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T’s quiet, nobody

home. I can’t lis-
ten to them records
no more. I switch off the player, go
to the window and look down at
the street. Chiller ain’t in sight.
I's a dismal scene. I go back,
stretch on the couch and light up.

BY HAL ELLSON

I knew there’d be an initia-
tion when I joined the gang.
But I didn’t know what i
would be like . . o

Cats start up in the
backyard, fighting
over garbage. Then
them people in the next apartment,
that thin one that gave me the eye
yesterday. Yeah, that husband knows
what he’s got and it ain’t sugar. He
got a wino wife with a roving eye.
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They going to be black after tonight.
If she don’t put a knife in his belly.

She got a voice sharper than any
shiv. Damn, it goes right through
me. I get up, go to the wall and
listen.

“Yeah, hit me,” she says. “Go
ahead, you so big. You nothing
but trash. It’s my money and my
business where I get it.”

Girl, you is crazy, I say to my-
self. Cause she is. I saw that man of
hers come up the stairs yesterday.
Got a build like a piano, a neck like
Marciano, a face no mother could
love.

“Go ahead, hit me, hit me!”
she saysagain.

Then I hear that big man move,
hear his footsteps clear as day
through the wall. He don’t say
nothing. A chair crashes against
the wall. That witch screamed and
my skin crawled. He must have
missed her. I hear scuffling, furni-
ture going down. Damn, somebody
going to be dead. Cops’ll be here.

The noise stops. It’s quiet enough
to hear a mouse breathe. People
is in the hall, nobody talking, every-
body listening, waiting.

I'm about to move away from
the wall when I hear that crazy
juiced-up witch laugh. It’s like the
wall is made of paper. I hear that
man laugh. Man, they’re both
goofed.

“John,” she says, “you can have
half the money.”

I hear him laugh again. Yeah, he
beat it out of her and she liked it.
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“Sugar, you going to fetch a
bottle?” she says.

“Yeah,” he answers.

I hear him clump to the door,
open it. Bam, all them people in
the hall scatter quick. Doors slam
shut. They scared of Mr. Muscles.
I hear him go down the stairs. It’s
quiet now. I stretch on the couch
again, light another cigarette, and
that wino-witch turns on the radio.

I look at the clock. Chiller’s on
the way. Got to be here soon.

Five minutes later somebody
stomps up the stairs, stops before
my door, knocks. I sit up.

“That you, Chiller?”

“Yeah, open up.”

“Itain’t locked. Come on in.”

He comes in. “You ready, man?”
he asks.

“Yeah, I been waiting too long
already.”

“We got all night,” he says, and
his eyes go round the room. They’re
nothing but slits. He got to open
them with a can-opener. You don’t
know what he’s thinking. Got a
face that don’t show nothing, no
expression. Chiller’s a good name
for this stud.

I slip my jacket on and we go
to the door. Moving down the stairs,
we meet Mr. Muscles coming up.
His shoulders is too wide and he

“don’t give an inch. Got a bottle
in his hand. We give him room to
pass and hear him go stomping up.

“That stud smells funky,” Chiller
says.

“Keep it cool,” I tell him. “He’s
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big enough to eat both of us. I
know.”

We go out. There’s a wine-head
laying on the stoop like he’s dead,
mouth open, teeth shining. We
step over him like he ain’t nothing
and go down the block.

It’s two blocks to the club house.
We go down a slimy cellar and
come up in a back yard.

I'm wondering now, kind of
nervous. Maybe it’s a trap. Maybe
I’'m going to get jumped.

“What’s the jive?” I say.

Chiller laughs. “You got to climb
the fire escape,” he says. “It’s the
way in and the way out.”

We lick up the fire escape, go in
a window three flights up. Sheets
is at all the windows, guys laying
around, a record playing Good Night
Sweetheart. Soon as them other cats
see me everybody stops talking.
I feel funny with all them new
faces looking at me.

A slim guy with a scar on his face
says to Chiller, “Who’s this new
cat?”

“One of my aces,” Chiller an-
swers and that made me feel good.

Chiller introduced us. “This is
Bomber,” he says. “President of
the Imperials. Bomber, meet Butch.”

I shook with Bomber, then with
them other cats. There was Two-
Gun, Sticker, Knife, Thirty-Eight,
Jap, and some others. I couldn’t
remember all the names.

I still felt funny, not knowing
these guys and being in their pad.
It was too easy-like joining this
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new club. Yeah, just as I was think-
ing that the treasurer says, “Come
over here and pay your dues.”

I paid up, and then it started,
what I figured was going to happen.
Bomber tells me to stand on a box
and fold my arms in front of me.

All of a sudden it’s real quiet in
the room, and everybody’s looking
at me like they ready for blood. My
blood. I'm jumpy but I don’t show
nothing.

“Do you promise to protect any-
body in this club?”’ Bomber says.
“If we give you a plstol ‘you prom-
ise to do what you’re told with it?”

“Yeah,” Isay.

Bomber is grinning now. “Okay,
T-Bone,” he says, and this cat
steps up. Bomber taps him on the
chest. “This boy is going to start
a fight with anybody he can find in
the Dragons. That’s where you
shine in. Soon as he does, you step
up and shoot the Dragon. That’s
all.”

Yeah, that was all. I was expecting
much but nothing like this. I don’t
feel like shooting somebody I don’t
know, but I see all them new cats
watching me. They’re waiting to
see, waiting for me to punk out.
Maybe they going to stomp me if
I do. It’s too late to get out of this.

“Where’s the gun?” I say, and
everybody grins. Bomber hands me
a .25 short that holds six.

“Kiss it for luck,” he says. “When
you come through this, you’re one
of us. Punk out and you might not
survive to talk about it.”



I didn’t say nothing. I put the

gun away, and Chiller says, “Let’s
0.”

Chiller, T-Bone and me go down
the fire escape and through to the
street. We start walking and don’t
say nothing. I offer around and
light up a cigarette.

“You nervous?” Chiller asks.

“I wasn’t expecting nothing like
this,” I say. “But I'm ready.”

“Good. . All them Dragons is
punks. We’ll play it cool and there
won’t be nothing to it.”

Yeah, I thought, nothing but
a dead guy I don’t even know lay-
ing dead in the gutter. I touched
that gun in my pocket and took
my hand away. It was too cold.

We kept walking. I don’t know
this neighborhood good yet. Six
blocks away we. stop on a corner.
It’s kind of quiet. I can hear my
breathing, my heart beating; sweat’s
popping out all over me. We're fac-
ing a dark block. One light in the
middle, a light in a store on the
corner.

“Kind of quier,” Chiller says.
“That’s good.” He waved his hand
and we followed him across the
street, walked down the block and
stopped on the corner opposite the
store. He looked at the store, then
waited for a taxi and whistled it to
a stop.

“Move,” he said to T-Bone and
me. The situation’s all yours.”

The taxi is backing up when
T-Bone starts across the street. I'm
on his heels. There’s a guy standing
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in the doorway of the candy store,
jukebox music coming from inside
but nobody there that we can see.

T-Bone stops at the curb. I stop
behind him. Two of us and one of
them. That gives me a good feeling
but I got the jitters. Don’t know
what’s going to happen. Suppose a
squad car cruises in on us?

It’s too late. I hear T-Bone say:
“Are you one of them jiving Dra-
gons that think they’re so bad?”

