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At best, a stoolie’s life is uncertain.,
Much more certain is his death.




A MANHUNT CLASSIC

BY

FRANK KANE

Copyright 1953 by Flying Eagle Publications, Inc.

BARNEY sHIELDS was worried. It
showed in the way he stopped
at each store window, studied the
stream of blacks and whites that
ebbed and flowed the length of
42nd Street between Broadway and
Eighth. When he was satisfied no
one was paying him any particular
attention, he headed for a second
run movie house, bought his ticket,
and was swallowed up by the dim-
ness inside.

He didn't see the thin man with
the wedge-shaped face who lost in-
terest in the job he was doing on
his nails, closed his pocket knife
and dropped it in his pocket. The
thin man walked over from the
curb, bought a ticket, followed
Shields into the theatre.

Inside, the man stood for a mo-
ment until his eyes became accus-
tomed to the semi-darkness, then

. walked over to the center aisle. Bar-
ney Shields had the back row to
himself, sat right in front of the
thin man.

An usherette in a maroon uni-
form coat that was sizes too big
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detached herself from the shadows
against the back wall, came over to
whisper to the thin man that there
were plenty of seats. The man nod-
ded. She went back to her compa-
nion in the shadows.

The thin man looked around,
calculated his chances. On the
screen, Alan Ladd as Shane was
building up to the big fight scene.
The half-empty theatre was
charged with the anticipation of
violence. The little usherette had
lost interest in him, was engrossed
in her companion. Over near the
entrance, a policeman was stealing
a smoke, cigarette cupped in his
hand. No one seemed to be paying
any attention to the thin man.

He leaned against the railing be-
hind the back row, slid his hand
inside his coat, tugged the icepick
out of its special leather case. He
tested the point against the ball of
his thumb and was satisfied.

On the screen, excitement was
mounting. Shane was standing off
five villains, chairs were being
broken, bottles smashed.



The thin man reached over the
railing, caught the man in the back
row in a murderous mugger’s grip.
Shields gasped, tried to struggle,
but couldn’t break the hold on his
throat. His head was pulled back
against the seat. His eyes rolled up
to the thin man’s face, white and
frightened in the half-light.

The thin man aimed for the right
eye, jabbed. The blade sank home
almost to the handle. Shields’ body
jerked as the icepick bit into his
brain, slumped back. The thin man
held the body erect, sank the blade
into its chest a dozen times. Shields
stopped struggling and went limp.

The fight on the screen had
reached its climax; the sound died
away suddenly. The thin man
straightened up, looked around.

The cop had finished his smoke,
dropped the butt to the floor, was
crushing it out with his heel. The
usherette had her back half turned
to him, using her body to shield
the frenzied fumbling of her com-
panion’s hand in her open coat.

The thin man wiped the icepick
blade on the dead man’s shirt, then
returned it to its leather case under
his coat. He walked unhurriedly to
the exit and melted into the stream
of humanity that was flowing East
toward Broadway.

Johnny Liddell leaned on the bar
at Mike’s Deadline Cafe with the
ease born of long experience. He lit
a cigarette, adding to the grey fog
that swirled lazily near the ceiling.

Mike's Deadline, usually packed

during the hours when genius was
at work in the advertising agencies
in the neighboring skyscrapers, was
beginning to thin out at § o’clock.
Only a handful of commuters who
had stopped by at 5 “for just one”
before heading for Grand Central
were still draped over martinis.

Liddell examined his glass, dis-
covered it was empty, signalled for
a refill. The man behind the stick
made a production of dropping a
couple of ice cubes into a glass,
drenching them down with bour-
bon. He separated a quarter and a
half from the pile of silver in front
of Liddell on the bar, shuffled off
to answer a phone that had started
shrilling somewhere.

Liddell took a sip of the bourbon,
softened it with a touch from the
water pitcher.

“It’s for you, Liddell,” the bar-
tender called from the end of the
bar.

Liddell picked up his
walked back to the phone.

It was the redhead in his office.
She sounded upset.

“You'd better get right up here,
Johnny. Lee Devon of Seaway In-
demnity is on his way over.” She
dropped her voice. “Barney Shields,
the head of their investigation bu-
reau, was knocked off tonight.”

Liddell whistled softly. “How ?”

“I don’t know. Devon was down
at the morgue. He couldn’t talk
much, I guess.”

Liddell nodded. “I'll be right up,
Pinky.”

glass,
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Lee Devon looked as though he
had been jammed into the armchair
across the desk from Johnny Lid-
dell. He was fat and soft looking,
and kept swabbing off his forehead

~with a balled handkerchief. His
eyes were two startlingly blue mar-
bles that were almost lost behind
the puffy pouches that buttressed
them.

“Pretty rugged, eh?” Liddell
sympathized.

The fat man nodded, his jowls
swinging in agreement. “Plenty.”
He jabbed at the damp sides of his
cheeks with the handkerchief.
“You wouldn’t have a drink
handy? I could use one.”

Liddell opened the bottom
drawer of his desk, brought out a
bottle and two paper cups. He tilt-
ed the bottle over both, held one
out to Devon. “What was Barney
working on, Devon?”

“The piers. We've been taking a
pretty bad lacing on maritime risks
lately. Most of it right here on the
docks.” He took a swallow from
his cup, coughed. “Barney’s been
trying to runitdown.”

“He keep you up to date on his

progress?”
" The fat man leaned back in his
chair, sighed. “He hadn’t made
much. When he had something to
report, he telephoned in and I'd
meet him in the back row of a
movie.”

“He called intoday?”

“His girl did. He’d stumbled on
something important, he thought.

PLAY TOUGH

Set the date for 7:30.” Devon
drained his cup, crumpled it be-
tween his fingers. “When I got
there, he was dead.”

Liddell pursed his lips, nodded.
“How did he give the reports? In
writing or verbally ?”

“Verbally. In case they got sus-
picious and picked him up. He did-
n’t want anything on him to give
him away.”

“Then you don’t know what he
had for you tonight?”

The fat man sighed again, shook
his head.

“How about
Would she know?”

“I haven’t talked to her yet. I
came right here from the morgue.”
He ran the damp handkerchief
across his face again. “We want
you to find Barney’s killer, Lid-
dell.”

Liddell swirled the liquor
around the paper cup, stared down
at it. “How about the police? That’s
their job.”

“I’d feel better if you worked on
it, too. You know how much pull
those dock racketeers have. I
wouldn’t rest if we didn’t get the
man who did that to him.” He
licked at his full lips. “You would-
n't, either, if you saw him on that
slab, Johnny.”

Liddell nodded, tossed off his
drink, threw the cup at the waste
basket. “Where do I find this secre-
tary of his?”

The fat man fumbled at his
pocket, brought out a small memo

5
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book. He wet the tip of his finger,
flipped through the pages, found
the pencilled note he wanted. “Her
name’s Lois Turner. She lives at
331 East 38th Street. Apartment
3D.” He closed the book, returned
it to his pocket. “You'll take the
case?”

“I’ll take a stab at it,” Liddell
nodded. “Is there anything else I
should know?”

“Just one thing. Barney Shields
was getting a lot of information
from one of the union boys. You’ve
got to keep him covered,”

“What’s his name?”

The fat man shook his head. “I
don’tknow if—"

“Look, I'm playing with a
marked deck as it is. Don’t stack
the cards as well. Who's the fink?”

“Lulu Monti. He’s one of the or-
ganizers.”

“A meatball,eh?”

The fat man stared. “A what?”

“A meatball. A strong arm
man,” Liddell growled. “Know
where I can find him?”

The fat man shook his head.
“Shields kept him well covered. I
was the only one that knew Monti
was working with us.” He looked
worried. “You’ll keep him covered,
Liddell?”

Liddell nodded, chewed on his
thumb nail. “I'll keep him cov-
ered.” He snapped back his sleeve,
scowled at his watch. “If I'm going
to get started on this thing, it might
aswell be now.”

“Where are you going to start?”
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Liddell shrugged. “You mean
I've got a choice? Apparently the
only lead I've got is his secretary,
and chances are she doesn’t know
too much of what he’s been doing.”

“That’s the trouble,” the fat man
said. “Barney always was a solo.
Will you be reporting to us?” He
sighed at the necessity for move-

"ment, decided it was inevitable,

and pulled himself out of his chair
with a lugubrious grunt.

“Not until I have something
worthwhile to report,” Liddell
said.

331 East 38th Street turned out to
be an old-fashioned residential ho-
tel set almost in the shadow of the
Third Avenue EL It had a faded
awning that showed signs of hav-
ing waged a losing battle with
time and strong winds. Nobody
had bothered to patch the gaping
rips that flapped noisily in the eve-
ning breeze.

The prim little lobby inside had
the requisite number of tired rub-
ber plants, a few chairs obviously
not intended to be sat on, and a
general air of decay. The impres-
sion was borne out by the shabby
registration desk and the old man
who presided over it. He blew his
nose noisily and favored the detec-
tive with a jaundiced look.

“Miss Turner. Lois Turner.”

The old man stowed the dingy
handkerchief in his hip pocket,
looked at the fly-specked face of
the alarm clock on his desk. “After
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nine, mister. We don’t allow men
upstairs after nine.”

“Police business,” Liddell told
him.

The old man sniffed. “How
many cops have to see her?” he
grumbled. “One left no more’n
half hour ago.”

“Just tell her Johnny Liddell
wants to see her,” he cut short the
complaint.

The old man started to argue,
shrugged. He shuffled to a small
office set at the end of the desk,
stuck his head in. “Call Turner.
Tell her she’s got more company.
Detective name of Liddell.” He
waited in the doorway for a few
moments, then shuffled back. “Says
for you to go up. It's 3D.”
He stared at Liddelt sadly. “Man-
agement don’t like men wvisi-
tors this hour.”

“Good thing I'm not visiting the
management, huh?” Liddell fol-
lowed him to an open-grill elevator
at the back of the lobby.

The blonde who opened the door
to 3D was tall. Her hair had been
clipped short, curled around her
head. A blue silk gown managed
to cling skin-tight to her curves
under the guise of covering them.
It was, Liddell noted, a figure
worth clinging to, high-breasted,
narrow-waisted, long-legged. Her
lips were full and moist, her eyes
greenand slanted.

“What was it about?” The slant-
de eyes hop-scotched from the
broad shoulders to the face approv-
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ingly. “I’ve already told the police
alll know.”

“I’'m not police. I'm a private op.
Lee Devon asked me to take over
for Barney Shields.”

She stood aside. “Come on in.”
She led the way into a surprisingly
well-furnished living room. “Lee
didn’tlose any time, did he?”

Liddell tossed his hat at a table,
walked over to the couch and sat
down. “He seemed to think you
could give me a hand.”

The blonded walked over to the
coffee table in front of the couch,
leaned over to pick a cigarette from
the humidor. It had a devastating
effect on the neckline, confirming
Liddell’s conviction that she wore
nothing under the gown. “I'd like
to, if I can.”” She stuck the cigarette
between her lips. “Tell me what I
cando.”

Liddell grinned at her. “I've got
a hunch nobody would ever have
to tell you what you can do.”

“I’ve never had any complaints,”
she grinned back. She walked over
to the kitchen door. Her body
moved tantalizingly against the
smooth fabric of the gown. When
she returned a moment later with
a bottle and glasses, the effect from
the front was equally satisfying.
She set them down on the coffee
table, dropped down alongside
Liddell, accepted a light for her
cigarette. “But if you’re talking
about Barney, I don’t think I can
help much.” She took a deep lazy
drag on the cigarette.
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“You talked to him today?”

The blonde nodded. “He want-
ed me to ask Devon to meet him in
the back row of the movie at 7:30.”
She took another drag on the ciga-
rette, removed it from between her
lips and studied the carmined end
with distaste. “When Devon got
there, Barney was already dead.”

“You don’t know what he had to
report?”

Lois shook her head.

“It sounded important?”

“Very.”

Liddell scowled at the bottle on
the coffee table, reached over,
poured some liquor in each of the
glasses, took one. “Know a guy
named Monti?”

The blonde caught her full lower
lip between her teeth, chewed it for
a moment. “The one they call
Lulu? The union goon?”

Liddell nodded. “Shields ever
mention him?”

The blonde shook her head.
“No more than any of the rest. I
guess he was one of the gang Bar-
ney was after.”

“Guess again. He was stooling
for Barney. I've got to get to him.”

The green eyes widened. “You
sure of that?”

“Reasonably. Know any way we
can catch up with him tonight?
Shields never mentioned any con-
tacts or places he hung out?” He
smelled the liquor in his glass, tast-
ed it. It tasted as good as it smelled.

The blonde took a last drag on
her cigarette, crushed it out in an
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ashtray. She glanced at the tiny
baguette on her wrist. “He might
be down at the union hall. Maybe
I could reach him there.” She
tooked up at Liddell. “Suppose I
can?”

“I want to see him. Tonight.”

“Suppose he doesn’t want to see

ou?”

“Tell him who you are. Tell him
Barney’s dead and he may be next
unless he plays ball.”

The blonde shook her head un-
certainly. “T'll try it. But I'm not
too sure it'll work. That big goon
doesn’t scare easily, from what I've
heard.” She reached over, picked
up her glass, took a deep swallow.
“Wish me luck.”

She walked across the room, dis-
appeared in the bedroom. Liddell
leaned back on the couch, lit a cig-
arette. After a few moments, the
blonde re-appeared in the bedroom
door. “Jackpot! He was there.”

Liddell pulled himself out of his

seat. “How fast can you get
dressed?”

The blonded grinned at him.
“That depends.”

“On what?”

“On how fast you want me to
get dressed.” She raised her hand
to her neck, fumbled with the zip-
per. With a quick ‘motion, she un-
zipped the front of the gown. Her
full, tip-tilted breasts spilled out.
“There’s really no hurry. Monti
can't get away until midnight.
He’ll meet us then.”

Liddell walked closer to her. He
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could smell the faint perfume eof
her body. He slipped his arm
around her waist, covered her
mouth with his. Her body melted
against his, almost unbearably hot.

After a moment, she put the flat
of her hands against his chest,
pushed herself free. She slid the
gown back off her shoulders,
stepped out of it. Her legs were
long, softly curved. Shapely calves
became rounded thighs above the
knee. Her high-set hips converged
into a narrow waist and a stomach
as flat as an athlete’s. She stoed in
front of him proud, assured of the
impact of her loveliness.

Liddel dropped back on the
couch, caught her wrist, pulled her
down into his lap. She reached up,
buried her fingers in his hair,
pulled his mouth down to hers.
Her lips were soft, eager.

After a moment, he pulled back,
breathed hard. “I'm glad there’s no
hurry, baby.”

She smiled at him. “We only
have two hours,” she told him. She
caught his tie, loosened it, unbut-
toned his collar. She pulled his face
down again.

Several hours later, Johnny Lid-
dell slid the big convertible
through the midnight Park Av-
enue traffic as easily as though it
were a baby carriage. Alongside
him, the blonde sat quietly, her
tight curls ruffled by the breeze. At
93rd Street, he skidded to a
screeching stop, drummed impa-
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tiently on the wheel, glared at the
red light that stared back imper-
turbably with one eye.

“Do you think Monti will talk,
Johnny?” She asked.

“One way or another.”

The light blinked green. The
convertible shot forward.

Liddell eoncentrated on his driv-
ing, pushed the car as fast as the
trafic would permit. Slowly, the
character of the neighborhood
changed. Huge, flashy apartment
houses gave way to less pretentious
apartments, then te tenements.
There were fewer chauffeur-driv-
en cars, more jalopies and trucks.

“116th  Street, eh?” Liddell
glanced at the street signs whiz-
zing by. “Only a few more bloeks
now.”

A minute later, he swung the car
in a skidding turn off Park Avenue
toward Fifth, screeched it to a stop
at the curb halfway down the
block. He studied the house num-
bers, compared them to a pencilled
notation and pointed to one across
the street.

“That’s the number.” He pushed
open the car door, stepped out.
“You wait here. I think he may
talk, i there’s just the two of us.”

He crossed the street, climbed the
three stone steps that led to the ves-
tibule, stood there for a moment
looking around. An odor com-
pounded of equal parts of Spanish
cooking, unwashed bodies and in-
adequate sanitary facilities assailed
his nostrils. He walked through to
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the inner hall, started up the badly
lighted stairs to the second floor.

He struck a match, found a small
card alongside the door to the front
apartment with the name “Monti”
scribbled on it in pencil. He blew
out the match, put his ear to the
door. There was no sound from
the other side. He knocked softly,
reached inside his jacket, loosened
the .45 in its holster. There was no
response from inside the room.

He reached out, rapped his
knuckles against the door again.
This time when he got no answer,
he tried the-knob. It turned easily
in his hand. He pushed it open,
waited. There was a rush of stale
air spiced with a smoky, unpleas-
antsmell. Nothing else.

The room itself was in compltee
darkness. He tugged the .45 from
its hammock, transferred it to his
left hand. Slowly he walked in,
right hand groping along the wall
for a switch. He strained his eyes
against the wall of darkness, lis-
tened for any sound that might be-
tray the presence of another. The
only sound in the room was that of
his own heavy breathing.

Suddenly, his fingers hit the
switch. He snapped it, spilled sud-
den yellow brilliance into the hall-
way. At the same moment, he
dropped to his knee, brought the
45 into firing position.

A man stood in the doorway to
the kitchen, his arms above his
head, his thick fingers curled like
claws. A gag clenched between his
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bared teeth cut ridges in the side
of his face, his eyes were blank and
staring. Two thin wires attached
each of his thumbs to opposite cor-
ners of the door frame. A dozen or
more cigarette burns and the num-
ber of small, ugly-locking ice-pick
wounds on his bare chest were evi-
dence that his death had been
neither quick nor merciful.

Johnny Liddell walked over to
where the dead man hung, put his
hand against the side of his arm. It
was still warm.

He squeezed past into the kitch-
en, checked the other rooms, satis-
fied himself that the killer had left.
He walked back to the dead man,
was staring at the number of
wounds when a voice rang out.

“Hold it, Buffalo Bill.”

Liddell froze.

“Drop the artillery and turn
around real slow.”

Liddell let the 45 hit the floor
with a thud, turned around. Two
uniformed policemen stood in the
doorway. The younger cop held a
riot gun in his hand, its muzzle
pointed at Liddell’s belt buckle.
The older covered him with a .38
special.

“Kick the iron over this way,”
the older cop ordered. When Lid-
dell complied, he looked past him
at the body. “Been having yourself
aball, eh?”

“I just got here,” Liddell said.

“Be our guest. Stay awhile. I got
a hunch Hemicide’s going to want
to havea long talk with you.”
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“Act your age. This buy’s been
stabbed. They’re not making .45’s
with pointed ends this season.”

The older cop bent over, picked
up the .45, hefted it in his palm.
“What'’s this for? You wear it just
to make your coat hang straight?”

“It’s licensed. I'm a private cop
on an investigation for Seaway In-
demnity. I've got papers in here
that say so.” He motioned at his
breast pocket.

The two cops exchanged
glances; the older walked over to
Liddell, stuck his hand into his
breast pocket, pulled out his wallet.
He riffled through Liddell's cre-
dentials, copied down a few nota-
tions in the worn leather notebook
he carried in his hip pocket. “I
guess he’s okay, Vince,” he told his
younger partner. He handed the
wallet back to Liddell, scratched
the back of his neck. “Know who
he is?”

Liddell shook his head. “I was
supposed to meet a guy here. A
guy named Monti. Lulu Monti. I
never saw him, so I don’t know if
this is the guy.”

“Looks like it.” The older cop
walked over to the body, pointed
a thick forefinger at a tattoo on the
inside of the arm. “The initials are
L. M.” He stared at Liddell curi-
ously. “You didn’t know the guy
but you had to see him in the mid-
dle of the night. What about?”

“A squeal. He was supposed to
finger the guys who were looting
cargoes Seaway insured. The com-

PLAY TOUGH

pany was getting hit too hard and
too often.”

“A  stoolie, huh?” The cop
grinned. “Not a pleasant way to
grow old gracefully.” There was a
screeching of brakes in the street
below. The cop walked to the win-
dow, looked down. “Here’s Homi-
cide. It’s their baby now.”

The man who led the Homicide
detail didn't fit the usual pattern of
Homicide detectives. He looked
more like a fugitive from a Varsity
football squad, with his broad
shoulders and bristly, crew-cut
hair. As he walked in, he was
chewing on the stem of a bulldog
briar. He nodded- to the two uni-
formed men, flicked a brief glance
at Liddell.

“You callin?” he asked.

Liddell shook his head.

“He’s a private cop, Lieutenant.
Came here to keep a date with the
dead guy. He was here when we
got here,” the older cop volun-
teered.

The homicide man walked over
to the body, studied the wounds
with a practiced eye. Then he nod-
ded to the specialists with him to
take over. He walked over to the
two prowl car men, muttered a
few words, studied the notes the
cop had made in his leather note-
book. After a moment, he handed
the book back, walked over to Lid-
dell.

“Your name’s Liddell?”

The private detective nodded.

“I'm Roddy. Lieutenant in

11



Homicide.” He rattled the juice in
the stem of the briar. “I've heard
the inspector speak of you” He
took the pipe from between his
teeth, knocked out a dottle of to-
bacco. “Want to tell me what this is
allabout?”

Liddell dug into his pocket,
came up with a cigarette. “I'm do-
ing a job for Seaway Indemnity.
Trying to bust up a pilfering mob
that’s costing the company impor-
tant money.”

Roddy pulled a pouch from his
pocket, dipped the bowl of the pipe
into it, started packing it with the
tip of his index finger. He nodded
for Liddell to continue.

“I was supposed to see this char-
acter tonight around midnight. He
was stooling for us.” He stuck the
cigarette in the corner of his
mouth, lit it. “This is the way I
found him.”

“Barney Shields used to work
for Seaway.” Roddy’s colorless
eyes rolled from Liddell to the ice-
pick wounds on the dead man.
“He got his with an icepick too.”
The eyes returned to Liddell’s face.
“Any connection?”

“Monti was Shields’ stool. I was
trying to pick up the threads.” He
waited until the homicide man had
initialled the DOA form for the
medical examiner’s man. “He was
practically myonly lead.”

Roddy scratched an old-fash-
ioned wooden match with his
thumb nail, held it to his pipe.
“Too bad you didn’t tell us about
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Monti earlier. He mightn’t be there
now.”

Liddell shrugged. “You’ll have
to take that up with Seaway. I just
came on the job.” He blew a stream
of smoke through his nostrils.
“Need me for anything else, lieu-
tenant?”

The homicide man considered
it, shook his head. “Not right now.
Drop by the office in the morning.
The inspector might want to have
a little talk with you.”

Liddell nodded. “Okay if I take
my gun along with me?”

The older of the two prowl car
cops looked to the lieuetnant, drew
a nod, handed the gun over.

“Don’t forget, Liddell,” Roddy
told him. “We’ll expect to be seeing
you in the morning.”

Johnny Liddell swerved the con-
vertible to the curb outside Lois
Turner’s apartment hotel, turned
off the motor, swung around in his
seat, stared up the avenue.

“What’s the matter, Liddell?
You've been looking over your
shoulder all the way downtown.”

“Force of habit, I guess.” He
reached across her, pushed open
the door. “Head for the lobby fast
and keep going.”

“Why?” The blonde looked
back, saw the black sedan as it
swung around the corner a block
away. “You think someone is—"

“Maybe I'm buck shy, baby,”
Liddell growled, “but I think that
heap’s been following us. Do like
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I say.” He pushed the girl out, start-
ed to follow her to the lobby.

The black sedan put on a burst
of speed, pulled up abreast of the
entrance. There was a dull glint of
metal in the car’s back window;
then it started to belch flame. Lid-
dell had his 45 in his hand, squeez-
ing the trigger as he started to fall
away.

Heavy calibre bullets gouged
trenches in the concrete near his
head. He brought the 45 up, sat
the back window on its front sight.
Suddenly a heavy slug hit him in
the chest, slamming him back
against the ground. The heavy
boom of the gun in the car’s back
seat could still be heard above the
roar of the motor as the car pulled
away from the curb, gathered
speed.

Liddell lay on his back, was dim-
ly aware of a crowd gathering, of
the numbness in his chest, of the
re-assuring coldness of the butt of
the .45 against the heat of his palm.
He tired to get up, fell back weak-
ly.

From somewhere an authorita-
tive voice impressed itself on his
consciousness. “Let me through. If
that man’s hurt, I can help. I'm a
doctor.”

Liddell had a blurred impression
of a wedge-shaped face bending
over him, white teeth bared in a
fixed grin. He caught the move-
ment as the man’s hand dipped un-
der his jacket, came out with the
icepick.

PLAY TOUGH

Liddell laboriously raised the
45, squeezed the trigger. The dark
face dissolved in a flood of red; the
icepick clattered to the ground.

Somewhere a woman screamed
shrilly as the icepick artist’s body
fell across Liddell. A dark cloud
moved in, squeezed consciousness
from the detective’s mind. He

closed his eyes, was swirled into the
middle of the blackness.

When Johnny Liddell opened his
eves, a white-faced Lois Turner
was bending over him. He tried to
move, had the sensation of being
nailed to the sidewalk.

“Don’t move, Johnny,” the
blonde whispered. “An ambulance
is on its way.”

He looked past her to where two
policemen stood scribbling in their
report books. One held Liddell’s
.45 wrapped in a handkerchief.

“He’s alive,” someone in the
crowd murmured morbidly. They
crowded closer for a better look.

One of the cops strolled over,
pushed the crowd back. “Give 'im
air,” he ordered. He bent over Lid-
dell. “How you feel, Bud?”

Liddell attempted to nod his
head, regretted the impulse. The
black cloud threatened to move in
on him again. He closed his eyes,
foughtitoff.

“Can’t you leave him alone until
the ambulance gets here?” he
heard Lois say. “I told you every-
thing you have to know. They
tried to kill him from a car and
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then they sent a man with an ice-
pick to finish the job. You have
enough witnesses. Ask them. Any
of them. They all saw it.”

“Look, lady,” the cop explained
patiently. “No matter how many
people saw it, a couple of guys turn
my beat into a shooting gallery, I
got to have some answers when my
boss starts asking questions. Now

He broke off as the ambulance
skidded to a stop at the curb, dis-
gorged a white-coated interne. He
shouldered his way through the
crowd, walked over to the cop.
“Save any for me?”
~ The cop pointed to Liddell with

a pencil. “He’s all yours, doc.”

The interne nodded, knelt at
Liddell's side. He tore open Lid-
dell’s bloody shirt, swabbed the
chest dry with gauze, grunted. He
looked up at the cop. “What’s sup-
posed to have happened to this guy,
Mac?”

The cop shrugged. “Stopped a
couple. Some guysin a car—"

“Not this guy.” The interne
flipped back Liddell’s jacket, ex-
amined the heavy leather holster.
“Take a look at this. This took the
slug, deflected it.” He scratched at
his head. “But where the hell did
all the blood come from?”

“You ought to see the other
guy,” the cop grunted. He leaned
over, stared at Liddell. “He ain’t
punctured atall?”

The interne shook his head. “His
chest’ll be sore where that slug
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kicked him, but the worst he’s got’s
maybe a cracked rib. Where’s the
other guy?”

The cop led the way to another
form covered with newspapers.
The interne leaned over, took a
look, drew the breath in through
his teeth. “What'd he try to do?
Swallow a cannon?” He dropped
the newspapers back over the dead
man’s face. “We're not dirtying up
our nice clean ambulance with
that. I'll give you a DOA on him
and you can have the meat wagon
pick him up.” He pulled the print-
ed form from his pocket, scribbled
on it, handed it back to the police-
man.

“You're sure he’s all right, doc-
tor?” Lois wanted to know.

The interne nodded. “Might pay
to have some X-rays taken.” He
leaned over Liddell. “How’s about
coming in with us and getting
checked over?”

Liddell shook his head. “I’ll be
all right, doc.”

“T'll take him up to my place. I
live right here,” Lois volunteered.

The interne shrugged. “You're
the boss, mister.” He ran his eyes
appreciatively over the contours
revealed by the blonde’s tight dress.
“But,” he said, grinning, “I would-
n’t try anything strenuous for a
while, if I were you.”

Johnny Liddell opened his eyes
slowly and looked around. The
blinds in the room had been
drawn, making it dim and cool. He
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tried to sit up, groaned at the sharp
pain that shot through his chest,
slumped back en the couch.

“Take it easy, Johnny.” The
blonde got up from an armchair
across the room, walked over to the
couch, sat on the edge of it. “How
you feeling?”

“I’H live.” He took a decp breath,
gritted his teeth, pulled himself up.
“How long’ve I been sleeping?”

Lois consulted her watch. “A
couple of hours. It’s a little before
four.” She reached across him,
snapped on a light. “That better?”

Liddell grinned crookedly. “All
I need now is a transfusion.”

“Bourbon ?”

“Bourbon.”

She got up, headed for the kitch-
en. She had changed from the
tight-fitting blue dress to the gown
she had been wearing when he first
came to the apartment. When she
returned with the glasses and ice,
the light of the lamp revealed a fine
network of lines under her eyes, a
tired droop at the corners of the
mouth.

She set the glasses down, tried
a grin that almost made it. “I sure
didn’t think I'd be having a drink
with you tonight when I saw you
sprawled out on the sidewalk.”

Liddell watched her put the ice
in the glasses, fill them half way
with bourbon. “Disappointed ?”

She stopped pouring, looked up
at him through her lashes. “What’s
that supposed to mean?”

The detective struggled up on

PLAY TOUGH

one elbow. “You can’t bat 1.000 all
the time, baby. You’re doing all
right with two out of three.”

The blonde set the glass down,
straightened up. “I still don’t know
what you’re talking about. Maybe
you should have let them take you
to the hospital. You're delirious.”

“That’s the trouble with killing.
You've got to keep it up.” He
reached over, snagged a cigarette,
stuck it in the corner of his mouth
where it waggled when he talked.
“Was what they paid you worth it,
baby?” He didn’t take his eyes off
her suddenly white face. “Or did
you start thinking that maybe they
can’t stop until they get rid of ev-
erybody that can put the finger on
them—including you?”

She backed away from the
couch, her make-up garish blobs
against the pallor of her skin.

Liddell touched a match to his
cigarette, tried to take a deep drag,
grunted with pain. “The police will
start putting two and two together,
too, baby. You've made a lot of
mistakes.” He leaned back, blew a
stream of smoke at the cciling.
“See if I'm right. Barney Shields
turned up some important evi-
dence. He managed to get it into
your hands to turn over to Devon.
Instead, you sold it out to the mob
he was investigating, didnt you?”

The blonde backed up until the
table at the far side of the room
caught her in the back. She reached
down, pulled open a drawer, took
out a snub-nosed .38. “Go on.”
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Liddell took another drag on the
cigarette, rolled his eyes to where
the girl stood. “You won'’t use that.
You might be able to set a man up
for a kill, but you haven’t got the
nerve to do your own killing.”

“I didn’t know they were going
to do that to him,” she protested.
“I—I was scared. I realized he’d
know I didn’t give the report to
Devon. He might even call
Devon.”

“So you set up a meet in the back
row of the movie. Only you told
Barney that Devon wanted to meet
him at 7. The guy with the pick
kept the date. You had Devon
show up a half hour later. Who
killed Barney, Lois?”

“The man you killed downstairs.
I don’t even know who he is. Just
that his name is Denver.” She
shook her head. “I didn’t know
they'd want to kill you, Liddell. I
thought they’d be satisfied with
Monti.”

Liddell managed to prop himself
up on his elbow. “I sure pulled a
bonehead on that one, baby. But so
did you. The minute the mob
killed Monti I knew it had to be
you that tipped them off. When?
When? When you pretended to
call Monti?”

The blonde licked at her lips. “I
called Denver. He told me to stall
you until midnight. T thought it
was supposed to scare you off and
that’s as far asit would go.”

“Nice stalling,” Liddell grinned
humorlessly. “Who were you work-
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ing for? Who bought the report?”

“I don’t know. The night T got
it, I read it. It mentioned Denver.
I called him at the union hall and
read it to him. He called back and
made an offer. No names. Just an
exchange of packages. Mine was
the report. Theirs was money. Lots
of money.” She stared at him. “Why
shouldn’t I? Why should I keep on
living in this rat trap, scratching
for pennies when I could get all
that money? Just for one report!
Why not?”

“Because it meant men had to
die.”

“So what? Shields was on his
own. We're all on our own.” The
hand with the gun started to shake.
“You think they’ll kill me, don’t
you? Well, they won’t. They’ll
give me a lot of money for telling
them about Monti. They’ll give me
alot.”

“Maybe more than you figure,
baby. Those boys don’t leave loose
ends laying around. And we’re
loose ends. Real loose! You'd bet-
ter—"

“Shut up.” The blonde’s face was
contorted with rage. She crossed
the room on the run. The barrel of
the gun flashed up, caught Liddell
across the side of the head,
slammed him back against the
couch. A thin trickle of blood ran
down the side of his cheek.

Lois stuck the gun in her robe
pocket, ran into the bedroom.
When she emerged a few moments
later, she was fully dressed, carried
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a small overnight bag. She ran for
the door, hesitated with her hand
on the knob as she heard Liddell
groaning his way back to con-
sciousness. She slammed the door
behind her, ran down the hall to
the elevator.

Painfully, Liddell pulled himself
to his feet. He stood swaying for
a moment, tottered toward the
door. He reached it just as the ele-
vator started downward. He called
after Lois, his voice echoed hol-
lowly down the hall. Doggedly he
started for the stairs. He was on
the second floor landing when she
left the elevator, ran across the lob-
by toward the street.

Liddell’s convertible stood at the
curb where he had left it. The
blonde pulled his keys from her
pocket, threw her bag in the back,
slid behind the wheel. She could
hear Liddell yelling to her.

She turned on the ignition,
jammed her foot down on the

starter. There was a shattering
blast as the windshield seemed to
disintegrate in her face. A bright
yellow flame shot from the dash-
board, the heavy car seemed to lift -
from the street, then settled back, a
shattered pile of twisted, smoking
metal and splintered glass.

Liddell ran out onto the side-
walk, followed by a white-faced
night clerk. “Send for an ambu-
lance,” he tossed over his shoulder.
As he reached the car, he shook his
head. “Never mind that ambu-
lance.”

Windows were going up in
buildings on both sides of the street,
heads were appearing cautiously.
Somewhere a siren moaned.

The night clerk followed him
across the sidewalk, stared at the
smashed body of the blonde. “What
was it? How did it happen?”

Liddell shook his head wearily.
“It was just the boys keeping their
word. They paid off in full.”

Liddell hasn’t even gotten started. He's mad now!

Hell investigate this deplorable situation “in

depth” . . .

PLAY TOUGH

in the next issue of MANHUNT.
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It was the great day for “Old Henry",
He'd waited forty years for this day.

BY

WALTER

E.
HANDSAKER

HE discordant clamor of the

morning wake-up bell echoed
stridently  throughout the cell
block.

Five hundred men, fifty to a tier,
five tiers to a side, two sides to a
block, stirred, throwing off sleep,
reluctant to faceanother day.

In his cell on the second tier of
the west side of the block, Henry
Carruthers, a lifer, known through-
out the institution as ‘Old Henry’,
opened his eyes. The thought of an-
other day, on top of all the other
endless days, filled him with a
bleak distaste.

Then his memory stirred.

This wasu’t just another day!

18 AMANHUNT



This was THE DAY! Today he
was to be released, paroled! Today
he was going home.

Throwing back his blankets, he
stretched happily, letting the full-
ness of the thought wash over him.

Getting out of bed, he dressed.

“Now don’t go to hurrying, you
old fool,” he muttered to himself,
“it’s a whole hour yet before they
unlock the door.”

He shaved slowly, with meticu-
lous care. He lingered over his
washing and hair combing, and
with tender care, brushed and
polished his dental plates.

Finished with his morning ablu-
tions, he sat down on the unmade
bed. No need to make it up this
morning. Tonight he would be
sleeping on a real bed, not an old
prison cot.

He lit a cigarette. Slowly and
conscientiously he smoked it down
to the last half inch, then snubbed
the butt out in the old jar lid he
used for an ashtray.

Restlessly he stood up. Absent
mindedly he began to make the
bed. Habits of such long standing
are hard to break.

The bed made, he carefully swept
the floor.

The cell clean, he sat down on
the bed again.

“Relax, you damned old fool,”
he muttered in irritation.

He lit another cigarette.

With a crash the block long bar
securing the doors of the cells slid
back in its’ track.

THE GATE

Old Henry jumped, spilling ash-
es on the freshly swept floor.

“Damned old fool!” He muttered
angrily to himself.

Now that the door was unlocked,
he felt a little nervous about going
out. Carefully he snubbed out the
half smoked cigarette in the jar lid,
and emptied the lid in the com-
mode. He carefully swept up the
spilled ashes and replaced the
broom in its’ corner.

He took a long, final look around
the cell; the five by ten cubby-hole
that had been his home for so many
long years.

It was no longer ‘his cell’. All the
small, personal articles that had
goneinto making it ‘his’, were gone.
He had packed them yesterday, put-
ting them all into the small zipper
bag they had given him for the pur-
pose. The bag was waiting for him
now, in therelease room.

He pushed open the door of his
cell and stepped out onto the tier.

He had expected an empty tier,
with all the men gone to the mess
hall for their breakfasts. Instead,
beside each cell stood its” occupant,
waiting.

At first he was puzzled by this,
then understanding came. They
were waiting for him. They were
waiting to say good-by to Old Hen-
ry.
“Damned idiots,” he muttered,
deeply touched. “Now, don’t you
go and behave like a sap, you senile
old fool.” His eyes blurred with un-
shed tears.
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Slowly he began to shuffle down
the tier. This was ‘Old Timers
Row’, and he knew personally,
each and every one of the forty-odd
men waiting to shake his hand.
Some of them he had known for
twenty years and more. He was un-
able to speak, knowing the words
would catch in his throat and re-
lease the tears.

From each man he received a
bantering rejoinder, a gruff bit of
advice. The warm handclasp was
all that belied the almost indiffer-
ent casualness in their tones.

“Solong, Henry, take it easy.”

“Bye, Henry, have a beer for me.”

“Make sure the broads are still
built the same way before you try
your luck, Henry. I hear they've
changed the styles.”

“Just one quick peek at a naked
broad, and a sniff of the cork from
the whisky bottle, will hold you for
the first night, Henry. Anything
more, and your heart would give
out, sure.”

Jests, ribald advice, friendly ob-
scenity, anything to deny the emo-
tions the pressure of their hands
communicated to him. With some it
was a long anecdote about their
days of parole. With others, it was
just a simple “Good-by, Henry”, or,
“God keep you, Henry.”

At last he reached the end of their
tier. Officer Kratzler, the Block Of-
ficer, was waiting there. He and
Henry had known each other for a
long time. Henry had already been
an ‘old timer’ when Kratzler came
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to work as a ‘fish bull’, fresh from
the South Pacific, and the war.

They had grown to maturity,
these two; together and over a long
span of years. Henry, from a mid-
dle aged, uncomforming, and at
times, troublesome, convict, to a
quiet elderly inmate with mild hab-
its and manners, who was ready for
parole.

Kratzler had been a disillusioned,
war weary young man, quick to
anger, and at times, even brutal.
The years had sobered him with
their experience. His temper had
quieted, and his discipline. while
firm, had become impartially fair.

A strong bond of mutual respect
had developed between these two
men, and now, as they faced each
other at the moment of parting, it
was not as guard to prisoner, but as
friend to friend.

Quietly, with perfect understand-
ing, they shook hands.

“Good-by, Henry, take care of
yourself, and drop me a line from
time to time. They’ll be waiting for
you in the release room, so you had
best be getting along. Unless you
want to eat breakfast?”

Henry smiled. “No, Kratz, I
think T'll pass up breakfast this
morning. Somehow, I just don't feel
very hungry.”

Turning to the men who were
still jamming the tier behind him,
his voice became gruff.

“All right, you guys, you've ran
the old man off, so go on and get
your breakfast. You're all acting
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like a bunch of sissies. It’s not my
funeral I'm going to, so damnit,
smile.”

He turned and hurried down the
stairs, blowing his nose loudly, and
surreptitiously wiping the brim-
ming moisture from his eyes.

Sergeant Cannon was alone in the
release room when Henry opened
the door. He was seated behind his
desk filling out forms and receipts,
but when Henry entered he stood
up and came around the desk.

“Good morning, Henry. TI've
waited a long time for this day.
There is no one I'd rather be dress-
ing out today, then you.”

He opened a side door and mo-
tioned Henry through it.

“You go on in and get yourself a
shower now. Your release clothes
are hanging beside the door there.
If you need anything, just holler.”

Henry thanked him and began
to remove his prison blues, the only
type of clothes he’d worn for forty
years. He stripped them off and
tossed them into a corner.

“I won't be wearing you no
more,” he muttered, stepping into
the shower.

He showered slowly, luxuriating
in the almost forgotten pleasure of
bathing in privacy, alone, away
from the presence of dozens of oth-
er men.

He dried himself, taking his time,
and then began to don the civilian
clothes. After the looseness of the
prison blues, they felt constricting.

THE GATE

Staring at the stranger who con-
fronted him in the mirror, he
picked up the neck-tie. He placed it
around his neck, his forehead crin-
kled in concentration. Then slowly
he took it off again and held it in
his hands, looking helplessly at it

The door opened and Sergeant
Cannon entered.

“You about ready, Henry? The
Warden, and Captain Vail are wait-
ing to escort you to the gate.”

He caught the expression on
Henrys’ face, and the fingers fum-
bling with the tie. He came and
took the tie from Henry and placed
it around his neck.

Henry started to pout in humilia-
tion.

“What kind of a damn fool is it
that can’t even tie a neck-tie,” he
muttered angrily.

“Don’t you let it fret you none,
Henry,” Sergeant Cannon consoled
him. “Over half the guys who come
through here have forgotten how
to tie a tie. I have to do it for al-
most every one of them.”

With the efficiency of long prac-
tice he knotted the tie and firmed
it into place, jerking and patting it
into obedience.

“I'll just say my good-bys out
here, Henry, away from all the
brass. I've known you for a long
time, and I've seen lots of guys go
through here. I'm glad that I'm
finally dressing you out, Henry.
Now, I want you to remember, if
you get problems out there, Henry,
I'm always available.”
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He poked a slip of paper into
Henry’s breast pocket.

“This here is my address and
phone number. Anytime you feel
like it, you just ring me up, or if
it’s after working hours, you just
come right on over. Some times
when a man is fresh out after doing
a long stretch, he feels a need to talk
to someone who knows and under-
“stands the score.

