book, her reading glasses, 
her cigarettes, matches, and the 
ash tray she had already missed 
three times with sleepy fingers 
from which a smouldering ciga- 



rctte had dropped on to the mat­
tress. As soon as he was certain 
she was dead, he would light a 
cigarette, smoke it down an inch, 
then drop it beside her. To make 
doubly sure, he would set fire to 
die mattress in several other places 
as well. His tidy brain reminded 
him to take all those matches with 
him and throw them away later— 
fires were freakish, and there must 
not be more burnt matches found 
by chance than there were cigarette 
stubs. He had played with the 
idea of sprinkling a little kerosene 
on the bed for absolute certainty, 
but the firemen might smell it. 
Even using a lighter might be 
dangerous.

By the time anyone could dis­
cover the fire, he would be far 
away. Madge’s body would be 
burnt beyond any evidence of how 
she had died. (But wasn’t death 
by asphyxiation the same, whether 
through inhaling smoke or 
through smothering?) The house 
was fully insured.

For an instant he thought wor­
riedly, had he forgotten some­
thing? How had be arranged to 
re-enter the hotel without being 
seen? Then he remembered. The 
side door was locked at night 
only by an outside bolt, for the 
convenience of employees—one of 
whom would catch hell for having 
left it open. But that didn’t mat­
ter. He could easily climb back up 
the stairs and, by watching care­
fully, make it back to his room 

and be apparently completely 
“out” till he woke with a fearful 
hangover—or was awakened by a 
phone call from the Harcourt po­
lice. Everything was perfectly 
planned. This was not going to be 
one of those murders where one 
foolish mishap ruins a perfect 
crime.

He reached the bed.
It was empty. It had not been 

opened. Not even that spoiled 
pooch lay on it.

Bewildered, he fingered the bed­
side table. There was nothing on 
it but the lamp and the alarm 
clock.

Simeon Fletcher, careful as 
ever, thought fast.

Had Madge taken advantage of 
his absence and left him, gone 
away of her own accord? No such 
luck; he knew his Madge. Had 
she gone to spend the night with 
someone? She was on no such 
terms with anybody.

Had she been taken ill sudden­
ly, phoned the doctor, been taken 
to a hospital? Then he must get 
back to Valley Town immediate­
ly, be in his hotel room to receive 
a phone call. He thought uneasily 
of the unanswered call at 1.15, but 
he could say he had been dead to 
the world, and be backed up in it 
by his friends. His whole scheme 
would be ruined, and another 
would have to be concocted, but 
the abortive effort would remain 
a secret.



But, careful and cautious as al­
ways, he must know the score be­
fore he could do anything. Sick 
with disappointment, after all his 
trouble and labor, after having 
keyed himself to the deed, still his 
mind remained clear and sharp.

A phone call from the house 
might be traced. As quietly as he 
had come, he left again, carefully 
locking the door behind him. A 
block away there was a public 
phone booth on the street. By a 
roundabout route, watching for 
people abroad—milkmen, police­
men, homeward-bound revelers— 
he reached it.

He dialed the local hospital, 
then the other two in nearby 
towns. None of them had received 
Madge Fletcher as a patient.

Placing a handkerchief over the 
receiver to disguise his voice, he 
dialed Dr. Norton’s number. Doc­
tors are used to calls in the early 
hours. After four rings, Norton 
himself answered, his voice heavy 
with sleep.

“Doctor,” Simeon said, “I’m sor­
ry to bother you at this hour, but 
I’m Mrs. Fletcher’s next door 
neighbor. I’m a night worker, and 
I just got home. My wife says 
Mrs. Fletcher was taken ill to­
night and she thought she saw 
you come to the house. But she 
couldn’t get any answer when she 
called right afterwards to see if 
she could help, and she’s afraid 
after you left Mrs. Fletcher must 
have become unconscious and 

need you. Mr. Fletcher’s out of 
town and she’s all alone.”

“Tell your wife she’s been 
dreaming,” snapped the doctor. “I 
haven’t been near the Fletcher 
house tonight, and as far as I 
know they’re both in blooming 
health.” He banged down the re­
ceiver.

Madge, a creature of habit, 
would never have called any other 
doctor, if she had been able to call 
at all.

Had she for any reason called 
the police? Had she heard a 
prowler, or imagined she had? 
Was she at police headquarters 
now, trying to identify a suspect? 
He didn’t dare call them.

The sensible thing was to give 
up at this point, hurry back to his 
hotel room, wait till the conven­
tion was over and he had come 
back home at the expected time to 
find out what had happened. Any­
one else, Fletcher realized, would 
do just that, and quickly, before 
the darkness faded. But with 
Simeon Fletcher caution had be­
come a compulsion. He went back 
to his house to check up once 
more.

There, as he took out his key 
to open the front door again, a 
uniformed police officer emerged 
from the shadows and grabbed 
him.

He did not lose his calm.
“So something is wrong!” he 

cried, letting his voice get a bit 
shrill. “I knew it. I’m Simeon 



Fletcher, officer. I live here. I’ve 
been at the Bruins’ convention in 
Valley Town, and tonight I tried 
three times to phone my wife, 
with no answer. I knew she had 
expected to stay here while I was 
gone, and I finally got so worried 
I got out of bed and drove all the 
way here to find out. What is it— 
has something happened to her?”

As he spoke, he was pulling out 
of his wallet the cards that would 
identify him. The policeman 
scarcely glanced at them, though 
he turned a flashlight briefly in 
their direction.

“Where’s your car?” he asked.
“Under the trees on the park­

way; I was afraid I’d disturb her 
if I drove right in.”

Another man appeared from the 
shadows—one in plain clothes this 
time. Fletcher knew him by sight 
—the chief of police of Harcourt, 
and one eighth of the entire force.

“What kind of car is it?” he de­
manded.

“Dark blue sedan.” Fletcher 
gave the make and year.

“Uh-huh, that checks. Sullivan, 
go around and drive it here.”

“Look, what’s this all about?
Where’s my wife?”

“Where you put her. In the 
morgue.”

“The—the morgue?” Fletcher 
no longer had to simulate bewil­
derment or excitement.

The chief was silent. They stood 
there, Fletcher’s mind frantically 
trying to get some inkling of what 

had happened, until the uni­
formed officer drove the car up 
to the closed garage. He disap­
peared again around the corner, 
and arrived in a minute with the 
town’s only police car, which had 
apparently been parked there. 
Then the chief spoke.

“All right, Sullivan. Fletcher, 
get into your own car. I’ll drive. 
We’ll talk at the station.”

“But this is nonsense!” Simeon 
said angrily. “What kind of stuff 
are you pulling? I told you why I 
came here.”

“I don’t care why you came, 
mister. All I want to know is 
when.”

It was an impasse. If something 
had happened to Madge—some­
thing not of his planning—when 
had it happened? Never mind the 
all-night alibi he’d arranged; this 
changed things. And so far as a 
genuine alibi went, nobody had 
actually seen him after 1030.

“O.K.,” he said briefly. “Let’s 
go and get this straightened out. 
Here I come home because I’m 
worried about my wife, and before 
I’ve even entered the house you 
tell me—my God, you tell me 
she’s dead! How? Why? When? 
For heaven’s sake, man, tell me 
what happened!”

The chief looked for an instant 
rather taken aback. Then he 
pushed Fletcher into his own car, 
shoved him over, and climbed in 
after him into the driver’s seat.



“We’ll be at the station in five 
minutes,” he said, “and then you 
can find out what’s what. I’ve got 
the affidavit there.”

In the chief’s office Fletcher 
listened, trying to figure it out.

Madge had been walking the 
dog, at nearly midnight, as usual. 
A hit-run driver, coming behind 
her as she crossed the street, had 
struck her, hurling her 20 feet to 
land on her head against the curb. 
She had been killed instantly; the 
Pekinese had been injured so bad­
ly the policeman who reached the 
scene soon after had shot it.

“But this is ridiculous! What 
makes you think I had anything 
to do with it?”

“You were seen. A neighbor 
happened to be looking out of her 
window and saw the whole thing. 
She swears it was your car, and 
that you were in it.”

Mrs. Askins, the vindictive old 
hag.

“You won’t find anything 
wrong with my car, anything 
whatever to indicate I hit any­
thing, because I didn’t. You can 
go over it inch by inch.”

“We’re doing that now,” said 
the police chief calmly. “But it 
won’t matter. The car struck Mrs. 
Fletcher slantingly and she was 
thrown away from it instantly. 
There wouldn’t necessarily be any 
damage to it.”

“But of all the idiotic things! It 
wasn’t my car; at 12.30 I was in 
my own room in the St. John 

Hotel in Valley Town. And sup­
pose it had been mine—what kind 
of impossible coincidence would 
it be that I should just happen to 
drive down that block at the mo­
ment my wife just happened to be 
crossing the street, and then just 
happened to hit her?”

“But that isn’t the way Mrs. 
Askins said it occurred. I have her 
affidavit here.”

The chief put on reading glasses 
and consulted a paper on his desk.

“It seems she couldn’t sleep, so 
she was sitting at her bedroom 
window.”

“In the dark?”
“There’s a street light. She saw 

your house-door open, and Mrs. 
Fletcher come out with the dog, 
as she did every night. Then this 
car appeared at the encl of the 
block, going slowly in the same 
direction. Mrs. Askins saw it 
plainly, and she insists it was 
yours, which she sees daily, and 
that you were driving. It speeded 
up suddenly, and Mrs. Askins 
swears it deliberately ran Mrs. 
Fletcher down as she started to 
cross the street.

“As soon as Mrs. Fletcher was 
identified, we tried to reach you 
in Valley Town, but there was no 
answer. If you’d answered, of 
course, we’d have paid no atten­
tion to her story. But instead we 
caught you trying to sneak into 
your house here.”

Simeon Fletcher w>as utterly be­
yond words.



They couldn’t convict him, of 
course, on nothing but the accu­
sation of a crackbrained old wom­
an who hated him—couldn’t con­
vict him even of manslaughter or 
negligent homicide, let alone pre­
meditated murder. He probably 
couldn’t even be indicted. But the 
publicity would be enough, in a 
town this size. Nobody would 
ever be sure. His business would 
be ruined, the affluent young 
woman he had in mind as 
Madge’s successor would never 
let him near her again, he would 
have to leave Harcourt forever.