That boy in the doorway straight-
ened up fast. He looks around like
he’s looking for help and there ain’t
nobody to help him. He’s got to
grand, so he steps from the doorway
and says, “Who wants to know?”

Yeah, but he’s scared. Looking
for a way to run and there’s no place
to run. He’s got to bluff it.

“Keep coming and you’re dead,”
T-Bone says. Then he steps aside.

That’s the signal. That Dragon
is my meat. Maybe he’s got a gun.
I don’t know and I'm not wamng
I draw that .25 fast and that guy’s
running. I fire. I pull the trigger
again and I hear that boy yell, but
I know I ain’t hit him. Somebody
in that store screamed.

That done it. I turned and ran.
Chiller is yelling from the taxi. T-
Bone jumps in. I follow and that
taxi flew out of there.

We rode over to the East Side,
jumped out and caught us another
taxi.

On the way back to the club house
I say to Chiller, “How’d you hold
that first taxi-man?”

MANHUNT



“Same way Dillinger used to'do
it,” he answers.

That was all. We didn’t say noth-
ing more till we left the taxi.

Back in the club house Chiller
told them what happened and I was
in, a member of the Imperials. Beer
was brought in and we had a ball.

Next night it’s raining. I went to
the club house and it’s crowded.
There’s much talk about it being a
good night. Everybody’s got the
jumps. Four of the boys go out right
after we come in.

Chiller walks over to me and says,
“Are you in?”

“In what?” I say.

“We’re going to prime a taxi.
There’s a good take when it’s rain-
ing.”

I nod. It don’t make no difference
to me and it’s easier than a shooting.
Chiller tells me to come on. There’s
four of us, Chiller, T-Bone, Knife
and me. We go down the fire escape
and out to the street.

It’s raining cats and dogs but that
don’t matter. The harder the better.
We find a dark block and wait in a
doorway till an empty passes. Chiller
whistles. He’s already given instruc-
tions, what to do, which way to run.

The taxi backs up. We popped in
and I see the guy turn. Pretty old, a
hungry face. “Where can I drop you
boys?” he says, friendly-like, like
he knows us good.

Chiller tells him. He’s got the
place picked out. There ain’t noth-

WRONG WAY HOME

ing there but old houses they’re
tearing down, a quiet spot, dark.

The taxi licks out for the address.
Rain’s coming down harder. Hardly
nobody in the street;. I'm all knots,
tight inside already, scared. Every-
body is sitting tight, not talking,
and that’s what got me. Right off,
crazy ideas go through my head. I'm
wondering how this is going to turn
out. If the taxi will crash, if I'll get
caught, how my mother will take it.

I'm listening to the rain falling on
the car, seeing people running in the
rain. Everything looked blurred,
lights are yellow instead of white.

That taxi is racing. It swished a
corner, straightened out, and the
driver says, “It’s a bad night. Why
aren’t you boys home?”

Nobody answered.

“Ain’t you got no tongues?”’ he
goes on. “I shouldn’t pick you boys
up. I could make more money on a
busy street.”

Nobody said anything to that,
either. Everything is dim inside the
taxi. I feel chilly cause I'm scared. I
can hear the wheels underneath
swishing through puddles. That
taxi-man beeped the horn at another
corner and I jumped. This is a short
ride, but it feels so long.

We turned a corner, and I saw the
long row of dark houses. No lights in
the windows. We’re going fast.

“Stop here,” Chiller says and, as
the taxi slows, the gun is handed to
me.

T-Bone opens the door and
stepped out. Chiller and Knife fol-
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lows him. I got the gun up. I put it
to the driver’s head before he can
turn.

“Move and I'll blow your head
off,” I said.

Damn, that guy started to blub-
ber. “Don’t shoot,” he says, “I got
four kids at home.”

The others moved fast. They
opened the front doors. One took
the money, the other the car-keys.
They closed the windows, then the
doors.

Next second we’re all running,
scattered. I hear the rain louder, I’'m
thinking of the past, crazy-like,allthe
bad things I done. It all went through
my mind at once, and I felt cold. My
heart was beating to bust. I'm really
scared now, scared of everybody I
see, scared I might run into a cop and
hit him by mistake.

I made 1t all right. The four of us
did. We made it back to the club
house. Chiller and T-Bone was there
first. They looked jumpy. We had to
wait for Knife. Chiller watched the
window for followers. Five minutes
later Knife came in.

Chiller put the money on the ta-
ble and the Treasurer took charge.
He split the money, bills and coins,
and slid it to us across the table.

Everybody was quiet yet, still
scared. “We’'ll bust it for the night,”
Chiller said.

We met the following night. It
was Sunday, nice out, good for
snatching pocketbooks. Everybody’s
out then and coming home late.

I'snatched pocketbooks before but
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it was nothing like this. Chiller gave
us the orders and we went down to
the street and waited on the corner.
Five minutes later a car pulled into
the curb. We piled in, rode to an-
other neighborhood, a kind of dark
block just off a busy street.

We sat on a stoop, nobody talking,
nobody smoking, waiting for a lady
to come along. One did. We let her
pass. Maybe she saw us, maybe she
didn’t.

Chiller moved fast, like a cat.
Before that witch could turn, he had
the gun in her back. The rest of us
got around her to make it look good,
like we’re talking. Chiller made her
put her hands on her head. He
cocked the pistol to show her we
meant business. T-Bone ripped open
the front of her dress to scare her
more, and Knife snatched the pock-
etbook.

I hit her so she couldn’t make no
sound.

Then we ran for the avenue, hit
the crowd and scattered. I bought
me a coke, waited twenty minutes
and went to the corner we arranged
to meet at.

The car came and took us all but
Knife back to the club house. He
didn’t show there, either.

“You think he got caught?” T-
Bone asked.

Chiller shook his head. His eyes
looked mean. “We did that job
good,” he said. “He better show or
1t’s his skin.”

“We better wait. Maybe he’ll
come,” T-Bone said.
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But Knife didn’t come and there
was nothing to divide,

Next day we called on Knife. His
mother said he didn’t come home
the night before. We left but we
didn’t believe her. For three days
we don’t see him, don’t hear noth-
ing. Then we get the word. Knife is
back.

We went straight to his house and
his sister answered the door. That
was pie for us.

“Is Knife in?” Chiller asked.

“Yes.”

“Can we wait in here for him?”

“Sure, come on in,” she says.

We found Knife eating in the
kitchen, and he looked at us sick-
like. He knew what was going to
happen and his sister and mother
didn’t.

“You coming down tonight?”
Chiller asked him.

“I don’t feel like it,” Knife an-
swered.

He was real scared but his mother
didn’t notice. “You go down,” she
said, “‘but better see you come back
tonight.”

Knife shook his head. “I don’t feel
so good.”

We knew that and we waited till
his sister left the kitchen. She called
her mother, and Knife looked like he
was going to pop out the window.

The television went on in another
room and Chiller said, “You better
come downstairs and talk with us
orelse. . ..”
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Knife couldn’t eat no more. He
got up and said he was leaving.

“Come home early,” his mother
said above the television noise.

We all stepped into the hallway,
and Knife balked at the stairs. He
was scared and refused to go down.

Chiller put a gun on him. That
tamed him fast. He went down the
stairs. We walked six blocks to a lot
and stopped.

Chiller turned. He had the gun
out again. “Start running,” he said.

“I’m not going to.”

“Then I'm going to make you.”

“You can’t make me.”

There was no more talk. Chiller
fired at the ground and Knife took
off. He was twenty feet away when
Chiller fired again. Knife stumbled
and went down on his face.