“Don’t you go and get tangled up
with any ex-cons, or even any of
the fellers you've known in here,
cause they’ll just get your parole vio-
lated. You come and see me in-
stead, youhear?”

Henry mumbled his thanks,
deeply touched by Sergeant Can-
non’s honest friendship and con-
cern. It was contrary to the “Con-
vict Code” to like or trust a “Bull”,
but he had learned to like, and to
trust many of them in his forty
years of constant association with
them.

In the release room, Warden Ben-
son and Captain Vail were stand-
ing beside the desk, waiting for
him. Both men looked up with
warm smiles as Henry entered,
stiff and uncomfortable in the new
civilian clothes.

“I've waited a long time to see
you in these clothes, Henry. You've
earned them.”

The Warden was holding out a
large manila envelope, yellow and
brittlewith age.

“Here are the personal things
we’ve been holding for you.”
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With a hand that trembled slight-
ly, Henry took the envelope and
opened it.

He took out a wallet which con-
tained a single, faded snapshot and
a drivers license issued to Henry
Carruthers, age 23. It was dated
1922.

He laid the wallet on the desk.

In the very bottom of the envel-
ope he found the ring. It was a
plain band of gold with an inscrip-
tion inside: ‘H & E Til Death Do
Us Part’.

With hands that were shaking, he
placed it on the ring finger of his
left hand. It had been forty years
since he had removed it from there.

He was unable to stop the tears
as they brimmed in his eves and
overflowed. He tried to hold them
back; to stop them. He placed one
hand over his eyes, shielding them
from view. He bit down hard on
the other hand.

He heard the Warden speaking
behind him. His voice was soft and
kind. He spoke as one would speak
to a small child who has been hurt.
His hand rested gently on Henry’s
shoulder.

“It’s all right now, Henry. It’s all
over. You're going home now, and
it’s all behind you. Get a hold of
yourself now, and we’ll escort you
to the front gate and send you on
your way. Come on now, Henry,
get your things and let’s go.”

“I’'ve got his bag.” Captain Vails
voice was husky with checked emo-
tion as he stood beside the door
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with Henry’s new zipper bag in
his hand.

Henry fought back the tears.
With his new handkerchief he
wiped the wet streaks from his face.

“I'm sorry, Warden Benson, Cap-
tain Vail, but for a moment it got
the better of me.”

Gently he twisted the ring on his
finger.

“You see, we were only married a
few months when they took me
away. That was forty years ago,
and we haven’t seen each other in
all this time. She’s been waiting for
me for forty years, and in just a few
minutes now, I'm going to see her
again. I'm going to go home -and
live with her, like a man and wife
should live. I love her so much, and
it’s been so long, I just sort of lost
control of myself. I always was an
old fool.”

He picked up the wallet and took
out the snapshot.

“This is her picture. She had it
taken as a wedding present for me
on the day we were married.”

Warden Benson accepted the
snapshot. He gazed at the likeness
of a beautiful young girl, obviously
still in her teens. She wore a wed-
ding gown and was smiling with a
warm radiance that even the faded
condition of the snapshot could not
dim.

He looked at Henry again as he
returnedit.

“She hasn’t written to you, or
been to visit you in all this time,
Henry,” he reminded gently.

THE GATE

Henry smiled at the doubt in his
voice.’

“Yes sir, I know, and for the first
few years it bothered me. But then
I figured it out. You see, she knows
how much I love her, and she felt
that seeing her and hearing from
her would remind me of all the
things I was missing by being in
here. She just didn’t want me to do
hard time. But I know she’s wait-
ing for me.”

A note of desperation crept into
Henry’s voice.

“She wouldn’t let me down.
She’ll be at the gate, you wait and
see if she isn’t.”

The Warden frowned and turned
toward the door.

“Well, all right, Henry. We'll see
what happens. If you're ready, we’ll
leave now.”

Slowly the three men filed out,
closing the door behind them.

At the gate the three men stopped
and faced each other in awkward
silence.

“Henry, don’t you think perhaps
it would be better if we—", the
warden stopped, unable to find the
words. He hesitated, searching for
some way to say what he felt should
be said, then changed his mind.

“Good-by Henry, and good
luck.” He shook hands quickly, as
if afraid he would change his mind,
and then turned away.

Captain Vail handed Henry the
zipper bag. “Bye, Henry. Take care
of yourself.” His handshake was
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formal and brisk, then he waved to
the tower to open the gate.

The huge iron gate opened a few
feet. In the opening Henry turned
and gave them a brief wave, then
was gone.

The two prison officials walked
slowly back to the main compound.

“Do you really think it was the
best thing to do, Warden?”

“I don’t know. I just don’t know,”
the Warden rubbed his hand tiredly
over his face. “After forty years it
seemed like he deserved a chance.
It just didn’t seem fair to not let
him go.”

Henry took a deep breath of the
‘free, outside the prison’ air.

He looked around.

‘Where was Edith?

Fifty feet away a woman was
standing, watching him intently.

This must be Edith. At that dis-
tance and in the dim, almost morn-
ing light, her features were indis-
tinct.

Hopefully, Henry walked to-
ward her. She stood, waiting for
his approach. Her hair was white
and she was wearing glasses. He
could see them sparkle in the dim
light.

When he was only a few feet
away, she smiled at him,

“Hello, Henry.”

He studied her features, seeking

-some trace of the remembered
Edith in the age blurred lines of her
face and in her voice.

“Don’t you remember me, Hen-
ry? Don’t you recognize me after
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all these years?” She watched his
face for a sign of recognition, and
not seeing any, continued softly.

“I'm Beatrice. Your sister, Bea-
trice. 1 was nineteen when you
left.”

Henry stared at her. Beatrice?
Yes, it was Beatrice, his wonderful,
vivacious kid sister, Beatrice. Be-
neath the facade of age he could
just detect the ghost of the quick vi-
tality and lovely aliveness that had
been the Beatrice of forty years ago.

“Bea,” he whispered.

With a glad cry she flung herself
into his arms, tears of happiness
streaking the powder on her
cheeks.

“Henry! Oh, Henry, it’s so goed
to see you after all these years. Why
wouldn’t you answer my letters, or
let me come and see you?”

Mutely Henry shook his head,
unable to answer her question. He
hadn’t even thought of Beatrice for
the past forty years. He hadn’t
thought of anyone but Edith, and
the fact that she was waiting for
him.

For a moment they stood there,
two very elderly people, holding
each other very tightly, fighting te
break through the barriers of forty
years separation.

Henry was the first to break the
embrace. His face mirrored his be-
wilderment as he drew back.

“Where’s Edith,” he asked. “Why
isn’t she here with you? Why isn’t
she here to meet me?”

Beatrice gasped! She placed her
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hands on his shoulders and stared
into his face. Her eyes were deep
pools of pain. “Ohh, Henry,” she
moaned, tears again spilling from
her eyes.

Henry’s eyes were blank with
puzzlement.

Beatrice pulled at his arm. “Let’s
not talk about it now, Henry. Let
me take you home first, and then
we’ll talk about it after you're set-
tled.”

A taxi was waiting several yards
away and she was leading him to-
wards it. Just before they reached it
he stopped and pulled his arm free.

“Wait! There’s something wrong.
Edith should be here, but she isn’t.
Why isn’t she?”

Beatrice took hcld of his arm
again, gently, but firmly.

“Please, Henry, let's not argue
about it. We'll talk about it later.
rn—-

—not argue about it—talk about
it later—! That's what Edith had
said. When did she say it? Why did
she sayir?

Now he was beginning to re-
member something. Something he
felt he shouldn’t remember. Some-
thing he didnt want to remember.

But his mind went right on re-
membering.

There had been an argument he
had argued with Edith about some-
thing—what was it—what had they
argued about—a dress? Yes, that
was it—they had argued about a
dress—a new dress.

In a nightmarish torrent the

THE- GATE

memories spiled over him, engulf-
ing, drowning him in their swirling
flood.

She had spent the grocery money
on the dress—all the money they
had for the week—he had demand-
ed she return the dress—she had
refused—losing his temper, he had
torn the dress off her she had hit
him—in the mouth—hard!

In a wild rage he had picked up
the knife from the kitchen table—
the  slashing—ripping—rending—
terrible knife!

Edith. His lovely, lovely Edith.

Edith — screatning — crawling
— whimpering bloody — crumpled
up bundle of rags — Edith!

Edith, who cried to him—plead-
ed with him—implored him with
her outstretched, slashed, and
bloody hands, begging him to stop,
as he slashed and hacked her beau-
tiful face and lovely body to quiv-
ering ribbons.

With a scream of horror he
pushed Beatrice from him, tearing
her hands from his arm, striking
out at her in maddened terror,
wanting only to escape the searing
memories that were tearing at his
mind.

Blindly he turned and ran, heed-
less of her pleas to him.

“Henry! Henry, come back.
Please come back. Oh, please, Hen-
ry, please, please, please.”

Reaching the gate he began to
pound on it with his fists, his sobs
taising to howls of anguish.

Helplessly, hopelessly, he sagged
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against the gate, whimpering for it him and the world, between him
to open, the clubbing of his fists and memory, between him and
leaving bloody smears on it. reality.

The gate. The big iron gate that The gate between him and insane
had been his refuge for forty years. sanity!
The gate that had stood between Slowly the gate began to open.
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BY
GEORGE BEALL

it was chic to shop at “Vondd's”. It was also practical. Vonda catered to her
sustomer’s EVERY whim.

T HE society column this Sunday
was very interesting to Pauline.
Mrs. Van Haugen had returned
from three months abroad where
she had gone with her sister the
widow of Dr. D. W. Wainright,
after the untimely death of Mr. Van
Haugen the past winter. Pauline
made a check after the notice. The
sisters would be in by next week at
the latest. She’d have to see that she
was well stocked in their sizes. The
summer social season would soon
be in full swing and they would be
needing complete wardrobes.
The next item Pauline checked
was the announcement of the en-
gagement of Angela Myers, step-
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daughter of Count R— and daugh-
ter of the Countess R—, the former
Mrs. Harry Myers. The wedding
would be in late August at the love-
ly summer home of the bride’s
mother in Martha’s Vineyard. This
item she double checked. There
would be the official engagement
party, showers, teas, parties and
then the lavish wedding itself and
Angela’s trousseau. “Well, well,”
Pauline thought. Mother and
daughter would be quite busy the
rext few months. Probably couldn’t
expect too much from the Countess,
she had spent a small fortune just
eighteen months ago when she and
the Count were married and then
went on their world cruise. How-
ever she was quite certain of getting
Angela’s business, but just to be
positive she’d give Molly (Countess
R—) a ring and suggest she bring
Angie in and see the lovely new im-
ports, ideal for a garden wedding.
It wouldn’t hurt to call Mrs. Cald-
well either, the prospective groom’s
mother, she had been a customer of
“Vonda’s” for several years and
with both women working on An-
gela she was practically a cinch. If
she could get Angela it would be a
very profitable move. The young
debs hadn’t given her much busi-
ness. They preferred the more cas-
ual atmosphere of “Connie’s” or the
“Lyndon Shop” to “Vonda’s” more
refined elegance. However Angela
was this seasons most popular Deb
and what she did the others imi-
tated. Getting Angela was a must.

THE DEAD SELL

Pauline quickly glanced at the
rest of the society page, decided
there wasn’t much more of interest
to her and put it aside. Enough
business for today.

Sunday belonged to her and Mac.
Sunday she was not Vonda, sleek
and sophisticated and the owner of
one of New York’s most exclusive
womens salons. Today she was
plain Pauline Bascom, sloppy, un-
corseted and relaxed. She took a
cigarette and walked to the huge
window overlooking the lake. Mac
had really been inspired when he
found this place. It was only one
hours drive from New York and
yet completely secluded. They
couldn’t come up very often during
the week but they hardly ever
missed Saturday night and Sunday.
Poor Mac, he was still sleeping, no
wonder, he had really out-done
himself last night. Pauline shivered
as she remembered last night
Christ, what a man, he was a
damned bull. Never think he was
forty-eight and she was forty-five.
He had it all over the young punks.
Never once in the twenty years she
and Mac had known each other
had it been dull or routine. Recall-
ing last night’s more lustful mo-
ments she quickly poured a cup of
coffee. She’d have to quit this or
she would be back in bed with him
and he liked to wake up without
any interference. She walked to the
huge mirror, dropped her robe and
slowly caressed herself, thinking,

CThis is how I feel to Mac, not bad.”
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She cupped both . breasts and
watched as the soft nipples became
hard and pointed the way they did
for him. Her body was still damn
good. It gave her and Mac enough
sensuous pleasure Saturday night
and Sunday to last all week, so long
as, during the week, she kept her
mind strictly on business.

Thinking again of her business,
Pauline put her robe on and settled
down on the couch again with the
paper. She was proud of the way
her modest little dress shop of
twenty years ago had grown. It had
started out as a tiny hole in the wall
with one small window on Fifth
Avenue. It had nothing but a good
location. Today she owned the
whole building and also shops in
San Francisco and Palm Beach. She
had done it all herself by damn
hard and sometimes unpleasant
work. It had been slow getting es-
tablished and building a clientele
the first five years, but once the
word got around the business had
snowballed.

Pauline rememberd how she had
had to leave the well known finish-
ing school in her second year with-
out a god-damned thing but a
stinking insurance policy of $10,000.
She had thought her father rich,
they had certainly lived like it. It
was a lousy break, both parents be-
ing killed before she had been
properly presented and then not
having the foresight to provide a
damn thing for her. After every-
thing was settled all she had left
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was the $10,000 and some very ex-
pensive tastes. There wasn’t even a
rich husband in view. Pauline had

_been wild in school and would no

doubt have been expelled even if
she hadn’t had to leave because of
finances. Her exploits weren’t ex-
actly common knowledge, but there
were rumors that the college boys
might as well stay clear. She liked
her men a little older and more ex-
perienced. So there had been a ski
instructor, a bar-tender at the club,
a small nightclub owner in the
town near the college, and various
other one night or one week-end
lovers, but not a husband in the
whole lot. Just her damn stupid
luck. She had met Mac when her
parents were . killed. She really
fiipped over him. He didn’t have a
nickle either but he did have a rich
wife lined up. He had to be careful,
the society blonde he was after was
jealous but really loaded, and he
needed her. Pauline was jealous too
but also practical. Without the
blondes money Mac was gone. And
what Mac gave her she had to have.
To hell with the blonde, he had
enough for both of them.

It was while Mac was wooing,
marrying and honeymooning his
“bank account” that Pauline started
her shop. Her friends from school,
the lucky ones.who still had fat al-
lowances, respectable futures ahead
of them with their rich, dull, college
boys who would become their rich,
dull, respectable husbands, were to
be her customers. These sweet little
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girls would “do anything to help
poor Pauline”, they promised her,
but to each other they agreed that it
really was a tough break. Of course
Pauline really wasn’t quite one of
their set, her family wasn’t known
at all, and how she ever got into
such a select school they couldn’t
imagine. Still she had been in their
group and if buying a dress once
in awhile would help, it certainly
didn’t hurt them. After all Pauline
was quite reasonable and pleasant,
she didn’t try to hang on with the
crowd as a house-guest or try and
wrangle invitations from their
brothers. There was also something
quite different and exciting about
Pauline. She had thissilly little shop

but she also had a large studio.

apartment in the village where,
when they came to New York, she
was always delighted to have them
stay. Pauline’s apartment soon be-
came a must when in New York
shopping or down for a show. At
first the girls would come two or
three together, but Pauline never in-
vited them back as a group. She
would casually mention to them
separately, in the dressing room,
that next time they were down
alone and had extra time, why not
drop around? Pauline never prom-
ised them any excitement and yet
she seemed to get the idea across
that if they were alone perhaps
something exciting would happen.
She knew so many fascinatingly
different men and women and her
apartment was always open, with

THE DEAD SELL

the men and girls just wandering in
and out. You never knew who you
might meet, actors, actresses, mod-
els, painters, perhaps even some of
those handsome Italian looking
men were real gangsters. “Not that
we would dream of going anyplace
with them, still it’s exciting, and if
no one sees us—"

It wasn’t long until these sweet,
rich little debs were each spending
quite a few afternoons and evenings
at Paulines. They would come to
the shop, usually in the morning,
make a few substantial purchases,
casually mention they had a few
hours to kill before show time etc:
and, “Would Pauline mind if they
rested at her place?” Pauline never
minded and the apartment was
waiting, also the artist, mobster, ac-
tor or actress that each girl was in-
terested in was always waiting too.

Pauline chuckled to herself,
“What a joke it had been and how
Mac had laughed”. Those pure in-
nocent virgins, the daughters of the
very cream of society, using Pauline
as their pimp but in such a refined
and genteel manner. Nothing ever
said, just hinted. These “sweet
things” would just pay $35.00 for a
$5.00 sweater, $100.00 for a $25.00
dress, in “dear Pauline’s quaint little
shop”, without a murmur, get the
key from Pauline and scurry out,
impatient for their dirty little kicks.
It wasn’t long until Pauline’s busi-
ness was thriving. Pauline merely
had to mention to the girls that it
would be nice if they could bring
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some of their other friends as cus-
tomers. She was able to get quite a
nice line of merchandise and all
new customers started out paying
just $50.00 for a $50.00 dress. The
one’s interested in more than shop-
ping were soon also quietly paying
much more for their dresses and
also bringing in more customers.
Pauline soon had four secluded
apartments, her friends, the actors,
actresses, bookies and artists had
very lucrative side-lines and “Paul-
ine’s Little Dress Shop” had be-
come “Vonda’s”.

Pauline didn’t stay at any of her
apartments but had fixed up rooms
above the Salon. Here she spent the
week nights and never interferred
with the “friends” using her apart-
ments. Saturday nights and Sundays
were reserved for Mac whenever he
was able to get away. This wasn’t
often the first three years of his mar-
riage. They had to steal time when-
ever they could. That’s why she
stayed at the shop. He could always
reach her and she could slip up-
stairs and let him in anytime. Her
clerks were quite discreet (and very
well paid) and would suggest to
any inquisitive customers that,
“Madam Vonda is resting, perhaps
you would like to wait at her
apartment and she will call you.”

Pauline now had nearly enough
money for most of her expensive
tastes but not nearly enough for
Mac to leave his wife and all her
lovely money and not enough if she
were to quit the business. She and
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Mad never discussed any arrange-
ment other than the one they had.
Things weren’t so bad the way they
were and both believed a respect-
able marriage would take all the ex-
citement from their affair and
eventually end it. The only flaw in
the situation as it now stood was
Mac’s wife. Ellen had become very
very social and Mac was a very
handsome escort. She had paid for
him and she expected him to be
around when she wanted him. The
solution to this problem was obvi-

.ous to Pauline. Ellen was persuad-

ed by one of “Vonda’s” original cus-
tomers that she really should try
Vonda’s, “so original and chic my
dear and quite therage.”

Soon Mac had nearly as much
free time as he and Pauline craved.
Ellen had found escorts who were
every bit as handsome and per-
sentable and much more attentive
than Mac. She had never been over-
ly enthused about Mac’s other
abilities anyway, so sweaty and
messy.

The years passed quickly andeach
one more prosperously for “Von-
da’s.” The original group of school
friends had nearly all married
their college boys who were now
corporation lawyers, bankers, doc-
tors etc. They were all quite pro-
lific, with children in boarding
schools in the winter season and
summer camps in the summer sea-
son. All had money, prestige, busy
husbands and a lot of spare time.
It was usually only about 4 to 5 years
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after their big weddings that they
were again begging to pay $500.00
for a $100.00 “Vonda Original”. It
was much easier for Vonda now
too—she had a well trained staff
and she no longer had to personally
arrange any of the “little outside ac-
tivities” her customers were so
eager to pay for. The shop in San
Francisco, and the one in Palm
Springs were also doing a rushing
business. The managers there had a
few ideas of their own about “mer-
chandising” and Pauline never in-
terfered. The money was coming in
in large enough quantities and if
her managers were also getting
rich, well good for them. As long
as the books showed that the only
money taken in was for “Vonda
Originals” there couldn’t be any
trouble. Indeed a “Vonda Original”
could sometimes seem outlandish-
ly high, but who could say it was il-
legal? If the husbands of these rich
ladies felt that $2,50000 was too
much to pay for a bit of silk and
sequins, or $500.00 and up for a suit,
(extra for accessories) it wasn’t a
matter for the law to be interested
in. It was strictly a family affair and
up to the “ladies” to pacify their
husbands. The ladies, with a little
help, found an infinite variety of
pacifiers for their dull unimagina-
tive husbands. A younger genera-
tion of eager models, actresses and
artists were just as hungry and even
more imaginative, and most of the
least staid husbands were soon kept
occupied and so busy with their

THE DEAD SELL

own “little amusements” that what
the wife was doing was no longer
of much interest.

There was one incident in San
Francisco, however, when the hus
band caused quite a public stink.
He not only stopped his wife’s
charge account at “Vonda’s,” he
also publicly kicked the young “as-
piringartist” and protege of his wife
out of the little studio she had pro-
vided and right through it’s “south-
ern exposure”. Of course this was
strictly a family matter and the law
only investigated an unsuccessful
attempt by the artist to charge the
husband with criminal assault. The
law officers did, however, caution
the husband about his outbursts of
temper and his doctor warned him
about his high blood pressure. He
was prone to both, and with such a
combination it was no surprise to
anyone when shortly thereafter, at
a dinner party given by his wife, he
left (as usual) in a towering rage
His wife had needled him through-
out the evening. She had a habit of
doing this. But if every wife who
nagged her husband was put in jail
when the husband was found at the
bottom of a cliff after taking a turn
at a ridiculous speed, the San Fran-
cisco police wouldn’t have time for
any of their more important crimi-
nal activities. It was simply a tragic
accident and the bereaved (but very
rich) widow, after all arrangements,
were taken care of left for an ex-
tended stay in Hawaii. Since the
climate in Hawaii is so different
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from San Francisco and the social
affairs much more lavish, her ward-
robe had to be completely re-
vamped at “Vonda’s” to the tune of
close to $15,000. It was all quite
proper and a suitable period of
mourning was observed, before she
married her young “art protege” in
a lavish wedding with the new
trousseau and wedding gown air-
expressed from “Vonda’s”.

Reading of the events in the New
York papers, Pauline was at first”
quite upset at the new sideline, it
was rumored, her manager in San
Francisco had taken on. After con-
sidering the whole transaction care-
fully however she decided it was
quite a smart maneuver and inevit-
able. A business must meet the de-
mands of the customers or they will
go to the competition. Any success-
ful business man or woman must
obey the motto, “the customer is al-
ways right, so give the customer
what he wants.”

The new “fad” was slow in com-
ing to New York. It was several
months before the new service in-
stigated in San Francisco had to be
installed in the New York salon.
The westerners were more adven-
turous and unconventional than the
reserved easterners who were her
main patrons. When the first re-
quest did come Vonda was pre-
pared and, to the satisfaction of all,
the transaction was handled with
the dignity and refinement that
“Vonda’s” was famous for.

Mrs. Harry Myers had also been
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grateful of the way the New York
police had played down the story.
As she told the sympathetic Inspec-
tor Ryan: “Really Inspector, It's
such a sad thing when a man the
age of my poor Harry thinks he
can keep up with a group of young-
sters . . . over-eating,  drinking,
and I'd hate to guess what else.
Then, imagine, skin diving after
partying all night! If he had only
listened to me. Poor dear, such an
unromantic way to die. Paying for
everything for that little gold-dig-
ger and her friends and then get-
ting a cramp, drowning, and those
ungrateful little beasts not even no-
ticing he didn’t rejoin the party for
three hours! How cruel and callous
young people are today, no feelings
at all. What a shame they can’t le-
gally be prosecuted for being drunk
and careless. Poor Angela and
Becky, I'm so glad they won’t have
to know all the sordid details about
their father. He was such a good
husband and father until that lit-

“tle tramp turned his head. I can’t

imagine where he ever met her. I'm
so grateful to our loyal friend
Count R—, he’s up in Westchester
now breaking the news to poor
Becky. He has been a rock to lean
on and it’s selfish of me to impose
on him but I just feel so helpless.”

All of this was told Inspector
Ryan between sobs with the Inspec-
tor trying in a bumbling way to
console the poor woman. “Poor
little  widow”, the Inspector
thought to himself, “even with
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all her money she needs a man
to look after her. She really is
helpless.”

Mrs. Myers was still feeling help-
less eight months later when she
decided to marry the loyal Count
R—. Vonda was begged to, “Please
see to my wardrobe, my dear. Even
though I'm sure I'm doing the right
thing for the childrens’ sake, you
know, I just don’t have the heart to
shop. I know you can be relied
upon to get just what I need. Noth-
ing ostentatious for daytime, but
dear . . . do you have some of
those ‘naughty, french nities?’ The
Count is so much more Continen-
tal about some things than we are.”

Vonda’s staff was used to being
given “carte blanche” in such mat-
ters and were equal to the task. The
Countess’s daytime wardrobe was
tasteful and elegant. Her nighttime
wardrobe at $250 for each bit of
“racy lace” was not tasteful at all.
In fact it probably wouldn’t have
appealed to even the most jaded
continental. The $8,000 bill was paid
gratefully and without question.

Pauline and Mac still laughed
over what the Count’s reaction
must have been when he saw what
his new bride was wearing in the
privacy of their cabin. They were so
much sexier than the little creations
he picked out for Denise, Becky’s
French companion he had so
thoughtfully hired, and who was
taking the same tour as he and the
Countess.

Vonda hoped the Count had .
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enough restraint to coatrol his
laughter before his new bride. She
had seen that he and Mrs. Myers
met, and had let him take it from
there. It had been up to the Count
to get what he could from Mrs.
Myers. He had done quite well ap-
parently. She had supplied the
“little tramp” Mr. Myers had lost
his head and his life over. But the
Count had better watch his step.
His new Countess was neither as
helpless nor as stupid as she ap-
peared. Pauline hoped they were
happy, she wanted no more of that
particular business from Mrs. My-
ers, the new Countess R—. Well
she’d soon know, the Countess
would be in soon with Angela. If
it looked as though she was going
to be approached again about the
Countess’s husband troubles she
would refer her to the Palm Beach
branch. The only business she was
interested in was Angela’s. Think-
ing of Angela and her young
friends, she wondered if she should
perhaps add a Deb shop. Her origi-
nal customers all had young daugh-
ters coming up. She could see no
reason why they too wouldn’t be
good customers. With the mothers
they had been raised by she was
surpised the kids hadn’t thought up
something of the same sort them-
selves.

Pauline’s thoughts were inter-
rupted by Mac turning restlessly
and muttering in his sleep. She
wished he’d wake up. It was
damned boring alone and he would
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be quite willing to liven things up
for her. She switched her thoughts
back to the society page with an
effort.

The first item she had checked in
the paper drew her attention again,
about Mrs. Van Haugen and her
sister Mrs. Wainright. Both ladies
had been customers but Mrs. Van
Haugen had gone to the Palm
Beach branch for most of her buy-
ing. Mrs. Wainright was a good
customer but only for clothes, never
anything extra. She had never been
sure about Dr. Wainright. It prob-
ably was just a case of overwork
and anxiety that caused him to com-
mit suicide. He had died while they
were on vacation in Mexico and if
either the westcoast branch or the
Florida branch had handled it there
had been no reports. That was the
way it should be. Each branch man-
ager was on her own. They used
their own descretion in such mat-
ters. Pauline preferred not to know
all the details of every transaction.
She really didn’t even care to spec-
ulate about what was going on. Just
getting the word out about a re-
quest and then letting others take it
from there was as much as she
cared to do. Some of the ideas the
young employees had were really
frightening. They were much more
depraved. She would never have
thought of the “skin diving caper”
for example. She sighed, “Well at
least Mr. Van Haugen had died of
natural causes. Maybe the actions of
his wife, with her taste for young
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men, made him give up and ot
fight to get well when he became
ill, but that wasn’t any fault of
hers.”

Pauline arose. This was ridicu-
lous. That man had slept enough,
practically the whole damned morn-
ing. She dropped her robe and
wentin to him.

Late in the afternoon, Pauline
and Mac had a hurried breakfast.
Mac had to be back in New York
early to take his wife to dinner and
then on to a Concert. He hadn’t
been bothered with Ellen much the
past several years but every once in
awhile she demanded his presence
at some social function and he al-
ways complied. Their marriage
really wasn’t unpleasant. Ellen
made very few demands and was
very generous. She appeared to be
completely uninterested in his ex-
tra-marital activitiesand it had been
months since she had required any
more than just a kiss on the cheek
from him. Her own affairs were
very discreet. She was too reserved
and aloof to get very passionately
involved. Her passion was either
non-existent or else she just hadn’t
found the way to release it. They
had no children. Ellen had never
expressed any desire for a family.
Pauline and Mac couldn’t under-
stand such coldness. Ellen used
“Vonda’s” extra services, but the
young men she dated were strictly
escorts and were paid merely to flat-
ter her with their attentions. She
had never to their knowledge be-
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come involved with any of them
romantically.

The Concert that Mac was es-
corting his wife to this evening
was sponsored by a large charity to
introduce a young Polish pianist. It
promised to be very dull but Ellen
had insisted. This young artist was
one of Pauline’s imports. She, as
Vonda, was responsible for bring-
ing many hopeful young people
from the poverty of Europe’s refu-
gee camps to America. She used
her influence to see that they were
given the opportunity to make the
contacts that would aid them in
their careers. Several had already
gone on to become well paid enter-
tainers, others had made good mar-
riages (Count R— for example)
while a few of the no-talent one’s
were still existing on whatever
Vonda could give them a chance at.
It was a smart idea of Paulines.
These young Europeans had been
hungry a long time and would do
almost anything to get to America
and even more for a chance to stay.

Mac had dropped Pauline two
blocks from the shop after making
their plans for next week. Ellen
had mentioned a trip to Bermuda
with one of her friends later in the
month and they were looking for-
ward to her leaving. Mac drove off
thinking of Pauline. She was quite
a gal. Too bad she couldn’t have
been the one with the money rather
than Ellen. They would have had
a good life. Funny how she never
bored him, even after all these
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years. Quite a head on those lovely
shoulders too, the way she had
made such a success of that shop of
hers. Of course some of the activi-
ties that went on bothered him, yet
Pauline herself was not directly in-
volved. He never thought too
much about what did go on. Paul-
ine only told him the things she
knew would amuse him, and some
of the queer pastimes of the pillars
of society were quite amusing. Still
he wished she would drop that
part of the business. The Salon was
very well established and there
would be plenty without the side-
lines. It might even be enough to
allow him to leave Ellen. He could
get used to a more modest stand-
ard of living. Now if he could just
get something on Ellen so there
would be a nice divorce settlement,
large enough to enable him and
Pauline to marry, then they could
live quite nicely on what the Salon
could bring in legitimately. It was
just the past year that he had even
considered marriage to Pauline. Be-
fore he had just considered her a
damn good mistress and he’d had
no desire to change the arrange-
ment. Lately he'd found himself
wanting to be with her, not just as
a good bed partner. Pauline really
loved him and she made him feel
like a man. Pauline worked too
hard and it would be nice if they
could just go away together and
live quietly, with enough money. It
was too late for children, but they
could have a good life just traveling
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and being together. Mac hadn’t said
anything to Pauline. Perhaps he
would next week. If they could just
find a way to get Ellen to cut loose
with a nice fat settlement. There
must be some way. Ellen couldn’t
be as completely cold and sterile as
she appeared.

Mac and Ellen arrived at the
Concert just as the young Polish
girl came on stage. Ellen looked
marvelous, like a cool nordic ice
goddess. The little pianist was good
but nothing exceptional, and yet
Ellen seemed entranced, her eyes
never left the stage. The young girl
was perhaps twenty, slim and dark
with a sultry smoldering look in
her large dark eyes. She looked
more like a young boy with her
slim straight figure and short curly
hair.

During the reception after the
concert he and Ellen met the
young artist. Mac wasn’t very im-
pressed. Lovely eyes but no shape,
strictly not his type. No top to her
at all. He never understood what
men saw in these little slips of
things. He liked a woman you
could get ahold of like Pauline.
This girl, Kara, her name was,
looked like the rest of Pauline’s ref-
ugees. She had the same look of
burning hunger that all of them
had. He couldn’t see much hope
for this one though, neither talent
nor looks.

Mac was bored, he hated these
stuffy gatherings. There wasn’t
even any liquor, just some insipid
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punch. Ellen however seemed to be
having a fine time for a change.
She had monopolized Kara most of
the evening. “Whatever had come
over Ellen?” Mac thought. The ice
goddess seemed to be burning up,
her face was flushed and she was
actually laughing. Her straight re-
gal figure suddenly seemed to de-
velop soft voluptous curves. “Well,
Well, must be the punch, no, Ellen
never drank”. Mac started to pay
close attention to just what Ellen
was doing, but Ellen was doing
nothing but talking with Kara.
Then as he watched, Kara gently
touched Ellen’s breast, then slowly
ran the tips of her fingers up El-
len’s throat and down her arm.
That was all, a touch as light as a
butterfly but the change in Ellen
was electrifying. She looked sud-
denly wanton. “Christ! Ellen was
practically panting with desire.
Hmn—how interes'ing, guess little
Kara had made her connection.
Not bad. Ellen was one of the rich-
est women in America, and what a
nice divorce settlement this might
lead too. It was'too bad Ellen could-
n’t have looked like that for him.
The gal really could have been
something. Such a waste, all that
passion for another girl”. To Mac it
was disgusting and a bit humiliat-
ing, after all she was his wife. He
decided to get Ellen out of there
before anyone else noticed what he
had. His settlement wouldn’t be
very large if it became common
gossip. Ellen didn’t realize how ob-
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vious the change in her was. She’d
be horrified. This must be as much
of a shock to her as it was to him.
Poor girl, he wished her luck and
hoped the little Kara would be
kind to her.

Ellen left without any protest but
with their eyes she and Kara
agreed to meet again. “Fine”, Mac
thought, he would give them every
opportunity. The way it looked,
this budding affair would be con-
sumated very soon.

The week passed in a flurry of
packing and shopping for Ellen.
She and Kara both were outfitted
at “Vonda's” with Ellen paying the
substantial bill. Mac didn’t know
just what was going on but Pauline
soon informed him that the affair
was apparently hot and heavy, ac-
cording to Kara’s reports to her.
Kara was to leave ahead of Ellen
but they would be together in Ber-
muda.

After Ellen was on her way,
Pauline left word at the shop she
would be gone for at least three
weeks and would not be available
to anyone. The manager was left in
complete control and all decisions
she might make were alright with
Pauline. She and Mac were going
to have more than a few stolen
hours together for the first time in
twenty years. She was as excited as
a new bride. The business could
take care of itself. She had never
really cared about it. It had merely
taken the place in her life that Mac
should have taken if he could have.

THE DEAD SELL

When Mac told her of the opportu-
nity to get enough from Ellen so
they could be married she was
ready to chuck the whole thing and
just be Mac’s wife.

Pinal instructions were sent to
the Palm Beach branch to get pic-
tures of Ellen and Kara for evi-
dence. Then Pauline and Mac left
New York. Pauline’s manager
guessed that the reason for the vaca-
tion was a man but Pauline and
Mac had been very careful and
none of the organization had ever
dared even try and find out who
“Vonda’s” lover as.

The pictures were taken of Ellen
and Kara, very compromising,
thanks to Kara’s help. Kara was
greedy. Ellen’s husband was in her
way. Let him have his settlement
and divorce. She’d have Ellen all to
herself, and all that lovely money.

Ellen’s reaction to the pictures
was quite different. She was in love
and Kara would not be sullied by
any threats of exposure, nor would
she pay blackmail. Ellen had be-
come a jealous, protective lover and
Mac was not going to have his fat
settlement and his girl friend too.
Mac was going to have a very nice
funeral. Ellen made a flying trip to
“Vonda’s New York Salon”,
bought more clothes and made ar-
rangements to have Mac found.
She gave no instructions about his
woman. Let her take her chances.

The bodies of Mac and Pauline
were not found in their secluded
lodge for two weeks. The whole
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affair was quite a sensation for the
tabloids. It was apparent they had
fought and Mac had killed her, and
then himself in remorse.

When Pauline’s will was read she
had left the whole of her posses-
sions to Mac. There were no rela-
tives to protest, and Ellen was sole
owner as Mac’s heir.

Kara, Ellens young refugee
friend, was put in charge of the
huge enterprise and, with Ellen’s
backing, shops were being opened
in London, Paris, and Tokyo, with
plans to go into South America the
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following year.

One change in operations was
the name. “Vonda’s” is now “Ka-
ra’s”. However only the name was
changed. The same tradition of
service to the customer, whatever
the customer wants, is the same.
The second change Kara made was
obviously needed. The managers
were no longer given “carte
blanche”. Every transaction was
first cleared through Kara. A boss
who ran an organization as loosely
as “Vonda” had done could be dis-

placed too easily.
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THE first time I saw him was out
in the yard. It wasn’t hard to
spot him. All that khaki, and him
in his shiny blue uniform. It wasn’t
meant to be shiny, it got that way
from too many press jobs. He al-
ways seemed to have a smile on his
face, which is out of place in any
joint. What the hell does anyone,
Con or Hack, have to smile about
all the time in a dreary, morbid
jungle of angry men? But here was
this guy, walking among nine-hun-
dred cons with a smile on his face.

“Hey, Charlie! How’s that Cad-
dy workin’ out, man?” .

A CON’S CODE

A
ON’S
ODE

BY
WILLIAM P. PERRY

Every place has its code, a set of
principles, an ethic . . . a prison
is no exception.

“Like a champ, Lefty, like a
champ!” His face broke into a wid-
er smile, as he stooped down and
plucked a large blade of grass,
which he put in his mouth. “How
did you know I bought a Cadillac?”

“I was out front moppin’ the hall
one day when you was tellin’ the
Turnkey! Cadillac is the magic
word with me, man! When I hear
somebody say the magic word I got-
ta know more! Anybody that can af-
ford a Cadillac is a man who’s hit-
tin’ on somethin’?” He put his face
up to the Hack, “Now you know
they aint a Hack in the world that

41



gets paid Cadillac wages!” The
husky man let his shoulders drop,
as though he had lost all his
strength, then began a cackling
laugh, with head and shoulders
bent low.

“You're bum rapping me, Lefty!
I'm not hitting on anything! I'm
getting to be an old man, and 1 fig-
ure an old man ought to treat him-
self to something he has always
wondered about! Some guys save
their dough all their lives, and
when they realize their getting old,
and they can’t take it with them,
they start shopping around in their
minds for something to buy. Some-
thing they didn’t dare buy before,
because they figured they couldn’t
afford it! Some guys buy boats with
in-board motors, or them expensive
snow plows that you ride on like a
tractor to clear your walk and
drive-way, or a house trailer to use
for fishing, or horses—some guys
are nuts for horses—me, I’m a Cad-
dillac dreamer, have been for
twenty-five years!”

When I walked closer I could see
the battle scars on the husky ne-
gro’s face. Not one, or ten, or twen-
ty fights, could have disfigured his
face like that. He must have had
closer to a hundred. Scar tissue had
overlapped his left eyebrow, like a
heavy growth, weighing down his
eyelid until it allowed slightly more
than a slit for vision. His nose was
flat, almost as wide as it was long.
His ears were small, bunched-up
balls of cauliflower flesh. He was a
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massive, six-foot-four inch hulk of a
mighty tough looking man. This
was my first time in any joint, and
I had only been in about two
months. I see this mountain of ugli-
ness everyday in the mess hall, but
never had I seen him smile or
laugh. He looked, like so many of
the guys, bitter, I mean real bitter!
Not just a momentary thing, but a
bitter look that you know the guy’s
been wearing for a long time. Now
here he’s laughing, and carrying
on, over something that sure didn’t
show me any humor. Then, as
Charlie started his slow walk again,
the big fellow starts walking slowly
in the same direction for a few feet,
rolling a newspaper nervously in
his hands. Then he stops and just
stares at Charlie’s back for a few
seconds. He turned around to see
another negro had moved in on his
choice spot of green grass, of which
there was very little.

“Boy!” He looked down at the
figure in his spot. “I'm going te
start sittin’ down, and I hopes my
ass hits grass, ’cause if it don't
they’s going to be a mighty flat-
headed cotton picker sleepin’ in
your cell tonight!” The frightened
man on the ground clawed for safe-
ty, as he shot across the grass with-
out rising to his feet. Lefty was
back to his old ugly-tempered, bit-
ter self again. But why, for just that
moment, did he go out of his way
to strike up a conversation with
Charlie?

The first good look I got at Char-
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lie was the first time my mother
came to visit. She had never been
in a prison before, and knowing
how high-strung she is, it took a
lot of guts for her to walk in the
front door. This was the first time
I'd seen her since the day I was
sentenced. I didn’t know what to
expect. I was nervous, and ashamed,
as I walked into the visiting room.
Charlie was on duty there, and my
mother had not been processed in
yet, so I took a seat at a long table.
Charlie walked over to me with his
ever present smile. He placed his
hand on the table as he leaned over
me. His face was clear, as were his
eyes, which were large and sky-
blue. His cheeks were full and rosy,
and his eyes seemed to sparkle as he
talked. He wore frameless glasses
that were too large for the bridge
of his nose, so half of the time he
was looking over them. He had a
full head of neatly groomed, white
hair, and his voice was soft, gentle,
and friendly.

“This your first visit, Angelo?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Well, someone should have told
you, when you come for a visit,
what to do! Youre supposed to
hand your pass to whatever Officer
is on duty here, and then he tells
you where to sit!”

“I'm sorry! I was told, but I guess
I forgot!”

“You must be a mind reader!”
He smiled broadly, looking directly
in my eyes. For some reason I did-
n’t feel nervous as much as I had
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when I first walked in. “This is ex-
actly where I was going to tell you
to sit!” He slipped the pass gently
from my hand, gave me a couple of
quick pats on the shoulder, then
returned to his elevated chair,
which gave him a full view of the
room.

When mother came in I was calm
and collected, not revealing how
very bad I felt—down deep. I steered
completely away from the trial, or
other morbid conversation. The
weather, food, treatment, working
hours, and privileges, we covered in
detail. T asked about her favorite
subject to make her open up. Ra-
jah’, the Siamese she had raised
from a kitten, and was now nine
years old. I didn’t hear much about
Rajah, as I watcher her face and
eyes, and realized I had succeeded in
making her comfortable. We killed
the rest of the hour in small talk
about family and friends. It was a
pleasant visit, and we kissed good-
bye. She left in much higher spirits
than when she arrived. I was thank-
ful that T had hid my true feelings
for the joint, and I couldn’t help but
credit Charlie with giving me some
help. I don’t know to this day what
it was, but he did help.