For if the charge could never 
be proved, it could never be dis­
proved, either. He had no way to 
verify that he had been in bed in 
the hotel at midnight. Ludwick 
and McNamara and Munn could 
testify he had been too drunk to 
drive when they put him to bed, 
but it would be easy to show that 
they themselves were in good 
earnest too drunk to be judges. 
No one had seen him leave the 
hotel, no one had seen him take 
his car from the lot, to show that 
he was still in Valley Town at 2 
a.m. And because he had been 
careful not to answer the phone, 
his very care had undone him. 
They must have tried again after 
he had left: then, when there was 
still no reply, they would have 
asked the Valley Town police to 
have his room entered—and it 

would have been found empty, no­
body would know for how long.

And where could he say he had 
been, between the time Madge 
was killed and the time Sullivan 
grabbed him at his front door? 
He certainly couldn’t tell them the 
truth—that he had been in his 
own house, in Madge’s own room; 
that he had called the hospitals 
and the doctor; that when they 
caught him on the doorstep it had 
been for the second time he had 
stood there.

So Mrs. Askins’ fantastic fabri­
cation would be believed—by far 
too many people in Harcourt.

Every single thing he had done 
to make sure he would never be 
suspected of Madge’s death—the 
elaborate alibi, the careful check­
ing and rechecking, the cautious 
protection against every foresee­
able emergency—had backfired on 
him. Some crazy speeder, whose 
car happened to be of the same 
common make as his own, and 
whom nobody would ever look 
for now, had done his job for him. 
And the only result of this mira­
cle was that he, completely inno­
cent, would never again be free 
of suspicion of having murdered 
his wife.

Simeon Fletcher sat speechless 
by the chief’s desk. He was 
trapped by his own impeccable 
and far-seeing carefulness. ■ ■
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Bill snyder brought his hand 
down loud and flat upon the table. 
The table, under the impact of so 
much self-righteous meat, trem­
bled as if its legs were about to 
give way. Harry’s felt much the 
same. The scales fell from his eyes.

He saw that Bill Snyder should 
never have been included in the 
venture; Bill Snyder’s hair was of 
that densely growing variety 
which suggests a voracious mate­
rialism and a vulgar energy. Har­
ry looked at the lower joints of 
Bill Snyder’s fingers splayed upon 
the harmless, still trembling table. 
These, too, bore hairs of a peculiar 
sort, strong as wire and curved as 
cruel as claws. Harry belatedly 
recognised the claws of that beast 
which all his life he had had most 
reason to dread.

“What I want to know,” Bill 
Snyder was saying, "is just exactly 
what’s been happening to our 
money.”

The indecent demand, stabbing 
to the point, opened wounds like 
newly opened eyes on all the oth­
erwise rather blind and mild faces 
of the people in the room. They 
now turned towards Harry, look­
ing at him. In these little show­
downs, or revelations, or Judgment 
Days, there is inevitably a certain 
apocalyptic quality.

This showdown was the result 
of many months of Harry’s work, 
and he was sorry to see the last 
of it. Its disappearance left the 
room inexpressibly colourless and 

sad. And over all there darted and 
threshed and slashed the muscular 
and untiring tongue of Bill Sny­
der, like a serpent’s tongue, like a 
flail, like a flaming sword. Such 
is the tongue of one who is un­
ashamedly obsessed with the ques­
tion of what may, quite uninten­
tionally, have happened to his 
lousy money.

"Okay, so you paid on the 
land,” said Bill Snyder. “So the 
deeds are in Mexico City. So 
there’s lots of red tape. That, I’ll 
buy. But if the money’s in escrow, 
if those Latin licenciados are just 
sitting on the papers, how about 
the cancelled checks? What about 
the dough for the builders, to get 
them started on the cabins? All 
right—it’s Mexico! It’s mananal 
But let’s have a bit of good old 
U.S. business method. Let’s see 
the receipts.- Let’s see some 
evidence of where our money’s 
gone. And I’ll be the first to apol­
ogise.”

Outside, there was no sky at all; 
only layers of pale Wisconsin air, 
rather like sodden Kleenex, which 
is no good to anyone. On a pitiful 
trellis a few feet from the window 
were humped the untended masses 
of a rambler rose, of a variety 
which should never have been 
planted. One weak shoot lifted it­
self from the tangle as if to hold 
high a single, skimpy, purplish 
bloom, which bled into the grey 
like yet another wound.

All the warmth and the confi­



dence and the good fellowship of 
the months gone by were oozing 
out from it; it was all too obvious­
ly the last rose of summer. Harry 
found himself much depressed by 
the banality; it seemed to validate 
a whole flock of other cliches and 
truisms, all of them highly offen­
sive to a man of imagination and 
taste. Honesty is the best policy! 
Be sure your sins will find you 
out! you can’t fool all the peo­
ple ...

“Dear people, fellow investors,” 
said Harry. “I don’t choose to use 
the words friends until these 
smears have been completely 
cleared up, which I’m glad to say 
is perfectly easy.

“Myra and Walt, Herbert, Bon­
nie, and you too, of course, Helen, 
and Margaret and Don, I move 
we all meet here, in this place, at 
this same hour tomorrow, if that’s 
all right with Myra and Walt; if 
they don’t mind all the rest of us 
barging into their place like a herd 
of toros two days in a row.

“I’m going to bring the whole 
file of correspondence, and the re­
ceipts, and the cancelled checks, 
which Bill Snyder is quite within 
his rights to want to see. Then, 
when he’s satisfied, and all the 
rest of you arc satisfied, down to 
the last peso, what I’m going to 
say to you is this:

“ ‘Business is business, just as 
Bill says,’ I shall say, ‘but Mexico 
is Mexico! I can quote Bill’s own 
words used just now as showing a 

negative attitude towards the peo­
ple who will be our hosts, and 
our help, and our friends, as well 
as being our customers for the 
compost-grown fruits and vegeta­
bles we’re going to raise.

“These people may have the 
easy-going ways of the Mayan, but 
they also have the pride of the 
Aztecs and the Conquistadores. 
It’s remarks like that which Bill 
made about man ana which stamp 
a man in their eyes as a gringo. 
From that, our whole colony could 
very well come to be looked down 
on as a typical gringo outfit. 
I don’t think any of us want that.

“So therefore I’m also going to 
bring my personal check for every 
dollar Bill Snyder has so far in­
vested in our joint enterprise, plus 
interest at the rate of six per cent, 
and I’m going to ask him to please 
create a vacancy which we shall 
find plenty of people only too 
ready to fill. And the first and 
foremost qualification is, a decent 
attitude towards Mexico and the 
Mexicans.”

As combs and looking glasses 
thrown down at the critical mo­
ment may turn into thickets and 
lakes to halt the pursuing wizard, 
these last words of Harry’s, uttered 
in the convincing tone of a mouse 
that has been provoked-into talk­
ing like a man, opened a crevasse 
in front of Bill Snyder.

Harry, however, had been under 
the necessity of resorting to such 
delaying tactics at similar mo­



ments in other cities and in earlier 
years; he knew that the respite 
was likely to be all too brief. He 
therefore sought Helen’s eye, 
which came dog-like to meet his 
own. Its dog-like quality, he not­
ed, was rather of the faithful than 
of the frisky order.

"Helen,” said Harry, “I don’t 
feel I can say one single word 
more until tomorrow, when I 
come up with all the documenta­
tion. But if you’d like to stay and 
chew it over with the rest ...”

The tall girl rose to that rather 
drooping height which goes with 
pale hair, a pale skin, and rather 
large, pale freckles. She neither 
flaunted nor concealed their rela­
tionship; the effect was that of a 
Bikini on a figure not rounded 
enough to be of any great interest. 
Nevertheless, or perhaps there­
fore, she was loyalty itself.

“Let’s go,” she said, and, smiling 
round the room, she added, 
"Hasta le vista, everybody, and see 
you tomorrow.”

In a moment they were out­
side, and walking towards the old­
er part of the town, where Harry 
had his one-room bachelor apart­
ment, and Helen her studio.

“Your place or mine?” asked 
Harry. “Mine’s in a bit of a mess.”

“Have you really got those re­
ceipts?” said Helen.

Harry had a yea-saying attitude 
towards life, especially on ques­
tions of this sort, which always 
seemed to arise sooner or later. He 

would have sworn by dog and by 
cat that he had the receipts, but 
he was suddenly in great need of 
love, and his own love, welling 
up like a secretion into the vacuum 
of his need, made it impossible for 
him to tell Helen that he really 
had them.

“I didn’t mean for it to end up 
this way,” said Harry. “It’s hard 
to explain.”

“Let’s go to my place,” said 
Helen.

She had a vision, suddenly of 
Harry’s room, in what he called 
a bit of a mess, but now undap­
pled by those shadows of tropical 
foliage which hitherto had been 
cast by a light which, all too ob­
viously, never was on sea or land.

They therefore repaired to 
Helen’s studio. Her canvases, 
standing all around the walls, dif­
fused their own particular glow 
into the air, and this gave Helen 
courage to rise superior to the 
present situation.

Helen was, by temperament 
even more than conviction, a 
modern of the moderns. Her pic­
tures were as abstract as so many 
Rorschach cards, which they re­
sembled also in that not everyone 
who inspected them was prepared 
to name in public the objects they 
suggested. It will never be known 
how many people had been re­
minded, by these uncompromising 
abstractions, of bats, toadstools, 
gnomes, squirrels and twisted 
trees. It might have been Mr. Dis­



ney, who, in a fit of rage, had 
thrown his pot of paint at the 
canvas.

All this is to lay a foundation 
for the disclosure that Helen saw 
Harry as something bright-eyed, 
startled, furry, and so altogether 
out of this world that he could 
hardly be expected to do much 
about book-keeping. She felt he 
was a sort of non-literary Law­
rence; Lawrence in real life, she 
had once said, but fortunately only 
to herself. She really meant he 
was a Bambi.

Helen had come from a pros­
perous and rather unpleasantly 
wholesome home, of the sort 
which is said to represent all that 
is best in American life. Such 
families, which have begun quite 
differently, end not infrequently 
in tallness, pallor, vagueness and 
art. This one, moreover, had ex­
ploded all at once and without 
warning in such a burst of adul­
teries, bankruptcies, re-marriages, 
breakdowns, hushed-up offences 
and sudden deaths, that it was as 
if W. Faulkner had been induced 
to take over the concluding epi­
sodes of a soap-opera.

Thus Helen, before she was out 
of college, had been left alone, or 
at best in company of a hundred 
and ninety dollars a month (a sum 
not easily divisible by four, or 
thirty, or thirty-one) and a tiny 
factory in what they all called 
Darkest Sheer water, Wisconsin.

It was not really a factory; it 

was just an old factory building, 
and soon it would not really be a 
building, it was so run down. 
However, it was spacious and it 
had built-in benches, and therefore 
made a good studio, though a 
damnably draughty one.