Next second, windows is opening
everywhere and we’re running. We
got away and came back to make it
look good.

Cops was there. Squad cars all
over the place, a big crowd. I heard
a lady say toa cop, “I saw three boys
running.” Then I looked down. The
cops had throwed a blanket over
Knife. But I knew before that that
he was dead.

Nobody said anything. We went
back to the club house. Chiller told
the others what had happened and
nobody said much. The three of us
didn’t hang around long. We went
home.

I had a funny feeling, like I was
going to be caught. We shouldn’t
have gone to Knife’s house.



I couldn’t sleep. It was hot in the
house, hot in bed. I kept seeing the
way Knife stumbled. I could see his
face in the room. About two o’clock
it got cooler, quieter. Then thunder
busted out. I kept seeing flashes of
light outside my window. Crazy
noises started up. Scared, I crawled
under the sheet cause I kept seeing
Knife’s face. It was coming closer.

At three o’clock somebody
knocked at the door. I made believe
I was asleep but my mother called
me. That knocking sounded louder,
loud as my heart was beating.

I wanted to run and couldn’t. I
got up and opened the door. Cops
was there. They moved in.

“Go in the living room and sit
down,” one said. “We want to talk
to you.”

I went in and sat, scared, but I
wanted to get it over with, cause I
knew they had me.

One of the cops gave me a ciga-
rette. I took it. He putone in hisown
mouth and asked for a match.

“Haven’t got one,” I told him.

“Get me one,” he said.

I went to the kitchen and looked
at the door. I thought of running for
it but didn’t. I came back with the
matches and gave them to the cop.
He lit my cigarette, lit his own, then
looked at me. I knew this was com-
ing.

“Were you on McCready Street
tonight?” he said.

“No,” I said, and my mother
came into the room, pulling her robe
together.
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The cop turned to her and asked
the same question about me.

“I don’t know where he was,”’ she
said.

“What time did you come in?”’ he
asked me.

“Ten o’clock,” I tell him.

The cop turned to my mother and
asked her. She didn’t say nothing,
but my brother was in the room
now.

“You came in at one o’clock,” he
said.

“No, it was ten.”

“You're lying.”

I'lost my head. “Go kill yourself,”
I'yelled at him. “Go back to bed and
die, you louse.”

The cop that was doing the talk-
ing stepped between us. The other
one asked my mother where I slept
and started for my room. I followed
him with my eyes, saw the light go
on, saw him search the bed, lift the
pillow, feel it, and my heart went
dead.

He came back to the living room,
lifted his hand and I saw the bullets
in his palm.

“He has a gun,” my brother said,
and I swung at him, belted him in
the face before the cops could stop
me. They grabbed me then, and one
said, “Get your clothes on, you’re
coming with us.”

When I went down the stairs, they
were dark. One cop flashed the light
on the steps. The other had a wrist-
chain on me. Behind me the door
stayed open. I could hear my mother
crying.
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I knew everything that was going on. I'd
known from the beginning. But I couldn’t’

say a word then, and now

KEPT waking up earlier and earlier
][ unti] finally I was waking up in
the dark. Then I would sneak away
from my shack out by the barn. The
quiet morning would start turning
gray. The houses and the trees would
turn silverish gray and kind of black
colored. The only sound then would
be the clicking of the hens inside the

BY BRYCE WALTON

henyard, and sometimes maybe a
hoot ow! catching mice in the barn.

Then I would sneak toward the
house. I would walk under the
singletree hanging up on the old cy-
press that they hung hogs up on to
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butcher at pig-killing time. All I
could think about was Anna. I guess
I even thought about her at night
and that was why I kept waking up
earlier all the time.

There was this place in the bushes
where I could hide and watch Anna
get up. She always got up a little
before Glenn did so she could start
breakfast. She would move one leg
out and throw the covers back and
then stand up and stretch and look
so pretty, just like an angel. My
breath would get so loud I'd be
afraid they would hear me. I'd start
getting scared thinking about it.

Then I'd start to shake like I was
cold and I'd have to stop looking.
But I didn’t have to stop thinking.
I'd hate Glenn so much I'd have to
run back to my shack by the barn.
But I would think about Anna while
I did my morning chores. I'd go
around doing the milking, slopping
the pigs, feeding the hens of a morn-
ing and thinking about Anna and
how she was so pretty and like an
angel and that she ought not to have
to be married to Glenn because he
was bad, he was evil. I knew that.

I kept thinking of how Glenn
ought to be dead. I was the only
hired hand out there in the winter
and if Glenn was gone I'd be the
only one there with Anna.

Glenn swore at her a lot. He
wasn’t good to her and couldn’t
understand her, but I could be good
to her. I kept thinking how things
ought to be and hoping and waiting
for something to happen. It was
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happening all right. I had an idea it
was happening, and I was waiting
and watching and listening.

I was glad Iwasdumband couldn’t
talk. I figured I'd have said some-
thing to give my thoughts away.
You daren’t give thoughts away.
Glenn was a lot bigger than me.

The way Glenn acted that morn-
ing when we was supposed to have
went hunting for a deer, I knew
something was going to happen. He
came out there to my shack after
breakfast that I'd ate with them,
biscuits and eggs and honey and
ham. He carried his heavy .45~.90
rifle. He said he was going deer
hunting.

We went under the singletree
hanging on the cypress limb, and
past the big iron barrel where the
hogs were dropped into boiling water
to scald. Now it had rust on it. I was
supposed to fill up the woodbox that
day, but I was glad to go hunting
instead.

I felt a little sad when we walked
past the three cows that were going
to be driven to the butchers in a few
days. They were dumb and inno-
cent, and I knew how they really
felt without being able to say it.

We walked across the stubble
flats toward the hills and into the
sagebrush where the birds were
scampering. In the dew I could see
the tracks of little rabbits and field
mice as we walked toward the higher
hillswhere the aspensand pines were.
I spend hours sometimes out there
watching the little animals playing
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in the mornings when everything is
still,

Glenn talked about everything to
me. It was more like he was thinking
out loud, but I had to nod to show
I was listening even if I wasn’t.

I knew where we could get a deer
and motioned that way. But Glenn
wasn’t really going to get a deer
and I knew it. We walked instead
toward the hill from which you
could look right down onto Igor
Svenson’s ranch.

Glenn took longer steps, and
he kept walking faster. His hands
moved over the rifle like I'd seen
them move over Anna’s arms some-
times. Glenn didn’t care whether
Anna was happy or not. All he cared
about was himself. He wanted to
keep her all to himself, that was all
he cared about.

IfI could have talked I could have
told Glenn she was over at Svenson’s
ranch. But I couldn’t talk.

My Aunt Geraldine told me once
that when I was way back about
eight years old I could talk a blue
streak. But something happened.
I’d never been able to remember just
what it was. My mother was dead.
My father was mean and I never
saw him much except when he beat
me with a harness strap out in the
barn. My sister was older and she
took care of me and I loved her, I
remember. I saw something happen
to her, my sister I mean . . . outin
the barn . . . up in the loft. When

I'LL NEVER TELL

I thought about it I got a headache,
but it was some man who used to
come over to see her, and I would
sneak out there and hide in the corn
crib and listen.

But whatever it was, my Aunt
Geraldine told me never to tell. It
was nasty and it was evil she said and
I wasn’t ever to tell. So I never did.
I had to run away and I never went

back.