“Thanks!” I smiled as I left the
room.

“Angelo!” He called behind me.
“You're supposed to pick it up on
your way out, too!” He was waving
the white pass, smiling broadly
again.

“Settle down, boy!” He handed
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me the pass, “You got over that first
hurdle like a champ!” He winked.

“Thanks again!” As I was walk-
ing out I felt as though he had
looked inside of me and knew ex-
actly how I felt.

Charlie had been a Hack for
twenty some years. There was
something different about him,
compared to the others, and it took
me awhile to figure out some of the
difference. I say some, because I nev-
er did figure him out completely.
Some of the Hacks look so serious
it makes a guy think that they are
carrying all the worry and cares in
the world on their backs. It seems
like the longer they work in the
joint, the less emotion is in their
faces. They walk around you with
that cold, blank, look of authority,
like they don’t even know you're
there. But they do know you're
there, and they watch, without
looking at you, every move you
make. Somehow Charlie had es-
caped the look and manner of the
average Hack.

Charlie wasn’t “buddy-buddy”
with the Cons, but when he looked
at you it didn’t make you feel as
though you had just crawled out
from under a rock. You felt hu-
man, and he let you know that he
thought you were human, too! He
was a Hack from his heart out, but
he was definitely different. I no-
ticed more and more how many
different guys would go out of
their way to talk to him. Guys like
‘Silent Sam’ Palermo. Now there
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was a Kook that nobody could get
to. He wiped out his whole family
one night because his wife was see-
ing a neighbor too often—in the
bedroom. Now to show you how
this coconut thinks makes me shud-
der that I have to be locked up
with him. In his mind his wife
must die, what she did calls for the
death penalty. But he also realizes
that after he aces her out he’ll have
to go to prison for life, which auto-
matically makes orphans of his
three kids. He feels sad when he
thinks of his lovely children as or-
phans, so he wipes them all out.
This is what the clown’s got the
nerve to tell the judge twenty years
ago. In all that time he has never
said that many words to anyone at
the same time—except Charlie!

One day I'm out front washing
windows on the second floor, when
I see this black Station Wagon pull
up in front of the prison and park.
The driver was a beautiful girl
about twenty-five. What I could see
of her looked good. I stopped work,
gawking out the window like a
high school kid, waiting to see the
rest of her when she stepped from
the car. She looked at the doorway
a few times, but made no effort to
get out of the car. It looked like she
was waiting for someone, so I went
back to my windows. A few min-
utes later I see Charlie crossing the
street, in street clothes, heading for
the car. He talked to her for about
five minutes, then she stepped from
the car drying her eyes on Charlie’s
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handkerchief. He supported her left
arm as they walked up the steps
and entered the building. I couldn’t
figure that out at all. When I fin-
ished up I walked by the Turnkey
to see Charlie’s smiling face, behind
the double bars in his uniform. His
smile broadened as he waved. I
smiled, and waved back. As I
passed the Visiting Room I saw the
girl again. She looked very pleased
and happy, as she visited with Wes
Mooney, a guy who celled on the
same tier as I did.

That night I was out in the yard,
trying to get a chance to play horse-
shoe. I was considered pretty good
a few years back. We played for
beer then. Now I play for nothing,
when I get a chance to play. By the
time my tier gets down to the yard
the guys on the first tier have a
game in progress with six or eight
sets of partners waiting to play the
winners. “Dum-Dum” Slater, a
bum-check artist, who has, in fif-
teen years, been in and out of the
joint more than the Warden, said
that since he can remember there
has always been a problem at the
Horseshoe Court. If they had more
room they could put in another
court, but the way it is you have
your pick. You wait in line to play
or forget it. “Dum-Dum” also said
that Charlie was always by the
court. He’d be called on occasion-
ally to settle a dispute, as though he
were the Official Scorekeeper, but
outside of that he was just an ob-
server. Just as I was told that I was
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eighth on the list to play, I spotted
Wes walking toward the benches.

“Hey, Wes!” He stopped. I trot-
ted up to him. “Tell me something,
‘Uglier-than-me’, how can a guy
like you, with a face like a dirty
plate of worms, get a luscious doll
like that to visit you?”

“That’s my wife!” He smiled
proudly.

“Man, you must have black-
mailed her into saying T DO’ in the
same room with you!”

“What'ya mean, she should have
married a ‘Joe Hollywood’, like you
maybe?”

“Why not? That’s better than an
Irish Frankenstein!” I laughed.

“Terry is proud of her race, that’s
why! She’s white, and she marries
white! Any broad knows that when
she marries a ‘wop’ she’s breaking
the color line!”

“All kidding aside, Wes—what’s
her beef? Or am I being to—"

“Beef? She’s got no beef! What's
with you?” We saton a bench.

“I saw her as the female star in a
‘soap opera’ this afternoon, and
Charlie wasted his talent as the
male lead, because I see you ended
up with the girl!”

“So that’s who it was—Charlie!
Terry told me some old guy talked
to her, but she didn’t say it was a
hack!” He said “hack” as though it
were a dirty word.

“She couldn’t have known, Wes!
Charlie was just coming on, and he
was in civies. But what has she got
in common with Charlie?”
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“Well, she came out here to see,
not me, but the Warden! She want-
ed to ask him to ask me to sign
some papers—power of attorneyl
I've got a couple of lots my old
man left me when he kicked off!
Terry wants to sell them to get us
out of hock. She had her mind
made up when she left the city! She
was all through with me, she even
had an appointment with some di-
vorce ‘shyster’! She said she hesi-
tated out front for a few minutes,
then this old guy came up to her
car! He told her she should at least
hear my part of the story before she
went off half-cocked. He told her
some other things, too, she hinted
to me, but she wouldn’t open up
and tell me what they were!”

“Well, T'll be damned! That
Charlie’s all right! He’s a hell of a
swell guy! You'll have to thank
him when you get a chance!” Wes
looked at me like I just kicked his
mother.

“Holy balls, Mike!” He slammed
his cigarette to the ground, then
moved closer to me on the bench.
“You are either the greenest green-
horn that ever walked through the
front door, or you're the phoniest
bastard I've ever met!”

“What the hell’s gotten into
you?” I was shocked goofy by his
last remark.

“0.K,, I'll give you the benefit of
the doubt, Mike! As long as you're
in here, this is your world, all of
this—” His arm moved in a sweep-
ing motion, “—inside these walls!
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There is no other world! You have
two kinds of people in here, ‘Cons’
and ‘Hacks’l There both on One-
Way streets, going in opposite direc-
tions! You are either a Con or a
Hack! Whichever you are decides

-what street you live on! They don’t

walk on our street, and we don’t
walk on theirs. A Hack can’t be for
a Con, if it’s found out that he is—
bingo!—You don’t see him any-
morel If a Con is for a Hack,
there’s action there, too! Ninety-
nine percent of the Cons will never
see you again either! Oh, you'd be
around, but nobody will see you—
if you know what I mean! Cons and
Hacks can think what they like
about each other, but .never out
loud! It can be worse for a Con
than a Hack! The Hack can only
lose his job! If the Con don’t catch
a ‘sticker’ in his ribs, he wishes he
had later, because he loses contact
with the only world he’s got!
There’s a lot of lonely guys in here
that bought and are paying for all
the loneliness they’ve got coming!
So watch yourself, Mike! I like you,
and I want to see you around here
until you hit the bricks!” He was
speaking low, and most sincere,
when we were both shocked from
our thoughts.

“There’s a rumble at the Horse-
shoe Court!” Somebody yelled. Wes
and I ran to the gathering crowd.
We were too late to see anything.
When the crowd dispersed some,
we saw Lefty standing against the
wall, two Hacks, one of them Char-
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lie, shaking him down—policeman
style! Another negro was lying on
his back, unconscious, with a jag-
ged laceration just below his ear.
Lefty was clean. None of the Hacks
saw what happened, but Lefty was
mad and shouting when the Hacks
got to the action spot, so it was as-
sumed that Lefty was the winner of
the fight. The injured man went to
the hospital for three days, and
Lefty went to court. He got sixty
days in the hole. The guy that came
out of the hospital wouldn’t open
up, so he went to the hole, too! I
found out later that Lefty was mad
because some guy cut his friend,
and before he could get to the
knifer, the Hacks got to him. Who
wrote up the charge against Lefty?
Charlie!—Now what’s a guy sup-
posed to think? Is Charlie a ‘Big-
Brother’, or a ‘Big-Bastard’?

A couple of months later I went
to my cell at the usual time in the
afternoon and, as I usually did, laid
down to read the afternoon paper.
It was then that I received one of
the greatest shocks of my life. On
the second page, big as life, was a
picture of Charlie. He had been
killed in an auto accident on Sun-
day, coming back from visiting his
wife’s grave at a cemetery in the
next town. It also contained a story
how he had inherited nearly a quar-
ter of a million dollars ten years
before, in addition to stocks and
bonds in a local Tire Manufactur-
ing Company which was worth
another one-hundred thousand dol-
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lars. It went on to tell how promi-
nent he was with working for the
Boys Clubs of the State. A close
friend of his was quoted as saying
that after Charlie’s wife died he felt
worthless, and became very de-
spondent. Then he took stock of
himself and decided he could, re-
gardless of his age, be a service to
the community. He had made
many large donations of time and
money to the ‘Boys Clubs’, and
their summer camps. The boys of
the State were planning to have one
day set aside, one day for tribute,
for one who had become known as
“Uncle Charlie”.

I laid there staring at the ceiling.
It somehow didn’t seem real, but it
was there, in big black print. I did-
n’t care what Wes Mooney or any-
body else thought, I felt bad about
Charlie—even if he was a hack. I
thought that maybe after I'd been
in the joint longer I'd be able to
hate like the rest of them, but right
then I thought Charlie was a damn
good man, and I felt bad. I won-
dered why he kept working, espe-
cially in a prison, when he didn’t
have to? He was a wealthy man!

During the recreational period
that evening I was still a little
numb with the shock, as I instinc-
tively walked toward the Horseshoe
Court. The sun was hot, and there
were pockets of whirl-winds play-
ing here and there across the dusty-
brown earth, sweeping up dust and
small particles of paper, like invert-
ed corkscrews, coming out of the
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earth, rising a few feet, then slowly
falling back again. I stopped short,
as I became shocked once again. I
looked back at the doors to see if
perhaps I had come out with the
wrong tier, but the lines had all
come out. I looked back to the court
—my eyes had not been playing
tricks—the Horseshoe Court was
empty!

The same familiar faces from
every other yard session were pres-
ent, but they were all in various lei-
sure positions around the court. I
overheard parts of different conver-
sations as I walked slowly down the
line of idle cons, nonchalantly sit-
ting or lying down, or leaning
against the building.

“If Milwaukee don’t win the pen-
nant, T'll eat your shoes, laces and
alll”

“So I says to this broad: ‘Baby,
I don’t care how many guys you
crawl in the ‘kip’ with while I'm
on vacation, but don’t let me know
about it! What I don’t know won’t
hurt me!”

“They’ll never let a ball team out
of this joint for two minutes, let
alone two weeks—you’re nuts!”

“Why do they have to steam cook
everything? After awhile every-
thing tastes the same! I heard a
blind guy on the fourth tier put
milk and sugar on fried potatoes
and ate it for oatmeal and didn’t
know the difference!”

It was then that I noticed an un-
familiar face. It must have been one
of the new men. He walked in the
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court, picked up a horsehoe and
struck it against the stake. The low
rumble of conversation immediately
disappeared, it became as quiet as
a church. The confused stranger
looked around at the noticeable
tack of activity.

“Hey!” He shouted. “What the
hell's going on? Any of you dead-
heads got a couple packs you don’t
mind losing, ‘Ole Dad here will
show you chumps the finer points
of this farmer-game!” The only
sound of reply was a whirlwind of
dust and fine paper particles, buzz-
ing in the center of the court. It rose
about eight feet then settled back.

The stranger was very much an-
noyed, when not one of the many
men present would answer him.
The silence was broken by one set
of heavy stepping feet. The small
rocks and gravel crunched under
the pressure. Suddenly there was a
duet of crunching sound, as a sec-
ond set of feet joined the first, pro-
gressing toward the stranger in the
center of the court.

“Boy, let me tell you something!
I just got out of the hole!” The
stranger looked up into Lefty’s
squinting eyes. “It’s real quiet down
there, and a hell of a lot darker than
here! Now this bright sun, and all
this loud talkin’ out here give me
the big headache! It was startin’ to
go away when you pounded on that
stake with that there horseshoe—
that hurt me, boy! Now I aint goin’
to tell you what to do, but I am gein’
to tell you what I'm goin’ to do if

MANHUNT



you pick up one more of them
horseshoes—I'm goin’ to try real
hard to make you eat the other
two!” The stranger looked at the
“mountain”, then to Wes Mooney.
He shook his head, then was about
to throw the horseshoe, but thought
better of it, and gently placed it on
the ground with the others. He si-
lently, but quickly, walked away.

I took a seat next to Wes and
Lefty, as the low rumble of conver-
sation on a hundred different topics
was renewed. The whirlwind came
from the earth once again, slowly
gliding up and down the deserted
court, as black storm clouds quickly
covered the sun, cooling the sur-
rounding atmosphere. I took a
slight chill, as the first clap of thun-
der brought a cascade of heavy rain,
hitting the hot, parched earth like
rifle shots. Wes butted a tailor made,
putting it protectively in his shirt
pocket. Lefty turned up his shirt
collar, then pulled his con-cap down
to his ears, over his near-bald head.

It was quite apparent that it was
raining much too hard to last for
any extended period of time, there-
fore, men in other parts of the yard,
not associated with the horseshoe
enthusiasts, bolted for areas offering
cover from the temporary deluge.
Not one of the frequenters of the
court moved so much as a foot from
their original position before the
storm.

All of the familiar faces to the
court, except one, became involved
in shams of a convict society, each
becoming aware of the others over-
enthusiasm for mediocre topics of
conversation. They suffered very lit-
tle from the cold, spring rain, for
the rain was, as it had been from the
start, a secondary cause for their
discomfort and frustration.

My family did a lot of moving
when I was a kid, we lived on many
an Avenue. But none of them im-
pressed me more with memories of
regret, or sadness, than just recently
—on the street where live.

-

A CON’S CODE

49



WHEN I walked into
the office of The
West Los Angeles Ram-
part at 9:15 that Tuesday
morning, the first thing I
saw was a frantic Fletcher
Lash. He was rapidly
waving his finger at me,
having probably started
the moment he’d seen me
approaching through the
front plate glass windows.

I reached his desk in
proper double quick time,
feeling a faint red signal
at the base of my brain.
“Ever hear of Quen-
tin Shell?” He barked,
throwing the full weight
of a hard stare at me.

“The writer?” I re-
sponded. “The guy that
knocks out the Shenani-
gans show?”

“Did the show, Tony,”
Lash answered brusquely,

“did the show.”
“That’s past tense.”
His eyes curdled.

“Thank you. As of last
night, our Mr. Shell
has changed his occupa-
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tion to murder suspect.”

“Murder?” 1 whistled
and sat down.

Lash became sufficient-
ly satisfied that I was in-
terested in his bomb-
shell and dropped his
tempo a notch. “Billy Joe
Essex,” he explained,
checking his cuticles.

Then I did jump. “Es-
sex!” T exclaimed. The
story was all over The
Morning Times. Billy Joe
Essex was a Hollywood
producer with a past back
to the silents and the
more silence about his
past, the better. As a pro-
moter, he was the middle
stone across the creek be-
tween P. T. Barnum and
Bobby Baker. I had
planned to go over the
story at coffee.

“The same. Now Tl
give you a hint of what’s
in the wind, Tony. Shell
is presently asleep in my
guest room.”

“That’s fine,” I nodded

absently. “In your guest

“Sho pro cooled . . . cops seek hot hackl”
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room!” My red signal began flash-
ing furiously. The wind Lash re-
ferred to could only mean one
thing: We were off and running
again on Lash’s other self.

Mr. Fletcher Lash is my boss and
the publisher of The Rampart, a
lively little every Thursday weekly
covering Brentwood and Pacific
Palisades. Among other things,
Lash is also the author of nearly
fifty mystery novels of which more
. than twenty were made into mo-
vies. He’s a graduate of the old
pulp magazine field, a former
screen writer and a Brentwood
Sherlock Holmes.

Two years ago, Fletcher Lash sat-
isfied an old urge and went into
the newspaper business. What was
then a quiet weekly became The
Rampart. Weddings and junior
league gossip were replaced with
real news of the tub thumping va-
riety. After his first law suit, Lash
knew he was on the right track.

His first three editors came and
went quicker than a finger snap.
Thunder clap would be more like
it. Then I drifted along, knowing
something about the newspaper
business but nothing of what I was
getting myself into. Lash not only
wanted an editor and combination
man, he wanted a Dr. Watson. I'm
still with him and not because of
pay.

“Essex was found in Shell’s
apartment,” Lash machine gunned.
“He had been shot and because of
his being found in the apartment,
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the police are looking for our Mr.,
Shell.”

“Sounds reasonable. Why doesn’t
our Mr. Shell explain to them that
the whole thing is a mistake?”

Lash looked down his nose.
“Along with Essex, the police also
found the murder weapon—Shell’s
gun. If you read the latest report,
you'll learn his fingerprints were on
it.”

I didn’t have to ask. “And, you
think Shell is innocent.”

“If my inner computer has any-
thing to do with it, yes.”

“And, it’s our problem to prove
it.”

“Tony Ward, sometimes you
amaze me.”

Tony Ward, aged thirty-two, five
foot, ten inches tall and weighing
170 pounds, journeyman reporter
and ad man, sometimes you
amazed me, too. Sometimes you
dumbfounded me. How you could
be sitting there at that man’s desk
awaiting instructions on the correct
manner of being a sleuth was one
for the mental books. I took a deep
breath. “Give me something to go
on.”

Lash smiled evilly and threw his
foot on the desk. There was a hole
in his shoe which was typical.
“Here’s your rundown. One, Essex
was found dead in Shell’s apart-
ment. Two, Shell’s gun was found
near the body complete with his
fingerprints. Three, Quentin Shell
wrote the Shenanigan show. Four,
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Shenanigans was in the top ten TV
ratings. Five, Shenanigans had been
cancelled—"

“Cancelled?”

Lash continued his rapid pace.
“Six, the show replacing it belonged
to Essex.”

“Motive?”

Lash shrugged.

“Seven,” 1 said, “you have no
leads.”

“I'll leave such things to you.”

I liked Shenanigans. It was about
a big laughing Irish family and all
the heartaches they went through.
“Naturally,” T answered, standing.
“Where was Shell when it hap-
pened?”

“Unfortunately, on a binge.”

“A binge!” T yelped. “Then he
can’t say for certain where he was?”

“No,” Lash admitted, “though
right now that’s immaterial. All we
have to do is locate the real killer.”

“That’sall?”

“I'’know it’s a mountain.”

Lash’s sister, Rachel, was coming
in the office as I left. She gave me
an irritated look.

I left the office and walked ab-
sently to my Ford, sitting behind
the wheel for a long moment. Then
I pointed carelessly toward Wil-
shire, drove three blocks and cut
back to Sunset. When I came to Do-
heny, I turned north, went around
a variety of circle drives and soon
came out on a spot that overlooked
the majesty of Los Angeles.

The day was as fresh as a new
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potato chip and the city below pos-
sessed all the tones and definitions
of a fine lithograph. For one scant
moment, I forgot about Fletcher
Lash and Quentin Shell as I picked
out the different landmarks I knew.
It was like gazing at a beautiful
rock, knowing what lay under-
neath. Suddenly, I thought about
Danny O'Toole.

Danny was a journalistic jack of
trades like myself. Currently, he
was working on The Hollywood
Form, a new trade magazine. We’'d
met a year or so previously at a stu-
dio party, hit it off and since then
had seen each other around town.

I turned back to Sunset, stopped
at the drug store on the corner and
phoned O'Toole. “How about an
early lunch?” I asked.

“You buying?” He asked typi-
cally.

“If I have to.”

“You have to. Make it Musso &
Franks in a half hour, give or take

a half hour.”

He was sitting in a wide booth
and when he saw me, he grinned
and went through a string of bad
jokes until the waiter came. I or-
dered drinks and fished out a ciga-
rette. O'Toole was in his center
thirties, was getting bald though
sported a crew cut to cover it and
enjoyed all the pallor that went
with life on a bar stool.

“I'm digging into the Shenani-
gan show,” I volunteered.

O’Toole squinted. “For Lash?”
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Lash did have his reputation.
“For the paper—we are a newspa-
per, too, you know.”

“If you have to be classified. All
right, so you want information as
if I'd know anything.”

“Why was it chopped?”

“Who knows?” He shrugged.
“The word broke a week or so ago
that the show was going off. You
can imagine my reaction, old bud-
dy. I had just written a glorified
release on Ginger Cole.”

I had a quick mental picture of
the beautiful red head that was the
girl lead in Shenanigans.

“What gives, O'Toole? I asked
myself. How can this be? But when
I heard old Billy Joe Essex was
moving his show in the time
slot, T said to myself it figured.”
Through the dark gray of environ-
ment, something that had been
Daniel O'Toole groped forward.
He paused and dropped his voice
to a much lower and more modu-
lated pitch. “Essex, Tony, was a
case of the true serpent. If you won'’t
settle for that, try vampire. He fed
off human blood. There wasn’t any-
thing he wouldn’t do if there was
something in it for Billy Joe. He
was also a very talented individual,
that’s the hell of it.”

“Hold on,” T interrupted his so-
liloquy, “I know Essex was Mr.
Big, but how about sponsors, agen-
cies, the network and so on? She-
nanigans was a very successful
show and even Essex couldn’t barge
in at the drop of an idea.”
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O'Toole’s answer was to signal
to the waiter for a refill. He looked
at me like a teacher looking at a
child. “Farber owned the time pe-
riod. What more do you want?”

“Farber?” Essentially, Farber
was a talent house. Beyond that,
they owned a piece of more than
one studio, had most of the name
stars under contract and also pro-
duced a few shows of their own,
Shenanigans being one. Acting as
producer, Farber bought certain
time periods outright from the net-
works which they either brokered
or used for their own shows.

I left O’Toole at the door of Mus-
so & Franks and walked two blocks
west on Hollywood Boulevard to
a hotel where I phoned The Ram-
part. Rachel answered and sharped
something about my devotion to
duty and where was the copy for
Herman’s Carpeting and what
about the material for the Johnson
story running Thursday. I waited
her out until learning Lash was at
home, then hung up.

Lash’s phone rang seven times
before he answered. I skipped all
preliminaries and went right into
my lunch with O'Toole and the in-
troduction of Farber.

I heard the sound of his breath-
ing. “Call me back in fifteen min-
utes.”

I called him back in twenty and
spent ten minutes after that writing
down the names and addresses of
the production company. Lash had
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phoned Bob De Santos, the She-
nanigans producer,

“Check these people out,” he said,
“then we’ll talk about Farber.” He
gave me his customary good luck
and clicked off.

I looked at the list and Ginger
Cole’s name jumped out like a fire-
cracker. The second name was Da-
vid Prince, her boyfriend on the
show. The rest were all featured
character actors and members of
the crew. I decided to start first with
Ginger. Why not? Put a little fun
inyour life and try prancing.

I dialed her number. When there
was an answer, [ swiftly pulled
down the hook.

Ginger Cole lived on a back
street a few blocks from the Warner
Brothers Studio in Burbank. It was
an old Spanish stucco with a low
slung tile roof. With all the green-
ery, it was very much the hide-
away. A blond in sausage tight red
capris answered the door.” She was
holding a highball. “Magazines?”
She chirped brightly.

I shook my head. “Newspaper.”

She lifted her drink and downed
what was left of it. “Well, we don’t
want any,” she giggled and
slammed the door.

I located the bell under some
creeping ivy and pressed insistent-
ly. There was the sound of hushed
girlish voices. Then the blond threw
open the door. A red head I recog-
niged as Ginger Cole stood behind
her.
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“He claims he’s selling newspa-
pers,” the blond said.

“Did you tell him we only read
The Wall Street Journal?” Ginger
asked wobbily.

“Of course not, honey. I didn’t
want him to think we were uppity.”
“Goodshow,” Ginger clowned.

“Sorry ladies,” I broke in. “I'm
only a poor working reporter.”

Ginger stiffened immediately,
and retreated back into the house
leaving the blond and me. The
blond gushed, “A journalist? Well,
mister, come right in.”

I followed her down a short en-
try while she prattled something
about her latest achievement in
show business. “I showcased in
Glendale,” she said. “Lousy play
but I got the mentions.”

Ginger Cole was sitting in the
middle of one of two identical
couches that faced one another in
front of a fireplace. She was staring
ahead and when I came into the
room, she gave me a vague glance
and quickly hid behind her drink.

The next quarter of an hour was
spent in useless give and take with
me in the middle. The blond had
taken the opposite couch and I
stood by the fireplace. Obviously, it
was no time for questions about
Billy Joe Essex. I made my excuses.

As I returned to my Ford, I
heard the sound of their high
pitched laughter. It bothered me.
So did Ginger Cole.

The remainder of the day and
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night was invested in the investiga-
tion of the remainder of the She-
nanigan production company, cast
and crew, of which there were too
many.

I didn’t finish, but I called Lash,
anyway. He said to hurry over.

The fragrance of his loaded gar-
den swept gently over me as I drove
into his driveway. The moon was
as high as a studio head and shone
like a bright new contract. I stepped
quickly up his brick steps and rang
once.

Lash answered immediately. He
opened the door and padded back
to his main library with me at his
heels.

Quentin Shell was lounging in
my favorite huge red leather chair.
His legs were stuck straight out like
match sticks and he looked cramped
with his hands in his pockets. He
wore a white on white dress shirt
with the collar turned under and a
monogram over the pocket.

“This is Tony Ward, my assist-
ant,” Lash muttered politely.

Shell could have given the fig-
ures for the rainy season in Bolivia.
“Fletch has been talking about
you,” he said listlessly.

I gave him the once-over and
spoke directly to Lash, reviewing
my adventures for the past twelve
hours. When I finished, I went back
to Ginger. “That gal was really ty-
ing one on. Beside her, everybody’s
Uncle Charlie would be strictly
bush league.”

Shell sat erect. “Of course she’s
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been drinking,” he blurted. “The
poor girl has been hit hard—our
show was a big thing to her.”

“What's your connection with
Miss Cole?” Lash asked Shell point-
edly. “Outside the show, that is.”

“Connection?” Shell raged. “We
were going together—I love her!
And, I believe she loves me. She
must! Ginger is that rare woman
and of the rare, of the few, she is
even more singular. She’s sensitive,
attentive, impossible, a woman of
great talent—in short, a mystery!”

“Oh, me,” I sighed.

From Lash: “Tony!”

“Shut up, damn you! Shell ex-
ploded. He bolted forward in his
best dramatic pose, giving every
impression of the literary genius. I
wondered how he managed to put
up with television. He gripped the
arms of my favorite chair, com-
pletely spent, and fell back into its
red leather comfort. “I'm sorry,” he
murmured.

Lash nodded toward the hall. I
received his message and waited
outside the door. Through it, I
heard Lash conversing with Shell.
Then Lash stepped out and glanced
at his watch. “Go home,” he said
in his gruff simplicity. “There’s
plenty to do tomorrow.”

Wednesday was proof day; stick
around the shop and in general see
to it that the paper got out. As a
rule, it was a day Lash stayed home
and I stayed with Rachel. This was
a different kind of Wednesday. I ar-
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rived at the office before Rachel and
called Lash.

“Be down in twenty minutes,” he
said.

It was closer to an hour before
he drove up in his long forest green
Cadillac. In the meantime, sister
Rachel had arrived and was busy
giving me the business over the
business that was pressing. I saw
Lash through the windows and
went out to greet him.

“I'll be glad when this stupid
thing is over,” he grumbled, sliding
out from behind the wheel. “How
much longer I can keep Shell in
and the police out is in the laps of
the gods.”

“He’s difficult?”

“Very. He’s got that red head on
the brain and won’t let go.”

We stood by the open front door
of The Rampart while Rachel
stared holes through us. I prodded
Lash. “Farber today?”

He let the trafhic pass. “If Billy
Joe was using muscle, it could only
mean the top brass.”

“The water’s deep.”

“It’s deep,” he acknowledged.
“And rough.” He hesitated a mo-
ment, then turned for the office.
“Get what you can,” he said curtly.
And, it seemed, not with much
hope.

Farber, the pot of gold at the end
of the rainbow for the singer from
Keokuk, was located on Sunset in
the center of the Strip. I tried Lash’s
name with the receptionist and
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asked to see David Gold. Gold was
production chief and head of Far-
ber.

“Do you have an appointment?”
The brunette asked coldly.

“I'm sorry—"

“Mr. Gold only—"

“I know, only by appointment.
Let me put it this way. I'd like to
see Mr. Gold about Billy Joe Es-
sex.”

She didn’t bat an eye. “He’s
dead.”

“Now we're getting someplace.”

The switchboard buzzed and 1
waited while she went about her
business. When she was through,
she looked up at me and heaved a
big tired sigh. “In any event,” she
droned, “Mr. Gold hasn’t come
down for the day. If you'd care to
leave your name—"

“Do you have his home phone?”
I pursued. ,

“That’s classified.”

I left the brunette in the middle
of a negative sentence and went
outside, looking for the nearest
phone. Six dimes later, I remem-
bered a little guy that dropped in
at The Rampart periodically ped-
dling anything from scripts to en-
cyclopedias. T found him in the
book and called. “Fenwick, here,”
he answered with an accent as Eng-
lish as suede. I told him I was call-
ing for Lash and as easy as that had
Gold’s address. Such as it was with
the fringe people of Hollywood.

I had phoned from a hamburger
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stand a block from Farber. As I was
returning to my Ford, I saw the
white Jaguar parked behind me.
Some girl with her hair covered by
a blue kerchief was motioning to
me through the windshield. It was
Ginger Cole.

“Just happened to see you,” she
explained. “And, glad of it, too.
That was sure some scene I put on
for you yesterday.”

“Forget it.”

“No, serious. Can I buy you a cup
of coffee?”

“I’ll buy,” I'smiled at her.

“Whichever,” she laughed warm-
ly. “As long as we get some. Hop
in.”

Wedrove down Sunset to La Brea
where she left turned into the park-
ing lot of a corner restaurant. I fol-
lowed her inside to a circular booth
by the floor to ceiling windows.
Ginger whisked off her kerchief, al-
lowing her Mediterranean sunset
red hair to laze about her shoulders.
Very nice effect.

“Are you really a reporter?” She
asked, giving me the full treatment.
“I mean the real thing—not these
gossip columnists?”

“You can say I'm a legitimate
member of the profession,” I coun-
tered.

“Then I can talk to you. I don't
have to worry that you'll twist my
words around like the rest of them
do. No, don’t answer—I trust you
and that’s enough for me. Trust is
something you feel, you have faith
in. Trust isn’t something one buys
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like pickles across the counter. It’s
something—" She stopped, grop-
ing for the right word.

“You feel,” I inserted.

“Right!” Oh, I'm so glad I can
talk to you. Glad, because it’s so
stinking difficult to find anyone that
one can literally confide in and glad
because of my terrible behavior yes-
terday.”

“Once again, forgetit.”

“I won'’t forget it!” She flared. “I
want you to understand that I'm
not at all like that. It’s just that I
had received some bad news last
week, and, well, one thing led to
another.”

“Such as Shenanigans being can-
celled?”

Ginger's forest pool green eyes
opened wide. “You know? Oh, but
of course you would—then you un-
derstand.”

“I'm trying. You’re not from the
coast, are you?” It was a guaranteed
conversation beginner.

“No, Chicago. Why?”

“Call it journalistic curiosity.”

Ginger smiled radiantly. “You're
funny.” Like most woman, she en-
joyed questions about herself.

“When did you decide to become
anactress?”

“Decided? I never decided, I al-
ways knew.”

“Such dedication,” I chided.

“I'm not dedicated! Oh, please
pardon me—I hate that word. Ev-
ery phoney in the business uses it.
I'm speaking of something that is,
that exists, that is mel” She was
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aroused. “I'm net dedicating myself
to an art—I am the art. How can we
dedicate ourselves to something so
abstract? If the abstract exists, then
it has to take form and that form
is a human being—me.”

I went along with her for the ride.
“How’d you get started ?”

“You mean my first job? This’ll
kill you—you're talking about my
first paid professional appearance,
aren’t you? Off the record, I was
adancer in Cicero.”

“Cicero? They don’t dance in Ci-
cero, they strip!”

“You didn’t expect me to hang
around the little theatres all my
life.” She stopped and focused the
full power of neon energy on me.
“Anyway, thanks for listening. I
just wanted to explain.”

“Do you think Billy Joe’s death
might change things for the show?”
I'sprang.

Ginger studied her long tapered
fingers. “Who can say?”

My encounter with Ginger had
cost me nearly an hour and I was
nervously aware of the time as I
glanced at the passing traffic
through my side rear view mirror.
I didn’t want to miss the Farber
chief.

David Gold lived high up off
Sunset in Bel Air. I drove up wind-
ing streets that had more curves
than a gay nineties blond until I
came to the end of a dead end
caused by a deep wooded ravine.

There was an ancient iron speared
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fence surrounding the grounds.
The gate was open and I walked
up a long circular drive to the
house. It was a colonial with all the
trimmings including four standing
columns stretched impressively
across the front. A tall, dusky but-
ler answered the door.

He looked me over as if I were a
rag peddler and when I stated my
name and purpose, emphasizing
Lash, he merely sniffed. “Wait
here,” he said from his mountain
top.

I waited some ten minutes then
barged in through the half open
door. Voices sounded distantly
from behind sliding doors on my
left. I pulled them apart. The but-
ler was standing at attention near
the door and the voices I had heard
were those of David Gold and Mike
Mann, whom I recognized from
photos. Mann was head of Eastern,
Inc., the holding company of Far-
ber.

As one who had marched in on
royalty, I was the instant center of
attention. The butler took a threat-
ening step, awaiting some direction
from Gold.

None came. “This is the man at
the door?” Gold asked smoothly.

His servant answered in the posi-
tive, still straining to throw me out.
I gulped and held my ground.
“Quentin Shell didn’t kil' Essex!” I
exclaimed. It was right out of the
late late show.

Gold and Mann exchanged hu-
morous glances. “Very interesting,”
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Gold soothed. “I assume you'’re re-
ferring to the late producer and the
writer accused of his murder. Yes,
I've read about it. A classic case,
wouldn’t you say so, Mike?”

Mann grunted.

“What brings you here?” Gold
thrust.

It all came out in one breath.
“Shell wrote Shenanigans which
was near the top in the ratings. Sud-
denly, his show was cancelled and
replaced with one produced by Es-
sex. Cancelling a top rated show is
almost unheard of which suggests
pressure—blackmail. Who would
Essex blackmail? Those in control

Gold studied me thoughtfully as
he carefully stuffed a cigarette into
a long ivory holder. I stood ready
for any move. “My dear boy,” he
said contemptuously, “I hope for
your sake you do have some talent.
So far, you've exhibited the most
primitive form of thought processes.
If you weren’t so stupidly sincere, I
could very easily become violently
offended. Investigate, and you will
learn that Mr. Mann and myself
were only distantly involved with
Essex. Investigate further, and you
will discover that while Shenani-
gans was well received, indications
were that it was floundering. The
truth is, Essex came up with a much
better show.

“Shenanigans was a hell of a good
show!” I argued.

“Which had run its course. We
wanted to move Shenanigans to a
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different time period but the spon-
sor wasn’t interested; neither was
the network. And, if any further
proof is necessary, that same spon-
sor had signed for Essex’s produc-
tion.”

I looked at Mike Mann. He was
dead panned. I returned to David
Gold who was smiling like a cat
before a very small mouse.

A balloon couldn’t have popped
any quicker. I excused myself weak-
ly and left swiftly under my own
steam, what was left of it, into the
bright late morning sunshine. The
great grandstand play was the great
fizzle.

A time out was needed and since
it was nearly noon, I turned east at
Sunset to the Cock ’n Bull. The bar
was crowded with actors and in-
dustry people so I took a small ta-
ble by the wall where I dawdled
through two beers, using the first to
ease away David Gold and the sec-
ond to review the case up to that
moment. That didn’t take long.

I finished an excellent sandwich
before returning to the wars, then
left and sped west toward The Ram-
part. I went fast enough to create
a gap between a cluster of drivers
and myself, thus, when I stopped
for the signal at Beverly Glen, there
was no one around for the moment
—except the new blue Pontiac that
had drawn alongside me. I glanced
at its gleaming finish and at the sig-
nal and back again. The second time
around was when I saw the poor
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man’s version of King Kong reach-
ing for my door handle.

I was a hair too late in setting the
lock. Kong pulled me from behind
the wheel like a sack of meal while
another man took my place. I
kicked, slugged and swore. Then

came the revolution.

The sound of the breakers came
through to me with the fury of a
toy soldier’s tin trumpet. They came
from over the horizon, sweeping in
and out as gently as a mother’s ca-
ress. Then closer. Then from the
distant end of a long black tunnel.
In and out.In and out.

I was conscious of the cold wet
sand a long time before I moved.
When I did move, I turned over
face up. The effort sent my head
spinning again and I lay for a long
while listening to the surf. The
moon smiled down at me and I
watched the passing clouds like a
schoolboy.

I knew I'd been slugged. I re-
membered the blue Pontiac. I knew
it was night and I was on some
beach. But, what beach? What
night? I watched more drifting
clouds, decided it was time to re-
turn to reality and sat up.

That's when I noticed the coarse
strands of rope around my middle.
Attached to the rope like some flag
was a manila envelope. I yanked it
off, untangled the rope and stood—
not very well.

I climbed a steep bank and saw
the distant quick wink of a passing
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car’s lights. Thenanother. The high-
way looked a good half mile off. I
reached the road and turned south.
A few minutes later, I popped over
the hill and saw another hill. I
topped that one and began to get
my bearings. Soon, I was looking
down on the scattered lights of
Malibu. Then I was in a service sta-
tion’s phone booth calling Lash.
While I waited, I found the fold-
ed manila envelope in my back
pocket. Scribbled across it in bold
black crayon was the simple warn-
ing: BURNED ONCE TWICE
SHY. I laughed. I couldn’t help it.

Lash pulled up in his Cadillac
as I was drinking lukewarm coffee
from a passing catering truck. He
wheeled in the station’s open area
briskly, threw open the door on the
passenger’s side and gritted his
teeth. “Who in the devil do they
think they’re pushing around!” He
exclaimed.

We were easing into Santa Moni-
ca when he finally let up. I told
him in detail about coffee with Gin-
ger, my barging in on Gold and
about the blue Pontiac. I finished
with the warning on the envelope.

“Somebody’s  worried,” Lash
said, racing through an amber light.
“Now, I'll give you one. Our bird
has flown the coop.”

“Shell? T asked stupidly.

“If that panty waist mentions my
name just once, they’ll have to keep
him in jail for his own safety!”

I lay back on the soft cushioned
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seat and closed my eyes while Lash’s
talk became a drone, then nothing.
The next thing I knew, he was jost-
ling me in his driveway. I came
around but only briefly. He led me
to one of his spare bedrooms, pulled
back the spread and unloosened my
tie,
A bed had never felt so good.

It lasted twenty minutes. I
dropped off and returned quicker.
Lash had said something about
“for his own safety,” referring to
Shell. I hurried down the hall to his
main library, found it vacant and
discovered Lash in the kitchen. He
was huddled over a cup of black
coffee.

“Where would Shell go?” I asked
bright eyed.

“That’s his problem,” Lash grum-
bled. “Yours is rest—go back to bed.
We can go over it in the morning.”

“Like we have all the time in the
world.” Without asking, I yanked
down a cup from the cabinet and
poured my own coflee. Lash glow-
ered at me over the lip of his cup.
“He'd either strike out for parts
unknown or go to his red head,
right?”

“Excellent
sneered.

I ignored him. “Suppose the po-
lice would find him innocent—by
aquirk of fate, thatis?”

“Our job would be over—just like
itisnow.”

“But,” 1 pursued, “they would
continue to search for suspects.”

deduction,” Lash
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Lash pushed back his chair.
“What the Sam Hill are you trying
to say? So far, you're running off
at the mouth. Of course the police
would continue the case, but that’s
their problem. Ours is Shell and I
doubt the police would think him
innocent, and he’s flown the coop,
and my neck is stuck straight out,
and that’s the gist of it this moment.
So, go back to bed—or go home.
Take your pick.”

“All right,” T shrugged. “He’s
your friend, boss.”

“Don’t boss me.” He looked at
me sourly. “You got something?”

“Nothing but ideas, however, 1
think we’d better hurry overto Gin-
ger’s if you want your man in one
piece.”

Lash squinted.

“Somebody sicked those goons on
me,” I started. “Who? David Gold?
He'd had to work damn fast. Shell?
Foolish question. The great phan-
tom in the case whom we know
nothing about? I'll leave that open.
Ginger? Let’s back track a moment.

“After I left Danny, I called on
the cast as per your instructions.
Ginger was stoned as you know.
The leading man, David Prince,
was painting an oil and couldn’t
care less. The rest of the company
was the same way. This morning,
I bumped into Ginger, after which
I saw David Gold and Mike Mann.
When I left them, I stopped for a
sandwich then was sapped while
waiting for a signal. Urless I had
been tailed all of last night, in which
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case the goons would have had am-
ple opportunity, and all of this
morning, only two persons would
have been able to put an immediate
tail on me, one being Gold whom
I rule out.”

“Get to the point,” Lash demand-
ed.

“She’s lovely and she smells good,
plus she’s a dedicated hell cat. Boss,
I hate to say it—"

“And, he could be there!” Lash
shouted.

“She could take care of him and
call it justifiable. Case closed.”

“What'’re you waiting for?”

I whisked through the midnight
traffic in Lash’s big green Caddy—
down Sunset, through the Strip,
over Laurel Canyon to Hollywood
Boulevard, then up two blocks to
Franklin, then Highland, the Free-
way, Burbank’s Barham Boulevard,
past Warner’s and then left to Gin-
ger’s. There was a blue Maserati in
front which I guessed was Shell’s.

No light shone through the win-
dows which meant nothing in a
leading lady’s home. I padded
around to the side of the house op-
posite the driveway, protected by
the abundance of bushes. The sec-
ond window down allowed a hint
of light. I pressed my ear close and
heard an excited voice.

“Dammit! So I framed you!” It
was Ginger. “I didn’t plan it that
way but that’s how it worked out.
Besides, the police would have
found you innocent—one look at
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you, Quent, and they would have
known they didn’t have a killer.”