As they entered, Helen noted 
that she had lived twelve years 
with a makeshift bathroom, and. 
that now she was in love with a 
man who was, unconsciously of 
course, quite the reverse of hon­
est.

“I shall pay them all back,” said 
Harry, who seemed always to be 
aware of what she was thinking.

He was the kindest creature in 
the world, and would say any­
thing to give pleasure to the wom­
an he loved, and to most other 
people.

“I somehow never had enough 
money all at one time,” said he. 
“So I couldn’t send it to Mexico. 
I was waiting for more people to 
come in. By the time they did, it 
had sort of gone on expenses. I 
could pay them back so much a 
week if I had the time, but Bill 
Snyder’s just the type to go squeal­
ing to the police.”

Helen realised that a woman 
must stick to her man, even if he 
is a wanted criminal. This situa­
tion is inconvenient; the compen­
sation is, it is also rather sexy. 
They would be on the run, hiding 
out in the strangest places, with 
nothing but each other.

And it would not be so bad, 



after all, because she could go to 
Bill Snyder and tell him he might 
take the studio, and sell the lot 
for whatever it would fetch, which 
would certainly pay everyone 
more than they were owed. Helen 
always paid more than she owed 
when she was able to pay any­
thing at all, and she was always 
able to pay, though often with 
such difficulty that she had a 
vague impression of having set­
tled up with canvases at the bis­
tros and epiceries of Sheerwater.

She said nothing at all to Harry 
about her intention concerning the 
studio; it would have destroyed 
the feeling of being on the run. 
She more or less realised that, 
while a wanted criminal has a 
certain appeal, no one wants an 
unwanted criminal.

“Harry,” she said in a voice that 
seemed hardly her own, “we’re go­
ing to get out of here—and fast.”

“You’ll come too?” cried Harry 
in surprise and delight.

Little catastrophes of this sort 
had befallen him before, but the 
girls with whom he had had 
tender relations had alw'ays dis­
played a streak of Bill Snyderism. 
This had made him feel rejected.

“You’re the first woman who 
hasn’t let me down,” said he to 
Helen.

“But you’ll really and truly go 
straight in the future?” said 
Helen, with a look that seemed 
to blaze right through him, and 
to scorch certain little weaknesses 

out of this wild one. Though she 
wanted her criminal to be want­
ed, Helen did not want him to be 
a criminal.

Harry himself had no ambitions 
in this directipn. He desired only 
a life of dreams blossoming in 
quiet squalor, like nasturtiums on 
a rubbish heap.

“Straight? With you? Yes.” 
said he simply. “But straight 
where? That’s the question.”

“Have you any of that money 
left at all? asked Helen.

“A bit,” said Harry. “I’m afraid 
it’s been melting away.”

It was, in fact, melting away at 
that very moment; the bit was 
rapidly dwindling like a hailstone 
in Harry’s hot little mind. He 
feared that Helen might insist it 
be handed over as a down pay­
ment on the weekly restitution.

He had already reduced it to 
two figures when Helen said 
thoughtfully:

“Mexico’s big enough, isn’t it, 
for you and me to lose ourselves 
in?”

“I wouldn’t like to get extradit­
ed,” said Harry.

Helen might have reassured 
him on this point, but she still 
wished to do, without the neces­
sity, what the wicked do without 
the wish; that is, to flee where no 
man pursueth. Accordingly she 
said nothing, but thought only of 
lying blissfully close in a tiny 
cottage, all in a dark wild wood, 
delightfully prowled by non-ex­



istent wolves.
“We could just fade into the 

landscape,” she said.
“I’d- need time to polish up my 

Spanish if we’re going to do that,” 
said Harry.

To him, the border was like the 
shimmering skin of a soap bubble. 
He believed everything he had 
ever read and even said about the 
colour and glamour of Mexico, 
and its potentiality as a market for 
compost-grown fruits and vegeta­
bles. Nevertheless, however, fer­
vently one may believe in a soap 
bubble, one knows better than to 
break the film.

Helen was wearing an expres­
sion so extremely thoughtful that 
it might have resulted from a 
physical rather than a mental 
strain.

“Harry,” said Helen at last, “if 
you are so good at selling real 
estate which isn't there, just think 
what you could do, say, in Okla­
homa, or Kansas or somewhere, 
where there’s lots of real estate, 
and people buying it all the time!”

“Real real estate!” cried Harry, 
in a tone not exactly beat, but cer­
tainly off-beat.

The idea was so droll and yet 
so down to earth that it constitut­
ed a gay and free way of thinking 
and talking and living, into which 
they swept on gales of laughter, 
hand in hand, and at the same 
time, almost without noticing it, 
they got dinner ready. They ate it 
also without noticing, which per­

haps was just as well.
After dinner they made, first 

coffee, and then love. Neither of 
these were of a sort to rob them 
of any great amount of sleep. 
Next morning they woke as hap­
py as children on a holiday, and 
as eager to get going.

Harry went-early to his room to 
pack his bag, and Helen to the 
storage company, and then to see 
Bill Snyder at his office. Bill 
Snyder, though full of threats and 
advice, settled in the end for 
Helen’s factory building and the 
lot, and promised to see that every­
one was paid in full, and to take 
whatever was over for himself. 
This gave the fugitives that ama­
teur status which is to some peo­
ple as water to a fish, and to oth­
ers as water to whisky.

They went by devious ways to 
the first bus stop outside the town, 
and then zigzagged south-east and 
south-west for two or three days, 
until they fetched up in the city 
of their unlikely choice, in blow­
ing dust and under a yellow sky.

Here they put up at a motel, 
the name of which shall be sup­
pressed to avoid offending the 
squeamish. Sheerwater seemed far 
away and long ago. Harry put all 
manner of little, innocent ques­
tions to Helen, the object of which 
was to find out if she felt that go- 
ing straight was to apply retro­
actively. On Helen displaying a 
carefree and cynical attitude, Har­
ry was emboldened to come out 



with that part of the money which 
was, after all, still unmelted, and 
it was a positive iceberg of thirteen 
hundred dollars, the greater part 
of which, as we know, had been 
concealed beneath the surface. 
Harry entrusted the money to 
Helen, saying that she was the 
practical member of the family.

It was in this character that 
Helen went out early next morn­
ing, while Harry took a little ex­
tra rest, and at once she chanced 
upon what anyone else in the 
world might have spent half a 
lifetime looking for, and what 
very few would have known what 
to do with had they found it.

It was nothing less than the 
largest trailer ever seen, standing 
on concrete piers in a grove of 
cottonwoods on the outskirts of 
the town. Beer cans lay like fallen 
fruit under the trees, and the trail­
er had a score of plywood tables 
standing in front of it, from which 
the chairs or benches had been 
removed.

The trailer was a thousand 
bucks, lock, stock and barrel, take 
it or leave it, as is and where is. 
And, indeed, it could only be 
where it was, since it had no 
wheels. Helen was quick to see 
that this deficiency was actually a 
great saving, since it no doubt re­
duced the price and anyway the 
trailer was too large and too flim­
sy ever to be used upon a road. 
What was more, she and Harry 
had no car.

It was necessary to pay a month­
ly rent for the use of the grove, 
and there was no lease, but the 
man who owned the grove was 
very nice.

She went back to the motel, 
where Harry was now shaving 
and singing like a bridegroom, 
and she told him they had a home, 
a caravan, in which, like gypsies, 
they could travel the years if not 
the roads. Harry was a little dis­
mayed by the size of the cash pay­
ment necessary for the trailer, but 
his misgivings were forgotten un­
der the cheering influence of the 
making of the list.

In this atomic and inflationary 
age, a man like Harry finds his 
security less in stone walls or bank 
deposits than in large stacks of 
canned goods. He now exultantly 
erected a tower against the blows 
of fortune with no less than five 
dozen medium-sized tuna, and a 
strong place with as many Alaska 
salmon. His ramparts were of 
chili-con-carne and his battlements 
were of every imaginable variety. 
His powder was of home-made 
type pancake mix and his shot 
was Boston baked beans. He final­
ly furnished their magazines with 
a dozen cartons of filter-tipped 
cigarettes, of the kind which offers 
more protection.

Harry’s spirit was so fortified 
by these fortifications that he was 
emboldened to complete their 
armory with a set of steak knives. 
At the very next market they 



passed, Helen selected a substan­
tial slab of rump steak on which 
to try them.

That evening, on a fire of sticks 
in a ring of bricks, Harry barbe­
cued the steak to perfection. Be­
tween mouthfuls (which took a 
little longer to negotiate, but this 
proved his point) Harry explained 
how these razor-sharp steak knives 
were, so to speak, the machetes 
that would carve out his path to 
success, through the jungle of the 
real estate business. He pointed 
out that with the addition of a 
good garlicky salad, and washed 
down by a sound red wine with 
a real punch to it, a thick rump 
steak, sizzling from the coals, 
must inevitably warm and en­
courage any business contact 
whom they might entertain at an 
informal barbecue, and lead—cer­
tainly not in every instance but 
in a reasonable percentage—to 
signature on the dotted line.

Harry invited Helen to make a 
conservative estimate of the num­
ber of such little business dinners 
they would be called upon to give 
each month.

“If we could give a barbecue to 
twenty people each night, and 
make fifty cents on each portion,” 
said Helen, with a laugh that 
showed she was being neither 
satirical nor serious, “we’d soon 
be living free.”

Harry joined in her laughter, 
first saying, however, that she was 
not kidding as much as she might 

think, because there were plenty 
of people around whose minds 
actually worked that way. Helen 
leaned across the table, and, tak­
ing his head in her hands, she 
kissed him on the eyes, as if to 
strengthen them. They slept close 
in the lower of the two bunks, and 
an enchanged forest grew up all 
over the cornlands and the oil 
fields that surrounded them, and 
Bill Snyder huffed and puffed in 
vain.

Next day Harry was alt over 
the town, in the park, in a barber 
shop, at a lunch counter, and talk­
ing to everyone. Everyone said the 
real estate business was riding 
high. There were those, however, 
who declared it to be a very close 
racket, by no means easy to crash 
into.

Finally a young man who was 
actually employed in one of the 
largest agencies told Harry that 
the State Legislature, for ethical 
reasons, had imposed a rigorous 
code upon the profession, and be­
fore hanging out one’s shingle, or 
even getting a job as junior ex­
ecutive salesman on basic salary 
plus commission, it was necessary 
to possess a Charter Diploma from 
the Associated Realty Board.

As he told Harry this, the young 
man glanced at the wall above his 
desk, and there was the Charter 
Diploma itself, garnished with 
more seals than Magna Carta! 
This was, in fact, neither more nor 
less than a First Class Charter



Diploma.
Harry fell in love at first sight 

with this blazon of authenticity 
rampant; it may or may not have 
been the attraction of opposites.