We stopped up there and looked
down on the Svenson ranch. There
was the station wagon down there
beside Svenson’s house. Anna sure
hadn’t wasted time getting over
there this morning.

“She was going to bake today,”
Glenn said.

He sat down and put the rifle
across his legs. His big shoulders
hunched up almost to his ears.

“I told her I was going to be gone
all day.”

He had black hair and a big bony
face. He was almost as big as Igor
Svenson. He looked like a big Indian,
only he had green eyes.

“She said she’d have blueberry
pie for supper.”

His words stuck all together when
he talked all the time, just like a
line of words that never came out of
his throat right. He growled all the
time in his neck like a hog eating
corn.

He kept on talking to me. The sun
moved up higher. I got hungry and
wanted to move around. But Glenn
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just sat there looking and smoking,
and talking.

He talked about fixing the tractor
tomorrow. About trying raising
beets as well as beans next year, and
also a lot more spuds. But then he’d
have to build a spud cellar and that
cost money. And the beets were
trouble because the Mexican work-
&s who came in to top the beets
caused trouble. They were always
cutting up one another, Glenn said,
with beet-topping knives. But I
knew that wasn’t true. I'd topped
beets myself and I knew. Beet-top-
ping knives have hooks on the end
so you can hook a beet on it and
jerk the beet into the air and put
the beet over your knee and whack
the top off with the second chop of
the knife.

I'd never seen Mexicans cutting
one another up much. But Glenn
told me about this one who hooked
another one in the back of the neck
with a beet-knife and dragged him
across the rows of topped beets kick-
ing like a big fish. He took a long
time telling me about it. He seemed
to like telling about it. You couldn’t
tell the difference, he said, between
beet juice and blood.

He talked about Anna too. He’d
met her at a dance in Twin Falls on
a Saturday night. She was from a
big city on the coast, and he’d
thought she thought she was too
good for him. She was too good for
him, I knew that. But Anna never
allowed herself to think so.

Glenn kept on talking and talk-
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ing. He talked all the time. But I'd
found out one thing. Pretty women
don’t like you unless you can talk.
Women like to hear you doing it.
You have to make the noises and say
the words to them all the time. If
you don’t, then they don’t believe
you, no matter what you do. Up in
Great Falls, Montana, there had
been this pretty woman. For a while
she seemed to like me. But when I
got her down into that big chair she
yelled and bit me. And I knew it was
just because I couldn’t talk.

The sun started down. Two big
black buzzards sailed low down the
sideof the hill. Some animal had died
down there, and I figured it was a
rabbit. They make a big thing out of
elephants going off to die. But did
you ever find a rabbit’s skeleton, or
a squirrel’s? Buzzards can find them
though.

“Afternoon already,” Glenn said.

I nodded.

“It’s getting cold again,” he said
later. I nodded. That was all I did
was nod when he talked, and do my
chores.

The wind was going through my
mackinaw. I was starting to shiver.
Glenn kept on watching the Sven-
son ranch.

“He’s got a way with the ladies,”
Glenn said as though it didn’t mean
anything to him. ‘“That damn
Swede. He can sure dance too. I
always figured Swedes to be dumb
and slow like yellow cows. But this
one ain’t. Always doin’ something.
Wonder if the louse ever sleeps?”’
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Glenn stood up.

“Crazy Swede. Sure got a way
with the women.”

Glenn moved stiffly. Anna was
still down there. “Guess we'd better
be mosyin’ back now. I'm sure going
to miss that blueberry pie for supper,
won’t you?”’

I nodded and jumped around to
get warm.

“Sure got a way with the women,”
Glenn said. “Guess he’s sorry his
old man up and died and left him
the ranch. Now he has to stay out
here too damn much. Guess he’ll be
selling out one of these days, so he
can go somewhere where the women
ain’t so scarce. Pocatello maybe.”

We walked real slow going back.
When we got back, Anna was home.
The station wagon was in the shed.
Anna was in the kitchen cooking and
looking pretty. She didn’t say any-
thing about being away. Glenn
didn’t say anything about her being
away either. When he should have
talked he didn’t, and I was glad of
it. It would keep things happening.

Anna was tall. Her skin was the
color of ripe wheat. Her hair was the
color of corn husk. I got all stirred
up watching her move around in the
kitchen because she just wore this
thin cotton dress without anything
on under it, and going barefoot. She
was all flushed up from the stove
heat.

Glenn sat with his chair tilted
back against the wall over by the
sink. He was looking at her too. She
was strong. She had long legs. When
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she stooped down I could see the
outlines of her legs. She came over to
me with a salted piece of celery heart
and pushed the length of it into my
mouth. I was sitting on the floor by
the door. When she bent down I
could see right down the front of her
dress. I was so stirred up that I stood
up and turned away from them so
they wouldn’t see how stirred up I
was. Maybe Glenn knew because he
told me to go out and do my chores.

“Supper’ll be ready in a few min-
utes,” Anna said.

“Yeah,” Glenn said. “But there
won’t be any blueberry pie.”

She turned and gave him a kind
of funny look. Then she giggled. It
was a pretty laugh. She always was
more alive than Glenn, except some-
times in the mornings, when he
wouldn’t let her get up when she
wanted to. She was light. Glenn
always sat around looking dark.

“Tomorrow night we’ll have blue-
berry pie.” She came over and
stretched herself right up close to
Glenn. He reached out and grabbed
her and pulled her down on his lap.
She laughed and shrieked and
kicked. Her voice was thick.

“Haven’t you learned yet, honey,
that a ranch woman’s work is never
done.”

“You know how I like my blue-
berry pie,” Glenn said. He was kiss-
ing her. “You know how I like my
blueberry pie.”

Her hands were pulling at the
back of his neck.

I didn’t want to leave but I did.
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I ran out and into the back yard and
I ran around the barn twice I was so
stirred up.

Next day I was out helping Glenn
work on the tractor. Anna came out.
She had on a tight green skirt and a
red mackinaw and boot moccasins
with sheep fur around the tops.
Glenn jumped up when he saw her
and dropped a wrench.

“How’s the chevvy running,
honey?”

“Fine,” Glenn said. “Why? Going
somewhere?” He was wiping at his
big hands with a greasy cloth.

“I’d like to drive into Murtaugh,
honey.”

“Maybe I ought to drive in with
you in case that bearing goes.”

“Oh no, you fix that tractor. We
don’t want to get snowed in without
a tractor, do we, honey?”

“No,” Glenn said. “We don’t.”

She said to me, “I have the blue-
berry pies in the oven. You come in
and turn the oven off at ten.”

I nodded.

Glenn sat down and looked away
from her and said, “You go on into
town.”

“Thanks, honey.”

She shrugged and went off into
the shed, backed the car out and
drove away. Glenn jumped up and
ran to the corner of the house so he
could watch. I knew why. The roads
forked down about three miles. One
went past Svenson’s ranch to Mur-
taugh. The other went straight to
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Murtaugh, shorter road. She took
the longer one going past Svenson’s
ranch. Glenn stood there a long
time. Then he threw the wrench.
It sailed clear out past the barn and
went clear through the side of a
chicken coop.

I heard a squawk and a flapping.
I went out there. A laying hen was
in there with its head smashed up
flat against the side of the coop. Its
legs were still kicking. I picked it up
by the legs and chopped its head off
withan axe, and put it in the kitchen
in the sink so that it could be fixed
later. I like fried chicken. I liked
anything the way Anna cooked it.