Shell was in anguish. “Ginger,
you killed a man!”

“I killed a louse. Oh, honey, get
that shocked look off your face. I
phoned Billy, thinking I could
change his mind, make it worth
his while should he drop the whole
idea. At least it was worth a try.
Naturally, I didn’t want him here
and his place was out. I thought
about my key to your apartment.
Well, we went there and to make a
long story short, after awhile it be-
came obvious he wasn’t going to
deal.”

“After awhile?”

“Oh, Quent—get with it. I'm not
Florence Nightingale. Anyway, he
got rowdy and started roughing me
up. Nobody does that to me, Quent
—nobody! I broke away from him,
ran into your bedroom and
slammed the door. While he was
pounding, I dug through your dres-
ser hoping to find some kind of
weapon—anything. That’s when I
found your gun. I took one of your
hankies, wrapped it around the
handle and shot him.”

“I still can’t believe it,” Shell said
as if in a stupor.

“It wasn’t very nice of me, I
know,” Ginger giggled shrilly.
“You're not going to tell, are you?”

There it was, neatly packaged
with a red ribbon around it. Only
one item left—bringing Ginger in,
a matter as simple as a broad jump
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across the Grand Canyon. I flipped
a mental coin over rushing to the
nearest phone and calling the police
or personally following through.
Two things caused me to stay. One,
they’d never believe me, and, two,
there wasn’t time.

The voices had stopped. I waited,
then crept to the back door and jig-
gled it. The door was unlocked.

I tip-toed through a utility room
and into the kitchen. What light
there was came from the hall. There
was silence. I peeked around the
corner of the door to the big front
room where I had played Mr. Inbe-
tween with Ginger and the blond
just in time to see Ginger facing
Shell with a tiny automatic in her
hand.

“You came to me, Quent,” she
monotoned, “a man wanted for
murder. I tried to pacify you but
when you advanced toward me—"

“Me, too?” Shell asked stupidly.
“Me, too?”

“Why not, sweetheart? Too much
at stake to be sentimental” Then
came the laugh. It started deep in
her throat, small at first, but gradu-
ally growing louder. More shrill.
Soon, Ginger’s entire body was
shaking. “Where’s your famous
man about town look now, honey?”

I knew she’d pull the trigger any
moment. She stood with her back
three quarters of a turn away from
me.

Bang!

I stopped dead still. Shell was still
standing, his mouth more open than
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a three car garage. The bullet had
winged into the wall and it was ob-
vious Ginger was playing cat and
mouse.

She was giggling again. “Did you
ever look silly—"

But hysteria had taken over. Her
gun hand went down and she cov-
ered her eyes with the other. I
lunged—not fast enough. The sight
or sound of me caused her to re-
act. She wheeled, her teeth showing
like a bat, and fired wildly. I ducked
for the floor as she splattered bullets
all over the room. Then I rushed
her like a Chicago Bear lineman.

It was like tackling a bobcat and
I still have the claw marks on my
face to prove it. I had never punched
a lady before.

When he was sure it was all over,
Shell arose from his position and
came over. He looked at me as if I
hadn’t taken a bath for six weeks
and bent down over the unconscious
form of his red head. I checked her
gun, found there was one round
left and slipped it in my pocket.
“Watch her,” I said, “I'm going to
call the law.”

“Beast,” he muttered.

Ah, writers.

The police arrived in a bunch.
Six black and white patrol cars were
out front before the ceremonies
were over. Six patrol cars . .
that’s twelve hard-boiled, dubious,
suspicious cops. I talked, and talked,
and talked. I’'m convinced that
there is just one sentence in a police-

63




man’s vocabulary: “Now let’s get
this straight . . . from the begin-
ning.” By the time the third car had
shown, Ginger had revived. She saw
her plight and immediately began
to purr with an Irish brogue into
an Italian cop’s ear.

Shell was a useless ass. He was
trying to act tragic, outraged and
gallant at the same time. His voice
quavered and his knees shook. No
one, absolutely no one, could force
him to bear witness against his “be-
loved.”

I could see, what with the wishy
washiness of Shell, that I would be
the only witness worth anything.
However, I had the slugs all over

the room in my favor.

Ultimately, it came home to Shell.
He had just two choices: either back
me up or stand trial for the murder
of Billy Joe Essex and most likely
stand to enjoy the gas of California
justice.

Shell’s chivalry evaporated and,
with self-righteous indignation, he
did his damndest to strap his “be-
loved” in the chair.

Ginger was taken away and I
was left alone for the moment. I
called Lash. “Boss, it’s all over,” I

began.

“Good, good,” he interrupted.
Now let’s have it . . . from the be-
ginning.”

-
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HE two men lay in the shallow
water at the edge of the marsh
and felt their breath slow to nor-

mal and the burning in their

throats and chests ease away.
Through the tall swamp grass,
brown and stiff now with the com-
ing of the winter, they looked up
at the road on the top of the em-

bankment, and at the big black -

cars that roared up and down the
road, sirens screaming. Behind
them, far- back across the marsh,

Despite everything, Bert was something of a hero

to his younger brother . . .

bad

and hero’s die hard.

BY JACK FARRELL

they heard the rising voice of the
dogs.

They were brothers. The eldest,
Bert, was about 27. He wore the
gray work uniform of the prison
on the other side of the marsh. It
was dark now with wet. The other
brother, Jim, was 10 years young-
er. His body was heavy and strong,
older than his face. He was
dressed in heavy dungarees and
jacket that spelled out farmer.

The day was gray, the morning
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sun did not shine through, and
the rain was soft, almost a mist.
Bert felt it gather on his face and
neck. It was cold, but it felt warm
compared to the chill water he was
lying in. He felt the cold working
its way deep into his flesh. He had-
n’t noticed the cold when he had
been running. The voice of the
dogs made him nervous.

It seemed to him that they had
been running for hours, when it
was actually only a little more than
one hour, ever since Jim had
jumped one of the two guards tak-
ing his detail out to work after
breakfast. Jim had jumped from
ambush, just as they had planned
during the long visiting hours, and
he had hit the other guard and in
a minute it had been over, the
guards lying in the water next to
the pathway and all the convicts
scattered. And then the running
and the running, with Jim follow-
ing, and now this embankment
and road blocking the way, and
the dogs circling around the
marsh and coming up behind from
both sides.

“Come on, Jim,” he said. “We
can’t stay here. We've got to get
across the road.” And he crouched
up.

Jim put a hand on him. “Wait,”
he said. “The dogs will smell us if
we cross here. I know a better
way.”

And Jim eased back a bit into
the marsh and started off parallel
to the raised road. Bert followed.
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He didn't like it. He wasn't used
to following. They waded knee
deep in the cold, still water, until
they dropped, up to their thighs,
into a channel that ran towards the
road. They followed the channel.

Then Bert saw, through the
grass, the culvert running under
the road to the marshes on the
other side. Its bottom was under a
foot of water.

“Of course!”

Between cars they splashed fast
for its entrance.

“Don’t touch the sides,” Jim
called back, his voice turning tinny
and hollow as he entered.

“So he’s giving orders now,”
thought Bert, remembering the
dogs, and keeping his hands tight
to his sides.

He was about to answer when
he heard the wail of a siren coming
close, and he crouched down,
shoulders hunched and mouth
shut, listening. It wasn’t until the
siren had passed and faded away
that he was able to stand up and at
the same time realize how foolish
he had acted. In the dimness, Jim
hadn’t seemed to notice his actions.

They reached the other side of
the culvert and peered out and lis-
tened, Bert shrinking from the
light that came in the opening.
The channel on this side ran for 40
yards in the open until it reached
the high, hiding safety of the
marsh grass. There was no sound
from the road above.

“Now!” said Jim, and ran in a
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splashing crouch along the chan-
nel towards the grass. He fol-
lowed, feeling the water holding
his feet, slowing him up, watching
the tall grass come- towards him
slowly, too slowly, and all the time
feeling his back naked and cold.

Then he was into the grass,
brushing it aside and sensing it
closing again behind him, shutting
him from view, covering him. He
slowed up.

They continued their steady
pace, heading now towards a dis-
tant, dark blob on the horizon that
he surmised was a piece of land
humping itself out of the swamp
water. He followed steadily be-

hind Jim, who seemed to know -

where he was going. The hump of
land was far away.

They stopped only once, about
noon, with the voice of the dogs
far behind them. They squatted on
a small clump of earth and grass
that stuck out of the water, and
ate meat sandwiches Jim pulled
from his pocket. The food
warmed them a little.

The wind was rising. He could
hear its slight moan, and could see
it bending the top of the grasses
above his head. The warmth of the
food was being offset by the chill
of being still. He shivered.

“Never mind, Bert,” Jim said,
noticing. “I’ve got a nice, warm
place waiting for us yonder.” And
he jerked his head in the direction
of the still distant hump of land.

“I’'ve been up here most a week,
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getting in supplies and finding out
the lay of the land.” Jim paused,
then laughed. “Some land,” he
said, splashing a foot through the
water.

Only then did he get it. And he
only smiled.

What bothered him most was
Jim’s enthusiasm. The way he kept
rushing ahead, leading the way,
turning constantly to tell him
something new, and to look for
compliments and appreciation.

“A kid,” he thought. “He’s only
a kid, and a farmer to boot.”

He’d have to show him a few
things in the next couple of days.
Give him some things to tell Papa.

He shivered again when he
thought of his father, thought of
the eyes that saw deep, that saw
everything, thought of the smile
that twisted his father’s face when
it looked into him. The smile that
came every time some neighbor
told him that his son had been
brave in a fight. The same smile
his father had each time he came
home to offer him money.

And his father had dared to
stand in the yard of that broken-
down farm and say, “No stolen
money for me.” And he smiled
that twisted smile at him.

He wondered how his father
looked at Jim. Of course, he didn’t
look at anybody very much these
days, lying in bed, staring at the
ceiling, waiting for death to come
and take the smile from his face.

The moan of the wind raised a
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notch. It had gotten colder. He
shivered again. “Let’s go,” he said
to Jim, jumping up. “We’re not
going to get anyplace sitting here.”

Once they were moving, he be-
gan to warm up again. Occasion-
ally Jim would turn to tell him
something of the plan and how
they would work their way down
to the farm so he could see Papa
once more before he died.

“Fat chance of me going any-
where near that farm,” he thought.
“Police will be staked out all over
it, just waiting for me to show up.”
And he congratulated himself on
having conned Jim into helping
him escape. “Just so I can see Papa
once more”. He tried to laugh to
himself but it didn’t come off
right. He gave it up and concen-
trated on the effort of splashing
through the water and grass. He
looked at the sky and wondered
what time it was.

When they finally reached the
hump of land, he was so tired he
neither knew nor cared what time
it was. Actually it was late after-
noon. He was so tired he had trou-
ble remaining on his feet. Sudden-
ly he smelt the powdery dryness of
Autumn-dry leaves and grass, and
headed for the land. He had only
one thought—to throw himself
into leaves, to lie on grass, and
earth, to close his eyes.

He was stopped by Jim. “No,
Bert. Not here. They'll bring the
dogs along the edge for sure.
Come this way. I know the place.”
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Once again Bert followed. He
was getting fed up with it. After
all, Jim was younger by 10 years.

Jim led the way to where a slug-
gish, shallow creek came down
from the woods and into the
marsh. He went up it, keeping to
the water. Bert followed.

He called to Jim, “No dogs will
be able to follow us in this rain.”

“No sense taking any chances,”
Jim called back.

“Don’t take any chances. Don’t
ever take any chances,” thought
Bert. “That’s him. And that’s
Papa, too. Scraping in that earth of
what they call a farm, not letting
anything move them off it, afraid
to go out into the world, to try
anything different.”

The creek bed became rocky as
it rose into the woods. Walking
became more difficult. In his tired-
ness and anger, he cursed Jim, and
cursed his-father, too.

“Neither one of them would
ever be able to go out and do what
I've done,” he thought. But it did-
n’t make him feel any better, and
he kept remembering his father’s
twisted grin, and what Jim had
done for him this day.

When they had gone about three
miles into the woods, Jim left the
creek, and started climbing up the
still rising land. It was late now.
The rain was falling harder and
the wind had grown stronger and
colder. The voice of the dogs was
far away now. He thought he
would never be dry again.
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In a short while, Jim cut down
into a gulley and then into a small
cave. He followed. About five feet
inside the mouth of the cave, they
pushed past a blanket strung across
the tunnel. He heard Jim fumbling
in the darkness, then a candle
flared, and he saw a haven, warm
and dry and comfortable.

The cave swelled slightly at this
point, and at each end a blanket
was strung. More blankets were
spread on piles of pine boughs and
grass, and on each such bed were
piles of dry clothes. Between the
beds was a pile of foodstuffs. He
relaxed.

They changed, rubbing them-
selves hard with rough clothes. He
felt the blood begin to flow. Jim
lighted a little burner of canned
heat and put a can of beans on it.
With coffee and bread and ciga-
rettes it made a fine meal. After it
was over, they lay back on their
cots, satisfied. The canned heat
gave enough warmth to make
their small enclosure perfectly
comfortable. He was glad now that
he had resisted that impulse to-
wards the end in the wet and the

cold to give up and go back to the

prison where it was warm and
where there was food.

He reached out and snuffed out
the canned heat and then the can-
dle. It was time for him to start
taking over now. He lay back on
the cot and pulled the blanket up
to his chin. The roughness of the
wool made him feel good.

BAD RISK

“You certainly figured every-
thing out nicely, kid ... Jim, I
mean,” he said. But Jim didn’t give
any indication he noticed the slur.

“Papa know you’re up here,
Jim?"” he asked.

“Yes,” said Jim.

“What did he think of the idea?”

“He didn’t like it much. Didn’t
think you’re worthit.”

“Whatdo you think?”

“Of course youre worth it.
You're my brother. And you’ll see.
Papa will change when you get
there and he sees you.”

“Yes,” he said. “He’ll probably
change.” But he felt hollow inside.

“Tell me about the time you
held up the Farleyville Post Office,
Bert.”

He could hear the eagerness in
Jim’s voice. He settled back. It was
going to be all right. He began to
tell Jim about the Farleyville Post
Office.

Everything was fine for two
days. But on the third morning, he
knew something was wrong as
he woke up. Jim was nervous.

“We've got to move out today,”
Jim started. “The police will have
laid off the guards around here.
They'll have figured we got
through somehow. And we've got
to get to Papa pretty quick. He
won'’t last much longer.”

“I'm not going,” he said flatly.
“Out of here, yes. But not down to
see Papa. Theyll have every po-
liceman in the state staked out on
the farm by now.
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Jim just sat back on his heels
and looked at him.

“Don’t look at me that way,” he
said to Jim. “You know yourself
Papa don’t want to see me. Why,
you even told me he said that to
you just before you left.”

Jim finally opened his mouth.
“But we planned all this just be-
cause you said you wanted to see
him. Up at the prison, during the
visiting hours, we planned all this
because you said you wanted to
see Papabefore he died.”

He laughed. “Maybe I did, but
that’s all changed now. It would
be like trying to walk into a fort to
go near that farm now.”

Jim hadn’t moved. “You never
intended to go see him. You just
wanted help getting out of the
prison.”

" He laughed at Jim. He didn’t
say anything, just laughed. “The
farmer,” he thought.

Jim said, “Papa was right when
he told me you weren’t worth it.”

He laughed.

Jim went on, “Maybe he was
right about the other things he
told me.”

He laughed again, but it didn’t
quite come off. He saw, in mem-
ory, his father's twisted grin, his
eyes looking deep into him.

But Jim wasn't looking at him
the way Papa had.Jim didn’t real-
ly know. He was just parroting
Papa.

He laughed again, and the mo-
ment passed. They began dividing
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up the gear they were going to
take with them. Jim split the mon-
ey he had with him, ten dollars to
each of them. But Jim wouldn’t
touch the gun he offered him, one
of the two guns they took from
the guards when he escaped.

“Killing seems to be all right for
you, Bert. It’s your way of life. But
I don’t want to take anyone’s life,
and carrying that gun might make
it too easy for me to do that.”

They walked ten miles through
the woods in the opposite direction
of the swamp and hitched a ride on
the highway. They dropped off at
the nearest good sized town and
walked to the bus station. Jim was
heading south, to Papa and the
farm. He was heading west, as
good a direction as any.

They were saying their good-bys
when it happened. Jim was no
longer enthusiastic, he was de-
pressed, but still there was a reluc-
tant admiration in his face for his
older brother and what he was—
bandit (not thief), convict (not
prisoner), expert gunman (not
killer). Out of the corner of his eye
he saw movement, quick and si-
lent, and a hard hand grabbed his
elbow tightly.

In an instant his attention had
left the admiration in Jim’s face,
and focused on this new thing. He
turned his head, his hand already
digging into his waistband while
his shoulders hunched forward
and coldness suddenly gripped his
belly. He saw a stocky, hard man,
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with a heavy face, and a hand
reaching into his coat.

There was little thought in what
followed. His hand came out with
the guard’s gun, and he pressed it
against the man’s belly, twisting a
little to do so, and he squeezed off
two shots, feeling himself swelling
in size and power and growing
taller as he pulled the trigger. He
was the biggest man in the world
at that moment. Always he felt the
same way when he had a gun on
somebody.

The first shot was muffled
against the man, but it knocked
him back, away from the gun, and
the second shot sounded indecent-
ly loud, and looking at the man’s
face, he saw he had made a mis-
take. The man was no cop. In-
stead of anger and frustration in
the face, there was surprise and
wonder. As the man slid and fold-
ed towards the floor, his hand
came out of his pocket holding a
bus ticket. He had been going to
ask some sort of a foolish question.

He stood exposed, the object of
everybody’s attention, and he
crouched, with shoulders hunched
and gun slightly forward, facing
the crowd in the terminal, all ene-
mies, all pressing in on him.

Actually, few in the terminal yet
knew anything was wrong. The
few who had sensed something
amiss were not professionals in
this field of death, and had not yet
been able to focus their attention
away from normal, everyday oc-
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currences. There were two excep-
tions, two policemen who had
heard the last shot from opposite
ends of the large waiting room,
were now racing towards him
through the crowd, guns drawn.

He was no longer the biggest
man in the world. He felt quite a
bit smaller than normal, and cold-
ness had gripped his belly again.
He took a step towards Jim, noting
the open-mouthed horror on his
face, eyes seeing nothing but the
remembrance of the shooting. He
took another step, past Jim, then
turned and grabbed his brother as
a shield. He got off two shots at
the cop coming up on his right,
and saw his leg give way and
throw him, sprawling, on the
floor. Then he turned towards the
other cop and emptied his gun at
him. Then there was no more fir-
ing, and both cops were lying,
still, on the floor. .

Everything, from his first pull-
ing out his gun when he felt his
elbow gripped, had taken but a
few seconds. It had happened so
fast, he was never able to remem-
ber which cop had fired the two
shots he felt hit his brother, felt
them hit with force that punched
the body back into him, and heard
the breath pushed out each time

Now Jim’s body was sagging.
and Jim was mumbling, “Bert!
Bert!” And he let Jim go and felt
him drop to the floor as he turned
to run, and still he hadn’t had one
real thought since it had started.

71



He was about 15 feet away and
moving fast, when he turned, why
he never knew, and looked at him.
His brother was sprawled on the
floor, his head up, looking at him.
His mouth was moving. It seemed
to be saying, “Bert! Bert!” And
there was a thing in the face, in the
eyes, that he didn’t completely un-
derstand at that moment. And then
whatever it was in the face, in the
eyes, went away, and the eyes
dulled and died, and he turned,
and in a moment was out of the
terminal and away.

In the night, after lying in wat-
ery ditches, half buried in refuse,
he went out of the town hanging
underneath a train. He traveled
500 miles before he left the train
and started a wild crime spree that
wound itself up and down and
across five states.

His hold-ups were brutal and
unplanned, quite unlike his old
style, and he threw the money
away in orgies of spending that

seemed compulsive. As soon as the

money was gone, he went on an-
other job. His lack of planning
was his success. The police could
work up no pattern in his opera-
tions.

At the beginning, his flamboy-
ance attracted a gang around him,
but his senseless daring and brutal-
ity, and his inability to rest drove
them away and at the end he was
operating alone.

Then he disappeared, for a

week, for two weeks, until he was
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spotted heading for his Papa’s
farm, riding the buses, in broad
daylight, making no attempt at
disguise. Word went out to all po-
lice, “Don’t go near him when he
is in vicinity of other people. Ex-
tremely dangerous.”

It was dark when he got off the
bus at the road that ran up to his
father's farm. He walked up the
dirt road that stretched palely
ahead in the darkness. The house
was quiet when he reached it.
“Papa!” he called, entering. There
Was No answer.

“Papal!” he called again. “Wake
up, Papa. I want to show you
something.”

There was no answer. He en-
tered his father’s bedroom. It was
empty. He wandered through the
entire house, calling. There was no
answer. There was only the dark-
ness and his own footsteps. in the
darkness.

Then the darkness was gone
and there was light. An explosion
of light, hard and bright, that
poured in through every window.
And the booming of a loudspeak-
er telling him to come out.

“It’s about time you got here,” he
thought.

“Papa!” he called. “Hurry. I want
to show you something. Hurry,
Papa.” And he walked to the door,
drawing his gun.

He opened the door and stepped
out immediately. Straight into the
blinding light of the spots. He
walked towards the lights, his eyes
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almost closed against them, firing
straight ahead.

He didn’t know how many
times he had been hit before he
went down. Actually, he had re-
ceived 15 slugs in his body, all in a
matter of a few seconds. He had
been leaning forward as he
walked, into the force of the bul-
lets. He had fallen forward on his
face when the firing had ceased.

He didn't feel any pain. He just
felt nicely tired, tired and comfort-
able. He thought that now, per-
haps, Papa would change that
grin. He had gotten very tired of
always remembering that grin.
And recently Papa’s grin had be-
come the same as Jim’s last look at
him from the terminal floor. Every
time he would relax he would see
either Papa’s twisted, sardonic
grin, or Jim’s face with the staring
eyes and the silently moving
mouth, and the something else
that he didn’t understand, that he
wouldn’t let himself understand,
that he understood and didn’t
want to remember. And the two
faces would alternate in his head
when he was trying to sleep, and
all the women and the booze and
the hold-ups and the shooting
couldn’t drive the faces away. And
the two faces would blend into one
face and be one face, and that was
silly, because they were two quite
different faces.

And it had been impossible to
sleep, and he was very tired of not
sleeping, of not being able even to
relax, and very tried of seeing the
faces all the time, and now he
would not see them anymore. Ev-
erything was squared away now.

There were no more faces, and
he relaxed, and he felt he smiled,
although he didn’t. Then the pain
came, very fast, and completely
filling him, and then there was no
pain, only blackness, and then
there was nothing.

A sergeant and a young police-
man walked slowly up to the body.
The sergeant carried a high-pow-
ered rifle held down by his hip. It
was aimed always at the body. He
stopped and toed the body over on
its back. It rolled loosely, like a
sack of salt. The sergeant had per-
sonally pumped three bullets into
the body when it was still a man.

“He must have been very
brave,” said the young policeman.

“Brave, hell,” said the sergeant.
“He was nuts.”

“What was he yelling inside the
house?” asked the young police-
man.

“He was calling for his old man,
who’s been dead for over a
month.”

The sergeant turned and walked
away from the body. “Not brave,
just plain nuts,” he said. “Not
braveatall.”
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from the boys

It was obviously puppy-love . . . but this pup had teeth.

THE MEN FROM THE BOYS

BY ALLYN DENNIS

RAMONA CaHiLL was probably
the most seductive witch
who ever wriggled down the back
alleys of Alderbrook. She had the
kind of face you see in ads for sexy
cigarettes, and the way she wore
her clothes left no doubt in any-
body’s mind that everything she
had was real and ready.

But her so-called charms had no
effect on me. I wanted to kill her
before I ever layed eyes on her.

I don’t know exactly what I was
looking for the day I found those
sickening letters in Danny’s room,
but there’s no getting around the
fact that I was looking for some-
thing. He'd been spending enough
time in there lately to invent a new
use for the atom, but I knew
darned good and well he wasn’t
doing any homework in chemistry
—or Latin—or English—or any-
thing else that would get him. out
of high school with enough cred-
its to get into college. No kid that
age ever gets glassy-eyed from too
much studying. There was some-
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thing else on his mind, but I
couldn’t find out what it was.

I tried the motherly approach a
couple of times. That is to say, I
grabbed him by the chin and made
him look me in the eye.

“What'’s the matter with you?” I
demanded.

“Leave me alone,” he'd groan,
then stumble off to his room and
slam the door.

I also tried good old reliable
Frank de Julio, but for the first
time inr several vears, I got no help
there.

“Do like the boy says, Amy.
Leave him alone. And above all,”
he warned, “don’t go barging into
his room with some lame excuse,
like bringing him milk and cook-
ies. You won't fool him—and you
won’t catch him at anything. All
you’ll do is tip off the fact that
you’re trying to.”

I could feel my ears getting
warm, so I stormed out of Frank’s
office before the tell-tale blush
spread to my face. I'd already tried
the milk-and-cookies routine. Like
Frank said, it didn’t work. I was
sure I'd heard a rustling noise of
some sort (and I know, now, what
it was) but by the time I got the
door open, Danny was stretched
out on the bed, staring at the ceil-
ing.

“You forgot to knock,” was all
he said.

Suddenly, I was aware of his
voice. It was deep and resonant,
like a man’s voice. I looked from
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the snack tray I was holding to the
six-foot form on the bed, and I got
a crazy impulse to ask this strang-
er what he was doing in my little
boy’s room. What I actually said
was even sillier.

I said, “Get your feet off the bed-
spread.”

By the time I got the tray back
to the kitchen, the cookies were
soggy with spilled milk and tears.
Oh, Damn! Why couldn’t T ever
say the right thing to that kid?
Why couldn’t T reach him? Other
people tell me their troubles. They
tell me when I'm not even inter-
ested! Out of twenty or thirty cus-
tomers who come into my beauty
shop every day, at least five will
force me to listen to things they
shouldn’t tell anyone but a psychi-
atrist. I could get enough on Mrs.
Jones to blackmail her, simply by
saying “Hi. How are you?” ...
but I couldn’t find the right words
to get my own son to open up to
me.

I can’t claim- that T always know
when Danny’s in trouble. There
have been times (too many, in
fact) when I've been the lasz one to
know. That's one reason I was so
worried. He hadn’t even tried the
usual cover-up tricks to keep me
from getting nosey. His only de-
fense was a wall of silence . . . and
every time I tried to break through,
it just grew a little thicker.

Well, T had to do something! 1
didn’t know what, but something.
I didn’t exactly plan it, but— The
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first time I saw a few blank spaces
in my appointment book and had
one of my operators free to watch
the reception desk, I grabbed a
broom and dustpan, and ran up-
stairs to “clean” Danny’s room.
Clean, ha! Who did I think I was
kidding? The room, like Danny,
was cool and immaculate. The
only thing out of place was me.
Many’s the time I've pounded on
the door and demanded that he
open it, but I'm sure it would never
cross Danny’s mind that I might
sneak in sometime when he was-
"n't looking.

I guess that’s why he hadn’t
gone to any elaborate pains to hide
the letters. I found them in a
white leather keep-sake box, along
with a few other mementos he real-
ly treasures; a picture of his father,
merit badges he earned in Scouts,
and my wedding ring. Among
such things as these, I found the
kind of unspeakable filth that even
a modern-day novelist couldn’t
write without vomiting.

At first, I refused to believe
what I was reading. I tried to tell
myself it was something he’d cop-
ied from a trashy book. But the
letters weren’t in his handwriting,
and most of them were signed
“Ramona”. Later on, she had more
intimate ways of identifying her-
self, but by the time I got that far,
I was too sick at my stomach to do
more than blink at the signatures.

The first few were just mushy.
There was much talk of his “beau-

THE MEN FROM THE BOYS

tiful strength” and the “sweet
agony of unfulfilled love”. Those
were dated back to early summer
. .. back to when I had the right
idea and let Frank talk me out of
it. I'd wanted to yank Danny out
of that Little Theater Group and
find him some healthier outlet for
his energy.

“But he doesn’t want to be a box-
boy in a supermarket,” Frank had
protested. “He wants to be an ac-
tor.”

“He just thinks he wants to be
an actor,” I snapped. “That’s ex-
actly why I want to get him away
from those beatniks! They're fill-
ing him with all sorts of crazy
ideas! He should be with kids his
own age, doing things that nor-
mal kids do.”

That was the wrong thing to say
to Frank, and I knew it the minute
the words were out of my mouth.
I flicked my eyes away from the
“checkmate” expression I could
see coming, and tired to get inter-
ested in what the pigeons were
doing on the courthouse steps,
three stories below. I kind of
hoped he’d let that pass and go on
to a safer subject, but of course, he
didn’t.

“When was the last time you
noticed Danny chumming around
with kids hisown age?”

I kept my mouth shut and my
eyes on the pigeons. I wasn’t going
to get trapped into another one of
those arguments. I always lost.
Frank claimed that Danny was a
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loner by choice, and that I was giv-
ing him all sorts of complexes by
trying to make him over into my
idea of an average boy. Well, I was
not! T just wanted the kid to have
some fun. I hated to see him off in
some lonely corner with nothing
but a book for company, when all
the other boys were playing Kick-
The-Can or Stickball. And how
could he know he wouldn't like
things like baseball or football if he
wouldn’t even try? But every time
I'd talk him into getting out and
mixing it up with the other kids,
something always ient wrong.
That’s how I first met Frank. Lieu-
tenant de Julio is his title, and
Juvenile Detail has been his as-
signment for the past ten vyears.
Danny was only about twelve or
thirteen the first time Frank
brought him home to me instead
of booking him. (Danny had been
out getting some fresh air and ex-
crcise, all right. He and two or
three other little sports. had been
systematically shattering the win-
dows of every vacant house in the
district.)

“Okay,” I surrendered, giving up
on the pigeons, “so every time I
push him toward a crowd of nor-
mal, happy kids, he manages to
side-step them and latch onto some
other misfit. Okay, T get the mes-
sage. The boys I consider nice, he
considers dull. I know, I know,”
I rushed on, blocking Frank’s at-
tempt to start on his favorite lec-
ture. “You sav Danny is more ma-
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ture than most boys his age. Well, /
say he’s getting too big for his
britches, and I say this Little Thea-
ter Group isn’t helping one
damned bit!”

Fank sighed and gave me his
what-am-I-going-to-do-with-you
look. “Danny’s getting too old to
jump every time you clear your
throat, my dear. If you want to dis-
courage this acting kick, you're go-
ing to have to find some other way
of doing it besides bellowing at him
like a drill sergeant. At this age, it’s
instinctive for him to start bucking
authority. Particularly,” he added
with a teasing grin, “his mother’s
authority. What he needs—"

“Don’t!” T cut him off sharply.
“Don’t tell me again that what
Danny needs is a father.”

Add that to the things I wish I
hadn’t said. The room grew very
quiet, with a nobody-home feeling,
and I tried not to watch the birth-
mark on Frank’s cheek flare up like
somebody’d slapped him. The red-
ness disappeared in a second or
two, like it always does, and his face
took on the color and consistency
of granite.

“I wasn’t going to say that,” he
replied evenly. “And I won'’t ever
say -it again—under any circum-
stances. I was going to say that
what Danny needs is a mother—a
mother who might at least try to
understand that a sensitive boy isn’t
necessarily a sissy, and that one
who is different from the common
herd isn’t necessarily a freak.”
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“I never said that!” I tried to yell
at him ... but the words got
caught in my throat, choking it up
like wet tea-leaves clogging a drain.

Frank didn’t say anything. He
didn’t have to. I knew what he was
thinking. His eyes were like mir-
rors, forcing me to look at an image
of myself that I didn’t want to see.
And I got the uncomfortable feel-
ing that I'd done exactly the same
thing to Danny. Sometime or an-
other, maybe I'd given Aim that
kind of a look . .. the kind of a
look that makes you want to crawl
away and -cry because you know
you're not very nice, but you don’t
know what to do about it.

“Well—well, could yoz talk to
him, Frank? You know how—"

“I'm not his father,” he said with
cold finality.

Oh God, I thought despairingly,
I must have cut him awfully deep
for him to turn so mean. Why do I
always say the first thing that pops
into my head? Won’t I ever learn to
give some thought to other people’s
feelings before relieving my own?
I'd had enough signs in the past
year or so to warn me that Frank
was getting serious, and that I was
going to have to do something
about it—but I didn’t realize he was
that serious, and I wouldn’t have
cooled him off that way for any-
thing in the world. I just wasn’t
thinking about Frank. I was think-
ing about Danny.

“Maybe I'm wrong,” I mumbled,
beginning to doubt that I'd ever
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been right about anything. “T'll
have to admit that Danny hasn’t
been in trouble since he started tak-
ing such an interest in debate and
dramatics at school. B-but he’s not
in school now,” I blurted, getting
all worked up again. “And these
aren’t kids he’s playing around
with!”

“They aren’t wild and wicked
actors, either,” Frank said with bit-
ing sarcasm. “They’re just ordinary
people, who’d rather get up on a
stage and wave their arms around
than go bowling. That doesn’t
make them beatniks. What else
have you got against them—besides
the fact that their idea of fun isn’t
the same as yours?”

“Well, . . . they drink a lot,” I
muttered, beginning to feel about
as foolish as I probably sounded.

For that, I got a derisive snort.
“So does the butcher and the baker
and the candlestick-maker. So do
an appalling number of ‘nice’ boys.
For that matter, so do I—and if
you'll excuse me,” he said in an
unmistakable tone of dismissal, “I
think I'll go out and tie one on right
now. Best idea I've had all day.”

He stood up, buttoned his coat,
and reached for his hat. For a cou-
ple of breathless seconds, I thought
he was kidding. But my feeble at-
tempt at a smile didn’t thaw him
one bit. He’d obviously had all he
could stand of me, and he didn’t
care how plainly it showed. I'd
never seen him like this!

“Frank, wait!” I found myself
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pleading. “There’s more. Listen! I
—I guess 1 should have told you
this in the first place instead of
beating around the bush, b-but I
was afraid it would sound silly.
Maybe it is silly. I don’t know. I
just don’t know, Frank.”

That’s when I told him about my
first glimmering suspicion of Ra-
mona. I must have sounded like a
33rpm record set at 45 and 1 guess
I didn’t make much sense. Frank
kept his hand on the doorknob all
the time I was talking, and the more
I jabbered, the more I realized how
little T had to say. When Danny
first got in with the Little Theater
Group, he’d talked about a “Mrs.
Cahill” as if she were a cross be-
tween Joan of Arc and Ethel Barry-
more. Now, he was calling her
“Ramona” and I didn’t like the way
he said it.

“Is that all?” Frank asked impa-
tiently.

“Well, it must mean something
when he begins every sentence with
‘Ramona says’ or ‘Ramona thinks’.
Just who in the hell is this Ramona?
That's what I want to know!”

“Some glamour-girl he’s got a
crush on,” Frank shrugged indif-
ferently. “Big deal. When I was his
age, I had the hots for Betty Grable.
I got over it. He will, too.” He
settled his hat purposefully and
opened the door. “She probably
doesn’t even know he’s alive. A lot
of us poor saps throw our hearts
away on women who couldn’t care
less. But we all get over it, Amy,”
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he said pointedly, then added with
a grim smile, “It only hurts for a
little while.”

He didn’t slam the door when he
left. He just closed it like a book
he’d finished and was about to for-
get.

It’s easy to look back now and see
what happened and why, but at the
time, I didn’t have a crystal ball—or
much insight, either. All I could do
was follow the habit-pattern of half
a lifetime and listen to the small
voice inside me which kept saying
“Take care of yourself, kid. No-
body’s going to do it for you”. I
learned that at the age of sixteen,
when my stepmother decided she’d
had enough of me. I had a refresher
course at eighteen, when my hus-
band left me with a six-month-old
baby and no visible means of sup-
port.

I'm not offering that as an excuse.
I'm just trying to explain why it
was instinctive for me to shove
Frank’s personal feelings to the
back of my mind and only remem-
ber what he’d said about Danny.
In short, he’d said T should leave
Danny alone to work out his own
problems. He’d also said, in effect,
that he was through acting as go-
between when Danny got too much
for me to handle.

So I'm on my own, I thought de-
fensively. So what’s new?

It was a long summer—a very
long summer . . . and, in spite of
the heat, I found I'd developed a
strange habit of clutching myself as

MANHUNT



if T were cold. The last time I
caught myself doing that, I woke
up to the fact that I'd been fighting
the impulse to call Frank about a
Danny-type problem.

Don'’t be silly, I lectured myself
severely. Who's raising this kid,
you or Frank? I wished I hadn’t
brought that up. It reminded me
how many problems I'd had with
Danny before I met Frank, and
how few I'd had since.

On the other hand, since I'd
stopped taking problems zo Frank,
I hadn’t had any problems with
Frank—and that’s the way 1
wanted it. I'd spent nearly seven-
teen years in a back-breaking, heart-
breaking struggle for survival, and
I'd finally won. Now, I had every-
thing under control—under my
control . . . and I meant to keep it
that way. The last thing in the
world I wanted, or needed, was
another man messing up my life.
Frank was a nice guy, but there
was no getting around it; he was a
man. I was willing to overlook
that, but he wasn’t.

So I gritted my teeth and told
myself that summer would soon be
over. When school started, I figured
Danny wouldn’t have time for his
freakish friends. He'd be too busy
living it up as a mighty Senior; the
last school play, the last school
dance, the last big fling at the care-
free life.

But it didn’t work that way. By
October, when Danny got the only
Poor-Work (flunk warning) slip
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he’d ever had in his life, I knew my
troubles weren’t over. They were
just approaching some terrible cli-
max. The kid wouldn’t eat, he
couldn’t sleep, and he wouldn’t
talk.

That’s when I panicked and ran
back to Frank for help. That’s
when Frank told me, for the last
time, to leave Danny alone . . . and,
for the last time, to leave Aim alone.

That’'s why I practically tore
Danny’s room apart that day,
searching frantically for anything
that would give me a clue to what-
ever was eating him. And that’s
why, when I found the letters, 1
didn’t even consider turning them
over to Lt. Frank de Julio.

“She probably doesn’t even know
he’s alive,” he'd said, way back in
June.

She knew he was alive, all right
—every inch of him! In a couple of
those letters, she paid “glorious tri-
bute” to parts of that boy’s anatomy
that even / hadn’t checked since the
last time I dusted him with baby
powder!

I had to quit reading at that point.
I was sick—physically, retchingly
sick. The emetic effect of those
words doubled me up and sent me
reeling into the bathroom, then,
gagging me past all endurance,
finally threw me to my knees. After
what seemed to be hours, when I
was sure there was nothing left in
my stomach, I doused my face with
cold water and went back to my
reading.
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She left nothing to the imagina-
tion. The whole sordid affair was
spelled out, from the first time she
introduced him to the “sweet mys-
teries of love” to the last time she
was “consumed and consecrated”
by his “tender demands”. Every
stroke she’d taught him, every ca-
ress he’d improvised; all were
described in erotic detail. Those
weren’t love letters. They were
blueprints of corruption, designed
to keep him in a constant state of
wild desire. She knew what she
was doing.

Ramona Cahill was twenty-eight
years old. My son was seventeen.

I never did finish the letters. I
couldn’t. Waves of nausea kept
clouding my vision, beginning with
blinding flashes of red that faded to
a kind of sickening gray haze. I
sank to the floor and leaned my
head against the bed, closing my
eyes to shut out the awful contrast
between the boyhood souveniers
that decorated the walls and the
collection of pornography that told
how my son had become an
imitation-man. I was still trying to
bridge that shocking gap when
something warned me to raise my
head.

I don’t know how long Danny
had been standing in the doorway.
From the look of him, it might have
been twenty years. One hand was
clutching his schoolbooks and the
other pushed against the door-
frame as if he were holding up the
wall. All that moved were his eyes,
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black and enormous against a dead-
white face. His glance kept flicking
from me to the scattered letters and
back again, hating me a little more
each time.

As T struggled to my feet, his
voice cut across me like a whiplash.

“Don’t!” he warned in an oddly
pleading tone. “Don’t come near
me, Mother. I don’t want to hit
you.”

For a second or two, I just stood
there blinking at him. I couldn’t
believe my ears! Danny? Threaten-
ing me? Why, that little— Then I
stopped and took my first really
good look at him. He topped me by
at least ten inches, out-weighted me
by about eighty pounds, and was
just a breath away from going
completely berserk with rage. One
wrong move or one wrong word
from me, and he’d snap. But with
that shock came the certain knowl-
edge that if I backed down now, I'd
lose what little control I might have
over him.

“Sit down,” I ordered thickly.
“We've got to talk about this. I
don’t like it any better than you
do, but we've goz to talk it over,
Danny.”

Our eyes locked together like
they’d been magnetized . . . then,
very slowly, he eased into a chair. I
tried not to explode the breath I'd
been holding. My so-called “upper
hand” was still pretty shaky. I
couldn’t hold him in that chair any
longer than he wanted to be held.

“I'm not going to yell or make a
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big scene,” I said carefully. “I just
want to know one thing.” I took a
deep breath and picked up one of
the letters. “Is this past history, or
are you still involved with that
woman?”

He snatched the letter out of my
hands and, for a moment,T thought
he was going to ram it down my
throat. Instead, he got down on one
knee and began picking the rest of
them off the floor where I'd scat-
tered them. He tucked them back
in their envelopes like a mother
putting a baby to bed.

“Danny?”

“I love her, if that’s what you
mean by ‘involved,’ he finally an-
swered. “And don’t call her ‘that
woman’. Her name is Ramona.”

It’s a good thing he had his back
to me, because I know my face
twisted. I could feel it. The awful
thing was that I didn’t know
whether I was about to laugh or
cry. I jammed both hands against
my mouth and literally Aeld it shut.
That poor, stupid kid! He’d just
die if he knew how ridiculous—
how pathetic he looked and
sounded. Such dignity! Such nobil-
ity! He challenged me like Launce-
lot defending Guinevere . . . but in
a voice that still had an adolescent
.quaver. Oh, God. He reminded me
of a gangly pup, barking savagely
at a mailman.

What do I do now?, I wondered
helplessly. How do I rip away that
veil of romance she’s thrown over
everything and make him see what
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a distorted mess it really is? How
do I explain the difference between
love and sex? How does a mother
tell a seventeen-year-old boy about
the birds and bees when he already
knows about the Flowers of Evil?

“Will you listen to me for just a
minute?” I begged. “And for once,
try to believe I know what I'm talk-
ing about. Please, Danny . . . lis-
ten!”