“How,” said he in the hushed 
voice of reverence, “would anyone 
get qualified for that bit of sheep­
skin?”

“Strictly speaking,” replied his 
informant, “you’ve got to go 
through the mill at State U.”

Harry, with a glance in which 
dignity and melancholy were ex­
quisitely combined, indicated that 
he would prefer not to speak, or 
be spoken to, as strictly as all that.

“Of course, if you’re older,” con­
tinued the other, “or if you haven’t 
the grades, or if you’re not free in 
the daytime, there’s a course you 
can take right here at the City 
High, three times a week in the 
evenings. But you’ve got to get an 
okay for that one, and pay a bona 
fide deposit before they let you 
pass the exam. They don’t want 
a lot of wild-catters and claim- 
jumpers muscling in.”

Harry was at the High School 
as soon as the evening session 
opened; he told his whole life 
story, or someone’s life story, to 
the Adult Student Body Career 
Counsellor. That lady was moved 
by his enthusiasm, and arranged 
for him to take an aptitude test. 
This consisted mainly in a series 
of questions, each supplied with 
four alternative answers. It was 
necessary to check that answer 

which seemed most likely to grat­
ify the examiner.

Harry had the finest of instincts 
for this sort of thing; had his fin­
ger tips been equally sensitive he 
could have opened any safe in the 
world. He scored close to a hun­
dred per cent, and was speedily en­
rolled for the approaching winter 
term, with the prospect of two oth­
ers to follow, it being necessary 
to complete three semesters before 
taking the examination.

Never was a pupil so eager and 
so apt as Harry. He soon learned 
that all the students, however irre­
gular their attendance or dim 
their wits, unfailingly passed the 
examination at the end of their 
year, providing they had paid the 
bona fide deposit in advance. This 
mattered nothing at all to him.

Nor was he at all put out when 
he discovered that all the Charter 
Diplomas were First Class Char­
ter Diplomas. For this cruise, on 
this luxury dreamboat, he realised 
it was better there should be no 
second class.

Once a month, some prominent 
realtor sent a substitute to oblige 
the class with a brief address. In 
these inspiring talks, the law of 
contract and the technique of 
salesmanship and the friendly at­
titude and ethics and hints on re­
possession were interwoven into a 
positive fugue. Harry quickly 
found that, as soon as the opening 
chords were sounded, he could an­
ticipate the unfolding of the whole 



movement, and often his lips 
would move silently but in the 
closest harmony with the speaker.

Nor could he resist humming 
the whole score of salesmanship 
over again, and over again, during 
the days he spent at the trailer. 
He would try it this way and that 
way, with all sorts of little im­
provements. He did this on win­
ter days when the sun shone 
through bare branches and the 
peremptory woodpecker tapped on 
every tree like knuckles on a door. 
The squirrel dropped his hoarded 
nut on the thin and resonant roof 
of the trailer with a crack like a 
pistol shot. These sounds made 
Helen long to take her fugitive 
into her protecting arms. Harry's 
long sales recitals somewhat abat­
ed the longing.

On spring days, with the tepid 
rain thick and close about them, 
like showerbath and curtain in 
one, and rainwater kisses on tap, 
and that smell of damp clothes 
and hair which to some speaks so 
eloquently of love, Harry was 
speaking eloquently of sub-divi­
sions. He wooed Helen with ranch 
types and comforted her with 
easier payment plans; his voice 
throbbed and moaned like that of 
the importunate dove, but it cele­
brated the ethics of the profession.

“He is going straight for my 
sake,” thought Helen, trying to re­
spond. "But it was somehow nicer 
before.”

The travel-poster days of high 

summer came up from Mexico, 
sunburned and tired already like 
returning tourists. Helen began to 
put more and more herbs into her 
Spanish Rice as if, in a reversion 
to cave-woman magic, she hoped 
that the tang of marjoram and 
oregano might compel the return 
of that fragrance of the personality 
which had once made Harry so 
different. Girls from families like 
Helen’s either want their men to 
be the same, or different. It would 
seem there is not much other 
choice for any girl, but these make 
more of a point of it than do oth­
ers, and to Helen all beauty lay in 
the difference.

Her paintings, as the year went 
on, became more Rorschach-like 
than before, and people would 
have been more reluctant than 
ever to mention the things they 
thought they saw in them. She 
very nearly sold one to a middle- 
aged couple who lived along the 
road and who stopped by at the 
trailer one evening just to see what 
the hell went on there. They lin­
gered over a dramatic abstraction, 
which she had entitled Created He 
them. They said they found it 
mentally stimulating.

But while Helen, bad at figures, 
was still wondering what sort of 
price she might ask, Harry burst 
in, back from his class, crying that 
he had passed with nothing but 
straight A’s. People do not buy a 
painting from a woman who is 
married to, or even living with, a 



man who has takein a business 
course and got nothing but 
straight A’s.

Harry had the further distinc­
tion of being chosen to make a 
speech on behalf of the student 
body on the night when the diplo­
mas were handed out, and he re­
hearsed this at all hours, even lean­
ing out from the upper bunk, 
where he now slept alone like a 
tired executive, to try the effect 
of some new passage on Helen. 
His subject was split-levels.

“We are already sleeping on a 
split-level,” thought Helen, “and 
as soon as he makes money 
enough we shall be living in one 
altogether. I might as well be 
back at home with poor Daddy 
before he jumped out of the win­
dow.”

She was not in the least cheered 
when she heard that Mr. Reeves, 
the prominent realtor who had 
been pressured into taking the 
chair on the auspicious night, had 
been so impressed by Harry’s 
eloquence that he had offered 
Harry a job in his office. Harry 
accepted with alacrity. Next day, 
Helen neglected to put any herbs 
whatsoever into her rice. This was 
a great improvement as far as the 
flavour was concerned, but in 
Helen it marked the passage from 
desperation to despair. This is but 
a single step, but, like that which 
her father took from the window, 
it is one that counts.

Harry, however, now had 

troubles of his own. He was re­
quired to start at the bottom of 
the ladder. This is a depressing 
situation for anyone; it was es­
pecially so to Harry because he 
was so extremely persuasive and 
had sold himself such a bill of 
goods. He found that his desk had 
no drawers down the side, and no 
lettered strip announcing his name 
to prospects. It was not even 
against a wall on which he might 
have hung his First Class Charter 
Diploma. His job was the tran­
scribing of certain particulars on 
to cards, and the filing of these 
cards in a cabinet. For this he had 
no flair at all. He was perhaps too 
easily discouraged, which is a de­
fect of sanguine temperaments, 
but he saw no chance of becoming 
a junior executive salesman in the 
foreseeable future: and of the un­
foreseeable future he could see 
nothing at all.

Harry had said so much about 
his hopes to Helen, that he felt 
a certain diffidence when it came 
to confessing his disappointment. 
He therefore suffered in silence, 
and so did she.

It was late in the warm, sad 
autumn of that year, when, walk­
ing forlorn in the grove, Helen 
came upon a mushroom of a rath­
er sickly colour. As to its form, 
the less said the better. Helen was 
much addicted to such gleanings 
from the bountiful lap of Nature, 
but in happier days the appear­
ance of this specimen would have 



given her pause. As it was, she 
picked it, and cooked it for her 
lunch, and ate it, careless of 
whether she lived or died. The 
mushroom did her no serious 
harm, but it tasted like absolute 
hell.

Fate, like an inaccurate watch, 
once every now and then achieves 
superlative timing. Harry at this 
very moment was sitting all alone 
in the spacious office; the sales­
men were either out making sales, 
or were late in returning from 
lunch.

There entered a man and a 
woman whom Harry at once rec­
ognised as a married couple, not 
because both of them were so 
ugly, but because they were ugly 
in exactly the same way.

Harry rose up behind his desk, 
glowing like a Phoenix new risen 
among the ashes of his hopes.

“We’re interested,” said the 
man, “in this Whispering Hills 
development.”

"Whispering Hills!’’ exclaimed 
Harry in the voice of an amorous 
cello. “So called because at eve­
ning the breezes from the ...”

“It’s Lot 171 we’re interested 
in,” said the woman, endeavour­
ing, like the frugal housewife she 
was, not to seem too interested.

Harry led the couple to a large 
map of the subdivision, on which 
he speedily located Lot 171. He 
was trembling lest one of the 
genuine junior executive salesmen 
should return before he could 

clinch the deal.
“A budget-priced but situation- 

ally exciting lot,” Harry began, 
“facing what will in time become 
an old world village green and 
recreational center...”

“We know the lot,” said the 
man, “and we know the price, and 
we’ve got the cash. Now, how 
much discount do we get if we 
buy through you?”

Harry was mortified to find 
himself unable to answer this 
question. Cash payments had been 
rare in his short experience, and 
discounts entirely unknown. He 
had a strong hunch that they were 
disapproved of on ethical grounds. 
He therefore tried to give the con­
versation a happier turn.

“I want you to realise,” said 
Harry, “that when the streets of 
Whispering Hills are lined with 
fast-growing, d r o u g h t-resisting 
shade trees, the evening breezes, 
rustling the leaves of those 
trees ...”

“Listen,” said the man. “If 
you’ll cut out the hooey about 
trees that ain’t planted and hills 
that ain’t there, and give me a 
straight answer about the dis­
count, maybe we can do business. 
If not, you’re not the only firm 
handling this property. We can go 
right across the street.”

Harry looked from one to the 
other, longing to tell them how 
the hills would soon be created out 
of the fill taken from the Shady 
Valley development next door, but 



somehow the words would not 
come. While he still stared at 
them dumbly, the man gave a 
grunt and turned away. Followed 
by his wife, he marched out 
through the door, brushing rudely 
past Mr. Reeves, who was coming 
in.

“What did those people want?” 
said Mr. Reeves to Harry.

“Just wanted something for 
nothing,” said Harry. “I don’t 
know whether they were crooks 
or just plain chiselers, but they 
were in here wasting time.”

“I know the type,” said Mr. 
Reeves. “People like that make me 
sick to my stomach of the real 
estate busines. If I could find some 
decent, easy way of life where I 
could just turn a buck now and 
then by way of a hobby to avoid 
that retirement let-down, you 
wouldn’t find me sitting in there 
taking it on the chin all day from 
pikers and fourflushers of that 
description. Well, give me their 
address, anyway.”

“Their address?” said Harry in 
some dismay.

“You mean to say you let those 
people get out of this office with­
out getting their address for a fol­
low-up?” exclaimed Mr. Reeves in 
both sorrow and anger. “I can tell 
you this right now and for sure: a 
fellow who makes a mistake like 
that is never going to get his foot 
firmly even on the bottom rung of 
the real estate business.