I went back to the tractor and
Glenn was still standing there. His
fists were clenched. His face looked
grayish. He didn’t tinker with the
tractor any more. He didn’t talk
much either. That was the first time
I had ever seen Glenn just not doing
anything specially.

He’d come out of the house and
he’d look up the road and then go
back into the house again. I did the
work I always did. I repaired some
fence. I sorted some spuds out in the
shed. I did some other things too
that day but now I don’t remember
what they were. I turned the oven
off at ten. The blueberry juice was
bubbling up out of the holes in the
top of the pie crust.

When the station wagon came
back and drove into the shed, Glenn
ran out the front door, right out
into the cold evening wind without
a shirt on. His bare skin was sweat-
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ing. The black hair all over his chest
looked wet.

He put hisarm around Anna when
she came toward the house. He
lifted her and ran with her into the
house. She was giggling, and laugh-
ing, and she was kicking her long
legs up in the air.

I moved around close to the
kitchen door. I could hear them.
After a while, Glenn said, “That
bag’s empty. How come you didn’t
do any shopping?”

“Well, I was looking for some ma-
terial for a dress.”

“They’ve got plenty of material
at Morgen’s, haven’t they?”

“Not what I wanted.”

“You have to be there all day to
know that?”

“I visited with Sarah for hours.
You know how she is, honey, once
she’s wound up. Gab, gab, a mile a
minute. Now, honey, don’t be so
inquisitive.”

Glenn didn’t talk much after that
even during supper. We had the
blueberry pie, and fried chicken, and
gravy and mashed potatoes and
green beans with bacon, and dump-
lings. I ate so much I got a stomach
ache.

But Glenn didn’t talk all evening.
Before he had talked all the time.
Now when he should have talked,
he didn’t. He didn’t know the way
things build up in you when you
don’t talk, not the way I knew it.
Anna knew a little then about how
he was feeling, but she didn’t know
how bad he really was. I knew,
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though. I knew and I was waiting.
I couldn’t do anything else,

Next day I went with Glenn. We
went to repair the irrigation pump
about two miles from the ranch and
drain it so it wouldn’t freeze up and
crack the metal. Only we did that
fast, then Glenn headed toward that
hill over Svenson’s ranch. Anna’s
car was there.

Glenn stood there a long time,
but not nearly long as he had stood
up there that other time. I was glad.
It was getting colder. Glenn said,
“Anna must have decided to take
some more of her fancy cooking over
to that damn Swede!”

He walked fast back to the house
and went inside. I didn’t see him the
rest of the day. I saw him that eve-
ning though. That evening, Anna
brought Igor Svenson home with
her.

“Guess who I saw hitch-hiking
down the road and looking hungry!”
Anna said. She pushed the Swede in
through the front door. He moved
like he was dancing. I sort of liked
the Swede. He talked too much too,
but anybody who talks a lot is bound
to say evil things sooner or later.

“Hi, Glenn,” Svenson said.
“Working hard?”

Glenn nodded.

Igor was a big man. His face was
smooth and pink like a boy, only he
was a giant. He had yellow hair. His
eyes were light blue. Sometimes you
could hear him laughing a mile away.
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“What you doing walking down
the road?”” Glenn asked.

“Looking for a pretty girl to pick
me up!” Igor leaned back and
laughed.

“You been hunting dress material
all day again?” Glenn asked Anna.

“Yep. Only this time I went into
Twin Falls.”

“Still didn’t find anything?”

“Nope.”

“What the hell you looking for?”

“Mink and sable,” Igor yelled.
“Like the movie stars wear.”

Movie stars are all bad too, I
wanted to say. They not only talk,
they talk so that millions of people
have to listen.

Anna laughed. Glenn didn’t. He
hardly ever laughed at anything.

“I brought Igor over to have pot-
luck with us,” Anna said.

“Best damn cook in Idaho,” Igor
said.

“Well, let’s have it then!” Glenn
said.

I didn’t eat with them, having
company and all. I went out into my
shack and ate by the barn. I got the
beet-knife out of my box and looked
at it. I kept thinking of the story
Glenn told me about the Mexicans.
The beet-knife was still shiny and
sharp and the hook was clean and
shiny too. I heard the radio playing
loud in the house. I heard Igor laugh-
ing. I heard Anna shriek. Once when
I peeked through the window I saw
Igor and Anna dancing a polka round
and round the living room floor.
Glenn was sitting in the corner. He
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was tapping his foot, only not in
time with the music. He was drink-
ing home brew.

The wind died so that it was kind
of warm out there by the barn. I sat
against the side of the barn. Barns
are always warm. The manure and
stored hay throw out heat.

Everything had a gray look. The
moon was out over the barn. Frost
was over everything, and the cypress
trees looked black.

It was the kind of night you know
something will happen.

Then I saw Glenn coming down
off the back porch steps. He walked
around in circles by the henyard. He
kicked the rubber tire on the tractor
several times. He was saying some-
thing to himself but I couldn’t hear
what it was. Then he walked real
slow back to the corner of the house
and sneaked back along the side to-
ward the front.

I sneaked along the other side of
the house and hid to the left of the
front porch. Anna and Igor were
standing close together just outside
the front door. I could hear what
they were whispering. I knew Glenn
could hear too from the other side of
the porch.

“He suspected anything yet,
Anna?”’

“You kidding? You’d have to hit
him over the head with it!”

“We wouldn’t want to do that.”

“That would be too much.”

“You’d better come over tomor-
row. It’ll be rough when the snow
comes.”
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“I’ll be there.”
I knew how Glenn was feeling
over there listening. I'd felt that way

enough to know. But he did what he
felt.

Once I saw a bear go crazy in
Yellowstone park. It didn’t roar. It
just growled and ran into a bunch
of people swinging its arms. Glenn
came up over the porch railing that
way. He looked just like a big bear
going crazy.

Anna screamed like a horse when
it’s hurt. I saw her fall down the
steps as I jumped out of the way.
Glenn ran into Igor so hard they
came clear across the porch and
busted through the railing onto the
ground.

They were like animals rolling and
snarling over the ground. It should
have been an even match, or close to
it. But I think Igor must have been
hurt right at first. I knew he was a
good fighter, but he never fought
very good this time. Once when the
moon shone on Igor’s face, the blood
was running out of his mouth, only
at night it looks like oil. And there
was something wrong with one of
his eyes. He kept making choking
sounds as though he couldn’t get his
breath.

Glenn kept hitting him and they
kept rolling and getting up and fall-
ing down again. They ended up out
by the tractor in the back yard.

I stayed near enough to watch,
but not near enough to get hurt.
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The chickens were squawking. I saw
the hoot owls that stayed in the barn
and caught mice flying out into the
moonlight. The cows started lowing.

I was close enough to see Glenn
using the hammer he picked up from
beside the tractor. I could hear it
hitting Igor’s head. It made a dull
sound like when you’re cracking
walnuts on a rock. I knew Igor was
dead.

Glenn stood up. He was blowing
hard like a horse. His shirt was ripped
open. His breath was coming out in
big white clouds. He acted drunk.
He lifted Igor up. The moonlight
shone on Igor’s head and it was lop-
sided and looked like it didn’t have
any hair on it.

Then Glenn dragged Igoroverun-
der the cypress tree. Then he ran
into the toolshed by the tractor and
came back out with a knife. He
looked up at the singletree that hung
from the limb to hang butchering
pigs on.