He gave that long, drawn-out
sigh teenagers use to express the ut-
ter futility of trying to cope with
dim-witted parents, and walked.
over to stare out the window. The
urge to slap him silly was almost
more than I could bear, but I fought
it down and tried to keep my voice
calm.

“First of all, I want to make one
thing very clear. I'm not blam-
ing you for what’s happened. I'm
shocked. I'm disgusted. I'm mad
enough to kill somebody—but not
you, baby ... not you. I'll deal
with her later. Right now, I'm
more—"

“Don’t you go near Ramonal!”
He whirled on me with both fists
clenched, poised like a panther.
“Don’t you dare! I won’t have her
upset at a time like—"

“Upset?” I shrieked, losing all
control. “Why, you damp-eared lit-
tle punk! I could have her put in
jail for what she’s done to you—
and that’s exactly what I will do if
you push me one step further!”

That hit him like a well-aimed
kick. He opened and closed his
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mouth a couple of times, but noth-
ing came out. While he was still
gasping for breath, I let him have it
with both barrels.

“You're still a minor, young man,
and I'm still your legal guardian.
Maybe I don’t have what it takes to
keep you away from trouble, but I
sure as hell know how to keep zrou-
ble away from you. I can charge her
with statutory rape, and that’s the
last you’ll see of her until she’s eligi-
ble for parole.”

For the first time, I saw real fear
in his eyes.

“You wouldn't,” he whispered
hoarsely.

“Try mel!”

Staring him down, then, was the
hardest thing I've ever done in my
life. It was like sticking a knife in
him and holding it there until he
died. He came apart slowly, begin-
ning at the knees. He sank to the
bed, rather than sat . . . but still he
kept folding. His hands were shak-
ing so bad he could barely lift them
to cover his face.

Mine were cold and clammy, and
they hurt from being gripped too
tightly together. I didn’t dare tell
him I hadn’t meant what I said—
that the last thing in the world I'd
do would be to drag him through a
public scandal. As usual, I'd said
the first thing that occurred to me
—but I only meant to pin his ears
back, not cut his heart out! Dear
God, what kind of a hold did that
woman have over him?

Well, for the moment, mine was
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stronger. I hated having him see
me as some kind of monster, but if
that’s what it took to keep him in
check, so be it. I had to use any
means at hand to get him away
from her and keep him away until
I could talk some sense into him.

I started to do the right thing then.
I started to walk out of there and
leave him alone for awhile. But,

like Lot’s wife, I looked back. He

was so young and defenseless—and
so miserable! 1 couldn’t leave him
like that. I just couldn’t.

I knew better than to throw my
arms around him, or even to touch
him—but I got as close to him as I
dared and began to talk in what I
hoped was a soothing murmur. I
don’t know what all I said but, at
first, it seemed to be doing some
good. He stopped trembling and
started breathing normally. That,
too, would have been a good time
to shut up and leave him alone. He
hadn’t beén listening to what I said,
any more than I had. He'd simply
been lulled by the sound of my
voice . . . like a child coming out
of a nightmare. But I kept talking.
God help me, I kept talking.

All of a sudden, he was on his
feet and headed for the door.

“Danny! Where are you going?”

“Some place where I don’t have
to listen to you,” he spit. He
stopped at the door and looked

- back at me—a look of such utter

loathing that I had to close my eyes.
“You make me sick, talking about
what love is and what love isn't.
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You dont know anything about
love—or much else, for that matter.
All you know is how to make
money. And that,” he said with
quiet contempt, “is something any-
one can learn.”

By the time I found the strength,
or the courage, to open my eyes, he
was gone.

For a horrifying few minutes, I
really thought I was paralyzed. No
part of me would move; not my
arms, not my legs, nor my mind. I
could feel a terrible urgency well-
ing up inside me, but I couldn’t
think why. I had to do something
and do it quickly . . . but what?

Gradually, my brain began to
wrn over like a sluggish wheel. I
got its message, but without any
real meaning. It was just a sort of
mechanical order to move. And,
mechanically, T did.

“If you can’t keep Danny away
from trouble,” something kept re-
peating over and over, “then you’ve
got to keep trouble away from
him.”

I didn’t know where those crazy
words came from, but I didn’t stop
to wonder about it. I just grabbed a
phone book and started searching
through the C’s . . . Cahill, Cahill
I needed an address. Cahill, Sgt.
Thomas J.—902 East Walnut; the
only Cahill in the book. That had
to be it. That had to be where
Danny was headed; 902 East Wal-
nut.

For once, I blessed the heavy
traffic that slowed me down and
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force me to concentrate on driv-
ing. The narrow streets were slick
with rain and jam-packed with
tried and hungry wage-earners,
hurrying home for dinner. After
I'd inched my way through that
mess, I had time to realize where I
was going and sense enough to be
scared at how far I'd gone without
knowing it.

I parked a few doors down from
the Cahill home, and sat there for a
few minutes until I was sure I had
my wits about me. Every nerve in
my body was tingling with the urge
to do something violent; to scream,
to claw . . . to kill. I had to fight
that down before I went in there.
All T cared about was Danny. I
didn’t want him any more shook
up than he was already, so what-
ever I did had to be done as quickly
and quietly as possible. No big,
dramatic scenes that might give
Ramona a chance to play Camille—
and above all, no cat-fights that
might attract the neighbors.

It's a good thing I waited. If I'd
been thirty seconds quicker getting
to Ramona’s front door, I'd have
bumped into the man who came
out. Thank God, he didn’t see me!

I didn’t see much of him, either.
The nearest street light was a full
block away, and he turned in the
opposite direction from which I
was approaching. But I saw-
enough to know it was a man, not
a boy. I figured I’d just missed Sgt.
Thomas J. Cahill, and I heaved a
sigh or relief. For one thing, I
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didn’t want an irate husband
around to make things worse than
they already were. For another
thing, I was now sure that Danny
wasn’t with Ramona. Not yet, any-
way. He might be skulking out in
the alley, waiting for the all-clear
signal—but she wasn’t liable to
open the back door while I was
pounding on the front.

I didn’t waste time with polite
introductions. I brushed right past
her, found my way to the kitchen,
and locked the back door.

“What do you think you're do-
ing?” she screeched, trailing me at
a safe distance. “You get out of
here, or I'll call the cops!”

“Do that,” I smiled grimly. “And
when they get here, I'll tell them
about some letters I read this after-
noon—the ones you wrote to a
seventeen-year-old boy. Ever been
up on a morals charge before?”

In the dead silence that followed,
I had plenty of time to size her up.
She had a lush little figure that
would go to fat in another five
years, and a cascade of golden hair
that was too long to be stylish but
probably looked beguiling as hell
on a pillow. From a purely profes-
sional viewpoint, I could see it
wouldn’t be any trick at all to make
her look ten years younger—but
not until she wiped the pinched,
trapped-animal look off her face.
That added ten years.

“Who are you?” she croaked.

I told her, then had the satisfac-
tion of watching a few more years
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bite into her baby-doll face. Too
bad Danny can’t see her like this, I
thought. On top of everything else,
her make-up was smeared. Obvi-
ously, her husband had gone away
dumb but happy.

“You got no call to come barging
in here, threatening me,” she began
shakily. “It takes two to tango, you
know, and nobody held a gun at
Danny’s head. As a matter of
fact—"

“Never mind the details,” I cut

.her off. “I'm not interested. Now,

get this through your over-bleached
head and get it good. Do you know
what happens to nasty old men
who seduce young girls? Well, the
same thing happens to nasty old
women who seduce young boys!
It’s called statutory rape, and you
can get five or ten years in jail for it.
Ask any lawyer. And while you’re
at it, make sure he’s a damned good
one. Those letters are enough to
hang you.”

I saw a momentary flicker of
panic in her eyes befor she dropped
them and turned away from me.
Then, like any cornered rat, she
zeroed in on the basics of sheer sur-
vival. I could almost see busy little
thought-motors churning as she
paced the room, aimlessly picking
things up and putting them down.
Knowing her type, I half-expected
her to smash a bottle and come at
me with the broken end.

“I sure hate to see Danny get

hurt,” she said finally, with an elab-

orate sigh of mock regret. “I really
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do. He’s a nice kid.” Suddenly, her
voice lost its tiny-girl softness and
began dripping with venom. “But
he’s not going to look like a nice
kid if I have to defend myself in
court—and he’s not going to feel
like a nice kid if you start making
a public fool out of him. That’s all
he needs right now,” she snorted,
“having the whole town watch
while Big Mama throws her weight
around.”

“Now, look,” I said, fighting to
keep my voice steady, “I didn’t
come here to exchange insults with
“vou. I came to warn you. Get away
from Danny, and stay away. If
you've got a brain in your head,
you'll take that warning and back
off. 'm only going to tell vou once.
After I leave here, you've got ex-
actly one hour to send that kid
home. Either you get rid of him—
and make a godd, permanent job of
it, or T'll get rid of you. It’s as sim-
ple as that.”

“Hey, wait a minute!”

I didn’t stop, or even slow down.
I'd done all the talking I was going
to do . . . to her. Maybe I couldn’t
scare her, but I was willing to bet
her husband could.

“You'd better get away from that
door,” I told her calmly, looking at
my watch. “Your home is dwin-
dling to—"

“No! You're not leaving me
holding any bag like that! If you
know anything at all, you know I
gave Danny the brush a long time
ago—and you probably know why.
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So just what are you trying to pull,
and what makes you think I'll sit
still for it?”

She wasn’t bluffing. One look at
her face told me that. Something
also told me I'd better take it easy.
While I already knew more than I
wanted to know, I was beginning
to suspect I didn’t know all I
needed to know.

Unfortunately, it didn’t take Ra-
mona long to figure that out. She
wasn't as dumb as she looked. By
the time I'd satisfied myself that
she’d made a final and complete
break with Danny, I'd also be-
trayed my own ignorance. From
then on, she fed me just enough
information to get me off her back.

I thought the broken romance
explained Danny’s fits of black de-
spair and, as far as I was con-
cerned, it was good news. Let him
brood. He'd get over it. And my
worst fear (that she might play
him like a yo-yo just for kicks) was
quickly dispelled when I found
out she had her hooks into some-
one else. I was glad to hear it, but
her gall left me breathless.

“Wow!” 1 exclaimed, shaking
my head. “If your husband ever—"

“He shipped out of here months
ago,” she said tiredly. “He’s the
least of my worries.”

“Then that man who left, just
before I came in, wasn’t your hus-
band?”

“Not yet,” she said wryly, with a
funny little smile flicking off and
on. She gave me an oddly specu-
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lative look, almost as if she’d con-
sider letting me in on the joke if I
really wanted to know.

I didn’t. My only interest in Mr.
X was the fervent hope that he
wouldn’t skip town. I wanted Ra-
mona kept busy for a good, long
time.

“Are you sure you can handle a
man?” I couldn’t resist digging.
“They aren’t as easy to con as little
boys.”

That brought her chin up. It
wasn’t the steadiest chin I've ever
seen, but it gave a small hint of
the dignity she was trying to put
across.

“Mrs. Devlin, no matter what
you think of me, you've got to be-
lieve one truth. I swear to God, I
had no idea how young Danny
was. I had no way of knowing! I
met him—"

“I know where you met him, but
the theater couldn’t have been rhat
dark—not all the time.” T let my
eyes drift slowly over her selling
points, making no attempt to con-
ceal my revulsion. “I can under-
stand what he saw in you. He’s got
normal glands. But I'll never un-
derstand what a drooly babe like
him could do for a woman like
you.”

“Well, for one thing,” she retort-
ed, eyes blazing, “he didn’t treat
me like I'd just crawled out of the
woodwork. For the first time in
my life, T felt like a real—” She
stopped suddenly, as if she’d just
realized who she was talking to.
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Shrugging her shoulders, she
turned away from me and lit a cig-
arette. “Oh, why don’t you just
write me off as a sex-fiend and for-
get it,” she muttered.

I almost made it to the door. If
she just hadn’t given me that part-
ing shot. . . .

“And give Danny a chance to
forget it,” she added, putting so
much authority into her tone that
I instinctively stopped and turned
to look at her. “This could be your
last chance to do something right
for that kid. Just this once,” she
fairly begged, “do him a favor,
huh? Keep your big mouth shut.”

My voice couldn’t have been
more than a whisper. I barely
heard it myself.

“Why, you filthy tramp! How
dare you stand there and tell me
how to take care of my son! After
what you've done to him, I may
never get him clean again—but I'll
try. I'll do my best to teach him
the difference between the act of
love and the rotten perversions
you've taught him. I don’t want
him contaminating some nice girl
with that kind of sick sensualism.”

“It isn’t women like me who
ruin boys like Danny. It’s mothers
like you!” she screamed at me.
“Fools who feed them peanut-but-
etr  sandwiches when they're
starved for affection! Battle-axes
who make them wonder if women
rule the whole world, and if there’s
any use in fighting it!”

Through a fog of fury, I saw her
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dim outline moving toward me
like a creeping cat.

“Don’t curl your lip at me,” she
snarled. “I at least headed him in
the right direction. With the start
you gave him, it’s a .wonder he
didn’t turn into a goddam queer!
But kept it up, Big Mama. You
could still—"

She got too close. The next thing-

I knew, she was lying in a heap on
the floor and my right arm hurt
clear up to the shoulder.

But I'm sure I only hit her once.
I'm sure!

I don’t remember driving home,
I haven't the faintest idea what time
I got there. I'm not even sure what
time it was when I heard Danny
comein.

But I know it was Danny. I
know I spoke to him, and I know
he answered me. I'll never forget
how soothing he sounded, and
what a flood of relief swept over
me.

“Yes, Mother,” he whispered.
“I'm home. You can go to sleep
now.”

I must have dropped off imme-
diately. Numb with exhaustion
and lulled by the assurance that
Danny was safe, I slept like I'd
been drugged. It was the last
peaceful sleep I was to have for a
long, long time.

I came groggily awake, irriatted
by a noise I only half-heard. Some-
one was pounding on the door
with one hand, and leaning on the

bell with the other. I blinked daz-
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edly at my watch, and practically
fell out of bed. Ye gods, who
would make such a racket at six
o’clock in the morning?

It was Frank. He wanted to
know where Danny was.

“In bed, of course! Where did
you think he’d be at this hour?”

I started to ask him what he
wanted, but he didn’t give me a
chance. He was past me and down
the hall before I could get the
words out of my mouth.

“Amy!” he shouted.
here!”

He was standing in the middle
of Danny’s room, pointing a trem-
bling finger at the bed. With a lack
of awarness bordering on stupidity,
I noticed how neat and tidy it
looked. There was nobody in it.

Frank cleared my head by shak-
ing me until my teeth rattled.

“He isn’t here, Amy! He hasn’t
been here all night! Now, snap out
of it. You've got to help me find
him.”

Frank did his best to break it to
me gently, but there is no easy way
to tell a mother that her son is be-
ing hunted by every policeman in
town, on or off-duty.

“They don’t know who they’re
looking for yet,” he told me. “All
they’ve got is a general description.
But I knew the minute I heard it—
that, and the name of the victim.
Oh, God!” he cried with helpless
anguish. “Why couldn’t he have
been in bed when I got here? I
wanted to find him asleep! I never
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wanted anything so bad in my
life.”

At five o'clock that morning,
acting on an anonymous phone
call, detectives from the Homicide
Division had gone to an address on
East Walnut; there, they had dis-
covered the body of a white female
American, between twenty-five
and thirty years old, teniatively
identified as one Ramona Cahill.
She had been beaten to death. Her
assailant was unknown, but police
were seeking a white male Ameri-
can, youthful appearance {probably
under twenty), who had been seen
in the vicinity shortly before the
crime had been reported.

That ran through my head just
as matter-of-factly as I've put it
down here. I wasn’t hysterical. I've
never been more controlled 1n my
life.

“Danny didn't kill her,” 1 said
calmly. “Idid.”

Frank was the one who got all
choked up. He put his arms
around me and rubbed his cheek
against my hair. “Honey, you can’t
help him that way,” he murmured.
“Let me handle this. Don’t try
to—-"

“Rule the world?” T burst out
wildly. “Is that what you were go-
ing to tell me not to do? Please
don’t say that to me, Frank. That's
what Ramona said to me just be-
fore 1 killed her. I don’t want to
kill you, Frank—Db-but I'm afraid I
c-can’t s-stand having anvone else
t-tell me. . . "
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The rest was smothered out in
sobs that nearly strangled me. I
wanted so badly to make him un-
derstand what I'd done, but the
more [ tried to talk, the harder it
was to breathe. Finally, I gave up
and just sagged against him.

It was warm and dark and quiet
in his arms. It was like going to
sleep when you think you can’t
sleep. He held me there until all
the agony drained out of me and
into him. I know that's where it
went. because 1 saw it in his face
when he sat me down and began
10 uestion me.

I told him the whole story, trom
beginning to end, and he listened
without interrupting me . . . the
first time. Then he took me back
over some of the high points, start-
ing in the middle and working
both ways. By the time we were
through, I was all confused and he
scemed to know more than I did.

“You didn’t kill her,” he said
flaly. “Even without the time ele-
ment, I'd know that. You aren’t
strong enough. I saw the body,” he
added gently, stopping me before I
could point out how small Ramona
was . or had been. “Whoever
worked her over did an almost pro-
fessional job of it. I'd say he was
either a mighty big man, or an in-
sane one.” The faraway tone of his
voice matched the look in his eyes.
He was seeing something horrible.
“I can’t believe Danny did that.”

He squeezed his eyes shut and
shook his head, then got down to
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business. He wanted to see the let-
. ters. Most particularly, he wanted
to check the onesI hadn’t read.

“She thought you knew they’d
broken up, and she suspected you’d
figured out why. I think the an-
swer is in those last few letters,
and I think its something we need
to know.”

Yes, it was something we needed
to know—but we didn’t find it in
the letters. They were gone. I had-
n’t dreamed that bit about Danny
coming in last night. He’d been
here just long enough to pick up
the letters.

“No, it isn’t your fault!” Frank
said furiously. “None of this is your
fault. It’s mine. You tried to tell me
this was building months ago, and
I wouldn’t listen. Me and my hurt
little feelings! Me and my pig-
headed pride!” He slammed his
fist against the wall. It stayed there
like it was nailed, while his head
slowly came to rest in his arm. It
muffled his voice, but it didn’t
cover up the tears he was trying to
hide. “I could have stopped this
before it ever got started. Why did-
n’t I? Danny needed me. You
needed me. Where was I all that
time?”

It might have been Danny I
pulled away from that wall. At the
moment, I didn’t know one from
the other. I wasn’t seeing Frank
and Danny separately. In a strange
sort of way, I saw them as one.
They were both part of me, and
we all hurt. If we were ever to get
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well again, we had to do it to-
gether.

And that’s the way it was. From
then on, Frank didn’t try to spare
me any of the deatils. Everything
he knew, I knew—just as soon as
he could get to a phone. Waiting
was the hard part; waiting for the
phone to ring, hearing the news
. .. good or bad, then waiting for
the phone toring again.

Sgt. Thomas J. Cahill was
AW.OL. from a base somewhere
in Alabama. He'd been gone long
enough to get here, even if he’d
walked most of the way. That was
good news. Sgt. Cahill was a
trained Commando. He could kill
almost anyone with his bare hands,
and he’d had plenty of reason to
kill his wife. Did he know that?

While I waited, I also had to
wonder if Sgt. Cahill knew about
Danny. Was Danny running from
the police, or Sgt. Cahill? Had
Sgt. Cahill found him? Frank had-
n’t.

Neighbors hadn’t noitced any
unusual noise or activity at the Ca-
hill residence the night before.
They said it was always noisy at
the Cahill residence, men coming
and going at all hours of the day
and night; some in uniform, and
some not. They didn’t know any of
them, and cared less. It was a milk-
man who'd spotted the tall, dark-
haired youth stumbling down the
street in the early morning hours.
He thought the kid looked drunk,
and he thought he was too young

9



to be in such a disgraceful condi-
tion. That was the only reason he’'d
taken a second look.

“l know he didn’t kill her,”
Frank said with conviction, “and 1
just hope he isn’t a material wit-
ness. But I do think he was the one
who discovered the body and
called in the report. Whoever it was
tried to get my extension. Who but
Danny,” he laughed shakily,
“would report a murder to the Ju-
venile Division? Who but 1Janny
would remember my phone num-
ber when he was in a state of
shock ?”

We both agreed that he was still
wandering around someplace, not
knowing where he was or even
who he was. But neither of us was
really convinced of that. We want-
ed to believe it because it was the
least of what could have happened
to Danny. We didn’t remind each
other what an awful amount of
time had elapsed, and how unlikely
it was that a dazed bov could
stumble around that long ‘ithout
somebody finding him.

Somebody found Ramona’s last
lover. That wasn’t what it said in
the report, but that’s the way it
stacked up. The body of a man,
later identified as Lt. Arnold M.
Stokely, had been found in a drain-
age ditch a few miles out of town
He, too, had been beaten to death.
At one time, Sgt. Cahill had served
under Lt. Stokely. To put it crude-
ly, but briefly, so had Mrs. Cabhill.
The lieutenant had last been seen
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at approximately four o'clock the

_previous afternoon, when he left

the base after receiving an urgent
message to “call Ramona”.

He had to be the man I'd seen
coming out of her place. Chances
were, Sgt. Cahill had been stalking
him even then. But where had
Danny been all that time? Where
was he now?

The last phone call was the
worst. That was the one Frank
tried to hedge. He didn’t want to
tell me all of it, but he gave himsell
away when he said the coroner’s
report showed w/hy Ramona had
been killed. He didn’t say “how”;
he said “why.” Then he quickly
started talking about scrapings un-
der her fingernails. I stopped him
cold and made him goback.

“I meant how!”

“No, you didn’t. You were too
anxious to change the subject. Why
was she killed, Frank?”

“She was pregnant,” he finally
admitted.

“How long?” I demanded.
blocking another rapid discourse
on the fingernails.

“It—uh—it’s pretty hard to—"

“How long?”

He took a shuddering breath,
and tried again. “It could have
been any one of a dozen guys.”

He was still grabbing at that
straw when I hung up. I might
have believed him, and I'm sure
Sgt. Cahill was way ahead of us
on guesswork. Ramona herself,
might have had some doubts.
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But Danny wouldn’t.

Now, at last, I knew what had
been in those last few letters . . .
and how little it would have mat-
tered if I had read them all yester-
day. There was nothing I could
have done for Danny yesterday—or
the day before, or the week before.
And with the merciless clarity that
comes with hindsight, I also knew
I wouldn’t have been of any more
help to him a few months ago than
I was at this moment.

Now that I didn’t want to look,
I could see the whole thing clearly.
I could even see Ramona more ob-
jectively. She’d been telling the
truth when she said she hadn’t
known how old Danny was when
they first met. I knew when she
found out, though. It must have
come as a dreadful shock to her
when, finding she was pregnant
and knowing she couldn’t pass the
baby off as her husband’s, she dis-
covered that her one “noble” lover
needed his mother’s consent to do
the “right” thing by her. I don’t
know how long it took her to size
up the situation and start scram-
bling around for alternate solu-
tions; I just know it was too late
for her, or anyone else, to convince
Danny that he wasn’t responsible
for what happened to her after that.

Poor little boy. He didn’t know
he was taking on problems that a
grown man couldn’t handle, but
how he must have tried! And every
time he tried, he could only have
succeeded in making things worse.

THE MEN FROM THE BOYS

If he finally realized there was
nothing he could do, then he just
had to sit still and watch things get
worse all by themselves . . . while
someone he loved paid a terrible
price for his inadequacy. Without
understanding why, he had to
learn’ that love does not conquer
all; sometimes it destroys.

I was learning and I didn’t un-
derstand, either. All T had to go on
was a meaningless montage of ac-
cusations, coming at me from no-
where and going nowhere.

“—What Danny needs is a moth-
er—”

“—It isn’t women like me who
ruin boys like Danny. It’s mothers
like you, mothers like you, moth-
erslikeyou—" There was an an-
swer there someplace, but I could-
n’t find it. I didn’t know how.

Or maybe that was the answer. I
hadn’t been a good mother because
I didn’t know how. It wasn’t any-
thing I had done to Danny that
made him run from me instead of
to me. It was something I hadn’t
done. I hadn’t given him the un-
derstanding he needed. I didn’t
know how.

The search for Danny shouldn’t
have started at dawn. It should
have started years ago, while there
was still some hope of finding him.

It ended at a place called Coop-
er’s Crossing, about twenty miles
downstream. That’s where they
pulled him from the river.

“He didn’t jump,” Frank told
me. “He walked into the river. He
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didn’t know where he was going.
He just walked until his strength
gave out, that’s all. Thank God, it
was broad daylight. If it had been a
couple of hours earlier . . . .”

He clamped his mouth shut and
hit the accelerator even harder. We
were already doing eighty, but it
wasn'’t fast enough.

Danny was alive, but he didn’t
know it. Nor did he care. That’s
what worried the doctors. Beyond
the first involuntary response of his
heart and lungs, their efforts to re-
vive him hadn’t amounted to
much.

“His condition is unsatisfactory,”
was the way they put it.

He looked cold . . . grave-cold.
With a cry that must have sounded
like a she-wolf, I knocked people
and things away from him and
grabbed him in my arms. My body
had warmed him to life seventeen
years ago. I hadn’t done much else
for him since, but at least I could
do that I was sure 1 could—if I
could just hold him close enough
. . . long enough.

The first sound he made didn’t
reach beyond my ears—but it was
something I could have-heard a
million miles away.

“Mother?”

It was the whispering wail of a
lost and frightened child; a sound
that could have awakened a dead
woman . . . and did.

I loosened my hold so he could
breathe more easily, but I didn’t let
go—not for a very long time.
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When I was sure he recognized mie,
enough to have a fuzzy sense of
comfort at my being there, I eased
him back into bed. I would gladly
have rocked him to sleep, but some-
thing told me that wasn’t practical.
I thought he’d rest more comfort-
ably if I put him down.

I guess I took my arms away a
moment too soon. Suddenly, his
flew

eyes open—seeking  mine
wildly, then clinging in helpless
agony.

“I didn’t know what to do,” he
whimpered.

“Neithre did I, darling . . . nei-
ther didI.”

He looked bewildered for a sec-
ond; then, with a crooked little
smile, he patted my hand and
drifted off to sleep. I'd finally said
something he wanted to hear.

I wish I could say it ended there,
at least for Danny—that I was able
to give him all the comfort he:
needed forever after, or that Frank
was able to shield him from the
dreadful aftermath of Ramona’s
murder.

But that wasn’t possible. Danny
had been the one who discovered
her body, and that fact had to go
into the ofhcial report. Naturally,
the police wanted to know what he
was doing there at that hour of the
morning. As you know, it was a
long, unpleasant story.

Frank did his best to keep the
questioning as brief and imper-
sonal as possible, but he wouldn’t
soft-pedal the one point I wish he
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could have covered up entirely;
the letters. They were gone, and I

saw no good reason why anyone

but the three of us need never have
known they existed. Frank and I
had a bitter argument about that.

“Sure, they tied him to Ramona
a lot closer than you want people to
know or him to remember,” he
agreed angrily, “but they also ex-
plain his actions during a critical
period of time that he might other-
wise have one helluva time ac-
counting for!”

Most of Danny’s time had been

spent watching Ramona’s house

for a chance to get in and warn her
that I was on the rampage. First, he
was blocked by Lt. Stokely; then
me. It was only by the grace of God
that he slipped in during the time
when Sgt. Cahill must have been
following the lieutenant. At any
rate, Danny didn’t stay long. Ra-
mona was nearly hysterical with
fear and rage. Why hadn’t he de-
stroyed those letters long ago? Af-
ter all her efforts to set Arnie up
for a quick trip to Mexico, where
she could get divorced and remar-
ried with some hope of .cheating
the calendar, tAis was a fine time to
get slapped in the face with those
stupid letters! Now, what was she
going to do? She was trapped!

So Danny came home to read his
beloved letters for the last time,
then burn them like he'd promised
her he would. He even saved the
ashes so he could show them to her,
and she would know she was safe.

THE MEN FROM THE BOYS

“Sure, that explains why he went
back,” I raged at Frank, “sf they be-
lieve him. 1f they don’t, he could
be a real handy suspect—in case
they can’t find Sgt. Cahill.”

“They’ll find Sgt. Cahill,” he
said with forced calm. “Don’t wor-
ry.,’

“That’s easy for you to say! Dan-
ny isn’t your son!” ‘

The stricken look in his eyes
will haunt me for the rest of my
life—that, and the quiet defeat in
his voice when he said, “I keep for-
getting, don’t I?”

I'll never forgive myself for that.
I won’t even try. I need that pain-
ful memory to remind me what a
deadly weapon 1 have in my
mouth, and what cruel, crippling
wounds I've inflicted on those I
least wanted to hurt.

When they found Sgt. Cahill, I
began to realize what an awful
strain  Frank had been under.
Technically, he hadn’t been as-
signed to the case. He'd had to beg
and battle just to sit in on those
questioning sessions with Danny.
The officers in charge knew he was
trying to protect the boy, and they
knew why. Their personal sympa-
thies were deep, but their profes-
sional judgement was not affected.
They watched Frank warily. If
he’d made the slightest effort to
suppress any pertinent information,
or even guide Danny away from
damaging testimony, Frank would
have been immediately suspended
and Danny would have been in
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triple jeopardy, if there is such a
thing.

As it turned out, Sgt. Cahill was
tried for Lt. Stokely’s murder, so
Danny’s involvement with Ra-
mona never got to the newspaper-
headline stage: It was just a local
rumor—which, in some ways, was
harder to bear.

Danny couldn’t bring himself to
go back to school as if nothing had
happened.

“I was always an odd-ball,” he
said, trying to sound as if he didn't
care, “but now, I'm an ol/d odd-
ball. I don’t fit anyplace—least of
all, in a crowd of teenagers.”

It was Frank who arranged for
him to finish his studies at home,
with some tutoring and lots of cor-
respondence courses. So Danny
won’t graduate with his class. He
won’t even earn his diploma in
time to enter college this year . . .
but at least he has something to
work for, some hope for the future.

It isn’t going to be easy. And
there, again, I can see I'm not go-
ing to be much help. I never got
through my sophomore year of
high school, so I don’t even know
what he’s talking about when he
asks me if some government body
is legislative or judicial.

“I guess you'll have to ask
Frank,” I tell him—and he usually
does.

It was a long time before I could
even look at Frank when he'd drop
by to see Danny. I was so ashamed
of the way I'd treated him, but I
was afraid it was too late to tell
him I was sorry. I'd have given
anything in the world to smooth
out the lines in his face—the ones
I'd never noticed before--the ones
etched in with thoughtless words
and years of indifference. I'd done
that. How could I undo it? Sure-
ly not with words. I didn’t trust my-
self with words anymore.

But they fairly exploded from
me one evening when Frank, look-
ing up suddenly, caught me star-
ing at him. Instead of being irri-
tated, or even embarrassed, he just
seemed concerned.

“You look tired,” he said kindly.
“Why don’t you go to bed? I'll see
that Danny does his homework.”

He got all shook when I started
to cry—rushed over and began
mopping at my face with a hand-
kerchief the size of a sheet, and
begging me to stop.

“After all I've done to you,” I
sobbed, “Why should you care if
I'm tired? Why should you care
how I feel atall?”

He gave me his famous what-
am-I-going-to-do-with-you look,
then said very simply,

“Because I love you, that’s why.”

NG
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&
Cheney
Flintlock

The NORTH & CHENEY FLINTLOCK was the first American-
made pistol used in our military services. Single-shot, muzzle-loading
flintlock pistols were unwieldy and ineffective. They are remembered
chiefly as rather cumbersome and often abortive dueling weapons.
T he pistol did not become an important part of American bistory until
the mid-1800's, when Samuel Colt developed the furst effective repeat-
ing revolver.
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1. FANNY HILL. (Memoirs of a Woman of Plesa-
sure). By John Clelanad. Now available for the
first time after 214 years of banning and suppres-
sion. This is the classic tale of Fanny Hill, young
girl who turned prostitute and whose charms and
abilities made her the quest of London’s male,
and female, gentry. $5.00

2. 1601, By Mark Twain. One of the most sup-
pressed yet most eagerly sought-after master-
pieces of American literature. Issued anonymously
in 1880, its circulation up to now has been rele.
gated to the realm of ““forbidden books.’”” Unex-
purgated, handsome collector’s limited edition
In a decorative slip case. $4.95

3. THE POWER OF NUMBERS. Numbers and
names, numbers and dates, numbers and mar-
riage, etc. How numbers affect your everyday
business and social affairs, and their influence on
the important events in your life. $1.00

4. THE NECESSITY OF ATHEISM. By Percy Bysshe
Shelley. An important and profound little known
work by the great English poet. Charged with
indignation and damnation, the tract created a
great amount of trouble for the author. $1.00

5. APHRODISIACS. By Alan Hull Walton. The first
full-scale history of ““love potions’ through the
ages, from ancient times to the present day. In-
cludes a large section on aphrodisiacs in cooking,
a fascinating evaluation of the effects of more
than 100 foods and beverages. Large, handsome
volume profusely |l|ustrate3 $7.95

6. THIS | BELIEVE. This is the famous anthology
containing the basic beliefs of a 100 great think-

ers of the world. Represented are Stevenson,
franklin, Baruch, Confucius, Sandburg, Socrates,
etc. A must for every library. $1.00

7. TROPIC OF CAPRICORN. By Henry Miller.
Exactly as published in the long suppressed Olym-
pia Press edition of Paris. Called a creation of
genius by some a piece of pornography by
others, it is undoubtedly one of the most out-
spoken and astonishingly frank books dealingwith
sexval realism. A handsomely bound edition. $1.00
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8. SEX LIFE IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By B. Schloff.
A scholarly study by the noted authority on the
South Seas. Chapters included are: Sex Life of
Savage Children, Savage Prostitution, Incest and
Rape, Love Dances and Erotic Songs, Savage Sex
Technique in Marriage. Illustrated with photos
and prints. 441 pages. $4.

9. THE GANGRENE. Currently banned in France.
This is the true, first-hand detailed account by
seven Algerian intellectuals of the most horrible
tortures ever inflicted on man. Copies of this
book were confiscated by the French police who
raided the printing ﬁlant and smashed the plates.
Not for people with weak stomachs. 3.00

10. LOST BOOKS OF THE BIBLE: The Books of the
Apocrypha. This should be next to your Bible.
Avuthorized version of the divinely inspired books
that the scholars took out of the Bible. The rest
of the chapters of Book of Esther, the first and
second book of Esoras, Book of Tobit, Wisdom of
Jesus, etc. $4.95

11. OUR METHOD OF GENTLE MASSAGE. By
Rama and B. Light. Put out in a limited edi-

tion, this cardboard covered pamphlet was pub-

lished for $15.00. Limited to 777 copies.  $1.00

12. BIBLIOGRAPHY OF PROHIBITED BOOKS: A
bibliography with critical notes of erotic, porno-
graphic anc?, curious books. By “’Pisanus Fraxi."”
Three volumes, 1,746 pages. Privately printed In
Paris (in the English language) this rare book
sold for $500—when you could get it. Edition
limited to 500 sets sold by subscription to mature
adults only.

The entire three volume set: $45.00
13. PORNOGRAPHY & THE LAW. By Drs. E. & P.
Kronhausen. Scholarly, remarkably candid look
8t erotica novels, erotic autobiography, and hard
core porno]graphy Here for the first time jou can
read actua selectlons from such secret porno-
graphnc classics as ““Autobiography of a Flea,”
The Llascivious Hypocrite,”” “Lustful Stories,”
etc. Complete bibliography at the end of the
book. Handsome collector’s limited edition In
slip case. 418 pages. $4.95



14. POETRY GRAB BAG. Eight original first edi-
tions of aspiring poets. Some will no doubt be-
come famous when these works are no longer
available. Pub. at $21.00.

15. MODERN SEX TECHNIQUES (lllustrated).
Frank discussions of sexual practices, presenting
for the first time detailed intructions for achiev-
ing mutual satisfaction. Plain-talk, straightforward
information on basic sex techmques and positions.
Controversial and startling. $3.95

16. TEN LESSONS IN SEX TECHNIQUE. A frank
and important book on sexual pleasure in mar-
riage. Positions, techniques and correct applica-
tions, etc. Includes an account of normal and
abnormal sexual acts for every married person.

2.00

17. FOUR SEASONS. By Currier & lves. These
four prints are faithful fullcolor reproductions of
rare Currier & lves lithographs that sell now for
hundreds of dollars. Especially suited for framing.
{nteresting, peaceful country scenes that will give
you many pleasant hours of contentment. 634" X
934", Pub. at $10.00. $1.00

18. MODEL PHOTO STUDIES. Artistic, unusual
poses of the female nude for the artist. 64 pages
of photographs, some full page. 2 volumes. $1.00

19. ANATOMICAL SEX ATLAS. Hundreds of
drawings of the parts of the human body, includ-
ing the male and female sexuval organs. Practical
guide for the art student. S1.

20. THE MODEL. Portrait of beauty. From the
introduction: “Betty is the best nude model in
New York. She is long and slender, uniguely
beautiful to look at.”” 115 photos, some double
page. $1.00

21. NEW PREFACES TO “THE LIFE & CONFES-
SIONS OF OSCAR WILDE.” By Frank Harris &
Lord Alfred Douglas. An exoneration of the per-
version charges against Lord Douglas. Privately
printed for the Homosexual Society of London.
Last few. $2.00

Mail this coupon to:

22. FRANK HARRIS: IN MEMORIAM. Fragments
from his New York Days. Privately printed and
not for sale. New York. 1933. Limited to 450
numbered copies. $2.00

23. THE PLAGUE OF LUST. By Dr. Julius Rosen-
baum. Indispensable addition to the library of
history and medicine. A history of strange sexual
practices. The author quotes Greek, Latin and
early Christian authors, revealing ancient erotic
ractices, strange sexual rites and unnatural
oves, such as: Cult of Venus, Lingam and Phallic
Worship, Cunnilingus, Sodomy, Brothels, and
Courtesans, the Fellator, and Unique Sexuai Prac-
tices. 635 pages. $7.50

24. CURRENT ECONOMIC PROBLEMS. By Gen-
mill and Blodgett. Some of the vital problems fac-
ing all of us: economic insecurity, unemployment,
sickness, old age, the problem of murderous tax-
ation, price levels and business cycles, etc. Pub.
at $5. $1.00

25. THE KAMA SUTRA. Banned from the United
States for 75 years. The most intimate sex secrets
of the Orient are revealed in this frank book of

detailed "“under-the-counter’” dealers who had
copies smuggled in from Europe. $5.00
26. BALLAD OF READING GAOL. By Oscar

Wilde. Unusual drawings by Wragg. Writien while
in an English jail for homosexuality. Homosexual
Society of London. $2.00

27. POETICA EROTICA. Three suppressed items
from the pens of Eugene Field, James Whitcomb
Riley and Ben Franklin, not in their coilected
works. Privately printed for the Esoterika Biblion
Society, 1938. $2.00

28. SEX PRACTICES OF PRISONERS. By J. Fish-
man. A noted prison official documents for the
first time the shocking facts about sex life in
American prisons. $5.00

29. SUNTAN NUDIST BOOKS. Two large size
pictorial books vividly illustrated with unposed
and candid photography of men and ‘~vomen in
nudist camps. Two books, 51.00
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trans-atlantic
am

BY

DON LOWRY

Tebeau lowered his voice. “It’s called

‘fourth class’ around the docks here.

"M Nor backing away from a heist

in this country,” Morley Card
insisted, “I'm worried about getting
out of this country after the heist.”
He sat across the heavy oak table in
Southampton’s Lion Head Pub
with Freddie Tebeau, looking fur-
tively around.

Both Card and Tebeau were out
on bond, “at the pleasure of Her
Majesty’s Home Office,” officials of
which had picked up passports
from both Card and Tebeau when
they had been arrested at Plymouth
on suspicion of armed robbery.

“And I'm not worried about get-
ting out of England,” Tebeau shot
back. “I'm worried what these Li-
meys will do when they discover
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those passports are forgeries. If any-
one from the American Consulate
gets a look at those beautiful prod-
ucts of that Boston forger, we’ll be
locked up in some Seventeenth Cen-
tury stir before you can say “border
jumper.” Tebeau finished his split
of Bass’s Ale and watched the bar
maid’s display of svelte curves.
“Could we have another round,
miss?”

“Never could get used to this
warm beer and ale, Freddie,” Card
protested.

“It’s ice cold compared to the heat
that will be on us if we don’t get a
new bankroll and get out of this
country,” Tebeau grinned. “Why
don’t you go along with me and
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knock this payroll off in London? I
can guarantee you we'll be back in
New York with no trouble—and a
bundle of English Pounds to shove
across the counter of the foreign ex-
change desk in any Uptown bank.”
He stopped talking when the bar
maid brought another round for
the two “American tourists.”

“You tell me how we can get
aboard a ship or a plane bound for
New York without a passport,
Freddie, and I'll heist the crown
jewels with you. But with, or with-
out, a bankroll, I want out of this
country. These Limey dicks may be
polite but they’re not stupid. How
do we make it Stateside without
passports?”’

Tebeau lowered his voice. “It’s
called ‘Fourth-Class’ around the
docks here. Crew members on the
Trans-Atlantic liners hustle a buck
by sneaking stowaways aboard,
feeding them and keeping them
hidden ’til their ship reaches New
York. The going rate is around fifty
bucks per sneak-job.”

“T'll go along with you, Freddie,”
Card whispered, “if you can make
reservations with one of these black
market travel agents before we hit
that London payroll. I'd hate to be
on the lam in this Rhode Island-
sized country and have no place to
run except into the Channel or the
Thames.”

Card was convinced in a water-
front pub meeting with a docker
and crewman. He watched as Te-
beau handed over two fifty dollar

TRANS-ATLANTIC LAM

bills to the crewman and listened to
final instructions, “Be here tomor-
row evening and I'll have two visi-
tors’ passes for you blokes. I'll do
the rest.”

“Satisfied?” Tebeau asked.

“So far. Let’s get up to London
and knock off that payroll.” Card
sorted out cards in his billfold.
“This thing shouldn’t be hot yet.”
He handed an international car
rental credit card to Tebeau. “Get
some wheels and I'll get the pieces.
I'll meet you at the garage.”

The only opposition Card and
Tebeau met in robbing the furrier’s
payroll messenger was verbal. “A
lot of bloody nerve!” the unarmed
messenger snorted when Card
handcuffed him to his car’s steering
wheel. Card and Tebeau were
speeding back to Plymouth before
plainclothesmen from London’s
Metropolitan  Police Department
had freed the indignant messenger.
They returned the Triumph to the
car rental agency and walked casu-
ally to their rooms in the Lion
Head.