“I took a liking to you the first 

time I met you, Harry, so I won’t 
go so far as to fire you for making 
just one bloomer, but I’m frank to 
say if I was you I’d start looking 
for something you’ve got more 
talent for.”

With that, Mr. Reeves withdrew 
into his little glass office, leaving 
Harry crushed at his desk.

Harry went sadly home that 
evening. It was already dark, with 
the moon peering through a thin 
film of cloud, looking rather wor­
ried. Helen was sitting on the 
doorsill of the trailer, spitting now 
and then into the tall weeds that 
stood around the neglected steps.

“I found a mushroom at lunch­
time,” said she, “and I ate most 
of it before I realised it tasted like 
absolute hell.”

“I know what you mean,” said 
Harry. “You can go on a long 
time, lapping something up, and 
then you suddenly realise.” And, 
tasting his own bitter mushroom 
of defeat and disillusion, he too 
spat into the weeds.

His tone, and still more the 
gesture, so suggestive of a repudia­
tion of a future junior executive 
salesmanship, stirred something in 
the deeps of Helen’s heart, where 
she had thought nothing would 
stir again.

“We were so happy when first 
we came to live in this trailer,” 
said she.

“I wish it had wheels,” said 
Harry.

Helen turned her face to his.



She wanted to ask, “But your 
job?” She found herself unable 
to utter the word.

“I wish it had wheels,” said 
Harry, “and I wish we had a good 
used car. I wish we had a bit of 
capital. We could move on.”

“South?” murmured Helen, al­
most inaudibly.

“South of the border,” said Har­
ry, his tone becoming a little full­
er “Maybe we could get this thing 
shipped down there some way. 
We could live in it while we got 
a cabin built, and then it could be 
the first chicken house.

“You know, Helen, I was read­
ing about an idea for filling tin 
basins with half-decayed compost, 
and you put worms’ eggs in, and 
you bore holes in the bottom of 
the basin, and the worms fall out 
and the hens pick them up, and 
that puts vitamins in their eggs, 
and a flavour out of all compar­
ison with store-bought, battery- 
raised eggs, and the chickens taste 
altogether different when you sell 
them off for fryers and broilers. 
And of course there’s a big saving 
on your feed bill.”

“And our own eggs free,” said 
Helen. “Chickens too!”

“We might get a little group to­
gether,” said Harry, tentatively. "I 
mean, if they all put down a cer­

tain amount, you and me could 
ride along for contributing the or­
ganisation and the know-how. 
There’s that couple along the 
road, for sure, and I really believe 
I could interest Mr. Reeves, and 
he’s got the addresses of a lot of 
other people, too. You know, in 
the neighbourhood of one of those 
new resorts they’re starting down 
there: far enough off for the land 
to be cheap; near enough to make 
deliveries at the hotels ...”

“On a lake, maybe,” said Helen.
“Why not?” said Harry. “Lots 

of pure water for the chickens, 
and a plentiful supply of freshly 
caught fish for the table. That 
cuts the overhead. I can just see 
the bills sloping down to the lake. 
I can hear the tropical foliage 
whispering in the evening breeze. 
I can see the hotel lights across 
the water. Maybe we could use 
your monthly dough for instal­
ments on a little cruiser, and make 
our deliveries that way. Coming 
home across the lake, I can just 
hear the guitars and the native 
folk songs in some little village 
on the shore. We could anchor the 
boat...”

“ ... and swim together,” mur­
mured Helen, already drowning 
in bliss.

“By moonlight,” said Harry. 
“Just you and I.” ■ ■



She was dating other men and he was jealous—jealous enough 
to fyll anyone who tried to tahy her away from him ..,

TRIANGLE
Curbing his green sport coupe 
behind Fran’s black sedan outside 
the arching stone entrance to the 
Shamrock Apartments, Oliver 
Caldwell cut the ignition and set­
tled back against the cushions to 
wait. He was calmer now that he 
knew she was still inside. He had 
been afraid he would miss them; 
that he would be too late.

But the black sedan was there

by WILLIAM T. HARREL

ahead of his car. He was in time.
Oliver Caldwell thrust his slop­

ing head forward on round shoul­
ders. Though it was noon, the 
clouds overhead shrouded the 
street in gloom. He stared with 
tired brown eyes past the rain 
rivering down the windshield over 
the now-dead wipers. Overhead, 
the storm drummed on the steel 
top of the coupe.



Oliver Caldwell had always 
been a creature of comfort and 
luxury; and now, in the face of 
this threat to his security, his 
thoughts were ordered, coldly cal­
culating.

He had known from the first, 
since he’d discovered Fran was 
seeing Mike Johnson in hrs apart­
ment, that Johnson had to die.

It was the only answer to an 
unfortunate triangle involving 
himself, Fran and Mike Johnson. 
And since Johnson was hardly 
likely to die a natural death, 
Oliver Caldwell had brought 
along the gun, a 32 Savage, com­
plete with silencer.

One shot from the gun and they 
would return to normal, he and 
Fran, as though Mike Johnson 
had never existed.

The car, he though angrily. The 
black sedan parked just ahead of 
his own. That had been the be­
ginning. If he’d never suggested 
Fran needed a car; if he’d kept 
his mouth shut, Fran would never 
have gone to Mike Johnson’s used 
car lot and bought the sedan. She 
would never have met Mike John­
son, and the triangle would never 
have happened. But then he 
wouldn’t have had the Cadillac 
for his own use while Fran was 
out shopping, either.

He sighed, his heavy body sink­
ing further into the cushions.

Shopping. Fran had said she 
was going shopping. But it was 
just an excuse and he cursed them 

both inwardly. Fran for her cheat­
ing; Mike Johnson for his spell­
casting. Yet Oliver Caldwell knew 
he couldn’t blame Fran entirely. 
Naturally she would desire the 
companionship of men her own 
age. She must get pretty tired of 
looking at him every day and 
every night.

But their life together had been 
a sweet thing to Oliver Caldwell. 
It was nice having Fran around. 
She was so gay, so vivacious. And 
Caldwell knew how lucky he was 
that Fran’s income was large 
enough to take care of them both 
so comfortably.

Yes, he could blame Mike John­
son for trying to break up a 
beautiful arrangement. He could 
even kill him for it.

Leaning forward, Oliver Cald­
well peered up through the slop­
ing, rain-drenched windshield at 
the windows on the second floor 
of the Shamrock Apartments. He 
knew—from the trip he’d made 
here a week ago—Mike Johnson’s 
rooms were on the second floor 
above the entrance. He’d seen the 
mail boxes in the lobby, too.

Checking his watch, Oliver 
Caldwell saw that it was twelve­
thirty. He grunted impatiently. 
What was taking Fran so long?

The thought of what could be 
happening in Mike Johnson’s 
apartment brought blood rushing 
to Caldwell’s temples. He dipped 
a hand into his pocket and 
touched the gun.



There was power in the 
weapon. Power to solve the prob­
lem confronting him with a final­
ity no one could escape.

Not even Fran.
Through the rain he saw the 

entrance door of the Shamrock 
building open, and Fran stood in 
the vestibule. She pulled her plas­
tic raincoat close about her slender 
shoulders, adjusted the transparent 
hood over her hair and, after a 
hurried, furtive glance up and 
down the street, dashed for the 
black sedan.

Oliver Caldwell huddled behind 
the collar of his raincoat—need­
lessly, for the heavy rain pelting 
the windshield could have shown 
Fran nothing more than a blurred 
figure. And there was no danger 
of her recognizing the coupe be­
cause it was a demonstrator model 
Oliver Caldwell was “trying out” 
and would return to the dealer— 
not Johnson—once it had served 
its purpose.

Fran got into the sedan. Clouds 
of moisture burst from the ex­
haust, a white cloud of vapor 
mushroomed out. Fran jockeyed 
the sedan back, ground gears, cut 
sharply out into traffic and disap­
peared.

Oliver Caldwell waited five 
minutes—until he was sure Fran 
wouldn’t return. Then he climbed 
heavily from the coupe, stood a 
moment staring up through the 
rain, turned the collar of the rain­
coat high around his cheeks, 

gripped the gun in the depths of 
his pocket, and entered the Sham­
rock Apartments.

He went up the stairs deliber­
ately, taking his time, making cer­
tain he didn’t touch anything, 
knowing his only real danger lay 
in being seen. But he hadn’t killed 
Mike Johnson yet and it was not 
too late to call it off it somebody 
stepped out of one of the doors 
along the hall.

But no one did and he paused 
outside Mike Johnson’s rooms and 
drew on the black gloves he’d 
brought. Then he rang the bell.

Mike Johnson answered his 
ring. A tall, broad-shouldered, 
powerfully built man, Johnson ex­
uded confidence. He said:

“Yeah? What can I do for 
you?”

“My name is Caldwell... Oliver 
Caldwell.”

Smiling slightly, Caldwell wait­
ed, hands deep in his raincoat 
pockets, water puddling on the 
ragged, wine-colored hall carpet. 
He saw Mike Johnson’s startled 
look, but in a moment Johnson 
recovered himself.

“What can I do for you?” John­
son repeated.

“It’s a confidential matter, sir,” 
Oliver Caldwell said, glancing 
meaningfully along the hall. “May 
I come in?”

Reluctantly, Johnson stepped 
aside. Oliver Caldwell went in. 
The apartment was cheaply fur­



nished. A red sofa with sagging 
cushions faced a scarred mahoga­
ny coffee table. Two empty glasses 
and an amber bottle, half full, 
told Oliver Caldwell they hadn’t 
wasted any time. There were other 
signs of Fran’s visit. The lipstick- 
stained cigaret butts in the big 
ashtray beside the empty glasses; 
the cloyingly sweet scent of her 
perfume; and the sofa cushions 
strewn about in limp disarray. 
Johnson saw the direction of 
Oliver Caldwell’s stare and moved 
to block his view.

Caldwell sat down on the sofa. 
It groaned despairingly.

“I’m out for lunch,” Mike John­
son said uneasily. “I’ve got to be 
getting back to the lot. Can’t keep 
business waiting, you know.”

Oliver Caldwell smiled.
“All right,” Mike Johnson said, 

irritation sharpening his voice. 
“You’re Oliver Caldwell. So what 
do you want?”

“You’ve been seeing Fran.” 
“Fran? Who’s she?”
“Don’t try to fool me,” Cald­

well said softly, letting silence em­
phasize his words. “Know all 
about you and Fran.”

Mike Johnson blinked, then 
laughed as though it were some 
sort of stupid joke Caldwell had 
told.