And then Glenn hooked twice
with the knife and hung Igor up
there on the singletree just like a
hog. I tried to think of him doing to
Igor what we did to the hogs, hook-
ing the ankle tendons over the ends
of the singletree and gutting the hog
and flaying it, peeling the forelegs,
snickering away with the knife. I
could see the fat, and the big white
body hanging naked. A hog hanging
like that looks just like a big naked
fat man.

Anna came screaming and beating
at Glenn’s back. Now she knew!
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Now she knew! When he hit her she
fell down. She started crawling to-
ward him and screaming and Glenn
kicked her in the face.

She knew now, and it wasn’t too
late. I was there. I was waiting. I'd
forgotten about it but I still had the
beet-knife in my hand . . .

. there hadn’t been any sound up
there in the loft, and then all at once 1
heard my sister scream. The horse
started kicking at the side of the barn
where I was hiding. A board broke out
of the side of the barn. A mud swal-
low’s nest fell off the rafter and three
baby swallows fell under the horse’s
hoofs like pink little mice.

I could hear the boards thudding up
there. My sister was screaming and
screaming and 1 was trying to get up
the ladder into the loft. The horse
kicked and kicked at the barn. The hay
smelled funny, and dust went into my
nose. I looked and then the top of the
barn seemed to spin like a top. He ran
at me with the pitchfork. I saw the hay.
It had red spots all over it.

I ran and ran. Donr’t you ever tell
now, said Aunt Geraldine . . . don’t
you -ever tell. . . . Lll kil him, Ill
kill, 1 was yelling and yelling at my
Aunt Geraldine. . . .

“I’ll kill him! I'll kill him!” At
first I thought I was just remember-
ing it. And then I heard the words
all around my head. They seemed
like flies buzzing around. And then
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I opened my mouth and I heard the
flies buzzing again, out of my mouth.
I wanted to yell and yell now that I
knew I was really yelling. But I
didn’t have time then.

I could see Anna staring past
Glenn and staring at me. But Glenn
didn’t have time to turnaround and
see who it was yelling.

I ran up behind Glenn and swung
as hard as I could and stuck the hook
into the back of Glenn’s neck.

I helped Anna back into the
house. She was crying and leaning
on me, but not saying anything. She
dropped down on the living room
floor and after she rolled over and
looked out the window she didn’t
seem to want to move any more.

Her eyes were wide open and
white looking. I stayed there on the
floor with her and kept trying to tell
her how I felt. It was hard and I
tried to do it all at once and I kept
choking up on my own words and
trying to say them right. My mouth
kept getting wet and I had to keep
wiping at it and starting over and
working on every word. I felt so good
I wanted to yell and yell out every-
thing all at once. But then I didn’t
need to. I had plenty of time.

No one knows now about me be-
ing able to talk, nobody but Anna.
Anna talked a little during the trial.
She told how it happened, and that
I had just tried to keep her from
getting killed. I didn’t say anything.
And nobody knew the difference.
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[ talk to Anna now all the time.
But I'm not like Glenn was. I only
say things Anna wants to hear. I
know she likes to hear what I say to
her because she just sits and looks
at me and listens. I can touch her or
do anything I want and I know she
likes me because she just sits there.

She doesn’t cook much any more.
I do most of the cooking and all the
chores too. Now I'm learning to
bake blueberry pie. She never goes

anywhere. No one ever comes to see
her and we’ve been snowed in, just
the two of us, for a long time. I
guess there’s a lot of folks like Glenn
who can only think the worst of
people.

I have so much to say, it’s nice to
have Anna here. She sits and listens
all evening, every evening. The snow
is piled up high all around us. And
it’s going to be a long winter.

I never thought I'd be so lucky.

=
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Buck liked older women. H
liked to hear them scream . . .

BY DAVID
ALEXANDER

A Noveleite

E AWAKENED at
H noon. That was
his usual hour unless
there’d been something
special the night before.
If there’d been some-
thing special, he slept
later. He was scrupulous
about having eight hours
of sleep. He yawned and
rubbed his big hand over
the blue briar patch on
his jowls that always
It | grew overnight no mat-
* ter how late and how
closely he shaved. The
sandpapery touch of his
beard gave him a sense of
assurance. His beard was
rough, rough like he was,
he thought. A man’s
beard, not just fuzzy fe-
male down that some
men called whiskers.
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He lowered his hand and fondled
his chest. The hair was thick and
matted, like an animal’s. He liked
that, too. He was always seeking a
sense of assurance from observing
and touching his own powerful body.
He liked to flex his biceps and square
his shoulders and throw short,
wicked punches at imaginary adver-
saries when he was alone.

Asalways, when he first awakened,
he kicked off the covers and lay still
in bed, regarding himself in the full-
length mirror on the door of the
closet across the little room. That
was the only thing he liked about
this flea trap — the big mirror. He
guessed they had the mirrors in the
rooms because the cheap hotel ap-
pealed te Broadway dolls, night club
chorines and hustlers. There were
also a few grifters like himself who
roomed there.

He slept without pajamas, sum-
mer and winter. He lay there and ad-
mired himself in the mirror. He was
six feet tall and had the bulging,
hourglass build of a professional
weight-lifter. His body was always
bronzed. One whole corner of the
little room was filled by an enormous
sun lamp. He’d stolen it from the
apartment of a middle-aged woman
he’d picked up in a bar once. It was
the biggest thing he’d ever stolen.
He’d intended to hock it with a fence
he knew on Sixth Avenue, but he’d
decided to keep it. It made him look
asifhe’d just stepped off a train from
Florida, and he liked that.

He suddenly realized it was Fri-
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day. That meant he’d have to be on
the prowl again tonight. The room
rent was due again tomorrow and
there was less than ten bucks in cash
strewn over the dresser-top. He
hadn’t paid the rent for two weeks.
By tomorrow the bill would be
thirty-four dollars and they wouldn’t
let it ride any longer. They’d lock
him out tomorrow night if he hadn’t
settled up at the desk. They’d hold
his clothes and his sun lamp and his
toilet articles and even his stack of
magazines. Tonight he had to go
down to one of those traps in Green-
wich Village that were patronized
by unaccompanied middle-aged
women. He’d have to pick a well-
dressed one with jewelry, one that
looked like ready money. Usually
they didn’t carry much cash in their
pocketbooks, of course. Just enough
for the drinks. But they almost al-
ways had cash and jewelry and other
valuables in their apartments. All
you had to do was get them to take
you home. He knew where to look
for cash and valuables. The old dolls
all hid them in the same places, like
the medicine cabinets in their fancy
bathrooms. Sometimes, if you
couldn’t find what you were looking
for, you had to smack them around a
little.

He liked that. That was the real
kick, beating them up. That was
what he liked. It was a bigger kick
than finding a shoe box full of hun-
dred-dollar bills and diamond rings
in their apartments.

He got up and posed in front of
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the mirror, flexing his muscles,
throwing short jabs and uppercuts
at his image. Then for ten minutes he
did sitting-up exercises, bends and
pushups. There was a pile of maga-
zines and paperback novels on the
glass-topped table that served him as
a desk. The magazines were all
physical culture publications. The
ones he’d saved, a dozen or so, all
had his picture in them. He often
made a few bucks hiring out as a
photographer’s model. The soft-
cover books were all murder stories
with lurid covers. They concerned
the adventures of guys who spend
most of their time beating hell out
of naked blondes who were on the
make for them. Usually they wound
up putting a forty-five slug into the
blondes.