“No luggage, Morley. That’s
what the crewman said. Remember,
we’re visitors at a bon voyage party;
not passengers embarking for New
York.” Tebeau emphasized his re-
minder by carefully choosing a bus-
iness suit for wearing aboard the
steamer and idling in its lounges
and bars.

At the gangway, Card and Te-
beau were permitted to board with-
out surrendering their visiting pass-
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es. The same crewman with whom
they'd contracted for the stowaway
passage took advantage of the
crowded boarding confusion to let
them keep the passes. When the
ship sailed its tally sheet of visitors
on and off was in order.

As instructed by the crewman,
Card and Tebeau moved to the
tourist-class bar of the United
States. Neither crew members nor
legitimate passengers gave either
man a second look as they quietly
sipped Scotch at the bar.

“This is good now, Freddie,”
Card murmured, “but where do we
lay up tonight?”

“Drink your drink and don’t
worry, Morley. We do like the
fourth-class ticket salesman says.
He'll be around.”

“The way all these legitimate
passengers are milling around,”
Card laughed, “I don’t see how the
crew can keep track of anyone.”

“We do like we were told,” Te-
beau growled. “Let’s go out and
walk on the deck.”

In one of the public washrooms
in tourist class, they met their crew-
man. “Now, mates,” he explained
in a whisper, “I'll meet you here
after breakfast, lunch and dinner.
You won’t eat like a first class bloke
but you'll eat what I can filch and
bring to you. You can shower and
shave in here. At night, just keep
moving around—in the ship’s li-
brary, in the bar, at the movie, or in
the writing room. You won’t be
alone or out of place in any public
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room between midnight and dawn.
If a bloody sweeps spots you, he
won’t think you’re any different
from a hundred other passengers
who suffer from insomnia or too
much brandy. I'll be around and
keep an eye open for you. Just make
like youre genuine passengers and
enjoy your voyage.”

In an uneasy sense, Card and
Tcbeau did enjoy the voyage. They
found the bar, the movies, the
lounges, writing room and library
safe havens. And they discovered
solicitious stewards on deck anx-
ious to pass out tea, sandwiches and
cakes. When the United States
docked at Manhattan’s Pier 86, their
crewman had a further set of in-
structions for disembarking.

“Don’t panic and try to go ashore
with the crowd of passengers mill-
ing to the head of the gangways.
You have to hand over a landing
card there and, even if I could get
you a landing card, the gangways
are out because they lead to the cus-
toms enclosure. The crew gang-
way is your shore ticket. Hide in
the toilet for a while ’til I come for
you. By that time the guards will
be back aboard drinking coffee.
Just wait for me.”

Card and Tebeau waited impa-
tiently. “Think we’ll have any trou-
ble getting these English pounds
exchanged Uptown?” Card asked.

“Our problem right now is get-
ting Uptown!” Tebeau was passing
the time idly moving off and on the
safety of his automatic.
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“Come on, mates, get a move
on,” the crewman interrupted their
conversation. “Now’s your chance.
Just head down that gangway and
you’ll be on 12th Avenue in a few
minutes. Good luck to you.”

Card and Tebeau went down the
crew gangway with renewed hopes
of once more walking on U.S. and
Manhattan asphalt. At the foot of
the gangway they were met by the
Master at Arims, chief of the ship’s
police.

Tebeau swore. “If this fly cop trys
to play policeman here, it’'ll be his
last play.” He kept his pocketed
hand closed on his .38 and pushed
off its safety.

But the Master at Arms made no
effort to stop them. He smiled,
“Have one for me, boys.” Card no-
ticed the searching look in his eyes
rather than his disarming smile.
When he and Tebeau were a few
feet past the ship’s officer he looked
back at him. Tebeau looked over his
own shoulder at the same time. At
that moment, when the two men
looked back at the United States
and its Master at Arms, they were
trapped.

“Keep looking back, boys, and
get your hands up, high! Real
high!” a voice cracked from the
pier. It came from one of three
NYCPD detectives and two Port
of New York Authority policemen.
Before Card and Tebeau knew
what had happened, they had been
disarmed and handcuffed—as se-

curely as the London messenger
had been handcuffed by them.

Only after they had been booked
at the precinct did the interconti-
nental heist team learn where their
lam plans had gone astray.

“You were made before you lan-
ed here,” a detective lieutenant
jeered. “When you paid your hotel
bill in Southampton; when you paid
for that English U-Drive; and
when you paid that Southampton
taxi at the dockside, you tipped off
the English police that you were on
your way out of England. They
didn’t know who they were look-
ing for but they had the serial num-
bers of those crisp, new, English
bank notes you took from that pay-
roll messenger. Those numbers
were sent to every ship’s purser
whose ship cleared from Southamp-
ton that day. As soon as you began
to lay those five pound notes that
bartender aboard the United States,
her purser and Master at Arms
made you. They let you walk ashore
at our ipstructions. You might find
a way to beat that robbery rap in
England, but we have plans for you
here. Know what I mean? Sullivan
Act? The old charge for which you
jumped bond and teok off for Eu-
rope?”

“You,” snarled Morley Card,
“can go to helll”

“And that goes for me too,
shamus!” Freddy Tebeau growled.

The lieutenant laughed, “See you
in court, boys!”

N
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stili catch up while we clean out our files to make room
for the new issues ahead. The issues available are listed
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The hand was long, but seemed stubby. T he
joints of the fingers were gnarled and enlarged.
There was an edge of thick horny callous from
the wrist down to the little finger. The end of
each finger was thickly calloused far out be-
yond its' nail. It was a remarkable hand . . .
the hand of a karate man.

A Novel

BY

JERRY BAILEY

SATURDAY NIGHT

eNacio Luna lay face down in the

dirt of the alley. He did not stir
in the blackness of the hot summer
night. There was scarcely a breeze
in the air to stir the miasma of hu-
man excrement over the rice pad-
dies on his left, or to rustle the rows
of laundry drying on bamboo poles
behind the Hondo Laundry to his
right. The only creature that was
aware of his existence was a tailess
cat which bolted past his motionless
head after having sought for rats
behind the dark shack that housed
Charlie Chong’s First Class Hong-
kong Tailor Shop.

Only the cat could hear the bursts
of music that came as doors opened
and closed, and the sound of the
high piping girl voices that called
farewells to one another in the
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night. Only the cat could hear. Ig-
nacio Luna was very, very dead.

At that moment I didn’t know
where the hell my pal “Spanish
Man” Luna was. He and I had spent
the better part of Saturday night,
up until almost eleven p.m., doing
the usual thing.

That was, supporting our favo-
rite. working girls and enriching
the Japanese economy, at two hun-
dred yen per shot or bottle. We were
doing this in our favorite night spot,
the Paris, which is the fifth joint
on the left as you go up Bar Lane
in Minami-bashi.

These Saturday night blasts in the
Paris Bar had become a habit in the
year we had spent in Japan. Why,
we figured, should we go to Tokyo
and pay tourist prices when the
same things were right there at the
airbase gate? After all, airmen sec-
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ond class had only so much loot to
blow on the good things of life.

Our shift was on break for the
weekend, but all of Saturday morn-
ing was taken up with inspections
and a big parade, all in full Class A
umiform. The unit Spanish Man
and I belonged to was a detached
tenant unit. We should never have
had to pull the parade. Unfortunate-
ly, First Lieutenant Vandevoort,
our commander, was out to make
some brownie points with the base
commander. Our shift was off
duty. So there we were, standing
tall throughout that hot Honshu
morning.

Have I forgotten the introduc-
tions? Well, the handsome Latin
type, standing five-six, with a hair-
cut that was almost a D.A., that
was Spanish Man.

The six footer with the crew cut,
stagding next to him in the third
rank, the guy with the face like a
stepped-on map of Ireland, that was
me, Pat Killane. Where was I? Oh
yeah. Parading on a hot Saturday
morning. Noon came, and we wild-
blue-yonder boys were dismissed.
.Our tongues were hanging out, al-
most to our toes, at the thought of
all the tall cool ones awaiting us at
the Airmen’s Club. We hurried
through our showers and into our
standard off-duty wear: chino
slacks, wild Hawaiian shirts, and
comfortable moccasins. On base, the
shirt tails had to be tucked in. Once
out of the gate everyone let them
flap in the breeze. Dig man, the hip
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ones would say, the Kanto Plains
in summer are like hot!

We killed the afternoon at the
club, alternately sipping on the
aforementioned tall cool ones, and
fighting the one-armed bandits
which you find in overseas clubs but
not in stateside ones. Blue laws have
a habit of stopping at the water’s
edge, unless some shocked jeep
writes his mother and she writes her
congressman. Anyhow, our ban-
dits played on and payed off in
slugs.

Spanish Man and I sent one of the
club’s cute little slant-eyed waitress-
es to the kitchen for hamburgers
and potato chips. That was dinner.
Then it was six p.m., by my Ome-
ga watch. The girls would all be to
work in the bars outside the gate.
[t was time to go. We changed a fist-
ful of our military script into yen at
the club cashier’s window and left.

The airbase was south of Minami-
bashi town, with the Chuo Main
Line and a four-lane highway sepa-
rating the two. From the base’s
main gate, always guarded by A.P.’s
and Japanese Civilian Guards, Sa-
kura Avenue ran north to the
tracks and then into town.

Between the base and the high-
way intersection Sakura Avenue
was almost a boulevard, with rows
of trees planted between street and
sidewalks. Both sides of the street
were lined with unpainted clap-
board buildings standing shoulder
to shoulder. These were souvenir
shops, silk stores, tailor shops, and
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restaurants, all catering to G.I’s and
their dependents. We were interest-
ed in none of these.

We walked out of the gate, with
Charlie Chong’s Tailor Shop and
the Hondo Laundry to our right,
around the Ohta Grocery on the
corner, made a right oblique, and
werein Bar Lane.

This was a ten-foot wide strip of
gravel that angled off from Sakura
Avenue in a northeasterly direction.
Half of its length was taken up by
bars. Beyond them were crowded
little houses which the owners rent-
ed out to business girls and G.L’s
who shacked steady. The far end of
the Lane opened on to the highway
that led east to Tokyo.

Just behind the Ohta Grocery, we
passed an ancient fixture of Mina-
mi-bashi. This was a bent old man
who wore old-style Japanese robes
of black. He could be seen almost
every night, kneeling in some shel-
tered niche.

There was an antique air about
him, aided by the long white beard
and domed bald head he possessed.
He was always seated behind a
glowing crystal ball placed upon a
little pedestal-case. He told fortunes
for the girls of Bar Lane.

We did not waste a second
thought on the man. Our attention
was on the Paris Bar. Mamma-san
Watanabe hired four girls at a time.
They were all on duty already, hang-
ing out of the open door of the place
with their war paint on, ready to
drag customers in off the Lane by

5 DAYS TO KILL

hook or by crook. For that matter,
so was every girl of every bar on the
Lane. They had to work for their
rice and sushi.

Chieko, Michiko, Tomiko and
Chi-chan squealed happy greetings
in unison as we approached. Span-
ish Man ploughed through the mid-
dle of them, laughing, managing
to hug, pat, or pinch each one as he
wentin.

“At ease, desease! God’s gift to
women is finally here!”

From behind the bar, Mamma
Watanabe gave the first customers
of the evening a big grin, using all
of her protruding gold-filled teeth.
“Pat-san, Spani-san, komba n wal
What you speak ?”

Spanish Man and I settled into
seats opposite each other in our fa-
vorite booth. T called, “Two oki
Nippons, Mamma-san, and they
better be cold!”

Michiko was close behind me, and
dug an elbow into my ribs, “Oh
yeah,” 1 added, “and two for the
josans.”

“You better believe it!” Michiko
murmured in my ear, in a satisfied
tone. She and little Chibi-chan went
over to the bar and came back with
two big bottles of beer, clean glas-
ses, two ashtrays, three minute
matchboxes, and two mixed drinks
between them.

Chieko and Tomiko milled hope-
fully around for a minute, waiting
to see if we were buying drinks for
all. We had been around too long

for that, though. They went back
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to their duty stations outside the
door.

I handed Michiko a thousand-yen
note, which she trotted over to Ma-
ma Watanabe. She returned with
two hundred-yen bills. She slid
something like a small poker chip
to Chibi-chan, and dropped a sim-
ilar disc down the vee neck of her
cottom summer dress. Chibi-chan
reached inside her own white blouse
and dropped her chip somewhere
inside.

Perhaps I should explain things
right here, for the benefit of those
poor souls who were never in the
Orient. At that time and place the
going price of a tall beer or a mixed
drink was two hundred yen. The
price of a customer’s drink went to
the house. The price of a girl’s drink
was split down the middle between
house and girl. She got a chip for
every drink she hustled, one hun-
dred yen per chip. When the bar
closed each night chips were cashed
in and each girl could count her
earnings. Fringe benefits generally
included a meal or two a day on the
house, and a pad upstairs if the girl
had no place else to sleep. What
money a girl made on her own time
was her own business. The official
cxchange rate was 360 yen to a
dollar.

By now the girls were snuggled
in next to us in the booth, going
into the usual routine. They sat on
the outside, as was customary in
Japan, ready to fetch and carry.
They poured our beers for us, held
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matchboxes poised ready to light
our cigarettes for us, and generally
generated the feeling that our slight-
est whim would be their command.

We relaxed together, suffused
with that sense of bliss which the
old sultans of Arabia must have had,
when they took their shoes off in
the harem, after putting in a hard
day at the palace.

Chibi-chan, as her name implied,
was a tiny little thing, not over four
feet six. According to Spanish, she
was a real wildcat in the futons. I
could believe it, for my buddy
would come back to the barracks
after nights with her, with his tail
dragging, hickeys up one side and
down the other, and claw marks
all over his back.

She had been his first piece in Ja-
pan, liked him, and kept him com-
ing back for more. He had been
paying her rent for months. Span-
ish wanted her to stop working and
shack steady, but Chibi refused. She
said his airman deuce pay was not
enough for that; besides she needed
something to keep her amused while
he was working night shifts. She
would hustle drinks with any stud
who walked in, but she took abso-
lutely no one home but Spanish
Man.

The way things were going with
those two, he would be putting in
marriage papers before he shipped
out.

With Michiko and myself, things
were different, I wasn’t about to
shack steady. That was too much
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like settling down and being mar-
ried. I had too many good years left
for that. For me and Michiko,
pleasure was still a business and
business was still a pleasure, if you
know what I mean.

A description? Okay. Michiko
might have been a couple years old-
er than myself, but she was still well
on the right side of thirty. She was
tall for a josan, around five four,
and had the aristocratic high-
bridged nose instead of the more
common Mongolian pug. Her eyes
were very slitted and gleamed like
polished jet. She wore her heavy
black hair long, past shoulder
length, inviting a man to grab that
hair and tip her head back, lifting
those lush inviting lips up to be
kissed and bitten.

She had full, irm breasts that al-
ways seemed to be fighting their
way out of whatever cloth held
them. Below those she had a tiny
waist, nice but not excessive curves
below that, and the whole wonder-
ful body moved on a pair of the
most beautiful long legs I had ever
seen. When she wore shorts around
the house and yard in summer time,
she turned male heads from five to
ninety, and gave every ochusan and
josan for blocks sour faces and
acid stomachs.

Lieutenants, captains, once even
a bird colonel found their way to
the Paris to make dates with her.
They were proud to show her off in
the Officer’s Club. Still, while they
were paying ten and fifteen thou-

5 DAYS TO KILL

sand yen a tumble, it was mine
whenever I wanted it, a night to re-
member for just two grand.

Sex aside, Michiko depended on
me to take her on base whenever
there was yen bingo at the Airmen’s
Club, or Elvis movies on at the base
flick. In return, she would take me
downtown to the gory samurai
flicks that I liked; or whip up a mess
of sukiyaki at the house whenever
I wastired of G.I. chow.

By eight p.m. the base movie had
let out and troops hit the Lane in a
flood. Chibi and Michiko had to
leave us and join Chieko and Tomi-
ko at waiting tables and rubbing
against guys at the bar. Mamma
Watanabe was a blur of motion, jug-
gling bottles, making change, and
keeping platters going on the joint’s
hi-fi set. Every place specialized in
one type of music; the Paris ran
heavy tobluesand ballads.

The oki bottles were piling up on
the table between us. Spanish Man

~seemed to have a bad case of the

sulks, and was making faces at his
beer. He didn’t look good, like a
Saturday night G.I should.

“Hey, buddy boy!” I kicked him
under the table. “What’s with you?”

“Cojones! Chibi says we ain't
making it tonight|”

“Why?”

Spanish shrugged. “Wrong time
of the month. Oh, mierda! And I'm
sohornylcould . . .”

“Cool it, buddy. Drink up and
smile.”

“Think T will . . . think I'll get
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good and drunk ... hey, Mamma-
san! Bottle of Akadama!”

I frowned at him. “That’s no
good! What do you want to get
stinko for?”

“Shit fire, why not? I ain’t going
any place but the barracks tonight,
anyhow!”

Spanish looked to be off on a
good one. Anything I said would
be useless. Chibi brought the quart
of port wine over and collected for
it. She gave her lover a look of com-
plete disgust.

“Whassamatta you, baka? Akada-
ma with bieru, takusan dame desho!
Gonna get stinko, baka boy, more
better you don’t speak me!”

Spanish waved her away without
replying and tossed down his first
glass of wine. Akadama was the
cheapest quick drunk there was in
Japan. On top of beer it was a real
head-buster. I left Spanish alone. He
was over twenty-one, if not very far
over. Also, we hadn’t stayed best
buddies for so long by trying to be
each other’s consciences. I leaned
back and dragged on a butt and
watched the studs fight for turns
dancing with Michiko.

They held her as tight as she
would allow. They brought her
back to the bar and bought drinks
one after another, trying to bring
smiles to those luscious lips.

“Have your fun, boys,” I said to
myself. “But all that’s mine tonight.”

A little diversion wandered into
the bar at about this time. This was
another Japanese character who, like
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the old fortune teller, was a fixture
on Bar Lane.

He was a skinny middle-aged
old kook, bowlegged, who always
wore patched old levi’s, a spangeled
and fringed cowboy shirt, a ten gal-
lon hat, and two cap pistols in low-
slung holsters. He hobbled along
in runover cowboy boots, and al-
ways carried a beat-up guitar. He
was known as Billy the Kid.

Billy seemingly made his living
trudging from bar to bar, night aft-
er night, picking lousy tunes and
singing worse lyrics in garbled Eng-
lish. He ended every performance
by passing the hat, and most threw
him something or bought him a
shot of Torys whiskey just to shut
him up.

He went through his usual rou-
tine, garnered a few coins, and left.

The bars all closed at eleven, and
G.Is were supposed to be on base
or off the streets by midnight.

At about ten forty-five, Spanish
had finished his Akadama, and it
had about finished him. He lurched
up and out, swaying, and blun-
dered through the dancers toward
the door. I started up to help him
but he waved me off.

“’s nada, compadre, nada ..
m’bueno . . . gonna hit the sack.

Some staff sergeant had crowded
Chibi into a corner, propositioning
her urgently, and she was shaking
her head in polite but stubborn re-
fusal. When she saw Spanish going
out the door, she pushed the ser-
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geant away and hurried after Span-
ish. He was gone into the night
when she reached the door.

She stood in the door a moment,
looking after him, with care writ-
ten in every tense line of her tiny
body. Mamma-san Watanabe’s voice
called her sharply back to business.
Everyone was busy with the last
round beforeclosing time.

I stepped into the benjo and put
quite a lot of beer back into the
Fapanese economy. Feeling much re-
lieved, I stepped out and looked
around for Michiko. She and Chibi
approached me together, Chibi rat-
tling like a machine-gun.

“Pat-san! I worry takusan. Please,
you go after my Spani-san, make-o
sure he go barracks dai jobu?”

Michiko nodded at me. “You go,
Pat. Put him to bed and come back.
I'll wait for you at osoba shop.”

“Okay, see you later.”

I pushed through the guys who
were leisurely leaving the bar and
out into the neon-lit Lane. It was
crowded with stags going toward
the main gate, and shackrats head-
ing uptown with their girls. I
walked fast to the grocery-store cor-
ner and went left around it to the
pedestrian entry beside the main
gate. I kept looking for Spanish
Man, in case he had gotten hung
up somewhere. I didn’t see him.

A couple AP.s stood with the
Civilian Guards at the gate, boredly
watching the guys returning from
an evening on the Lane. As long as
they could walk without bouncing
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off too many walls, and made no
noise, the cops never hauled anyone
in. I was sure Spanish had had no
trouble here.

Back on base, I soon entered the
barracks. Spanish and I shared a
room on the third floor. I checked
all the latrines and the dayroom on
the way upstairs, in case he had
passed out on the way up. No Span-
ish, anywhere.

I glanced into our room. No
wrinkles on the bunks, no clothes
on the floor, Spanish had not got-
ten there yet. Now I started to wor-
ry. I checked down the hall, but
no one else was back in yet. Span-
ish was nowhere in the building.
That meant that he hadn’t yet made
it back on base. Now what in . . .

I almost ran back to the gate. One
of the air cops called to me, “Eleven
thirty, cat! You ain’t got much time
left!”

“Just looking for a buddy!”

The cop laughed. “Get the moth-
er in here fast, or we gonna write
you both up!”

I was at the crosswalk in front
of the shuttered grocery. Across
Sakura Avenue glowed the lights
of the Fuji Restaurant, that stayed
open late to catch the crowd that
wanted some late chow after the
bars closed. I ran across the street
and flung open the door. Faces
looked up from a lot of tables, but
Spanish Man’s was not among
them.

I crossed Sakura Avenue again,
hurrying up the diagonal of Bar
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Lane. All the joints were locked
and shuttered now, the neon lights
turned off, the many hi-fi sets stilled.
Just this side of the Paris Bar, one
lighted doorway stood open.

This was the little hole-in-the-
wall osoba shop, where homeward-
bound business girls stopped for a
bowl of buckwheat-noodle soup be-
fore going to bed. Beside the
hunched little Japanese proprietor,
the only ones there were Michiko
and Chibi-chan.

“Spanish okay, Pat?” Michiko
asked casually.

I was breathing hard from my
run. “No! He never got to the bar-
racks. I didn’t see him either way.
He’s not in the Fuji. So where . . .”

Chibi gasped aloud. “Pat-san!
Where you look ?”

“Up and down the street. All over
the barracks. Nothing!”

Chibi was crying now, dragging
me by the shirt out of the shop,
pointing across Bar Lane.

“Oh, no, Pat-san!” Her eyes were
panic-stricken. “Span-san don’t go
street! I see! He go shortcut, go that
way!”

She was pointing at the Matsu-

kawa Hockshop directly opposite -

us. It loomed like a fort in the night,
for it was two-storied and was the
only place on the Lane built of fire-
proof cinder blocks. The display
window had steel shutters over it
for the night,and the front door was
metal-sheathed. All the tiny win-
dows on the ground floor were

barred.
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Along the far side of the hock-
shop ran a narrow rutted lane or al-
ley. I knew that it came out by the
air base outer wall, not far east of
the main gate. Spanish might well
have cut through it, although it was
only little shorter that way than
down the main drag to Sakura Ave-
nue.

Chibi and I started together
across the Lane and into that alley.
Michiko came close behind us. The
alley was flanked on the west by the
concrete wall of the hockshop, and
on the east by a tall bamboo fence.
On the other side of the fence was
a private residence and then open
rice paddies. The paddy stench was
terribly strong over the alley.

The alley was barely seven feet
wide. Dried ruts from the motor-
cycle trucks that used it caught at
our feet.

On our right hand we passed the
closed gate that gave on the walled
yard behind the hockshop. Two
more steps and we had passed the
corner of the wall and heard the
creaking and rustling of the drying
racks of the Hondo Laundry.

Off of the alley, here, was an open
space bounded by the hockshop’s
southern wall, the back of the Hen-
do Laundry building, and the back
of Charlie Chong’s First Class
Hongkong Tailor Shop. The open
space was almost filled with laun-
dry poles and two parked little tri-
cycletrucksused by the laundry.

The east side of the alley was
walled by that unbroken high bam-
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boo fence. Just ahead of us was the
crosslane beside the floorlit stone
wall of Minami-bashi Air Base. We
paced slowly, looking about us in
the scarcely-illuminated  night.
Then I tripped over something in
the alleyway and fell to my knees.

I crouched and felt about. My
fingers encountered cloth, and a hu-
man back. On my knees, I fumbled
out a matchbox and struck a light.

Michiko’s deep gasp struck my
ears, and then I heard Chibi-chan’s
wild shrieks ripping the night apart.
I laid hold of a shoulder and rolled
the limp form over on its back.
The head seemed to hang loosely
from the body. The bulging eyes
stared off at an impossible angle.

Spanish Man . . . my buddy Ig-
nacio Luna ... was very, very
dead.

SUNDAY

“All right, Killane, let’s take it
from the top once more!”

It was Sunday afternoon, and I
had been sitting on the same wood-
en chair for seven hours, there in
the interrogation room of the base
guard house. Across the cluttered
desk, Special Agent Harmon of the
OSI. glared at me, as if he were
measuring me for the electric chair.
Behind him, his sidekick Special
Agent Smith stood smoking a ciga-
rette and gazing aimlessly out of a
window.

Against the far wall of the room
were seated First Lieutenant Vande-
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voort, my commanding officer, and
Granitepuss Dawson, my first ser-
geant. The two of them had been
called to the guardhouse during the
morning, and had been listening to
the grilling I was getting ever since.

Their looks said that they wished
that I was cold meat along with
Spanish Man, for causing them so
much trouble. Vandevoort wanted
to spend every Sunday on the golf
course; Dawson, I was sure, would
much rather have been sleeping off
his Saturday night head.

“But, dammit,” I told Harmon,
“I’'ve been over it a hundred times
already!”

“Don’t get wise, airman, or you’ll
be here till hell freezes over!” Har-
mon snarled, “You're in enough
trouble as it is!”

“I'm in trouble! You think I did
it? AllT did was find him, for cripes
sake!”

Harmon half rose from his chair
and seemed about to come over the
desk at me, “That’s enough, you
young punk! Shut your goddam
mouth and keep it shut or Tl . . .”

Smith turned from the window to
place a hand on his colleague’s
shoulder. “Simmer down, George.
We're all as tired of this as you are.
Maybe you better go out front and
get a cup of coffee?”

“Yeah, sure. Sorry, Harry.”

Harmon left the room and Smith
came around in front of me. He
lounged with one hip on the desk.

“Okay, Killane. At ease. I know
this seems pretty repetitious to you,
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but this is how we do our job. May-
be you forgot something . . . some
vital detail . .. go over it often
enough and it may come back to
you. Now then, you found him at
what time, would you say?”

I shifted wearily in the chair. “I
went out the gate at eleven thirty.
I looked in the Fuji for him, then
went straight to the soba shop. I
talked a few minutes to Chibi and
Michiko, then we went down the
alley looking for him. Probably
around eleven forty-five. So I stum-
bled over him not later than eleven
fifty.”

“And you saw him alive last, at

b
"

“Ten minutes before the Paris
closed. Ten fifty.”

“You saw him go down the al-
ley.”

“No! I told you, Chibi saw him
go down the alley instead of straight
down the Lane. She didn’t tell me
that until we met back at the soba
shop.”

Smith nodded. “One hour on
the dot, between when he was last
seen and when he was found. A
lot could have happened in that
hour.”

“A lot did. Somebody killed
him!”

Lt. Vandevoort spoke from across
the room. “Oh, come now! Luna
was drunk. Probably the kid just
tripped over something and hit
head-first.”

Smith shook his head. “No, lieu-
tenant. If it were only a simple ac-
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cident case you wouldn’t be here
now. It was obvious, even to the
Air Police, that foul play was in-
volved. That was why we were
called at once. His wallet and watch
were still there, so it was not a sim-
ple robbery with violence.”

To me, he said, “That means he
had enemies. Somebody wanted to
do him in. Who were his enemies,
Killane?”

“He didn’t have any! I ought to
know.”

“That’s right. You've been his
best friend for how long?”

“Since we met in basic. We were
rainbows together, then in tech
school, then we shipped over here
together.”

“Was Luna ever in trouble?”

“No,” I told him honestly. “We
had a few fights along the way,
but . ..”

“What kind of fights?”

“Nothing! Pachucos tried to gang
us a couple of times in the border
towns, that happens every night.
And over here, once, some chimpe-
dostangled withus. . . .”

“Where?”

“Tokyo. Asakusa. That was nine
months ago. We never went back
to that part of town and never saw
them again.”

Smith scratched the back of his
neck reflectively. “How about girl
trouble? This Chibi-chan?”

“They loved each other. There
wasn’t anybody else.”

Lt. Vandevoort butted in again,
twitching his long nose and tossing
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his blond hair. “Love, hah! A little
streetwalker!”

“She was straight with him,” I
told Smith earnestly. “Ask anybody
on the Lane. Everybody knows who
sleeps with who, and when.”

The O.S.I. agent nodded. “Our
Japanese opposite numbers will
check that out. They know what
goes on off base. Of course they are
not interested in enforcing any
American moral codes. Black mar-
keting, now, that would be some-
thing else.”

“Spanish wasn’t involved in any-
thing like that!”

“Perhaps not, Killane. We'll see.
That leaves one other possibility.
Luna, like you, worked in the base
communications center. That means
he had regular access to classified
materials, highly secret military in-
formation. . . .”

That one brought me up out of
the chair, fists clenched.

“What are you calling him, a lou-
sy Commie agent? A spy or some-
thing?”

“Sit down, Killane! I am not
accusing . . "

I was shouting at Smith now.
“Spanish was a good American! He
would clobber anybody that even
called him a Mex or a wetback! His
people were in Texas before Davy
Crockett or Jim Bowie ever got
there!l He was as loyal as you or me
of@ - &
“All right, Killane, at ease! Calm
down! I didn’t say that Luna wasn’t
loyal. I was exploring possibilities.
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Sit down. Right. Now have a ciga-
rette and calm down.”

Smith even lit my butt for me. I
sat back, doing a slow burn. It was
bad enough that this flatfoat had
intimated that Chibi might have
been back-dooring Spanish Man,
and worse to imply that Spanish
had been black marketing. But to
suggest that Spanish could have
been selling out his country or
something, that took the prize for
asininity!

The moment of quiet was shat-
tered as Harmon barged back into
the room with a fistfull of papers.

“Hey, Harry! The final autopsy
report is here from the Flight Sur-
geon. And a messenger just dropped
off the report from the Jap police.”

Smith took the papers [rom him
and studied them for several min-
utes. Then he looked up at all of us.

“The local police have completed
interrogation of the two girls and
released them. Killane, you'll be
glad to hear, they collaborated your
statements on every point.”

“Interrogation of everyone in the
Bar Lane area last night, results neg-
ative. No one seen entering or leav-
ing the alley between the time Luna
entered it and the time Killane and
the two girls entered it one hour
later.”

“The Hondo Laundry and
Chong’s Tailor Shop were empty
and locked by six p.m. The Matsu-
kawa Hockshop and nearby resi-
dences . . . the occupants were
all asleep by ten or ten thirty. They
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heard no disturbance until the body
was discovered.”

“Area of the incident . . . a thor-
ough search. No weapons, suspi-
cious objects, or other clues found.
Any tracks that might have been in
the dust were obliterated by all the
rushing to and fro once Luna was
found.”

Harmon snorted in disgust. “In
other words, abig fat zero!”

Smith smiled in an odd way. “Just
one little thing, George. The Flight
Surgeon’s report. Probable cause of
death.”

We all stared at him, waiting.

“Luna was killed, his neck ver-
tebrae shattered, by one blow from
behind by some hard, padded ob-
ject. You couldn’t hit a man hard
enough with a sap to do that. Maybe
some kind of wrapped-up club . . .
but this is Japan. It is the consid-
ered opinion of the surgeon that
Luna was chopped . . . once ...
by a Karateexpert!”

Everything after that was anti-
climax. Smith told me that I was
free to go, and I would hear from
them if they wanted to see me again.
Both he and Harmon gave the im-
pression that they were up against
a blank wall, and would have to let
the case ride until something else
developed.

Vandevoort cursed aloud at all
the paperwork that would now have
to be accomplished on Luna. Daw-
son said little but agreed on the last
point.

Was that all that the whole thing
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meant to them? A great deal of per-
sonal inconvenience? Was it just
“Scratch one more airman, they’re
cheap?”

I stepped out of the base guard-
house and faced toward the main
gate. Out there was a different
world, a foreign world, a world of
scurrying yellow millions who met
questions with the inscrutable faces
and the sing-song “Wakari-masen!
Wakari-masen!”

They didn’t understand.

Rage boiled up in me, a hot scald-
ing lava of emotion. Rage at the pa-
per-shufilling, triplicate signing, Air
Force. Rage at the world outside
those gates. In that world my buddy
had died. Somewhere out there was
the reason, and his murderer. I was
going to find them.

To pay for Ignacio Luna, some-
one had to die.

MONDAY

On Sunday night, a procession
arrived at the barracks to take
charge of the personal effects of my
deceased room-mate. Special Agent
Harmon came, with the key to his

wall locker, that had been on Span-

ish Man’s body. First Stud Dawson
and Tech Sgt. Ed Riley, the bar-
racks chief and our duty sergeant,
completed the procession.

They tumbled all of Spanish
Man’s uniforms, civvies, and per-
sonal possessions onto the floor.
Harmon went through everything
for clues to the murder, down to
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the last sock and razor blade. He
gave his disgusted verdict and left.

“A big fat negative zero!”

Dawson looked on while Riley
helped me pack the personal pos-
sessions and stand the baggage in
the hall. An orderly room flunky
would see that they were dispatched
to my buddy’s parents in Texas on
Monday morning. Dawson told me
to be sure and have the houseboy
turn in Luna’s issue gear, bed, and
bedding to the supply room in the
morning. I said that I would. Riley
gave me a friendly pat on the shoul-
der and the two men left.

I showered and hit the sack, but
sleep did not come for hours. I lay
in the dark and relived Saturday
night. I shouldn’t have had the date
with Michiko. I should have gone
along with Spanish, and nothing
would have happened. I should
have but I hadn’t. I would have to
do a lot of making up, for having
let my buddy down that once.

Monday my shift worked the
day shift at the comcenter. There
were Staff Sgt. Duncan, myself, and
two airmen third class—“Pineapple”
DeCosta, a Portuguese-Polynesian-
Japanese mixup from Oahu, and
“Honky” Kovacs from Cleveland.
Duncan was trick chief. The other
two were good guys, but still rat-
tle-headed from not having had all
the jeep knocked out of them yet.

There should have been one more
man on the shift. He was some-
where in a pine box, booked for a
one-way plane ride to Texas. The
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guys did not mention Spanish Man,
nor did L.

Monday was when we delivered
the weekend accumulation of tele-
type messages to the adutant for
distribution, so the morning went
by swiftly. The early afternoon was
slow but things picked up toward
the end of the day as outgoing mes-
sagescame in.

They had to be logged and rout-
ed and punched into perforated
tapes for the transmitter distribu-
tors. I worked like an automaton,
scarcely aware of the content of
either incoming or outgoing mes-
sages.

Pineapple nudged me once,
whistling. “Here’s a hot one, boy!”

My curiosity was aroused and I
read what he held. The missive was
from the local commander, routed
to several higher commands, saying
that all was in readiness at Minami-
bashi Air Base for the imminent ar-
rival of a shipment of the deadly
Rattlesnake missiles.

There was a fighter wing at the
base, equipped with the latest op-
erational type of delta-wing jet
fighter aircraft. This was public
knowledge on both sides of the Pa-
cific. The Rattlesnake was a small
airborne missile with a nuclear war-
head. It was supposed to be unstop-
able. This was public knowledge.

The big secret was that jet fight-
ers in Japan were being equipped
with the missile. This was a big
move ahead for our side, in the
Cold War checker game.
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An hour later the word Rattle-
snake caught my eye again, this
time on one of the incoming print-
ers. That message was from the
State Department, Washington, to
the local base commander. It re-
minded him that, although the mis-
siles were being shipped to Japan
with the knowledge and approval
of the Japanese Self-Defense Forces
high command, the presence of the
missiles must not become known
to the general public. Having been
the world’s first and thus far only
nuclear guinea pigs, the Japanese
were naturally sensitive about the
presence of any nuclear weapons
in their vicinity.

If word got out, State reminded
the general, Communist agitators
would see to it that the Japanese
government and the U.S. Air Force
were given a very bad time indeed.

Duncan tore the message from
the printer, filed it in the proper
folder for delivery in the morning
and told us to get the comcenter in
order for our relief. At four thirty
the swing shift took over and we
were free until the morrow.

I stopped long enough to change
into civvies, before heading off base.
I joined the column of pedestrians
pouring out the gate. Most of them
were Japanese employed on the
base. The rest were G.I’s going out
on the town.

I noticed one bunch of troops that
stood out in the crowd. They were
going out in uniform, obviously
cherry-boys newly arrived from the
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States. They rubbernecked and
pointed, laughed too loudly at ev-
erything, and pretended to be
strangling as they got their first
strong dose of benjo and rice pad-
dy aroma.

The paddy stench grabbed me a
lot deeper than the lungs. It hurt
me deep in my guts, for since Sat-
urday night when I had tripped
over Spanish Man’s body, it was no
longer the smell of excrement, it
was the smell of death itself.

The doorway of the Paris Bar
loomed before me suddenly; I
paused in surprise. From long hab-
it, my feet had brought me here.

“Good a place to start as any,” I
told myself.

I walked on in.

I was early. The girls and Mam-
ma Watanabe were having chow, all
five crowded into a corner booth.
There was a hand'eless teacup and a
bowl of rice and vegetable gravy in
front of each one. Everyone but
Chibi had been digging in, eating
and talking about something in
mile-a-minute  Nihongo. Chibi’s
rice was untouched. She had put no
makeup on and her eyes were swol-
len from crying.

The rapid-fire Japanese stopped
when 1 stepped through the door.
Five animated faces turned toward
me and went blank. Mamma-san’s
lips twitched once, as if she were
about to throw me her usual Fort
Knox smile and had then thought
better of it.

Pause.
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“What you speak, Pat-san?” she
came out with, finally.

“I speak roku Torys, one for ever-
ybody, and make mine a double!
And gomen nasai, I want to see
Chibi and Michiko alone.”

Mamma-san looked at Michiko.
Michiko nodded once. Mamma-san,
Chieko and Tomiko scrambled out
of the booth. While Mamma-san
went behind the bar, the two girls
gathered all cups, dishes, and chop-
sticks and ducked around the end
of the bar. They went into the
kitchen behind, which was always
off-limits to customers.

Mamma-san Watanabe was pour-
ing the whiskey into shot glasses. I
could have ordered Scotch from the
dusty imported bottle on the shelf,
but I would have been drinking
Torys just the same. I left seven
century-notes on the bar, carried
three of the glasses to the booth, and
slid in across from Chibi and Mi-
chiko.

“Cops give you a bad time?” I
asked for a starter.

Michikoshrugged. Chibi sniffled.

“Takusan talk. We speak matte-
sans wha’ hoppen They speak only
round-eye business. Finish.”

“Now what?”

“I think Chibi-chan will sayonara
this place,” Michiko told me, with a
sideways glance at her friend.

“What do you mean?”

“She will go far away, and work
some other place. It is better. She

can no more be happy, here.”
“Hai!” Chibi nodded. “Ashikaga-
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sama speak me today. Stars say mo’
bettah I go, hyaku, no stay this
town!”

“Who says?” Iinterrupted.

“A shikaga-samal!”

“You know, Pat,” Michiko pulled
at her chin, mimicing a long beard.
“Tells-fortune man.”

I nodded in recognition. They
meant the old fortune teller with
the long white beard. I had heard
that most of the girls, particularly
the ones from the country, were
madly devoted to fortune tellers.

They sought advice from these
charlatans on most phases of their
hectic lives ... when to change
jobs, when to change boy friends, so
on and so on. Chibi-chan, of peas-
ant stock, would be susceptible, of
course. But then even Michiko, who
was a hip Tokyo girl, was supersti-
tious in many ways.

So I didn’t laugh at Chibi’s mes-
sage from the stars, but only replied,
“Ashikaga-sama? So that’s his
name.”

We had finished the Torys and
Mamma-san was giving me some
long hard looks. I signalled, and
Chieko soon came over with a dou-
ble and two of the bar specials for
the girls.

Chibi frowned and called some-
thing to Mamma Watanbe. Chieko
took back one glass of pop and re-
turned with a good double shot of
Torys with a little cola on top. Ap-
parently Chibi had insisted on the
real thing. I paid Chieko and we
were left alone again.
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There was the sound of feet, and
stx of the cherry boys in suntans
came in, that had been clowning all
over the street earlier. With more
clowning, they found stools at the
bar, ordered, and Chieko and Tom-
iko went into action. In a few sec-
onds they had drinks on the wood
too.

Mamma-san waited for money.

The boys started forking out the
M.P.C.’s they had been given in ex-
change for their long green, upon
entering the country via Tachikawa
Terminal. Mamma-san squawked
in dismay.

“Funny money, desho! Whassa-
matta you? No Yen?”

“Now ain’t this hell, Pete?” said
one, “Here we come downtown
without buyin’ any of these here
yen‘”

Pete turned and hollored my way,
“Hey, buddy! Got any yen to sell?*

I shook myheadat him.

He turned his back to me and
said to Mamma-san, “Guess you
gotta take this stuff, ma, or else pour
all these drinksback in the bottles.”

Mamma Watanabe surrendered,
muttering to herself, and grabbed
military script with both hands. She
whisked the bills out of sight, shot
a worried look at the door, and
handed back change in Japanese
eoins.

All this was quite illegal, and
bappened in bars all over Japan,
every day. I had done it myself. A
guy ran short of yen but wanted to
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keep on drinking. Or a guy came
offbase with no yen at all. Almost
any bar would change a dollar for
yen, discounting sixty yen in the
process, which would be clear profit
when the bills were redeemed on
the black market. 1 thought no
more about it and turned back to
Chibi and Michiko.

“Enough bullshit! T came out
here to do a job, and I want you
two to help me!”

Michiko raised an eyebrow at me.

“Nani desuka, Pat?”

“Somebody killed Spanish. I'm
going to find out who, and why,
and then I'm going to put the bas-
tard away for keeps!”

It was the first time that evening
that Spanish’s name had been men-
tioned. Chibi gave a low moan and
buried her face in her hands. Michi-
ko’s face was stiff, but I saw her eyes
narrow to mere slits. Those eyes of
black jet flashed once at me. She
shook her head slowly.