“I don’t know what you’re talk­
ing about, mister,” Mike Johnson 
said insolently.

“Fran’s a good woman,” Oliver 
Caldwell said, “but she’s weak.

You couldn’t let her alone, could 
you?”

He had meant to be calm, but 
he felt anger rising in him. It 
really wasn’t Fran’s fault. Mike 
Johnson had woven his spell 
around her. Left alone, Fran never 
would have involved herself ... 
her lovely, meticulous self.

“You’re going to pay for what 
you’ve done,” Oliver Caldwell 
said. “I’ll make you pay.”

A big man with ham-like hands, 
broad shoulders and powerful 
muscles, Johnson towered over 
Oliver Caldwell.

"You?” Johnson sneered. “Why, 
you couldn’t punch your way out 
of a paper bag!” He took a threat­
ening step closer to Caldwell. 
Oliver Caldwell’s hand went into 
his coat pocket.

“I know,” he said, “so I brought 
this along to improve my chances.” 
He brought the gun into the open.

Mike Johnson’s laugh died sud­
denly. “Say, what is this?” He 
came a step closer.

Oliver Caldwell leveled the gun 
at Johnson’s heart. “Don’t come 
any further,” he warned.

“But, good God, man!” Johnson 
sputtered. “You can’t mean this!”

“But I do mean it,” Oliver Cald­
well said. Johnson’s eyes were 
frightened now. He swallowed.

“All right,” he said. “I’ve been 
seeing Fran.”

Rain torrents whispered against 
the window at the far end of the 
room. From somewhere came the 



blast of a horn, near, yet distant.
Oliver Caldwell kept the gun 

trained on Johnson. Suddenly the 
full horror of his predicament 
seemed to strike Johnson. His 
mouth quivered and fear squeezed 
sweat out of his broad forehead.

“I’ve been seeing her,” he re­
peated, “but she never said any­
thing about you. I swear she 
didn’t! I give you my word of 
honor I’ll leave her alone from 
now on__ ” Mike Johnson had
been inching nearer as he spoke, 
and now, with a cat-like leap, he 
was upon Caldwell. One hand 
slashed the gun aside, the other 
smashed into Caldwell’s face.

Oliver Caldwell reeled back 
against the wall. Blood spurted 
from his cut lip. Mike Johnson’s 
distorted face loomed before him. 
He jerked the gun up, pulled the 
trigger. Recoil drove the weapon 
hard against the heel of his hand. 
The sound was slight; no more 
than a sharp hissing.

Oliver Caldwell couldn’t have 
missed. But Johnson came on and 
for one terrified moment, Oliver 
Caldwell thought he had missed. 
Then the big man faltered and 
fell against him, his hands claw­
ing at Caldwell’s coat, reaching 
for his throat. Desperately, Oliver 
Caldwell jammed the gun against 
Johnson’s ribs and fired again.

Johnson fell back, turning, land­
ing on his side. He lay there in 
an ever-widening pool of blood. 
He was quite dead.

Skirting the body, Oliver Cald­
well felt a giant wave of nausea 
sweep over him. But he fought it 
down and went on to the door. 
He opened it a crack, checked the 
hall. It was empty. He glanced 
back once to be certain Johnson 
hadn’t moved, would never move 
again. Then he let himself out 
and, carefully closing the door be­
hind him, went down the stairs 
and out into the rain.

He drove away from the curb 
slowly, so that he would not at­
tract unnecessary attention, and 
headed south. At Long Beach 
Pike he disposed of the gun, drop­
ping it over the railing into the 
sea when no one was looking. 
Then he returned the green coupe 
to the dealer, told him it wasn’t 
exactly what he had in mind, and 
drove the Cadillac home.

He had several more attacks of 
nausea during the interminable 
afternoon. The fear that some­
how he had been seen drove him 
back and forth in the den of their 
gracious home in the hills over­
looking the city. He tried watch­
ing television but couldn’t concen­
trate and gave it up in favor of 
a radio newscast where he learned 
that Johnson’s landlady had found 
the body around three o’clock 
when she went to collect the rent. 
But there were no details and 
when darkness fell, Oliver Cald­
well took the Cadillac downtown 
and brought back copies of all 



the evening papers.
Fran still hadn’t returned when 

he drove into the garage. He 
wasn’t too concerned by her pro­
tracted absence. She often stayed 
out late when she went shopping.

Upstairs, Oliver Caldwell drew 
the drapes, put on his slippers and 
smoking jacket. Then he relaxed 
in the luxury of his favorite chair 
and puffed contentedly at the stem 
of his pipe while he read.

The screaming headlines said 
merely: landlady discovers body! 
But the stories beneath gave Cald­
well the details. Mike Johnson 
was dead ... murdered. But no 
one had seen a woman come out 
of his apartment. No one had seen 
the killer, either. There were no 
clues of any value to the police.

Oliver Caldwell smiled and 
stretched luxuriously. Fie had left 
no fingerprints. He hadn’t been 
seen near the scene of the crime. 
There was no weapon. It would 
rust at the bottom of the sea. And 
no one had seen Fran. He could 
relax. The police would never 
connect Fran or Oliver Caldwell 
with Johnson’s murder. He was 
safe.

He threw all the papers, except 
one, into the incinerator. He left 
the one on the table where Fran 
couldn’t miss it. Afterwards, he 
sat in the chair smoking comfort­
ably, waiting for Fran.

It was late when he heard the 
sedan come up the driveway into 
the garage. Moments later Fran 

entered the den, her arms filled 
with packages.

Oliver Caldwell hid a smile. 
The packages didn’t fool him. 
They’d never been much more 
than an excuse. Well, there would 
be no need for it from now on. 
Amused, he watched as Fran, her 
face childishly happy, dumped the 
packages on the table.

“Oh, Oliver!” she exclaimed. “I 
had such a good time shopping. I 
bought so many, many nice things. 
And Oliver! I found a new smok­
ing jacket for you!”

She held up a wine-colored 
jacket. Oliver Caldwell shook his 
head.

“You shouldn’t have,” he said. 
“I really didn’t need it.”

“But, darling! It was such a bar­
gain, I simply couldn’t pass it up!”

She reached for another pack­
age, stopped in mid-air as she saw 
the headlines. She snatched the 
newspaper up, scanning the pic­
ture, reading the story, her face 
registering growing horror and 
grief. Oliver Caldwell went to 
her.

“Why, Fran! What’s wrong?” 
he asked.

“I knew him!” Fran sobbed. “I 
—I saw him today. Oh, this is ter­
rible!”

He kept his face gentle, mask­
ing his own thoughts with seem­
ing concern for Fran, patting her 
thin shoulder comfortingly.

“We have to talk about this,” 
he said gently. “Did anyone know 



you were seeing him?”
“No.”
“It’s too bad,” Caldwell said. 

“You know what people would 
say about visiting him in his apart­
ment, Fran. Really, I’m shocked! 
As it is, you can’t tell anyone 
about him without involving your­
self in a scandal and murder. Do 
you see?”

She nodded miserably and 
Oliver Caldwell turned to the 
window, drawing the drapes back. 
It was still raining outside but the 
luxurious homes in the surround­
ing neighborhood were not 
changed. They represented every­
thing Oliver Caldwell held dear. 
He watched the blinking lights 
contentedly a moment, then 
turned back to Fran.

“You can’t go to the police,” 
he said gently. “You understand? 
They might even think you killed 
him.”

“Yes,” Fran said faintly.
She lifted her tear-stained face.
He let her cry. It was better, 

he thought, that she get it out of 
her system now. She would for­
get in time and his life would go 
on as though Mike Johnson had 
never existed.

“I know you were close,” he 
said. “But you’ll forget him. Now, 
let’s have a look at what you 
bought today!”

He went to the table. He was 
safe now. The threat was gone. 
His life would go on the way it 

always had. Fran and he would be 
together. He would not have to 
leave the luxurious comfort of this 
house. He thought of all the poor 
devils out in the rain and how 
fortunate it was that he had the 
steel nerve and ruthless courage 
necessary to protect his creature 
comforts. Smiling, he picked up 
the smoking jacket.

A white card fluttered to the 
table. Caldwell picked it up. One 
side was printed. He read: 
“Gerald Mashburn, Men’s Wear­
ing Apparel.” There was an ad­
dress and a phone number. Cald­
well started to put the card on 
the table. The penciled message 
on the back stopped him. He 
read it, too.

"Dearest Fran, I must see you 
this afternoon. Come alone to my 
apartment. Come up the back, way 
at five.’’

It was signed "Gerry."
Caldwell gripped the table. 

Johnson! Mashburn! How many 
others had there been ? How many 
more in the future? In growing 
horror, he knew he had it all to 
do over again and Fran’s con­
cerned voice seemed distant and 
unreal.

“Oliver! What is it, darling? 
What’s wrong?” Her face was dis­
torted with emotion. She looked 
old .. .old.

“Nothing,” Oliver Caldwell said 
hoarsely. “Nothing at all, moth­
er” ■ ■
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It was the first time in a good 
many years that Cornelius, a Wall 
Street broker, had made the home­
ward trip in any train other than 
the Broker’s Special. The Special 
was his kind of train; the passen­
gers on it were his kind of people. 
Executives, professionals, men of 
substance and dignity who could 
recognize each other without in­
troductions.

If it weren’t for the Senator’s 
dinner party, Cornelius reflected. 
But the Senator had insisted, so 
there was no escape from that 
abomination of abominations, the 
midweek dinner party. And, of 
course, no escape from the neces­
sity of taking an earlier train 
home to the tedium of dressing, 
and an evening of too much food, 
too much liquor, and all the re­
sultant misery the next morning.

Filled with this depressing 
thought Cornelius stepped down 
heavily from the train to the fa­
miliar platform and walked over 
to his car. Since Claire preferred 
the station wagon, he used the se­
dan to get to and from the station. 
When they were first married two 
years ago she had wanted to chauf­
feur him back and forth, but the 
idea had somehow repelled him. 
He had always felt there was 
something vaguely obscene about 
the way other men publicly kissed 
their wives good-by in front of the 
station every morning, and the 
thought of being placed in their 

position filled him with a chilling 
embarrassment. He had not told 
this to Claire, however. He had 
simply told her he had not mar­
ried her to obtain a housekeeper 
or chauffeur. She was to enjoy her 
life, not fill it with duties.

Ordinarily, it was no more than 
a fifteen-minute drive through the 
countryside to the house. But now, 
in keeping with the already exas­
perating tenor of the day’s events, 
he met an unexpected delay. A 
mile or so past where the road 
branched off from the highway it 
crossed the main line of the rail­
road. There was no guard or cross­
ing gate here, but a red light, and 
a bell which tvas ringing an in­
sistent warning as Cornelius drove 
up. He braked the car, and sat 
tapping his fingers restlessly on the 
steering wheel while the endless, 
clanking length of a freight went 
by. And then, before he could 
start the car again, he saw them.