He lifted a magazine off the top of
the pile and admired his picture on
the cover. “Buck Crowley, a Lead-
ing Mr. America Candidate,” the
caption read. In the cover photo-
graph he was wearing only a loin-
cloth. He was standing spraddle-
legged and holding aloft a bar bell
that wasn’t as heavy. as it looked.

He put the magazine down and
picked up a letter from Moira, who
was living at some place down in
Florida now. Moira was one of the
middle-aged women he’d picked up
in a Village trap one night, and she’d
been a good source of income for
him for months. She was always giv-
ing him little presents that could
be converted into cash. Moira was a
widow, but she had married this rich
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old man who was retired and she had
gone down to Florida to take care of
him. Moira was cagey. She’d given
him only a post office box for an ad-
dress. He took the letter out of the
envelope, read it again, and threw it
down angrily.

Jesus, what mush, he thought.
Could you imagine the dumb woman
putting stuff like that on paper?
That was really leading with the
chin. He grinned and read his own
scrawled writing on another sheet of
paper he hadn’t mailed yet.

Dear Moira,

I got the 25. If's not enough. I got
to have a lot more, at least a couple
hunderd. If you havn’t got it you can
get it from that rich old man you mar-
ried alright. You better. If you don’t
Pl find out how to write to him and
tell him some things about you and me
maybe.

Your friend,
Buck

He went into the connecting bath
he shared with the tenantof the next
room. He tried the door of the neigh-
bor’s room. It was locked from the
other side. He didn’t bother to bolt
it from his side. He never did. There
was a puny little guy lived in the
next room. Crowley was always half-
way hoping the puny little guy
would blunder into the bath while he
was there so he could show him what
a real man who took good care of his
body looked like. There wasn’t any
use 1n fooling around with the puny
little guy, though. He couldn’t have
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any dough or he wouldn’t be living
in a trap like this, in the Forties west
of Eighth.

Crowley used almost a whole cake
of wafer-thin hotel soap in lathering
his shaggy body under a warm
shower. Then he turned the cold
water on full-blast. His teeth chat-
tered and his body shook, but he
endured the icy torture for two full
minutes. That was part of his daily
regimen. He dried himself with the
last of the three sleazy bath towels
the hotel issued to its guests in the
course of a week. Then he slapped
rubbing alcohol on his body, knead-
ing the muscles as he applied the
pungentstuff. What he really needed
was a good rubdown, he reflected.
But in his present financial state he
couldn’t afford a gym or a Turkish
bath. As he shaved, he thought:
Maybe after tonight I can afford a
few little luxuries. A Broadway
haberdasher was displaying a new
line of tight-fitting pink sports shirts,
but they cost $8.95 a copy. Moira
used to give him presents of expen-
sive haberdashery from time to
time, he recalled. He’d got twenty
bucks from a hock shop for a gold tie
clasp with twin hearts on it that
Moira had given him. What the hell
did he need with a tie clasp? He sel-
dom wore a tie. He liked open-
throated shirts that showed the hair
on his chest.

Crowley returned to his room. He
pulled the sun lamp apparatus over
to the bed and turned on the cur-
rent. He lay down on the bed, let-
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ting the lamp toast his body. The
warm rays from the big bulb flowed
over him and made him feel pleas-
antly relaxed. For minutes he let his
mind dwell comfortingly on his
strong, perfect body. The feeling of
surging power inside him was almost
sensual. But then he got to thinking
about Moira and he became bitter
about the tiny crumb she’d sent him
when he’d appealed to her for a little
financial help.

When Crowley had baked his
front for ten minutes, he turned over
and baked his back. When another
ten minutes had elapsed, his daily
regimen was finished. He’d had his
sitting-up exercises, his cold shower,
his sun-ray treatment. It was time to
dress and get breakfast.

Crowley led a very orderly life. A
good, clean life.

2.

He dressed very carefully because
this was his night to prowl and he
wanted to look his best. He'd dis-
covered the Village traps, where the
middle-aged, unaccompanied women
hung out, quite by accident. Often,
when the need for sheer physical
exertion asserted itself, he would
walk at a rapid pace from one end of
Manhattan Island to another, with
no destination at all in mind. One
such walk had carried him to the Vil-
lage and he had arrived there physi-
cally exhausted. He did not like to
drink. Drinking was not part of the
good clean life he led. But a bar had
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seemed the only place where he
might pause and rest for a moment.

There had been an aging wornan
with a painted face at the bar and
she had been a little drunk, and that
was the start of it. He had learned
that there were many such women,
well-heeled , women who had lost
their men through death or divorce
and who had lost their youth
through the inexorable flow of time,
and who were frantically determined
to recapture the excitements of the
past by bribing some young man
with liquor or food or money or little
luxuries. They came to these places
in the Village because here they
could find husky young men who
were painters and sculptors and
writers and didn’t have a dime and
the aging women could retain some
shred of respectability by pretending
an interest in the young men’s work
instead of the young men them-
selves and by calling them their
protegés instead of their gigolos.
Crowley was not a painter or a
writer or a sculptor but his abundant
physical assets made him attractive
to such women, even without this
thin coat of respectability.

Crowley took Moira’s letter and
put it under a pile of shirts in his
drawer, to hide it from the maid.
He’d mail his own letter, but he
could hardly expect Moira to come
through in time for the rent, so he
had to prowl tonight. He kept sev-
eral things hidden from the maid
under the shirts. He took out a small
jar of cream deodorant and a bottle
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of rose hair oil. He glanced over his
shoulder guiltily, as if he expected
someone to be spying on him, before
he rubbed the cream deodorant in
his armpits. He poured several drops
of the fragrant oil into his black,
curly hair and massaged his scalp
vigorously. He combed his hair,
letting one curl spill down over his
forehead. Moira had liked the way
the curl hung down. She said it made
him look like a mischievous little
boy. He glanced again behind him,
as if he were making sure he was
alone in the tiny room, and then put
a drop of the perfumed oil on his
fingertip and rubbed it into his
thick eyebrows. His eyebrows grew
together in a straight line over his
nose.

He replaced the hair oil and cream
deodorant beneath the shirts. He
put on a pair of shorts and chose a
tight-fitting knit rayon gaucho shirt.
It was white and showed off the deep
bronze of his skin. He had almost as
much trouble forcing his big, upper
torso into the shirt as a plump
woman has squeezing her thick body
into a latex girdle. He selected a pair
of slim-legged, fawn-colored slacks
with a pleated waist. He wore a wide
leather belt with a Western buckle.
His socks were soft wool argyle and
his shoes were saddle leather with
thick crepe soles. As a final adorn-
ment, he hooked on a slave bracelet
with heavy sterling silver links that
Moira had given him. His wrist
watch was in hock.

He preened himself in front of the
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mirror and nodded with satisfaction.
He'd qualify. The tight shirt and
slim-legged trousers showed off his
fine body to perfection.

He had to get a stamp for his letter
to Moira, but he wouldn’t get it at
the desk. He alwaysavoided the desk
when his rent was overdue. He went
down the back stairs and crossed a
yard of lobby at one long step and
entered the lunch room which was
connected with the hotel.

It was around two o’clock as usual
before he breakfasted. He sat on a
stool and he was a long time getting
served because the girl behind the
counter knew he never tipped. His
breakfast was a very light one, con-
sidering the lateness of the hour and
the fact he was a large, athletic-look-
ing young man. He always ordered
a certain brand of cereal because he
believed implicitly in the ads which
stated it was a breakfast of cham-
pions which furnished the principal
nourishment for the most publicized
heroes of the sports world. He never
drank tea or coffee. He had milk,
two boiled eggs and dry toast.