“Dame, Pat! No good! Spanish is
dead, you can no bring him back.
You just catch takusan trouble for
self. You let matte-sans worry about
that!”

“Matte-sans, hell! Nobody is go-
ing to do anything. Chibi just said
that your cops said it was American
business. They aren’t doing any
worrying about it. The O.S.I. may
have the base sewed up, but they
have no investigating authority out
here, over Japanese. They would
put these bars on the Lane off-limit
given an excuse, so nobody would
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tell them anything. That leaves it
up to me.”

“Pat, don’t be baka! Is no good,
you messing around. Let it alone!”

“No, damn it, I will not let it
alone! Spanish was like a brother to
me! It’s the leastI can do for him.”

Michiko and Chibi were both
staring at me, their faces stiff, al-
though Chibi’s eyes were streaming
tears. They did not reply, and I felt
like hitting them to arouse some
emotion.

“Listen to this, then! A Jap killed
Spanish! The doctor said his neck
was broken by one . . .justone. . .
Karate chop. That means by an ex-
pert!”

Both girls jerked erect. Chibi’s
eyes popped and her mouth fell
open. She gasped one word at Mi-
chiko.

“Sheechee-yo!”

Michiko shut her up with a burst
of Japanese that was too rapid for
me to catch. Chibi cringed back in
her seat and again buried her face
in her hands.

She knew something. They both
did. I thought of the points that Spe-
cial Agent Smith had mulled over
the -day before. My words jabbed
straight at Chibi.

“What was it then? Were you
and Spanish working the black mar-
ket? Or were you doing the butter-
fly bit? Is that it, Chibi-chan? Were
you back-dooring him? You have
another boy friend who wanted
him out of the way”

Michiko growled something in
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her husky voice, but Chibi flared at
me in honest anger. “No, Pat-san!
What you speak? You know I loved
only him, honto! I don’t hurt Spani-
san! No, no, no!”

“What was it then? Why? Who
did it?”

Michiko grabbed Chibi’s arm and
shook her hard.

“Warui! Warui, desho!”

Chibi turned her twisted stream-
ing doll's face to me pleadingly.
“Shiri-masen, Pat. I no can speak!
Dozo, dozo, you don'’t ask!”

I decided to give it up. Whatever
Chibi knew was tearing her apart,
but I wasn’t going to get it out of
her this way. Michiko looked about
ready to kill me or Chibi or both of
us.
“Okay, okay, forget it. Sorry I
asked. Gomen nasai. Won'’t happen
again.”

Michiko looked relieved and re-
laxed instantly.

“More better, Pat. If you friend,
you don’t give Chibi hard time.
Okay?”

“Okay. Another drink ?”

“Arrigato, but I go work now.
Cherry boys spending much more
money.”

She nodded to where the jeep
troops were all wound up and go-
ing strong, singing and dancing
and buying drinks as fast as the
girls could hustle them. Quite a bit
of script was changing hands.

“Pat-san, you help me?” Chibi
quavered.

“Sure, kid. What?”
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“I no can put on happy face to-
night. You buy for me drinks, okay
mamma-san I sit here. Dai jobu?”

“dai jobu.”

So we remained in the booth,
Chibi crying silently to herself, and
me smoking and sipping and
watching the floor show that the
customers were providing.

A loud shout of laughter ex-
ploded. Billy the Kid had just
walked in. He was in the usual
cowboy boots, rodeo shirt, levis,
and ten gallon hat. He limped in-
side bowing and smirking in all di-
rections, wrinkled hands clutching
his beat-up old guitar.

He struck a cord and started
moaning the “She Ain’t Got No
Yo-yo” number. The young troops
hooted in derision.

“None of that, Pops!” the one
called Pete demanded. “Give us
some shit-kickin’ music!”

“Ah, so!”

Billy the Kid bowed again, and
started thumping out “Red River
Valley.” That went over well, so he
continued singing about what a
lone cow hand he was.

The jeeps jigged for a while with
the girls, downed some more drinks,
and laughed at Billy. He sensed
when they started loosing interest,
stopped playing, and passed his hat
around. The troops tossed in a few
coins and then ignored him.

Billy sidled up to the end of
the bar and said a few words to
Mamma Watanabe in a low voice.
She nodded and put a shot of
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Torys before him. They spoke a
few words more to each other.

The Kid tossed off the shot. Then
he ducked around the bar and into
the kitchen door, still carrying his
guitar. In a moment he slid out
again and disappeared out the front
door.

“Chibi. . .” I said idly.

“Hai, Pat-san?”

“What was Billy the Kid doing in
the kitchen?”

Chibi blinked twice, shrugged,
and toyed with her glass.

“Mebbe so catch chow?”

“Maybe,” I agreed.

I didn’t think so. Billy hadn’t
been in the kitchen long enough to
eat anything. Also, he hadn’t had
anything in his hands when he
came out, aside from his old guitar.

The troops had gotten tired of
standing now; they were settling
into the booths, with the girls giv-
ing them the standard cuddling
treatment. Michiko was in the next
booth to mine with the boy called
Pete. She was nodding to everything
he said and asking him questions to
keep him going.

“How long you stay Japan?”

“WE be here two . . . oh, you
mean how long have we been here?
As a matter of fact, we all got in
yesterday.”

“Takusan new boys come?”

“Hell yes, a whole squadron of
us. Why?”

“I am business girl. Like to see
many new customer. And maybe
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“Yeah, baby?” Pete was inter-
ested.

“Maybe some day comes boy who
will love me, marry me, and take
me back to States.”

Pete laughed aloud at her, and
Michiko joined him in laughing at
her dreams. They were supposed to
be the dreams of every girl in her
line of business.

“Whole new squadron?” Michiko
went on fishing. “What work you
do? Fly plane? Sit-in-office job? Re-
pair man?”

“We ain’t supposed to talk about
our work, baby. But you’re right in
a way. We’re maintenance types.”

A buddy down the line called out,
“Hey, Pete! Shut up about work!”
Obviously, the boys had been given
some security briefings lately.

“You’re drunk, Pete!”

Pete laughed again. “Hell, I ain’t
drunk! But I bet you I'll be seeing
snakes tomorrow!”

“Shut up, anyhow!”

“Yeh, sure.” Pete raised his glass
again, still laughing at his own joke.
“Be seeing snakes every day, in
fact!”

The talking and drinking went
on. I looked at my watch. It was
getting late and I had nothing to
show for my night’s efforts. Pretty
soon it would be closing time. I had
towork the next day.

“Pat-san?”

I looked at Chibi in surprise. I
had left her drinking her Torys
shots, and had been paying more at-
tention to what was being said in
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the next booth. Chibi had stopped
crying. She was sitting upright, like
a little soldier at attention. Her
eyes were bloodshot and her breath
reeked with the rotgut whiskey.
Surprisingly, her little fists were
clenched and her chin was up in a
determined manner.

“Pat-san, I thinking. I thinking I
one baka ojosan. When I love a man,
I help him. When he is dead, I must
help his tomodachi.”

“What do you mean, Chibi?”

“Mo sukoshi, I sayonara this
place. Have to do. Before I go, I do
last thing for man I love. I help his
tomodachi find who kill him!”

Here it was! The break, the first
step on the way to whoever had
killed Spanish!

“You know who. . .

Chibi’s eyes flickered about in
fright. “No speak here! After close,
we go someplace!”

I looked at my watch. Ten forty-
five. Not long to go. The last-round
rush was underway. It seemed that
none of the green troops were eager
to shack up that night. They had
come off base in a bunch and in-
tended to go back that way. They
were all still a little bashful.

“Where’ll we go?” I whispered.
“Your house?”

She lived in one of the cluster of
little houses at the far, or northeast-
ern, end of the Lane. It was a little
colony of nothing but business girls
and shack rats. Again, a spasm
of fright made her shoot worried
glances around the Paris Bar.

b
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“You wait. I speak Michiko.”

The customers were all shooed
out. The girls gave the place a quick
cleaning out before they left.
Mamma-san was figuring profits
and losses on a pad. I leaned against
a table and waited.

In a few minutes Michiko and
Chibi came over to me and we put
our heads together. The girls tossed
a lot of talk back and forth in Japa-
nese, Michiko sullen and reluctant
to do something, and Chibi insist-
ent. Finally Michiko surrendered.
She explained in English.

“Chibi-chan go her house. You,
me, go other way to my house.
Don’t question now. I explain on
way.”

I was beginning to understand
now. Chibi had something to tell
me, but she was afraid to do it in
public. She was afraid to be seen
with me in any way. She had
planned some sort of rendezvous;
she needed Michiko’s help to pull it
off. Her friend had finally, however
reluctantly, agreed to the plan.

We all left the bar.

Chibi turned up the Lane toward
the housing development. Michiko
wrapped both arms firmly around
one of my own and turned me
down the Lane toward Sakura Ave-
nue. The girls called to each other
as they parted company.

“Oyasume, Chibi-chan.”

“Oyasume nasai, Mi-chan.”

Sleep well. They were playing
roles. They were pretending to be
two innocent business girls con-

126

cluding a night's work, one of
whom had made a catch and the
other of whom would sleep alone
for once.

I wondered for whose benefit this
performance was being acted out.
For Mamma Watanabe, locking up
the Paris? For old Billy the Kid,
limping home to some den after
dragging his guitar from bar to
bar? For the osoba man, dishing
out bowls of soup to Japanese men
and women? For someone among
the night people and drunken G.I’s
who were drifting aimlessly up and
down the Lane?

Or for the whole crawling mess
of shack town, squatting like a
waiting octopus outside the airbase,
with its obscene tentacles writhing
into thousands of lives? Bar Lane
was an evil entity, pretending to re-
sign itself to sleep. All the while it
watched the world with a hundred
veiled eyes.

Michiko and I rounded the Lion
Bar at the corner, and turned north
up Sakura Avenue. The sidewalks
were almost deserted and all the
shopfronts were shuttered and
dark. Ahead of us the lights flashed
and the traffic hummed on the high-
way that went down to Tokyo. Mi-
chiko talked in a low voice as we
walked.

“You have yen, Pat?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“For hotel. Chibi-chan says, you
go with me as far as hotel. I go
home. You go hotel, have room.
You wait there. Chibi-chan will
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come back way to hotel, so no one
sees. Wakaru?”

“Wakar’ mas.”

I understood. Once across the
tracks in Minami-bashi proper, the
eyes would no longer be watching.
Michiko would go alone to the
house where she rented a room. I
would wait out of sight in the hotel
for Chibi to come and tell me who
had murdered Spanish Man.

I checked my watch. Eleven
thirty. We were at the highway,
waiting for the light to change. It
did and then we were across it.

Ahead was the Chuo Main Line, -

with one of the expresses from
Tokyo sliding into the station. Un-
til the early hours of the morning,
fast trains came and went every ten
minutes. We crossed the tracks as
soon as the train was past.

Across the street, in a niche be-
tween two stores, I saw the old for-
tune teller sitting on his mat with
his black robes about him. His
glowing crystal ball was on its ped-
estal in front of him. Its glow dimly
illuminated his high smooth fore-
head and white beard.

Two business girls were squat-
ting before him on their haunches,
in their American-style clothes.
They were getting the word direct
from the stars, how to run their
drab little lives.

What was his name again? Ashi-
kaga, Ashikagasama. There was
something funny about that man. I
could not put my finger on it.

Michiko shot one glance across

5 DAYS TO KILL

the street. Her fingers tightened
momentarily upon my arm. She
said nothing. We walked on.

We were in front of the hotel
now. It was on the east side of the
street, looming up three stories and
stretching back into the night, par-
allel to the railroad. We halted.

“Oyasume, Pat. Good luck.”

I stood a moment watching Mi-
chiko walk on northward under
the street lamps, then I turned and
pushed open the door.

Inside was a cement-floored en-

try way. At one hand was a rack

for shoes. Ahead were two steps up
to a sliding shoji-type door. The
light of a naked electric bulb
showed through the oiled paper.

I slipped out of my moccasins,
stepping onto the wooden inner
sill. I picked up my shoes and slid
them into an empty pigeonhole in
the rack, along with all the other
shoes and geta that were parked
for the night. There were rows of
slippers waiting. I slipped my feet
into a pair and slid open the inner
door.

Going in, I found a sort of coun-
ter serving as a front desk. The
noise of the door brought up an old
woman, silent on tabi-clad feet. She
had a white smock on over her tat-
tered dress. She squinted at me
from behind rimless spectacles.

“Got a room?”

“Hai. Go haku yen.”

I laid five century notes on the

counter.
“Catch-O josan?”
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Inodded.

“Sen yen.”

A thousand. I laid out five more
bills.

The hotel was notorious for one-
night stands. There was nothing
out of the ordinary happening. The
girl would be along in a little while.
So desuka.

The old woman palmed the
money, nodded, and without a
word led me down a hall toward
the back of the hotel. At one door
she halted, indicating the key that
was in the lock.

“So, Ofuro soko, benjo soko.”

She pointed in the direction of
bath and toilet. Nodding to herself,
she turned and silently went back
up the hallway. I took the key from
the lock, pushed down on the door
handle, and went in.

Bare floor, bare walls, a peeling
ceiling. Curtain across the one win-
dow. One light bulb in the middle
of the ceiling. A bed, a tiny night-
stand with an ashtray on it, two
chairs. Two pillows and two fold-
ed cotton kimono on the bed. That
was it.

I sat on the edge of the bed and
tried to relax. I looked at my
Omega. Five minutes to twelve. I
lit a cigarette, smoked it down, and
stubbed it out in the ashtray.
Twelve ten.

Ilit another cigarette.

And another.

And another.

Twelve-thirty.

One.
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Something was wrong. Some-
thing was very wrong indeed.
Chibi was long overdue. She had
chickened out, or...or...or
what?

Ididn’t know.

I came off the bed with a rush. I
left the door unlocked, with the key
inside. Shuffling in the slippers, I
hurried down the hall. The old
woman was nowhere in sight.

I slid the inner door open and
shut, trying to be as quiet as I could.
I found my shoes and slipped them
on, cursing the delay under my
breath. Then out the heavy door,
closing it carefully so that it did
not bang.

Sakura street was silent and emp-
ty. Not even a breeze stirred the
trash in the gutters. The death-
stench of rice paddy hung over the
whole town. The train station was
quiet. The light over the highway
intersection blinked red and green
to itself. There was no traffic to reg-
ulate.

I paused for a moment, once 1
was across the highway. Let’s see
now. Not down Sakura Avenue. A
roving A.P. patrol might come out
the gate. I didn’t want to be hauled
in and written up for being out af-
ter midnight. I didn’t want to risk
the hundred night eyes of Bar
Lane.

I turned left along the highway
edge and jogged east. Maybe it was
a quarter mile, or a little more, to
the spot where the northern end of
Bar Lane gave onto the highway.
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High walls and thick hedges were
between me and the cluster of pa-
per houses on my right.

A pause again at the mouth of
the Lane. There was a light pole
perhaps every hundred yards along
it. Not enough to do more than
cut the darkness in spots. Every
house ahead of me was dark.

I threaded my way between cars
that were pulled off the Lane for
the night. Renaults, Datsuns, Toy-
opets, ancient Fords and Chevvys,
and one Buick. This was the place
where shackrats and one night cus-
tomers parked their cars, if they
had any.

There was a footpath between
the first row of houses and the sec-
ond. I knew where I was going.
Chibi and Spanish Man had often
entertained me and Michiko
at Chibi’s place, the one Spanish
had paid rent for since he had been
in Japan.

Many a night we had spent there,
playing game after game of gin,
listening to the music on AF.N,
the four of us killing a case of beer
before crawling two by two into
the futons on the straw mat floor.
Chibi and Spanish had even been
saving up their money for a teevee
set, before.

Before he was dead in an alley.

I was at the house in the third
row. Like all the others, it was
dark. I stood on a- little patch of
cement and fingered the sliding
door. It was unlocked.

I slid inside and pulled the door
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shut behind me. In the dark, from
habit, I slid out of my shoes and on
to the tatami in my sock feet. This
was the little room that did duty as
a kitchen.

My right hand felt along the wall
to the edge of a door, the one to the
bed-living room that made up the
other half of the little house. A cur-
tain always hunt over it.

I ducked into the next room. I
could hear someone’s slow, regular
breathing. I swallowed twice and
whispered one word.

“Chibi?”

The light struck my eyes like a
blow. Strong hands seized both
arms and held me powerless. I
blinked and stared hard.

A litle man knelt motionless
across the room. His feet were fold-
ed beneath him and his hands were
on his knees. He was short and
slight, almost fragily built. He wore
a creased and shiny black western
suit, and a starched shirt gleamed
behind his narrow necktie.

He smiled at me and nodded
once, without speaking.

I looked right and left, at the
men who held me fast. Then my
knees almost gave way beneath me.
They were police, not police in the
dark blue of the locals. These men
wore the slate gray uniforms of big
city cops.

I looked right and left and ahead
again, into three pairs of slitted eyes.

The little man in the black suit
spoke.

“Welcome, Mr. Killane! We were
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waiting for someone . .. and you
came. Sitdown, please.”

His eyes flickered at the two po-
licemen. They released their grips
on me and I sank to my knees.

“Pemit me to introduce myself.
I am Inspector Mori, of the Pre-
fectural Police. Tell me, Mr. Kil-
lane, what were you seeking here?”

I ran a dry tongue over my lips.

“Chibi-chan.”

“Ah, yes. The pretty little Miss
Chibi-chan. That is so sad. She
could not have been here. Yet you
expected her to be here? That is in-
teresting.”

“What .. .”

“So very sad. You see, Miss
Chibi-chan had, ah, shall we say
bad luck? She fell, precisely at
twelve twenty, beneath a train on
the Chuo Main Line.”

I swayed, there on the floor, star-
ing wildly at the smiling face be-
fore me. The silken voice went on.

“Perhaps fell is the wrong word.
Pushed, or thrown, would be more
correct. You see, before this hap-
pened, her so-pretty little neck was
broken by one karate blow.”

TUESDAY

We sat four hours in darkness,
without speaking. After dropping
his bombshell, Mori ordered the
light switched off again and com-
plete silence maintained. Like a spi-
der he crouched in darkness waiting
for another fly to blunder into his
web.,
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As cocks began to crow in dis-
tant farmyards and the first glow
of dawn pushed back the night, it
became obvious that no more flies
were coming. Mori shifted his body
on the tatami and spoke to his men.

They switched the lights back
on. One stepped into Chibi’s little
kitchen. Using her utensils, he set
about making toast and brewing
tea. The other cop turned both
rooms inside out searching for
something. The disorder before he
started indicated that the three had
made a hurried search earlier, prob-
ably with flashlights, before my ar-
rival.

Mori shook his head as he in-
spected articles and papers of pos-
sible significance.

“I must confess to much disap-
pointment, Mr. Killane.”

“We came here immediately after
seeing Miss Chibi-chan’s body. I
thought that perhaps something of
importance was in her possession,
and that the killer might come here
searching. So. Only you came.”

“You think I'killed her ?”

“No, Mr. Killane. One has only
to look at your hands. Obviously
you are no karate expert. I do not
believe that any of your friends are
such, either.”

I relaxed and stretched my
cramped muscles. “That’s a relief!”

Mori’s voice was silken again.

“You have not told me what
brought you here so impetuously,
at such a late hour. I think that you
had better do so now, please.”
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“We had a date to meet some-
place. She didn’t show up.”

“Ah, so, a date. For what pur-
pose?”

I felt my face getting red. “Why
. . . for the usual thing!”

“For sex, Mr. Killane? Do not,
as you say, attempt to put the wool
in front of my eyes. Miss Chibi-
chan was not your girl friend, and
never was. Se was faithful to your
friend Mr. Luna, who was so re-
cently removed to another cycle of
existence. With the exception of a
few instances in Tokyo, you your-
self have confined your attentions
to a Miss Michiko. For your own
sake, Mr. Killane, please do not lie
to me!”

It was weird. The guy seemed to
know everything. I decided I had
better level with him. The Prefec-
tural Police were too big to play
games with. I tried to guess what
they were doing on the scene.

“Okay, here it is. Last night I
found out she knew something
about who killed my friend. She
wouldn’t tell me at the time. She
was afraid of somebody. So we set
it up to meet later at the hotel up-
town.”

“Ah, so! The hotel. That explains
what she was doing at the railway,
where the path crossed it opposite
this lane. That would be the route
she would take to approach the ho-
tel from the rear, in order not to be
observed using the usual entrance.”

“Yeah. But somebody knew she
was going that way.”
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“More likely followed her, and
overtook her just as the train was
approaching the foot crossing,
Mr. Killane. At that late hour, there
were no witnesses. The crossing is
obscured by tall bushes on both
sides. The train crewrmen saw only
the body falling before the east-
bound train, and used up some lit-
tle time and distance in halting the
train. The trunk and limbs were
much severed and mangled, but
the already-broken neck was quite
obvious to the trained eye.”

“Yours?”

“Quite so. A phone call to the
local police station brought me to
the scene immediately.”

And, I thought, to this house
only moments later. The Inspector
seemed to have us all thoroughly
pegged, and he hadn’t found all
this out in just one night.

“I take it you've been in town
some time?” .

“You are an impetuous young
man, Mr. Killane. Your curiosity
has just cost the life of an unfortu-
nate young woman. It is likely to
result in risk to your own life. Such
curiosity is scarcely commendable.”

“When my best friend is mur-
dered and nobody seems to give a
damn, I say it’s my business to get
curious! If I don’t, who will?”

“Some one is curious, Mr. Kil-
lane. But more is at stake here than
the death of one American airman,
or even the death of a Japanese citi-
zen of however low a class. These
are but minor incidents in the op-
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eration of a machine that reaches to
many places beyond Minami-
bashi.”

“My superiors are concerned
with many things. My humble self
is concerned only with certain man-
ifestations of this machine here in
Minami-bashi.”

“A machine? You mean a gang
of some kind? You know what is
going on?”

“To a certain degree, Mr. Kil-
lane. The operations of a karate-
killer indicate that the machine is
vulnerable here. Such violence is
stupid. It attracts attention. It has
attracted our attention.”

“The one who permits such stu-
pidity has made a mistake. He is
likely to make more mistakes, and
finally the mistake which enables us
toact.”

“That sounds like you know
who's behind this!”

“We are able to make an educat-
ed guess, Mr. Killane. For instance,
are you aware that the possessors of
karate abilities are required to reg-
ister their hands with the local po-
lice, as with dangerous weapons?”

“I’ve heard it. Then you know
who the killer is!”

Inspector Mori gazed at me
blandly and permitted himself to
smile briefly. I felt the anger stir-
ring in me again, at the nameless
omnipotent authority that knew,
but did not try to prevent the harm-
ing of such innocent victims as
Chibi and Spanish. I wanted to
shout a protest that they were im-
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portant, even little people were im-
portant!

“You do know! Then why in
hell haven’t you pulled him in and
prevented this?” #

“Gently, Mr. Killane, gently!
Suspecting someone and being able
to convict them are two different
things. What is the motive? Where
are the eyewitnesses? Where are the
fingerprints? We have none of
these. Therefore we do not start out
with the half of a cock, as you
Americans say. We wait until the
whole fowl is within our grasp,
then we cook him.”

He shook his head pityingly.

“You Occidentals! Always the
hurry, the impatience. You blunder
about like the foolish children that
you are, and wonder why your toys
are broken.”

“All right then, Inspector. You
know who but you won'’t say. Can
you at least tell me why?”

“No, Mr. Killane. I can only re-
peat that this thing that you are pit-
ting yourself against is much big-
ger than you think. Not only this
base is involved, but all of your
bases in the Kanto Plain. Fuchu,
Tachikawa, Johnson, Yokota, and
more. I warn you, Mr. Killane, ex-
ercise patience. Permit those with
more abilities than you possess to
deal with this thing!”

I didn’t argue with him. I was
sure of one thing. I wasn’t about to
wait for anyone.

The two cops brought in break-
fast, scalding tea and toast. The
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four of us ate silently. Then Inspec-
tor Mori looked at his gold watch.

“It is past six a.m., Mr. Killane.
[ believe that you have duties at the
base?”

He was right. I had a day shift to
work in less than two hours. After
six I would have no trouble going
in the gate, and I would have time
enough to shower before I climbed
back into the old khakis.

I stood up and gave him a bow
from the waist, just for the hell of
it. He and the two silent cops
gravely returned it. I left the house.

The local police would see to it, I
knew, that Chibi’s meager posses-
sions, along with her ashes, went
to her ancestral village somewhere
in the back of Honshu.

That morning, as I walked to
work at the communications build-
ing, I heard the roar of approach-
ing planes, coming in for landings
on the Minami-bashi strip. One
swung overhead, then another, and
a third. More were behind. They
were huge transports, and the ar-
rival of so many at one time meant
something special was on.

The gang was already at the com-
center, shooting the bull with the
mid-shift before officially taking
over. Sarge Duncan, Honky, and
Pineapple all gave me knowing
grins and shook their heads admir-
ingly.

“Look at the circles under those
eyes!”

“He never came in at all last
night.”"
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“Pat, you’re sure turning out to
be a real skibby hancho!”

“Ah, go get laid!” I snarled in
mock disgust.

Pineapple winked. “Who was it
this time? Same old Michiko? She
sure musta give you a rough time!”

I played along with the gag.
“You shitbirds don’t know the
half of it!”

More nods and grins. I ignored
the wisecracks. Duncan told the
mid shift boys to drag ass, they
were officially relieved. We settled
down to work.

Incoming traffic was steady and
messengers constantly dropped off
handfuls of messageforms for
transmission. Duncan put me to
cutting tapes after he routed them,
while  Honky and Pineapple
worked the floor. At nine o’clock a
courier - from base operations
dropped off a hot operational im-
mediate for instant transmission. I
cut the thing, reading for content
as I typed.

It was about the series of trans-
ports that had landed an hour ear-
lier. They had just arrived from
Guam, ferrying in the Rattlesnake
missiles. The missile maintenance
squadron had assumed control and
security precautions were redou-
bled.

These items, I reflected, were the
snakes that Pete and the rest of the
new boys would be seeing every
day.

The morning passed with noth-
ing else unusual. We split for chow
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at noon; we put in a fairly busy af-
ternoon. Four-thirty arrived, the
swing shift took over, and we cut
out for the barracks.

“Huh,” grunted Honky as we
got close. “Whassat down by the
gate?”

We squinted down the street and
could make out a clump of people
outside the base entrance. They
were milling around waving some
kind of banners. A loudspeaker
was squawking loudly in Japanese.
That was the sound we heard.

“The J.N.’s must be havin’ some
kind of demonstration,” Pineapple
decided.

I thought fast. A demonstration.
That meant the base would declare
a “Condition green”, which in turn
meant that the base would be re-
stricted as soon as the news worked
its way up channels and down
again.

“Dig you later,” 1 called to
Honky and Pineapple, and took
off running down the street. I was
still in uniform but didn’t have a
minute to lose.

There was considerable confu-
sion at the gate, with vehicles
blocked and backed up by the mass
of people that were milling around
in the street. The A.P.’s were stand-
ing in front of the guard shack,
looking very confused and unhap-
py. The Civilian Guard was stand-
ing with his back to the pedestrian
exit, listening with head cocked to
whatever the loudspeaker was say-

ing.
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I wiggled into the middle of the
stream of homeward bound base
employees, ducked my head low,
and let the stream carry me with it
out the gate and down the street.

No one wasted a second glance
at me, the lone round-eye making
his getaway. The tide of hurrying
people carried me along past the
Hondo Laundry and the Ohta
Grocery. I had to get off the street
in a hurry. I fought my way out of
the pack and into Bar Lane.

The first bar on the corner was
the Lion. Its girls were crowded
around the door, rubbernecking at
all the confusion. All the way
down the Lane, its denizens were
doing the same. I shoved the girls
aside with both elbows and
plunged into the Lion.

Once inside, I went to a side win-
dow and checked the street. No
cars were moving in either direc-
tion. The married personnel who
lived off base were temporarily de-
tained. The civilian base employees
were not wanting to get mixed up
in any trouble. They were legging
it to the station and home as fast as
they could go. Down the middle of
the street a column of people ten-
abreast was moving toward the
gate.

There were boys and girls in stu-
dent uniforms. There were bow-
legged little workers with red
scarves tied around their heads.
There were tattered tramps that
looked like the sweepings of Shim-
bashi and Asakusa in Tokyo.
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The marchers linked arms and
started singing. They weaved into
a sort of snake-dance as they ad-
vanced. Some carried red banners,
hastily painted with slogans in
kanji, kana, and English.

The banners read:

“Ban The Bombs!”

“Japan Says No To The Atom!”

“Students And Workers Unite In

Protest!”

“Peace Lovers Denounce Mis-
siles!”

“Wall Street Killers, Get Out Of
Japan!”

I got the picture, all right. The
‘Rattlesnake missiles were in the
country now. Eight hours after
they arrived in utmost secrecy, the
Reds had whipped up a demonstra-
tion here at the very spot where
they had landed.

How had they found out?

These were not locals who were
storming down the street. This
mob had probably come up by train
from Tokyo. That meant organiza-
tion, and time to assemble activists
from radical student groups and
labor unions and intellectual clubs.
I had heard the Commies even
hired bums off the streets in Tok-
yo, to carry banners and demon-
strate, for so many yen a day.

A demonstration on the street,
hotheads of various shades of pink
and red around, and a Condition
Green in effect untl it all blew
over. The town was off-limits and
here 1 was in the middle of the
whole mess.
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I might be stuck in the Lion Bar
for some time. I had to make some
friends. I turned around to find a
scowling mamma-san and a couple
of girls regarding me.

“Hi;” 1 smiled. “How goes it?”

“Komban wal It go takusan
dame.”

“Yeah, mamma-san, it sure will
be dame for business tonight.”

“Hucking democrashie!” One of
the girls growled. “No customer
stay tonight!”

“Well, this customer made it.”

“Hai! You want drink?”

“Hi, an oki Kirin,” I told them. I
felt in my wallet. Plenty of rustle
there. Good. Now to build up a
little good will.

“And a drink for all the josans!”
smiles now. She bustled behind the

“Hai, hai!” Mamma-san was all
smiles now. She bustled behind the
bar. One of the girls inside called
to the girls outside. They all came
trooping in to collect their chips
and soda water.

“Mamma-san . . .

“Nani desuka?”

“Some Tokyo boys, or maybe
some A.P’s, may come sniffing
around. You don’t want any trou-
ble, do you?”

“Hai.” Mamma-san meant vyes,
she did not want any.

“So it might be better if I stayed
in the back room.”

“Ah, soka! Dai jobu!”

It was all right. I deposited some
thousand yen notes on the bar and
ducked through the little door at
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the back of the room. There were
two sections, a primitive kitchen
and a tatami-floored alcove the girls
used as a dressing room.

Sitting on the edge of the alcove,
I unlaced my low-quarters and re-
moved them. I shoved them inte a
corner. I removed my flight cap
aand unbuttoned my shirt partway.
There was a stack of zabutons in a
corner of the alcove, and one of
those six inch high tables in the
middle.

I dug out my pack of cigarettes,
which was just about empty, and
lit up. With the cushions at my back
I had something soft to lean on and
I could stretch my legs out on the
mat. I decided the Lion wasn’t such
abad place at that.

It was the first time in two days
and a night that I had had a chance
to fully relax. With the streets full
of demonstrators, there was noth-
ingelse to do.

A girl poked her head through
the entry from the bar, saw me, and
smiled. In a moment she joined me
with a beautiful tall bottle of Kirin
beer, one of the best brews in the
world. She set a clean glass on the
. little table and poured. The stuff
was cold and foamy. This was the
good life.

“My name Candy. Okay I sit
with you?”

Detailed to keep an eye on the
one customer. She was about four-
ten, built chunky with a nice bal-
cony that was probably real, and
black hair in a pony tail. Her eyes
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were laughing at me and her rosy
cheeks were dimpled. I gave her a
friendly pat on the fanny and
grinned back at her.

“Hell, yes. Any time.”

She put her own half-empty glass
beside mine on the table and nes-
tled up against me in a purring lit-
tle ball.

I sipped on the beer and with my
left hand explored the balcony. It
was genuine all right.

“Whassamatta y ou? Think I got
PX chest?”

“Just checking, baby.”

“I honto sexy gir. How come
you never stay this bar before?”

“Didn’t know you were here,
baby, or I would have.”

“Name not baby-san!
Candy!”

“Sure, Candy. Nice name. Pick
it yourself?”

“Mamma-san Ogawa pick. All
josans must have G.I. name, this
place.”

“Ah,so.”

Now I was starting to sound
like them. But what else was there
to say? The relaxation and beer
were making me sleepy.

“You want more bieru?”

“Yeah, might as well. One more,
and get yourself something.”

“Hai, arrigatol”

She left and came back in a min-
ute with two fresh drinks and the
change from my bills. I smothered
a yawn, and then a second.

“Whassamatta you, daiyo? Go
sleep already?”

Name
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“Takusan tired, Candy. No bed
last night. Do me a favor ?”

“Nani?”

“Wake me up in a couple hours,
huh?” I murmured, and then my
head sank back and I let my eyes
close.

It was more like three hours,
when Candy woke me up. It was
eight p.m. by my watch. I stretched,
feeling like a new man. I was also
hungry as a wolf. T looked around
the alcove and out into the kitchen.
Nothing stirring.

“What's happening outside ?”

“Tokyo people stll sing song
and make speech. AP.’s come one
time, mcter-meter bars, nobody
stay.”

“Think the Tokyo people will be
out there all night?”

“Sukoshi stay. Student people go
back train already.”

“Any trouble on the street?”

“No trouble. Takusan yackety-
yak, only.”

That meant that the demonstra-
tion was intended td be noisy, but
well-behaved. Strictly for propa-
ganda purposes, with no storming
the basel or rock throwings, or car
burnings, as had happened on oth-
er occasions. It was uncanny,
though, how the Reds had been
able to mobilize within hours of the
arrival of the Rattlesnake missiles.
They must have had a very good
espionage system somewhere.

The important thing was that
things had quieted down. If I
stayed clear of A.P.s, I sheuld be
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dble to proceed with the investiga-
tion. But first I had a damn lot of

thinking to do.
“Hey, Candy!”
“Hai, boy-san. What you want?”
“Think somebody could slip

over to the Fuji and order some
chow?”

“You got okane?”

In other words, money, honey. I
dug out some century notes and
handed them to Candy.

“You want?”

“Some katsudon will be okay.”

“Hai.Igo.”

The bar had a sort of kitchen,
but no one was doing any cooking
at the time. Most of the citizens did
it the lazy way, which wa’s to order
stuff delivered hot from the restau-
rants or the soba shop. A boy or
girl would bring the chow as soon
as it was prepared, and would call
again later to retrive the dirty dish-
es.

While waiting, I lit my last ciga-
rette and thought about the last
three days.

Inspector Mori had hinted that
they, whoever they were, knew
who the killer was. I assumed that
they were the Prefectural Police, or
possibly someone higher up in the
Japanese government.

They knew who the killer was,
but were not ready to pick him up.
That meant that I still had a chance
to locate the killer and settle his
hash first. Mori had also said that
the killer was part of some vast
machine. I would have to watch
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out not only for the killer, but for
his buddies too.

‘Whatever racket they were in did
not concern me, unless it helped
lead to the man I wanted. Mori
could pluck his own chickens, for
all I cared-

I thought back past Mori, to the
previous night when I had last seen
Chibi and Michiko. They had
known something, had in fact ar-
gued quite a while about whatever
it was that Chibi wanted to tell me.

Chibi had known that someone
must have been watching her.
Hence the set-up to meet me in se-
cret at the hotel. When we separat-
ed, the killer must have followed
her instead of me. He had not been
thrown off the track by her ruse of
going home first.

Or perhaps the whole gang, who-
ever they were, had had us all un-
der surveillance at the same time.

Perhaps, maybe, if!

My thoughts were going around
and around inside my skull and I
was getting no place fast.

Someplace among the happen-
ings of Monday night, there had to
be a clue to the identity of the killer.

Then I had it.

I had thrown the fact, or rather
the manner, of Spanish Man’s
death at the girls. It had taken
them by surprise. Chibi had blurted
out one word before Michiko had
shuther up.

Chibi had said, “Sheechee-yo!”

Orhad she?

Translated,
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that would have

been, “Seven, yes!” Or maybe I
hadn’t heard right. Maybe what
Chibi had said had been “Sheechee-
ya?” That was Nipponese slang
for hockshop.

Spanish Man had been killed just
a few paces past the Matsukawa
Hockshop.

But the girls already knew that.
They had been right there when
I tripped over Spanish Man’s body.

Wait a minute!

It was the manner of death—a ka-
rate chop—that had shocked them.
The fact that it was a karate killing
had caused Chibi to cry out. She
had connected karate with a hock-
shop instinctively.

There was only one hockshop in
Minami-bashi. Matsukawa’s. Now
I knew where to look for the killer.

Candy came through the little
door, a tray full of covered dishes
in her hands. She set the tray down
and started spreading dishes on the
low table.

“Cath cha-han for watakushi, dai
jobu?”

I nodded. Might as well have
company while I ate. Katsudon was
a sort of casserole affair, hot rice
with a slice of pork on top, and some
sort of sweet gravy poured over all.
Cha-han was rice fried with bits of
pork and various vegetables. Either
dish made a full meal.

Candy set out the usual handless
cups and hefted a teapot.

“O-cha?”

“Sure.”

Japanese tea was just so much
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hot water to me. But it had been
boiled, and was one way of getting
a safe drink of water.

I split apart the warabashi—
plain  wooden chopsticks—that
came with the meal, and started in.
Those things were something that
every rice-paddy daddy in Japan
had to become accustomed to soon-
er or later. | managed.

When our meal was finished,
Candy stacked the dishes on the
tray, to be left by the front door for
pickup. Then she looked at me
thoughtfully.

“What you do tonight, boy-san?
Gate close. You no can go bar-
racks.”

“Stay someplace out here, I sup-
pose.”

“You like stay me?”

“Maybe, but . . .”

“Nani?”

“Sukoshiokane.”

“Whassamatta you?
watch.”

“So?”

“Go hock.”

She was right about the gate, and
I did have a good Omega on my
wrist.

The hockshop! Here was my
reason to get inside.

I assumed a reluctant attitude.

“Dunno. Never hocked anything
here before. What kind of a gyp
jointisit?”

“No cheat. Give good price. You
can catch watch next payday, no
trouble.”

Candy shoved herself on top of

You got
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me, there on the tatami, with both
arms around my neck and that fa-
mous balcony flattening against my
chest. She wriggled her body sug-
gestively.

“Whassamatta, you cherry boy? I
show you takusan good time!”

My good resolutions sank while
something else rose hard and
strong. I quit fighting it.

“Okay.”

I collected myself and my gear,
slid on my low-quarters, and but-
toned up my shirt. Time to get
cracking.

In the front part of the bar, the
girls had a couple gin rummey
games going to pass the time. Mam-
ma-san Ogawa was leaning on the
bar talking in a low voice to a man.
I hesitated for a split second. It was
Billy the Kid.

He was in his duty uniform, the
cowboy clothes, and his guitar was
firmly gripped in one hand. He
looked up sharply and sucked air
through his teeth. He grinned at
me and ducked his head.

Mamma Ogawa muttered some-
thing to him and he relaxed. I gave
him a nod back and kept on toward
the door.

I stuck out my head and checked
the summer night. The street was
clear of all but a few people, and
everyone in sight was Nipponese.
Down in front of the gate, along
both sides of Sakura Avenue, men
were squatting around bonfires,
singing,

The demonstrators had rammed
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the poles of their flags and banners
into the ground for the night, and
all the peace-loving slogans dipped
and rustled in the breeze.

Across the street just in front of
the guard shack was a portable
barbed wire barricade. The base
was sure enough closed down for
the night. No one was about to get
in or out before morning.

The only thing moving on Bar
Lane was the boy from Fuji’s, pick-
ing up dirty dishes from doaorsteps.
I pushed my cap to the back of my
head and started off.

I have said before that Matsuka-
wa’s looked like a fort. This time
the fort was open, for it seldom
closed before nine. A light showed
through the open door. A man was
leaning over a pile of shutters in
front, preparing to put them over
the display window for the night.
He straightened up and stood look-
ing at me as I approached.

He was at least five-six tall, and
so lean that he looked like a skele-
ton in the white cotton shirt and
pants.

His face was like a granite crag
in the night, all planes and shad-
ows, with the very dark skin tight
over the jutting cheekbones and
the high hawk nose. His eyes were
mere slits, deep-set; his mouth was
a thin razor-slash across the lower
part of his face. Over all was a
heavy shock of uncombed black
hair.

He remained silent as I halted in
front of him. I put on my most stu-
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pid grin, and shoved my hands
into my pockets.

“You still open for business? I
wanta hock a watch.”

The razor-slash opened briefly.
Otherwise, not a muscle moved on
that face.

“Matsukawa-san is inside.”

“Oh, you ain’t the hancho here?”

“I am Katana-san. I work here.
Matsukawa-san is inside.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

I turned my back on the man and
went into the shop. There was just
room to turn around between the
back of the show window and the
counter. Close behind the counter a
glass-front case went up to the ceil-
ing. It was full of watches and

“clocks, radios, record players, boxes

of rings, and one accordian. Tags
dangled from each item.

In front of the case stood a man
tall as the one outside. This one was
soft and fat from good living. This
one wore a tight black suit with
spotless linen. He gave me a big
smile from the center of his fat
face; one gold tooth glowed dully
amid his white teeth.

“Good evening. You want?”

I held up my left wrist to show
the watch.

“How much for this?”

“How much you want?”

“Ten thousand.”

“I am so sorry. Can give only
eight.”

“That’s okay.”

I unstrapped the watch and laid
it on the counter. Matsukawa

MANHUNT



reached for a pad and a ballpoint
pen and started filling out a pawn
ticket. Outside the worker slid the
shutters into place and closed them
with a bang.

“You catch a josan tonight?”
asked Matsukawa casually, as he
wrote.

“Could be.”

“Paris Bar josan?”

He did not look up as he kept on
writing.

A chill ran down my back. We
had never met, but the bastard
knew me. I kept my voice steady as
Ireplicd again, “Could be.”

“L.D. card, please.”

I pulled out my wallet and ex-
tracted the card. I passed it to him.
Matsukawa glanced at it, wrote my
‘name on the ticket, and handed it
back. He tore off the top slip and
passed it across the counter. He
reached into a drawer that was out
of my sight.