It was Claire and a man. His 
wife and some man in the station 
wagon roaring past him into 
town. And the man was driving— 
seated big and blond and arrogant 
behind the wheel like a Viking— 
with one arm around Claire who, 
with eyes closed, rested her head 
on his shoulder. There was a look 
on her face, too, such as Cornelius 
had never seen there before, but 
which he had sometimes dreamed 
of seeing. They passed by in a 
flash, but the picture they made 
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was burned as brilliant in his 
mind as a photograph on film.

He would not believe it, he told 
himself incredulously; he refused 
to believe it! But the picture was 
there before him, growing clearer 
each second, becoming more and 
more terribly alive as he watched 
it. The man’s arm possessing her. 
Her look of acceptance. Of sensu­
al acceptance.

He was shaking uncontrollably 
now, the blood pounding in his 
head, as he prepared to turn the 
car and follow them. Then he felt 
himself go limp. Follow them 
where? Back to town undoubted­
ly, where the man would be wait­
ing for the next train to the city. 
And then what? A denunciation 
in the grand style? A scene? A 
public humiliation for himself as 
much as for them?

He could stand anything, but 
not such humiliation. It had been 
bad enough when he had first 
married Claire and realized his 
friends were laughing at him for 
it. A man in his position to marry 
his secretary, and a girl half his 
age at that! Now he knew what 
they had been laughing at, but 
he had been blind then. There 
had been such< an air of cool for­
mality about her when she carried 
on her duties in the office; she sat 
with such prim dignity when she 
took his notes; she had dressed so 
modestly—and when he had first 
invited her to dinner she had red­
dened with the flustered naivete 

of a young girl being invited on 
her first date. Naivete! And all the 
time, he thought furiously, she 
must have been laughing at me. 
She, along with the rest of them.

He drove to the house slowly, 
almost blindly. The house was 
empty, and he realized that, of 
course, it was Thursday, the 
servant’s day off, which made it 
the perfect day for Claire’s pur­
pose. He went directly to the li­
brary, sat down at the desk there, 
and unlocked the top drawer. Flis 
gun was in that drawer, a short­
barreled .38, and he picked it up 
slowly, hefting its cold weight in 
his band, savoring the sense of 
power it gave him. Then abruptly 
his mind went back to something 
Judge Hilliker had once told him, 
something strangely interesting 
that the old man had said while 
sharing a seat with him on the 
Broker’s Special.

“Guns?” Hilliker had said. 
“Knives? Blunt instruments? You 
can throw them all out of the 
window. As far as I’m concerned 
there is just one perfect weapon 
—an automobile. Any automobile 
in good working order. Why? Be­
cause when an automobile is go­
ing fast enough it will kill anyone 
it hits. And if the driver gets out 
and looks sorry he’ll find that he’s 
the one . getting everybody’s sym­
pathy, and not that bothersome 
corpse on the ground who 
shouldn’t have been in the way 
anyhow. As long as the driver isn’t 



drunk or flagrantly reckless he 
can kill anybody in this country 
he wants to, and suffer no more 
than a momentary embarrassment 
and a penalty that isn’t even worth 
worrying about.

“Think it over, man,” the Judge 
continued: “to most people the 
automobile is some sort of god, 
and if God happens to strike you 
down it’s your hard luck. As for 
me, when I cross a street I just say 
a little prayer.”

There was more of that in Judge 
Hilliker’s mordant and long-wind­
ed style, but Cornelius had no 
need to remember it. What he 
needed he now had, and very 
carefully he put the gun back in 
the drawer, slid the drawer shut, 
and locked it.

Claire came in while he still sat 
brooding at the desk, and he 
forced himself to regard her with 
cold objectivity—this radiantly 
lovely woman who was playing 
him for a fool, and who now stood 
wide-eyed in the doorway with an 
incongruously large bag of gro­
ceries clutched to her.

“I saw the car in the garage,” 
she said breathlessly. “I was afraid 
something was wrong. That you 
weren’t feeling well...”

“I feel very well.”
“But you’re home so early. 

You’ve never come this early be­
fore.”

“I’ve always managed to refuse 
invitations to midweek dinner 
parties before.”

“Oh, Lord!” she gasped. “The 
dinner! It never even entered my 
mind. I’ve been so busy all 
day...”

“Yes?” he said. “Doing what?”
“Well, everyone’s off today, so I 

took care of the house from top to 
bottom, and then when I looked 
in the pantry and saw we needed 
some things I ran into town for 
them.” She gestured at the bulky 
paper bag with her chin. “I’ll 
have your bath ready, and your 
things laid out as soon as I put 
this stuff away.”

Watching her leave he felt an 
honest admiration? for her. Anoth­
er woman would have invented a 
visit to a friend who might, at 
some later time, accidentally let 
the cat out of the bag. Or another 
woman would not have thought 
to burden herself with a useless 
package to justify a trip into town. 
But not Claire, who was evidently 
as clever as she was beautiful.

And she was damnably attrac­
tive. His male friends may have 
laughed behind his back, but in 
their homes she was always eager­
ly surrounded by them. When he 
entered a roomful of strangers 
with her he saw how all men’s 
eyes followed her with a frankly 
covetous interest. No, nothing 
must happen to her; nothing at 
all. It was the man who had to be 
destroyed, just as one would de­
stroy any poacher on his preserves, 
any lunatic who with ax in hand 
ran amok through his home.



Claire would have to be hurt a 
little, would have to be taught her 
lesson, but that would be done 
most effectively through what 
happened to the man.

Cornelius learned very quickly 
that his plans would have to take 
in a good deal more than the sim­
ple act of waylaying the man and 
running him down. There were 
details, innumerable details cover­
ing every step of the way before 
and after the event, which had to 
be jigsawed into place bit by bit 
in order to make it perfect.

In that respect, Cornelius 
thought gratefully, the Judge had 
been far more helpful than he had 
realized in his irony. Murder by 
automobile was the perfect mur­
der, because, with certain details 
taken care of, it was not even 
murder at all! There was the vic­
tim, and there was the murderer 
standing over him, and the whole 
thing would be treated with per­
functory indifference. After all, 
what was one more victim among 
the thirty thousand each year? He 
was a statistic, to be regarded with 
some tongue-clicking and a shrug 
of helplessness.

Not by Claire, of course. Coin­
cidence can be stretched far, but 
hardly far enough to cover the 
case of a husband’s running down 
his wife’s lover. And that was the 
best part of it. Claire would know, 
but would be helpless to say any­
thing, since saying anything must 

expose her own wrongdoing. She 
would spend her life, day after 
day, knowing that she had been 
found out, knowing that a just 
vengeance had been exacted, and 
standing forewarned against any 
other such temptations that might 
come her way.

But what of the remote possi­
bility that she might choose to 
speak out and expose herself? 
There, Cornelius reflected, fitting 
another little piece of the jigsaw 
into place, coincidence would in­
stantly go to work for him. If 
there was no single shred of evi­
dence that he had ever suspected 
her affair, or that he had ever seen 
the man before, the accident must 
be regarded by the law as coin­
cidence. Either way his position 
was unassailable.

It was with this in mind that he 
patiently and single-mindedly 
went to work on his plans. He 
was tempted at the start to call in 
some professional investigator who 
could promptly and efficiently 
bring him the information he 
wanted, but after careful consider­
ation he put this idea aside. A 
smart investigator might easily 
put two and two together after 
the accident. If he were honest he 
might go to the authorities with 
his suspicions; if he were dishon­
est he might be tempted to try 
blackmail. Obviously, there was no 
way of calling in an outsider with­
out risking one danger or the oth­
er. And nothing, nothing at all, 



was going to be risked here.
So it took Cornelius several 

precious weeks to glean the infor­
mation he wanted, and, as he ad­
mitted to himself, it might have 
taken even longer had not Claire 
and the man maintained such an 
unfailing routine. Thursday was 
the one day of the week on which 
the man would pay his visits. 
Then, a little before the city­
bound train arrived at the station, 
Claire would drive the station 
wagon into an almost deserted 
sidestreet a block from the Plaza. 
In the car the couple would kiss 
with an intensity that made Cor­
nelius’ flesh crawl.

As soon as the man left the car 
Claire would drive swiftly away, 
and the man would walk briskly 
to the Plaza, make his way 
through the cars parked at the 
curb there, cross the Plaza obvi­
ously sunk in his own thoughts 
and with only half an eye for 
passing traffic, and would enter 
the station. The third time Corne­
lius witnessed this performance he 
could have predicted the man’s 
every step with deadly accuracy.

Occasionally, during this period, 
Claire mentioned that she was go­
ing to the city to do some shop­
ping, and Cornelius took advan­
tage of this as well. He was stand­
ing in a shadow of the terminal’s 
waiting room when her train 
pulled in, he followed her at a 
safe distance to the street, his cab 
trailed hers almost to the door of 

the shabby apartment house where 
the man lived. The man was sit­
ting on the grimy steps of the 
house, obviously waiting for her. 
When he led her into the house, 
as Cornelius bitterly observed, 
they held hands like a pair of 
school children, and then there 
was a long wait, a wait which took 
up most of the afternoon; but 
Cornelius gave up waiting before 
Claire reappeared.

The eruption of fury he knew 
after that scene gave him the idea 
of staging the accident there on 
the city streets the next day, but 
Cornelius quickly dismissed the 
thought. It would mean driving 
the car into the city, which was 
something he never did, and that 
would be a dangerous deviation 
from his own routine. Besides, 
city tabloids, unlike his staid local 
newspaper, sometimes publicized 
automobile accidents not only by 
printing the news of them, but 
also by displaying pictures of vic­
tim and culprit on their pages. He 
wanted none of that. This was a 
private affair. Strictly private.

No, there was no question that 
the only place to settle matters 
was right in the Plaza itself, and 
the more Cornelius reviewed his 
plans in preparation for the act 
the more he marveled at how 
flawless they were.

Nothing could conceivably go 
wrong. If by some mischance he 
struck down the man without kill­
ing him, his victim would be in 



the same position as Claire: un­
able to speak openly without ex­
posing himself. If he missed the 
man entirely he was hardly in the 
dangerous position of an assassin 
who misses his victim and is 
caught with the gun or knife in 
his hand. An automobile wasn’t a 
weapon; the affair would simply 
be another close call for a careless 
pedestrian.

However, he wanted no close 
calls, and to that end he took to 
parking the car somewhat farther 
from the station than he ordinarily 
did. The extra distance, he esti­
mated, would allow him to swing 
the car across the Plaza in an arc 
which would meet the man as he 
emerged from between the parked 
cars across the street. That would 
just about make explanations un­
called-for. A man stepping out 
from between parked cars would 
be more in violation of the law 
than the driver who struck him!

Not only did he make sure to 
set the car at a proper distance 
from the station entrance, but 
Cornelius also took to backing it 
into place as some other drivers 
did. Now the front wheels were 
facing the Plaza, and he could 
quickly get up all the speed he 
wanted. More than that, he would 
be facing the man from the instant 
he came into sight.

The day before the one he had 
chosen for the final act, Cornelius 
waited until he was clear of traf­
fic on his homeward drive, and 

then stopped the car on a deserted 
part of the road, letting the motor 
idle. Then he carefully gauged the 
distance to a tree some 30 yards 
ahead; this, he estimated, would 
be the distance across the Plaza. 
He started the car and then drove 
it as fast as he could past the tree, 
the big machine snarling as it 
picked up speed. Once past the 
tree he braced himself, stepped 
hard on the brake, and felt the 
pressure of the steering wheel 
against his chest as the car slewed 
to a shrieking stop.

That was it. That was all there 
was to it...

He left the office the next day 
at the exact minute he had set for 
himself. After his secretary had 
helped him on with his coat he 
turned to her as he had prepared 
himself to do and made a wry 
face.

“Just not feeling right,” he said. 
“Don’t know what’s wrong with 
me, Miss Wynant.”

And, as he knew good secre­
taries were trained to do, she 
frowned worriedly at him and 
said, “If you didn’t work so hard, 
Mr. Bolinger ...”

He waved that aside brusquely. 
“Nothing that getting home early 
to a good rest won’t cure. Oh,” he 
slapped at the pockets of his coat, 
“my pills, Miss Wynant. They’re 
in the top drawer over there.”

They were only a few aspirins 
in an envelope, but it was the im­



pression that counted. A man who 
was not feeling well had that 
much more justification for a mis­
hap while he was driving.

The early train was familiar to 
him now; he had ridden on it 
several times during the past few 
weeks, but always circumspectly 
hidden behind a newspaper. Now 
it was to be different. When the 
conductor came through to check 
his commutation ticket, Cornelius 
was sitting limp in his seat, clear­
ly a man in distress.

“Conductor,” he asked, “if you 
don’t mind, could you get me 
some water?”

The conductor glanced at him 
and hastily departed. When he re­
turned with a dripping cup of wa­
ter Cornelius slowly and carefully 
removed an aspirin from the en­
velope and washed it down grate­
fully.

“If there’s anything else,” the 
conductor said, “just you let me 
know.”

“No,” Cornelius said, “no, I’m 
a little under the weather, that’s 
all.”

But at the station the conductor 
was there to lend him a solicitous 
hand down, and dally briefly. 
“You’re not a regular, are you?” 
the conductor said. “At least, not 
on this train.”

Cornelius felt a lift of gratifica­
tion. “No,” he said, “I’ve only 
taken this train once before. I 
usually travel on the Broker’s 
Special.”

“Oh.” The conductor looked 
him up and down, and grinned. 
“Well, that figures,” he said. 
“Hope you found our service as 
good as the Special’s.”

In the small station Cornelius 
sat down on a bench, his head 
resting against the back of the 
bench, his eyes on the clock over 
the ticket agent’s window. Once 
or twice he saw the agent glance 
worriedly through the window at 
him, and that was fine. What was 
not so fine was the rising feeling 
in him, a lurching nervousness in 
his stomach, a too-heavy thudding 
of his heart in his chest. He had 
allowed himself ten minutes here; 
each minute found the feeling get­
ting more and more oppressive. It 
was an effort to contain himself, 
to prevent himself from getting to 
his feet and rushing out to the car 
before the minute hand of the 
clock had touched the small black 
spot that was his signal.

Then, on the second, he got up, 
surprised at the effort it required 
to do this, and slowly walked out 
of the station, the agent’s eyes fol­
lowing him all the way, and down 
past the station to the car. He 
climbed behind the wheel, closed 
the door firmly after him, and 
started the motor. The soft purr­
ing of the motor under his feet 
sent a new strength up through 
him. He sat there soaking it up, 
his eyes fixed on the distance 
across the Plaza.

When the man first appeared, 



moving with rapid strides toward 
him, it struck Cornelius in some 
strange way that the tall, blond 
figure was like a puppet being 
drawn by an invisible wire to his 
destined place on the stage. Then, 
as he came closer, it was plain to 
see that he was smiling broadly, 
singing aloud in his exuberance 
of youth and strength—and 
triumph. That was the key which 
unlocked all paralysis, which sent 
the motor roaring into furious life.

For all the times he had lived 
the scene in his mind’s eye, 
Cornelius was unprepared for the 
speed with which it happened. 
There was the man stepping out 
from between the cars, still blind 
to everything. There was Corne­
lius’s hand on the horn, the ulti­
mate inspiration, a warning that 
could not possibly be heeded, and 
more than anything else an in­
surance of success. The man 
swung toward the noise, his face 
all horror, his hands outthrust as 
if to fend off what was happening. 
There was the high-pitched 
scream abruptly cut off by the 
shock of impact, more violent 
than Cornelius had ever dreamed, 
and then everything dissolving 
into the screech of brakes.

The Plaza had been deserted 
before it had happened; now, peo­
ple were running from all direc­
tions, and Cornelius had to push 
his way through them to catch a 
glimpse of the body.

“Better not look,” someone 

warned, but he did look, and saw 
the crumpled form, the legs scis­
sored into an unnatural position, 
the face graying as he watched. 
He swayed, and a dozen helping 
hands reached out to support him, 
but it was not weakness which af­
fected him now, but an over­
whelming, giddy sense of victory, 
a sense of victory heightened by 
the voices around him.

“Walked right into it with his 
eyes wide open.”

"I could hear that horn a blocky 
away.”

"Drunl{, maybe. The way he 
stood right there ...”

The only danger now lay in 
overplaying his hand. He had to 
watch out for that, had to keep 
fitting piece after piece of the plan 
together, and then there would be 
no danger. He sat in the car while 
a policeman questioned him with 
official gravity, and he knew from 
the growing sympathy in the po­
liceman’s voice that he was mak­
ing the right impression.

No, he was free to go home if 
he wished. Charges, of course, 
had to be automatically preferred 
against him, but the way things 
looked... Yes, they would be 
glad to phone Mrs. Bolinger. 
They could drive him home, but 
if he preferred to have her do 
it...

He had allowed time enough 
for her to be at home when the 
call was made, and he spent the 
next fifteen minutes with the



crowd staring at him through the 
car window with a morbid and 
sympathetic curiosity. When the 
station wagon drew up nearby, a 
lane magically appeared through 
the crowd; when Claire was at 
his side the lane disappeared.

Even frightened and bewil­
dered, she was a beautiful wom­
an, Cornelius thought, and, he 
had to admit to himself, she knew 
how to put on a sterling show of 
wifely concern and devotion, false 
as it was. But perhaps that was 
because she didn’t know yet, and 
it was time for her to know.

He waited until she had helped 
him into the station wagon, and 
when she sat down in the driver’s 
seat he put an arm tight around 
her.

“Oh, by the way, officer,” he 
asked with grave anxiety through 
the open window. “Did you 
find out who the man was? Did 
he have any identification on 
him?”

The policeman nodded. “Young 
fellow from the city,” he said, 
“so we’ll have to check up on 
him down there. Name of Lund­
gren. Robert Lundgren, if his 
card means anything.”

Against his arm Cornelius felt, 
rather than heard, the choked 
gasp, felt the uncontrollable small 
shivering. Her face was as gray 
as that of the man’s out there in 
the street. “All right, Claire,” he 
said softly. “Let’s go home.”

She drove by instinct out 

through the streets of the town. 
Her face was vacuous, her eyes 
set and staring. He was almost 
grateful when they reached the 
highway, and she finally spoke in 
a quiet and wondering voice. 
“You knew,” she said. “You knew 
about it, and you killed him for 
it.”

“Yes,” Cornelius said, “I knew 
about it.”

“Then you’re crazy,” she said 
dispassionately, her eyes still fixed 
ahead of her. “You must be crazy 
to kill someone like that.”

Her even, informative tone fired 
his anger as much as what she 
was saying.

“It was justice,” he said between 
his teeth. “It was coming to him.”

She was still remote. “You don’t 
understand.”

“Don’t understand what?”
She turned toward him, and he 

saw that her eyes were glistening 
wet. “I knew him before I ever 
knew you, before I ever started 
working in the office. We always 
went together; it didn’t seem as if 
there was any point living if we 
couldn’t be together.” She paused 
only a fraction of a second. “But 
things didn’t go right. He had big 
ideas that didn’t make any money, 
and I couldn’t stand that. I was 
born poor, and I couldn’t stand 
marrying poor and dying poor ... 
That’s why I married you. And I 
tried to be a good wife—you’ll 
never know how hard I tried!— 
but that wasn’t what you wanted.



You wanted a showpiece, not a 
wife; something to parade around 
in front of people so that they 
could admire you for owning it, 
just like they admire you for eve­
rything else you own.”

‘‘You’re talking like a fool,” he 
said harshly. “And watch the road, 
We turn off here.”

“Listen to me!” she said. “I 
was going to tell you all about it. 
I was going to ask for a divorce. 
Not a penny to go with it, or 
anything like that:just the di­
vorce so that I could marry him 
and make up for all the time I 
had thrown away! That’s what I 
told him today, and if you had 
only asked—only talked to me—”

She would get over it, he 
thought. It had been even more 
serious than he had realized, but, 
as the saying went, all passes. She 
had nothing to trade her marriage 
for any longer; when she under­
stood that clearly they would 

make a new start. It was a miracle 
that he had thought of using the 
weapon he had, and that he had 
used it so effectively. A perfect 
weapon, the Judge had said. He’d 
never know how perfect.

It was the warning clangor of 
the bell at the grade crossing that 
jarred Cornelius from his reverie 
—that, and the alarming realiza­
tion that the car’s speed was not 
slackening at all. Then everything 
else was submerged by the angry 
bawling of a Diesel horn, and 
when he looked up incredulously, 
it was to the raging mountain of 
steel that was the Broker’s Special 
hurling itself over the crossing di­
rectly ahead.

“Watch out!” he cried out wild­
ly. “My God, what are you do­
ing!”

In that last split second, when 
her foot went down hard on the 
accelerator, he knew. ■ ■
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