I heard the man from outside
stepping into the shop, behind my
back. 1 heard the shuffle of his feet
as he slid 1o one side.

“So, eight thousand.
night.”

The hills were on the counter be-
fore mc. Matsukawa nodded pleas-
antly and- turned away. The other
man, Katana, laid a hand upon one
end of the counter top, which was
hinged so as to flip up. He lifted
the top and moved to walk through
the space.

My eyes travelled from the bills
on the counter, down along it, to

Good
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the hand that gripped the hinged
section in plain sight.

Katana’s hand was long, but
seemed to have a stubby quality
about it. The joints of the fingers
and hand were all gnarled and en-
larged, somehow out of alignment.
There was an edge of thick horny
callous down from the wrist to the
little finger. The end of each finger
was thick and calloused far out
ahead of the nails. It was a remark-
able hand.

The hand of a karate man.

WEDNESD AY

I was going to killa man.

That cold knowledge filtered
relentlessly through my being,
quenching the hot rage that had
driven me for four nights, turning
that rage into a cool hardened
thing like sreel.

I knew the who. Katana. I knew
the what. Execution. I knew the
why. Spanish and Chibi. That left
only the where and when.

He worked at the hockshop,
probably ate and slept there. So the
hockshop was where it would have
to happen. I needed time to decide
how I was going to do it; say twen-
ty four hours. So Wednesday night
was the when.

Katana was the man. The O.S.L
didn’t know he existed and had no
jurisdiction in any case. Mori’s out-
fit knew about him but had no evi-
dence upon which to make an ar-
rest. That left it up to me.
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Me, Pat Killane, judge and jury
and executioner.

Katana was condemned by the
oldest law of the human race. A
life for a life. For two lives, in fact.
My best friend and his girl. It was
the only thing I could do for them.
I would do it.

It was still Tuesday night,
though, and I was walking down
Bar Lane with the Matsukawa
Hockshop locked up and dark be-
hind me. I walked all the way
down, to the Lion Bar on the cor-
ner. Candy was waiting.

“You catch okane?”

I nodded. “No sweat.”

“Ichi ban! Mamma-san say we
can go now. No business so close
bar early.”

Arm and arm we walked back
up the Lane on the way to Candy’s
pad. She said it was across the
tracks in Minami-bashi some-
where. We both knew that I didn’t
want to risk running into either
the demonstrators or air cops along
Sakura Avenue, so the back way
out it had to be.

I glanced aside at the Paris Bar
as we passed it. The door was shut
and no one that I knew was in
sight to call out to me. Opposite,
the hockship was a fortress sullen
and menacing in the night.

We went past the little housing
development where Chibi had once
lived. We crossed the highway dur-
ing a lull in the traffic. We passed
between two rows of bushes that
edged the short footpath.
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We stepped across the double
tracks of the Chuo Main Line on
the very spot where Chibi had been
thrown beneath a train. Then we
were walking down a back street
of Minami-bashi.

“Josan die back there, last night,”
Candy told me. “Step in front of
train. You know?”

“No,” T lied. “I didn’t know
about it.”

“Baka girl. I think she probably
drunk.”

“Yeah.”

We walked on and turned a cou-
ple corners.

Candy had an upstairs room in a
kind of two-story tenement. She
also had a stateside-type bed of
which she was very proud. We gave
it quite a workout. Before we drift-
ed off to sleep, Candy whispered.

“You like fry-egg, boy-san?”

“Uhuh.”

“Dai jobu. In morning, I make.”

Wednesday morning, the day of
the execution. Fried eggs, rice, and
PX coffee that some G.I. had
bought for Candy made up the
breakfast menu. After that, all 1
had to do was thank Candy for the
hospitality and make it to work.

The demonstrators, those that
still hung around, were brewing
tea over their all-night bonfires.
The banners were limp on the
poles. No one bothered to sing me
a propaganda song as I walked
past. There was a big A.P. sergeant
at the gate, as well as the usual air-
men and Civilian Guards.
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“Hey, boy! What you doin’ off
base? Don’t you know they’s a re-
striction on?”

“Hell no, sarge,” I said, trying to
look amazed. “When did that go
on?”

“Last night at five, when these
here ]J.N.’s mobilized. Where you
been, boy?”

“I've been shacked up, uptown,
for three days, sarge. Didn’t hear
nothing about it. Just coming in to
go back to work on a day shift.”

“Lemme see your pass, boy!”

I pulled out my wallet and
showed him. It was in place be-
tween the I.D. card and my chow
pass. He seemed convinced.

“Well, if'n you didn’t know about
the restriction . . .”

“Give me a break, sarge. I got to
get to work!”

“Well, this once. Watchitthough,
that poontang will get you in trou-
ble, boy.”

“Sure, sarge. Thanks.”

That was that. I went on to the
barracks to shower and put on clean
khakis. Pineapple and Honky were
not in their room, so I knew that
they had probably gone to chow
before reporting for duty. I went
past the mess hall and met them
coming out.

“There he is!” Pineapple sang
out. “The old shakrat made it back
on base, after all.”

Honky grinned at me. “We
thought you was nuts, takin’ off
like that.”

“Not nuts,” Pineapple chaffed.
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“Just hurtin’ for a piece. Right,
Pat?”

“Right,” I nodded. “And cut out
the bullshit before we're late for
work!”

We were on time and settled
down for another day at the old
grind. I processed messages and
worked the teletype circuits auto-
matically, for my mind was full of
my problem.

In a few short hours I would be
setting out to kill a man. I wanted
to do it with the quick efficiency of
the one who pulled the hot seat
switch in the big house. The prob-
lem was, just how was I going to
doit?

This was a trained, experienced
karate man, probably a black belt,
who had twice killed by single
chops with those lethal hands. I
didn’t doubt that he had twice the
speed and coordination of myslef.
When threatened, such a man
would counter with reflexes sharp-
ened by years of training for just
such a moment.

I wouldn’t stand the chances of a
snowball in hell if I took him on
bare handed. An attack with a club
or knife would result in me getting
a broken arm and then a broken
neck, all in a split second.

I had seen exhibitions by karate
instructors, given on base. With
ease they had smashed bricks and
tiles with their hands. With knees
and elbows, in the flick of an eye-
lash, they had fractured braced
two-by-fours. One little professor
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had demonstrated on a canvas
dummy, that fascinating maneuver
with which a karate man could jab
through an opponent’s rib cage and
rip the beating heart out of his
body, all in one savagely easy mo-
tion.

No, I decided, there was only one
thing that was faster than a Karate
man.

A bullet.

Where was I to get a'gun? Priv- |

ate householders were forbidden
by law to have pistols on the prem-
ises, in Japan. They were not avail-
able at hockshops or sporting goods
stores. The mere purchase of a rifle
or shotgun involved months of of-
ficial red tape. I could hardly steal a
carbine or an M-1 and waltz out the
gate with it.

It would have to be a pistol. I had
access to five, there in the com-
center.

The duty section had five issue
Colt 45’s, with belts and holsters.
All five normally reposed in the
top drawer of a filing cabinet in a
corner of the comcenter. They
were used only when practice
alerts were called. Then the oper-
ators would put them on and pre-
tend that they were ready to repeal
the whole Red Army.

The guns were withdrawn from
the cabinet, then, only for alerts
and an occasional cleaning. They
were inventoried once a day, at
eight am, by the trick chief com-
ing on duty. If I could withdraw a
gun and smuggle it out of the
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comcenter when going off duty,
and then return it before eight the
next morning, I was certain it
would not be missed.

There was the freak chance that
an alert might be called that night.
One chance in a hundred of getting
caught. I decided that with such
odds I couldn’t miss.

Around ten, Duncan took in a
message at the window from a spe-
cial courier. Honky cut a tape on it
and passed it to me for transmis-
sion. I read it on the sending
printer as it went out.

The base commander was re-
porting to higher headquarters, all
the way to the Pentagon, on the oc-
currence of the previous evening.
He emphasized the uncanny tim-
ing of the left-wing demonstration,
precisely on the day of the arrival
of the Rattlesnake missiles at Min-
ami-bashi. There had been no vio-
lence offered to U.S. personnel or
property.

The harangues of the loudspeak-
ers had been directed mainly at the
J.N’s employed on the base, both
as they had left work Tuesday
night and as they had come to
work Wednesday morning. Thus
far, base workers had made no
protests of their own, such as going
out on strike.

Representatives of all news me-
dia, both Japanese and foreign, had
come out from Tokyo that morn-
ing to cover the event. World-wide
publicity, portraying the Ameri-
cans as reckless atom-brandish-
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ing war-mongers, would naturally
follow.

After performing for the benefit
of teevee and movie cameramen,
the demonstrators had allowed
their activity to taper off. They had
then dribbled away via trains and
busses to Tokyo until Sakura Av-
enue was once more bare of out-
siders. The message concluded
with the statement that USAF in-
vestigation to determine whether
there had been any local leaks, was
continuing.

My shift split for chow starting
at eleven. We were all back to work
at one. Then the local spy catchers
showed up to investigate us.

Lt. Vandevoort came in, accom-
panied by Harmon and Smith of
the O.S.I. Duncan called us to at-
tention and Vandevoort gave the
at-ease. We stood in a row while
Harmon asked wus individually
whether we had talked about classi-
fied material while off-duty. We all
denied this vigorously.

“Now, men,” Vandevoort bus-
tled up and down before us, “I have
told these gentlemen that we are
all loyal Americans, here at the
comcenter. We have all had com-
plete background investigations
and have signed the loyalty oaths.
However, some of us might get
careless and maybe discuss our
work within the hearing of unau-
thorized personnel at the club, or
downtown. Do any of you recall
talking about the missiles, outside
of shop, within the last few days?”
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Duncan, Honky, Pineapple and
myself shook our heads.

Vandevoort smiled in relief and
nodded his pleasure. “There, gen-
tlemen! I told you. No leaks in this
section. I maintain, if I do say so
myself, a high level of security con-
sciousness among my men.”

Harmon growled, “That’s fine,
Lieutenant, but somebody around
here must have talked. The Com-
mies had advance notice on this
deal.”

Smith noticed that I was frown-
ing.

“What is it, Killane?”

“You guys are barking up the
wrong tree. I could tell you how
the word got out.”

Harmon turned on me swiftly.

“You can tell us, wise guy? I sup-
pose you squealed yourself!”

“Wait a minute!” Smith told
him. “Go on, Killane.”

“The missile maintenance squad-
ron. The whole new bunch moved
in a few days ago. You couldn’t
hide several hundred guys. The
J.N.’s naturally got curious. The
troops went out on the town. Green
troops seldom can hold their lig-
uor. The bar girls pumped them,
like they do all new troops, about
how long they were going to stay,
and what they did for a living. So
some drunken jeep spills every-
thing!”

Smith nodded, thoughtfully.
“You may have something there,
Killane. We'll have to check that
out with Missile Maintenance.”
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“See, I told you. “Vandevoort
beamed in all directions. “I have a
fine bunch of men here. No security
leaks in this section.”

The three wheels left. The shift
got back to work. I had told them
enough to get them off of our backs.
I had not been so specific as to say
that I had heard any leaking in
progress with my own ears.

I thought about Michiko pump-
ing the airman called Pete. No
doubt it was only one instance
among many on Monday night. I
could see no point in getting Pete in
trouble by fingering him, or Mi-
chiko either. Let the legal eagles do
their own footwork.

We put in a busy afternoon,
S.OP, and at four o’clock began
getting the place in shape for the
swing shift. This was my chance.

I grabbed a rag and commenced
dusting stuff off, consoles and desks
and filing cabinets, until I had
worked my way to the back of the
comcenter. My fingers gently undid
three buttons of my shirt front.

At the old cabinet in the corner, I
blocked the view of what I was do-
ing with my body, and waved the
rag about with my left hand. With
my right I opened the top drawer
and felt inside.

My fingers encountered the top
holster of the pile and wormed be-
neath it toward the bottom. I felt
for the flap of the bottom holster,
unsnapped it, and closed my fingers
around the cold steel butt of a Colt
45.
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I wriggled the pistol out of the
holster and with one quick motion
slid it up out of the drawer and in-
side my shirt. I nudged the file
drawer shut and moved on, dust-
ing. I buttoned up my shirt and let
it bag a little in front. My belt held
the pistol flat and hard against my
belly, concealed beneath my shirt
and pants.

I scarcely breathed as I fooled
around, waiting for our relief. It
seemed that every eye must detect
the pistol beneath my clothes. Cold
sweat ran down my back.

What I was doing could get me
twenty years in Leavenworth. But
that was nothing to what I was
planning to do. They wouldn’t call
it justifiable homidice, when they
found Katana. They would call it
murder. Yet the purpose was as
hard and unyielding within me as
the gun that was flat against my
navel. Katana had to die.

Four thirty. Free again. 1
breathed easier as I walked out of
thecomcenter.

“Goin’ to chow, Pat?” Pineapple
called after me.

“Nah, I'm going out and hit the
Lane,” I called back. “See you guys
tomorrow.”

Honky and Pineapple waved and
turned off toward the messhall. I
continued on to the barracks. By
five, I was walking out the gate in
chinos and the fullest sport shirt I
owned. With its bright folds loose
about me, I was relaxed. The .45
stuck inside my belt was concealed.
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The demonstrators were long
since gone and life flowed down Sa-
kura Avenue just as on any other
summer night. ].Ns were going
home and G.I’s had not yet come
out in any numbers. I had several
hours to kill, I thought, and then
chuckled at the unintentional pun.

I had several hours to pass before
performing my soul-satisfying act
of vengeance.

The Paris Bar seemed as good a
place to pass the time as any. Mi-
chiko was not there. Mamma-san
Watanabe gave me the message as
soon as I walked in the door.

“Pat-san, Michiko-san say tell you
come her house. She not coming
work, tonight. Say you come,
honto, see her before you do any-
thing else. Takusan importanto!”

Well, now.

I hadn’t seen Michiko since Mon-
day night, since we had parted in
front of the hotel. As far as she
knew I was still looking for Spanish
Man’s killer. She did not know, she
could not know, that I had found
him. She could not know what I
was planning to do that night.
Then what was this urgent message
allabout?

There was only one way to find
out.

Again 1 walked down Sakura
Avenue, across the tracks, into Mina-
mi-bashi.I walked past the hotel and
partway up the curving street. I
crossed it and entered a side street
that led northwest. Michiko lived

down one block.
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She had a small house on the cor-
ner, or rather she shared it with
two other girls. Each of them rent-
ed one of the house’s three rooms.
The other two girls would have
gone to work by this time of the
evening. Michiko would be alone.

I turned off the gravelled street.
Three steps took me "across the
miniscule yard. I reached the slid-
ing outer door of the house and
opened it. The door was never
locked. The various girls and their
assorted customers could come and
go freely at any hour of day or
night.

Inside the door was a few square
feet of cement floor, with the usual
wooden knee-high landing beyond
that. Four doors opened onto it.
One to each girl’s room, and one to
the corner benjo. The inside of the
entry way was hung with an assort-
ment of raincoats and hats. The
floor was strewn with a mixture of
overshoes, geta, buckets and a
broom or two. I slipped out of my
shoes, stepped up onto the landing,
and rapped at Michiko’s door.

It slid open with a small thump.
Michiko’s worried face looked into
my own.

She had a light yukata belted
around her body. Her heavy black
hair was loose on her shoulders.
She had no makeup on. One ivory
knee showed where the yukata fell
open at the bottom. Her bare feet
were thrust into a pair of fluffy

white mules.
“Oh, Pat! You camel”
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Before T could move, she flung
herself at me and threw both arms
around my neck. She was nude be-
neath the yukata. Those proud un-
restraincd breasts flattened against
my chest. Her flat stomach and
eager thighs surged at mine. Then
she gasped and recoiled to arms
length. She had felt the pistol un-
der my belt. Her cycs opened wide.

“Pat . ..what ...

“You have a . . .” her hand felt
quickly at my waist I pushed it
aside. “. . . A gun!”

“It isn’t a samurai sword, baby!”

“But why, Pat? Why?”

“To shoot with.”

“Shoot? Thenyou . . .

“I know.”

i1}

“How you ... I mean ... you
know who?”

“I know who.”

“Pat, Pat . .. how you find ..
who told you?”

“Chibi told me, baby. Little

Chibi-chan.”

Michiko was panic-stricken now.
She backed into the room, one
hand over her mcuth. T followed
her in and closed the door.

The room was the same as ever,
as familiar to me as my own. Ta-
tami floor, paper walls, paper ceil-
ing. A heavy porcelain hibachi was
in the middle of the floor, the kind
that was filled with sand for insu-
lation, with the charcoal giowing
red within the pot’s iron core. A
teapot was hissing above the coals.

Against the shoji-type window
was the stateside bed; opposite it
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was a western type settee. A tall
chest of drawers and Michiko’s
floor-level bureau completed the
furnishings. Pinned to the walls
were pictures of Michiko’s idols
that she had cut from magazines—
Marilyn, Liz, Brigitte, Reiko Dan.
Among jars and bottles on the bu-
reau were a little bronze Hoteh
and a puir of Kokeshi dolls I had
bought for Michiko when we vis-
ited Ennshima.

“Chibi-chan! But she could not!
She was dead, dead before . . . be-
fore . ..

I leaped ar Michiko and grabbed
her shoulders. I shook her, hard. I
yelled my question out.

“Dead before WHAT?”

“Oh . . . before she . . .
to . . . hotel!”

“How could you know that?”

“Etai! Etai, Pat! You hurting
mel!”

My fingers were digging deep
into her shoulders as revelation ex-
ploded in my brain. Facts were
falling into line. Bits of memory
were cascading into a pattern.

I released my grip and propelled
Michiko backward onto the bed.
She fell on to it, long legs flailing. I
stood over her, fists clenched,
watching as she gasped deeply and
pushed herself up to a sitting posi-
tion.

“Go on, baby, tell me. Tell me
how you know she was dead be-
fore she even got to the hotel!”

Her jet eyes went blank and her
face froze, expressionless. She
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shook her head from side to side.
I flung words at her, raging.
“All the time I thought someone

had followed her! She wasn’t fol- '

lowed, she was ambushed!”

“Only three people knew we
were going to meet at the hotel.
Me, you, and Chibi! Only you were
against it! Only you could have
told someone where she would be
going!”

“It was eleven-thirty when we
crossed the tracks, Monday night.
No later than eleven-forty when we
said goodby in front of the hotel.
Chibi was killed at twelve-twenty.
Forty minutes, Mict}‘xiko! Plenty of
time for you to wait until I was out
of sight, then double back and
squal on Chibi! Who did you meet,
Katana?”

“No, Pat! Not Katana-san!”

I leaned over her and grabbed a
fistfull of that long hair. I menaced
her with the other hand.

“Who did you tell then, who?”

One of her long legs, free of the
hiked-up yukata, came up. Her foot
caught me in the stomach and
drove me back just as her searching
hands found the gun under my belt
and jerked it free.

She squealed as I fell backwards,
taking a handful of hair with me. I
almost tripped over the hibachi be-
fore Ijerked upright.

Michiko flung back her head to
toss the hair from in front of her
face, gripped the Colt 45 with one
hand, and expertly jacked the slide
back and brought the pistol to full
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cock with a round in the chamber,
with the other hand.

I stared into the round black
muzzle of the gun, only a couple
feet from my face.

“Back up, Pat, or I shoot! I can
do!”

The gun did not waver. The jet
eyes behind it flashed. I backed up.

“Pat, why did you be so stupid?
Why you didnt let it alone? I
warned you. I warned Chibi.”

Regret and sorrow in her voice,
regret on her face, and the hands
rock-steady around the gun.

“Why? Because I couldn’t see
letting whoever killed Spanish get
away with it!”

“But they didn’t plan to kill him.
It was all stupid, a stupid accident.
You had to make worse, getting
Chibi to help you. I warned her!”

“Your best friend, and you had
to send a murderer after her!
Why?”

The jet eyes were filled with
tears now. Her voice quavered, “It
was my duty. She was going to be-
tray the association by telling you
Katana-san’s name. It was my duty
to reportit.”

“Report to who?”

She told me between sobs, still
holding the Colt level.

“Ashikaga-sama.”

The fortune teller. There was
something queer about that name.
ThenIhadit. The “sama.”

In Japanese honorifics, “chan”
was for kids and “san” for adults.
“‘Sama” was hardly ever used now-
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adays, except when referring to an-
cient gods or emperors.

“Why “Sama,” Michiko?”

She shrugged, idly stating a fact.
“He is a great man, Pat. He speaks
with the old gods, who ruled be-
fore the foreigners came to Nip-
pon. He and his friends will rule
Nippon again, soon. He is most
pewerful man in Minami-bashi.
People fear him, tell him every-
thing, do what he says.”

“I told him what you and Chibi
planned Monday night. He com-
manded me to tell how Chibi-chan
would go to hotel. Then he sent
Katana-san to stop her. You see,
Pat? It was my duty!”

I shook my head in amazement.
I couldn’t understand this mental-
ity that put duty before friendship.

“But, Chibi had already told me
who the killer was, only I didn’t
know it at the time. She told me
when she blurted out about the
sheechee-ya. I didn’t remember that
until later.”

“Yes, Pat. When you told us
Spanish was killed by karate man,
we knew he was mixed up with
the secret. I wanted you to let it
alone!”

“But I didn’t, and here we are.
Michiko, what is going on at that
hockshop?”

“It cannot hurt to tell you now.
Hockshop is head place for the
money association.”

“Money association?”

“G.I. money. All the bars take.
Billy the Kid conies, takes it to
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hockshop. Matsukawa-san changes
for yen, sends yen back to bar
mamma-sans. All people of Bar
Lane know the system. Know that
no one must tell foreigners of se-
cret. If they do, Matsukawa-san
sends Katana-san to punish.”

There we had it. The old black
market thing, dealing now in mili-
tary script instead of cigarettes and
coffee. Matsukawa ran the opera-
tion using the hockshop as a front.
Billy the Kid was the runner and
Katana the enforcer. I had read
someplace, where it all led.

The script was fed into a net-
work that somewhere along the
line got the script changed into
greenbacks. Valuta, it was called,
money that was good anywhere in
the world. The green money the
black markets generated went to
finance  Communist  activities
everywhere in the Free World.

That brought up another point. I
stood staring down at Michiko and
thegun she held.

“You told Ashikaga what that
kid said in the bar, about seeing the
snakes. You knew he was talking
about the Rattlesnakes!”

“Of course, Patl That is another
duty. What the G.I's speak of their
business, the girls must tell Ashi-
kaga-sama.”

“Baby, you and your great Ashi-
kaga are working for the Commu-
nists!”

“No, Pat. We work for Nippon.
Ashikaga-sama and his friends
only use the Communists, un-
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til they will rule Nippon. Then
they throw out the Red people just
as they will throw out the Ameri-
cans. All gaijin can go jigokuy,
then, and Nippon will be great
again!”

“You call me stupid! You think
you are using the Commies, and
all the time they are using vou!
You don’t want to rearm, and you
don’t want us here, when we’re all
that protects you!”

“You do not protect us, Pat, with
your jets and your Rattlesnakes and
your atoms! You can onlv bring
the bombs down upon Nippon
again, if you stay here! That is why
youmust go!”

I shook mv head in amazement.
“You live off us, you make love to
us, and all the while you hate us!”

“Yes!” Michiko spat at me. “All
the while, we . . . I ... hate you!”

“Stupid little Josans betray us,
turn their backs on Nippon and
marry Americans and go home
with them. Ones who remember
their duty stay, and take your stu-
pid money and listen to vour stupid
talk and use it against you!”

“Honto, I hate vou, Pat Killane!
You know where I was born? I
told you Tokyo? No! I lived there,
became a woman there, but I was
born in Hiroshima!”

“Hai. born a chesai girl in Hiro-
shima. Little girl who spend all
night in bomb shelter with family
because B-29s go over. Little girl
who cannot sleep because so many
people in shelter.”
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“So in morning is all-clear, and
people go above ground, and I was
so tired I begged mother. She left
me to sleep in shelter. Then a terri-
ble noise and I woke up and went
to see.”

“City gone, Pat. Father gone,
mother gone, brothers and sisters
gone. No place for little girl to go
but Tokyo. No way to earn rice but
to do push-push with round-eye
soldiers!”

“You see why I help Ashikaga-
sama, Pat?”

She held the gun up, jabbing it
toward me, eyes daring me to make
a move.

I nodded. I saw, all right. What
was more, I didn’t blame her now.
My revenge campaign was stalled
by one which far outranked it. I
had slept with this girl many times.
Only now did I finally know her.

“Mitchi . . .”

“Yes, Pat?”

“Mama Watanabe said you had
something to tell me. What was it?”

“Nothing, Pat.”

“Then why the word to come
here?”

“My duty, Pat. You went too far.
Ashikaga-sama told me to make
you come here, keep you here un-
51 I

“Until what?”

I heard the room door behind me
open with a slight thud.

“Until Katana-san arrived.”

The skeleton figure in the white
shirt and pants stood in the door
and grinned at me. It made a short
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mecking bow, greeting me. Its eyes
found Michiko and the gun she
pointed at me. The razor-slash grin
grew even wider.

Death stepped lightly into the
room, like a ballet dancer, sound-
less on stockinged feet. Michiko,
with a sigh of relief, drew her yu-
kata about her and stood up. She
let the hand holding the gun sag
slightly, as she spoke to Katana in
Japanese.

He replied abrupily, his grin
subsiding into a tight-lipped gash.
They both looked at me.

“Before you do anything,” I said
through dry lips, “I would like to
know one thing.”

Katana raised
“Thatisr”

“Just why did you kill Spanish
Man*”

Katana shrugged.

“It was accident. Your friend
came down alley behind hockshop,
drunk. 1 was just let Ashikaga-
sama iu back door. He sees us,
laugh and wave, and go on. I think
in hurrv. no round-eye must see . . .

. connect . . . Ashikaga and hock-
shop. He may remember, tell
friend. Must not be. I go quick, out
gate, after him. So.”

I nodded. “So.”

Bars t~» hockshop to Ashikaga.
That wus where the money went.
Ashikaga to the Tokyo Commu-
nists. From Cemmunists to acti-
vists to fellow travelers. The dollar
spent for booze came back home in
the shape of a slogan cn a banner.
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One side moved a rocket forward.
The other side countered with
propaganda.  Checkmate, until
someone thought up another move.

And Ignacio Luna had stumbled
happily down an alley and waved
at two men in the shadows.

Here, in this room, life and death
and I were waiting.

Katana rasped an order to Mi-
chiko, telling her to leave the room
while he did his job. She started to
obey.

“Michil!”

She paused and looked at me.

“Think a minute. Once I'm dead
you're next. You know too much
about them 10 live now. They won’t
give you a chance to try and ex-
plain to the police, how a murder
happened in your bedroom!”

Michiko tensed and started to
bring up the gun, her face turning
toward Katana.

Quick as lightning he stepped
forward on his left foot, shooting
his left hand out, fingers stiff. The
jab, too swift to dodge, caught
Michiko just under the breastbone.

The killer hand seemed to go
deep into her. A roar filled the
room as the gun went off. She
seemed to crumple and collapse in-
ward around that hand. The Colt
automatic dropped from her limp
fingers.

Katana whipped his hand back
to his side and advanced on his
right foot. His right hand hacked
like an axe at her bent neck. Mi-
chiko’s body tumbled to the floor.
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Smiling again, eyes gleaming
joyfully in his parchment skull
face, Katana slid forward with his
left foot advanced, hands and arms
straight as sword edges from el-
bows to fingertips, left arm up and
right held close to his body.

Chopping hands ready, smiling,
he stepped toward me.

WEDNESDAY NIGHT

Even as Katana was chopping
Michiko down, I saw my one
chance for life and seized it. The
heavy hibachi was on the floor be-
tween us. I lunged for it and with
one mighty effort swung it up with
both hands and hurled it at him.
The teakettle flew to one side,
spilling hoiling water as it fell.

The massive porcelain pot took
Katana by surprise, crashing
against his raised left arm and then
into his face. The force of it
knocked him backwards, off bal-
ance. I took one quick step forward
and kicked him hard in the crotch.

Doubled over, Katana smashed
back into the paper wall, going
half way through it. I did not give
his Karate reflexes time to react, but
tipped his head back with a left
uppercut and then drove my right
fist, with all my force, full into his
Adam’s apple.

At our feet was a tangle of shat-
tered hibachi, spilled sand, and
fiercy charcoal. Flames leaped up
eagerly across the straw mat floor.
They caught on the paper wall and
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flashed toward the ceiling. The
house would go up in mere sec-
onds.

Caught half in and half out of
the hole in the wall, Katana
threshed helplessly with his limbs.
The skull-like face tipped back,
eyes bulging and mouth gaping in
soundless agony. I seized the shock
of black hair with my left hand
and tipped the head forward. For
Spanish and Chibi and Michiko, I
threw all my fury and hate into one
rabbit punch down upon the back
of that bony neck.

It pitched Katana forward out of
the wreck of the paper wall, down
atop the shattered hibachi on the
blazing floor. He was stunned or
dead, I did not know which, there
on the flames.

My own feet were burning now.
My pants were catching. The room
was one hellish box of flames.

I leaped back to Michiko’s body,
grasped her and pulled her up. I
saw the Colt 45 beneath me on the
floor and took the time to ram it
into the belt beneath my shirt.
Then I leaned forward and clasped
Michiko in my arms.

Behind me was the flaming bed,
and behind that the stick and glass
shoji window. Backwards, drag-
ging Michiko, I staggered on
scorching feet. Up onto the bed,
pausing to brace my feet and
hunch my head between my shoul-
ders. Then I straightened my legs
and flung myself backward and
through the shoji.
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I struck dirt hard, amid an ex-
plosion of shattered wood and
glass, with Michiko’s limp body
still clasped in my arms. I was up
and staggering a few steps, bent
over, seeing only that battered,
long-legged, lovelv body with the
flaming yukata still around it.

The low board fence of the yard
tangled my legs and I fell again,
taking more lumber with me, onto
the gravel of the street. I lay there
hot and gasping, with the house a
raging inferno above me in the
night.

There were people all around
me. Chattering, excited, yellow-
faced people. Their eager hands
separated the limp bodies of Mi-
chiko and myself and beat out the
flames that licked at our clothing.
The voices spoke in a staccato of
Japanese that I could not under-
stand. They were comforting in
tone.

Somewhere there was a bell
clanging, a fire alarm, and the rat-
tle of approaching fire carts. Be-
hind the flames was the sound of
voices shouting instructions and
then much splashing as surround-
ing houses were drenched before
they could ignite.

I hitched myself up to a sitting
position, there on the gravel, and
stared at the still form of Michiko
a few feet away. Some kind soul
had taken away the remants of the
yukata and had spread blankets
above and beneath her. Only the
bleached ivory of her face showed
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amid the tangle of her dark hair.
In the firelight I could see that a
stream of dark liquid was coursing
from one corner of her mouth.

A little man in a western suit,
carrying a black bag, appeared in
the crowd. He knelt by Michiko
and made a quick examination. He
looked up at the faces and shook
his head. Low hisses of sympathy
came from the crowd.

A young worker in singlet and
jeans clattered over to me and pat-
ted me on the back. He offered a
pack of cigarettes. I allowed him
to thrust one between my lips.
Someone else supplied a match. I
drew the soothing smoke deep into
my lungs.

I smoked the cigarette, of the
brand called “Peace” I felt my
body and spirit relaxing in the
peace that followed a battle over
and done.

Mv vendatta was finished. Span-
ish Man and Chibi could rest in
peace, for their murders were
avenged. Michiko could rest in
peace, for her hate-filled life was
done and in her dying she had
given me my chance to live. In that
burning house, I hoped, Katana
had lived long enough to get a
good preview of hell before he had
died.

Anything else that happened
now would be unimportant.

I heard sharp commands among
the crowd. Uniformed men ap-
peared around me. They were po-
lice in slate-gray. A tiny man in
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black was giving the commands.
Inspector Mori had arrived.

“Ah, Mr. Killane. So this is the
climax of your impetuous actions?”

I ground the cigarette butt out in
the gravel and nodded.

“I have had a man watching this
house for days. Your arrival was
not unexpected. That of Katana
was, however, and my man had to
come instantly to me for instruc-
tions. Tell me, where is Katana?”

I waved toward the subsiding
fire.

“In there.”

“Ah, so! The people here say
that a gunshot was heard before the
fire broke out. Did you shoot him,
Mr. Killane?”

“No,” I told him truthfully. “Mi-
chiko had a gun in her hand, and
it went off when Katana hit her.
Nobody was shot.”

“The doctor says the girl is
dead.”

“He chopped her once on the
neck and jabbed her once in the
middle.”

Mori turned and asked some-
thing of the doctor, who was still
by Michiko’s body. Then he spoke
again to me.

“Yes. A fractured neck and in-
ternal bleeding, probably caused
by the blow on the abdomen. Ka-
tana, of course. How is it that he
did notkill you also?”

“While he was killing Michiko, 1
had a chance. I hit him with the
hibiachi, and then my fists.
Knocked him out. I didn't have
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time to drag Michiko out, and him
too.”

“Of course not, Mr. Killane. I
understand. You acted solely in
self defense. Most commendable.
Also most lucky for you, that Miss
Michiko diverted his attention.
Notso?”

“Yeah. By the way, I found out
what was behind all this, before
things started happening.”

“Do you refer to the Matsukawa
gang?”

“That’s it. The money racket. Do
you know where it goes?”

Mori shook his head.

“No, Mr. Killane. That was one
of the things we wished to deter-
mine, before we moved in. We have
long known, however, that the
Matsukawa Sheechee-ya was the
central depository for a ring that
reached all over the Kanto Plain.
Mr. Matsukawa is the leader of the
ring, and to him flow the military
scripts taken in by bars outside of
your air bases.”

“I can tell you where it goes from
there,” I said. “Ashikaga, the for-
tune teller, picks it up and turns it
over to the Tokyo Communists.”

Mori sucked in his breath in sur-

rise.

“Ashikagal We knew that he
had certain unfortunate political
connections, but we did not suspect
that he was connected to Matsuk-
awa.”

“Yeah, that’s the big secret. He’s
the link between the black market
and the Communists. He is also a
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spy. He collects information from
the bar girls, who get it from
drunk G.I’s.”

“Ah, that accounts for the timing
of the demonstration. You have
done well after all, Mr. Killane.
Very well indeed!”

“Now, can you pick up the
bunch? Or do you wait some
more?”

“No, Mr. Killane. We are done
with waiting. Even now, the lead-
ers of the ring will be waiting at
the hockshop, expecting Katana to
return with the news of your elim-
ination. His falure will decide them
to fly. We will net them at once.”

I climbed wearily to my feet,
feeling the Colt hard and secure
under my belt. There was no need
to mention it to the little police-
man.

“Oh, inspector . . .

“Yes, Mr. Killane?”

I pointed to my bare and blis-
- tered feet. “Think you could find
me some shoes? I left mine in the
house, I came out so fast.”

“One moment.” Mori spoke to
one of his men. That man sought
briefly among the crowd, and re-
turned with some objects in his
hand.

“I am afraid that you will have
to use geta, Mr. Killane,” Mori told
me. “No one present possesses
shoes capable of fitting your so-
large Ameican feet.”

I stepped into the wooden things,
fitting the thongs between my toes.
I shuffled gravel beneath them and

156

”»

looked once more at the scene. I
looked at the blanket-shrouded fig-
ure on the ground.

“Whatabout . . .”

“The late Miss Michiko? An am-
bulance will be here shortly for the
remains. We will see that her ashes
are fittingly interred, at a later
date.”

Mori nervously consulted his
gold watch. “Come, Mr. Killane. I
think that you had better accom-
pany us. My car is just below on
the avenue.”

Three unmarked Datsuns were
parked at the mouth of the side-
street. Mori and I and two of the
city cops piled into one. There were
enough grey-clad men along to fill
the other two. Mori gave an order
and the car moved off, leading the
little procession down Sakura Av-
enue.

Mori halted his little car at the
highway intersection. Men came up
from the other cars and listened
while Mori snapped instructions in
rapid Japanese. The procession
started off again. The end car
peeled off, to come down the far
end of Bar Lane. Mori’s car and
the second one rolled slowly to-
ward the airbase gate.

The cars slowed almost to a halt
opposite the entrance to Bar Lane,
giving the end car time to ap-
proach. Its headlights came in
sight, creeping down the Lane to-
ward us. All up and down the
Lane, in the neon-lit night, the
traffic moved from door to door.
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Mori barked an order. The car
behind us nosed into the Lane in
low gear, to meet the oncoming car
in front of the hockshop.

Our own vehicle lurched ahead
as the driver gunned it around the
corner by the gate, past Ohta Gro-
cery and Hondo Laundry, then up
the little track past Chong’s Tailor
Shop. The driver hit the brakes.

We were at the gate behind the
hockshop. The two cops and Mori
exploded from the car with pistols
in their hands. I piled out behind
them. Mori snapped at me over his
shoulder.

“Keep behind us, Mr. Killane!”

The gate in the concrete wall
was locked. One cop placed his pis-
tol to the lock and fired. The gate
swung inward. The four of us
rushed through.

We were in the rubbish-heaped
yard. Mori halted us and we stood
looking up at the two-story fort
with its barred windows and mas-
sive rear door. We waited for a
couple of minutes.

At that moment the two carloads
of police were rushing at the front
door. I could imagine the confu-
sion that was ensuing as Bar Lane
witnessed the abrupt descent upon
the hockshop. The place would
never be the same again.

From the front of the building
we heard shots, two at first and
then an answering fusillade. Mori
and his two men tensed expect-
antly, pistols up.

The rear door burst open and
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Matsukawa appeared. His eyes
were wild and the gold tooth
flashed in his open mouth. He
started to raise his gun as he saw us
waiting outside.

Three pistols cracked simulta-
neously. Once each, and that was
all.

Matsukawa flung his arms up,
stepped high from the back door,
and picched headfirst down the
back step. His face skidded into the
dirt of the yard. He lay face down,
arms outstretched. The light spill-
ing from the open door above him
was reflected by the jeweled rings
on both his fat hands. He did not
stir.

I followed the policemen and the
Inspector inside. We met the men
who had come in the front way.
One had a shoulder wound.

Billy the Kid had been in the
front of the shop. He had panicked
when the uniforms had appeared,
and had whipped out a gun. Now
his riddled body lay behind the
counter, with the faded levis and
rodeo shirt and old cowboy boots
soaking up his blood.

We found his ancient guitar in
the kitchen. Inspector Mori exam-
ined it for a moment. He held the
guitar up for us to see, his fingers
working at the back. A section
of the back swung out, hinged, and
many M.P.Cs fell out to the floor.
Inside the guitar was a little com-
partment. That was the way Billy
had brought the money from the
bars to the hockshop.
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The first floor was cleared. That
left the upstairs. Mori led the way,
his pistol still in his hand. Some of
us followed him up the steep stair-
case, and into a tatami-floored
sleeping room.

There was a haze of burning in-
cense in the air. It seeped through a
curtained doorway. Mori f{lung
back the curtain and stepped
through. The little man froze,
standing silent and almost rever-
enty.

I pushed through the door and
saw what Mori saw.

The far end of the room was a
shrine, flanked by vermillion-paint-
ed pillars. The centerpiece was a
great ceiling-to-floor scroll depict-
ing what I knew to be the most
ancient deities of Japan. To one
side a bronze censer oozed per-
fumed smoke. It was the figure in
front of the shrine that drew our
attention.

It was a slight form, kneeling
upon a white silk cushion, huddled
low within the antique robes it
wore. The high bald head was
pointed toward the shrine. The
end of the long white beard spilled
forward over the bony knees. Be-
neath the figure a spreading pool of
red soaked the cushion and the
tatami.

Inspector Mori hissed one word.

“Seppuku!”

Ashikaga had taken the ancient
and honorable way of one who had
failed his country and his gods.
The shooting below had told him
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that the game was over. He had
committed hara-kiri.

We sat sipping tea later, in the
kitchen of the hockshop. The po-
lice were busy putting all in order,
removing the bodies and itemizing
everything in the building. Mori
had permitted me to reclaim my
Omega, before the merchandise
and furnishings were placed under
government seal. There was little
that remained to be done.

“Ah yes, Mr. Killane,” the in-
spector was saying. “You have been
instrumental, in a most unorthodox
way, in the breaking up of a trou-
blesome criminal and espionage
ring. I can promise you that my
government will not be ungrate-
ful.”

“In a few days your superiors
will receive, through proper chan-
nels, a document that I believe you
call a ‘Letter-of Commendation.’”

“It will come from such a high
source that your Air Force will be
unable to ignore it. It will, no
doubt, go far in obtaining forgive-
ness for your escapades, and per-
haps even promotion.”

“Tonight I will accompany you
on base mvself, and answer any
questions that your officers and the
O.S.I. may have.”

He reached into his pocket and
extracted something.

“A little gift, which I believe you
will find useful. My men found it
and others on the premises.”

He dropped an object into my
palm. It was an issue .45 cartridge.
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I looked up quickly at Mori. face straight and his eyes sparkling
“To replace the expended round, with amusement.

in the weapon concealed beneath “Really, Mr. Killane! The young

your belt. It would save explana- are always so foolish. Did I not

—_tions.” warn you once before, not to at-

I felt the blush start at my toes tempt to put the wool in front of

and work all the way up to my my humble old eyes?”

ears. I did not know what to say. With repeating that obscure Oc-

The inspector murmured on, his cidentalsaying, he was content.

-
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Loch Box  # 62
;.@ Condui//e, Wew Jemey

‘Q)ear C/Lo//y /.%tga,

Coup/ 2 weeks ago ./4//ey Sam, /.?enny gz’méo,
O/J garﬂ ana[ me was sillin’ arounc[ t/w yarcl
gassin’ about this story in %7an£unl wheng fheve’'s
this 44[// what’s a/wayd 4cralc/u'ng Aimde/ﬁ O/cl
gurd says, L ow, on does f/ml guy éring to minc[.?”
jda;;a, “WIzy [Aal’:i lﬁe 5/);'[[1'11’ image 0/ o[)oudy
Bl So then Moy sangs, “Hell 9 butcha
Céo//y /.Zugd wril anf plece. ﬂe was a/wayd lée
egg-éeac[ fype. =

M/e//i wis wribibhe oditors ﬂzr the strow roame and
azlz[reda o/}. Wynrlam Z?riur/y. Sure enougﬁ, it’s
our o/a[ c/a.umale, Céo//y /.?ugd./

Il/Ue a/wagé Lnew you’tl maée ity éoy. /_77uf,
o[eauenwor[é ... man, that’s éig fime.’

/Uerg fru/y yours,

The Ol gang ﬁ-om /95 12
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