He handed the girl a dollar bill
and showed her his strong white
teeth in a smile. She didn’t react. As
usual, she glared at him when he
pocketed his thirty-five cents change.
The tramp, he thought. They’re all
alike, even the young ones.

He walked to Eighth Avenue and
found a stationery store and stamp
.machine. He stamped the letter to
Moira. As he dropped the letter into
the mailbox he thought: I'll show
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her. Going off and leaving me all

alone like that, without even enough

money to eat on. I should have

asked for five C’s instead of two.
He walked to Broadway.

3.

The world’s most blatant midway
was alive with women, it seemed. He
hated them all. He especially hated
the aging women, the old actresses
with the thick paint on their with-
ered faces who dashed from agent to
agent desperately seeking a job. I'd
like to smash them, he thought. God,
how I'd like to smash them. But he
couldn’t afford kicks. He was in this
business purely for money, he re-
minded himself. Broadway wasn’t
his beat. His beat was the Village.
That’s where the ones with the gold
hung out. The wealthy ones. The
ones worth fooling with.

Trouble was the old dolls didn’t
start hitting the Village bars until
late afternoon and usually there
wasn’t any real business to be done
until after midnight. Sometimes you
didn’t get picked up until almost
closing hour. That bothered Crow-
ley, having to hang around the bars
so long. You couldn’t hang around
unless you had a drink in front of you
and he didn’t approve of alcoholic
beverages. He didn’t think a clean-
living man like him should drink at
all. But he had to sip beer in the
Village bars. He always took as long
as he could over a bottle. A lousy
bottle of beer cost half a buck in
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those dives. After half an hour or so
of nursing your beer, the bartender
started looking crosseyed at you and
you had to buy another bottle — or
go to another bar. It could be ex-
pensive if there wasn’t some bag
around giving you the eye and pay-
ing for your drinks. What was worse,
drinking beer ruined your health. If
he started getting a waistline, his
career as a model would be over and
he wouldn’t stand a chance in the
Mr. America contest.

Crowley loafed around Broadway
for a couple of hours, and then
dropped by a photographic agency
to see if there were any calls for
muscle “models. When he found
there weren’t, he turned up Jacobs
Beach and went to Stillman’s Gym.
He didn’t like to spend the half a
buck they charged to watch the
sparring, but he went in anyway.
Boxers were men, rough guys like
himself. They had hairy chests and
hairy hands and they knew how to
hit and cut and hurt.

He watched the sparring in sev-
eral rings, watched heavy-shouldered
men with broken faces pound their
gloved fists into weighty bags. That’s
what I want, he thought. I want to
smash. I take care of myself. I lead
a good, clean life. My body’s made
for smashing.

He remained in the gym for sev-
eral hours, breathing in the mingled
odors of stale sweat and stale smoke
and rubbing alcohol and liniment,
hearing the steady thud of cushioned
fists that plummeted into leather
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bags and human flesh with the
peculiarly rhythmic and insistent
sound of dark hands beating jungle
drums.

It was late afternoon when he
reached the street. He decided to
have an early dinner. He went to a
Riker’s Restaurant and sat at a coun-
ter and paid a dollar sixty-five for a
T-bone steak, potatoes, salad and
milk. His money was rapidly disap-
pearing, but he thought he needed
the steak. Steak gave you strength.
Fighters always had a steak a few
hours before they went into the
ring, he’d heard.

He was restless as he left the
restaurant. He was quivering inside
with a kind of excited anticipation.
It was almost evening now. Soon he
would go down to the Village and
find the woman who would supply
the money to pay the rent. But he
hardly thought about the money
or the rent he owed. He thought
about what he was going to do to
the woman.

He was breathing heavily when
he went into his stuffy little room.
He raised the window that the maid
had lowered. He paced the floor,
hearing the animal sound of his
own breathing and the screech and
hum of the city outside the window.

He picked up one of the paper-
back books and lay down on the bed.
He skipped a good deal of it because
he’d read it before, but he read the
part about a guy branding a girl
with a red-hot poker. He branded
her with a double-cross because she’d
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framed a pal of his for murder. The
story excited Crowley. He read the
part again, his lips moving. There
was a picture of the girl on the jacket
of the bcok. She was young and
red-mouthed and full-bosomed. But
Crowley thought of her as being
middle-aged, an old bag trying to
find a strong young man. I could do
that, he kept telling himself. That
stuff with the hot poker. I could do
that.

The room was cool but he was
sweating. There’s something inside
me, he thought. It’s got to break.
He caught a glimpse of himself in
the full-length mirror. His big fists
were clenched tight. He was biting
his lower lip. His body was rigid.

Jesus, he thought, I've got to
smash.

He began to tremble with excite-
ment. When he’d started out this
afternoon it had been strictly busi-
ness, solely a matter of dollars and
cents. But now it was something
different. I've got to get one to-
night, he told himself. It’s not just
the money. I've got to pound one
with my fists. He kept thinking
about the guy branding the woman.
It would be a hell of a kick, he
thought. I could brand my initials
on one of ’em. I could do it easy.

4+

It was after eight o’clock when
Crowley finally walked out into the
night to start his prowl. He started
downtown on foot. It took him
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nearly an hour to reach the Village,
walking fast. The first bar he went
into was on Sheridan Square. There
was nothing there for him. Collegi-
ate-looking kids, laughing too loudly,
a few characters in beards and berets
to give atmosphere to the place.

He stopped in two bars on West
Fourth Street. Each was crowded
and filled with raucous sound and
swirling smoke. Their patrons were
the self-conscious bohemians, the
men in corduroy jackets and baggy
pants, the girls in smocks or blue
jeans, chattering about matters
Crowley did not understand.

He tried a bar on Sixth Avenue,
and then another. He hardly paused
in either place. They were filled
with working-class men.

His eagerness was mounting un-
bearably now. It had never been
like this before, he thought.

He passed a brownstone walk-up,
saw the girl a few steps back in the
dimly-lighted foyer, and almost
passed on before he realized what
she was doing. She was standing with
her back to the door, leaning over,
adjusting her stockings. A small
purse lay on the floor beside her feet.

Crowley moved almost without
conscious thought. He looked both
ways, saw that no one was watching
him, glanced again into the foyer to
make certain the girl was alone, and
then opened the door silently and
crossed the floor to her in three
noiseless steps. Just as he reached
her, she dropped her skirt and
straightened up and started to turn.
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His fist caught her just beneath the
ear.

The girl went down without a
sound and lay there, jerking a little.
Crowley studied her for a second,
and then, certain she was out,
dumped the contents of her purse on
the floor and picked up the man’s
billfold. He flipped it open. It con-
tained two one-dollar bills. He
shoved the bills in his pocket and
threw the billfold at the girl’s face
as hard as he could. “Two lousy
bucks,” he said aloud. “For Christ’s
sake.”

Thirty seconds after he had first
spotted the girl, he was on the street
again, walking rapidly, but not
rapidly enough to interest anyone.
The girl he’d robbed was almost
forgotten. Even the vague regret
he’d felt because there hadn’t been
time to do a job on her was nothing
more than a memory now. It could
have been last night that he’d
slugged the girl in the foyer, or last
week. His last thought of her was
that she had been just an appetizer.
Hell, he’d hardly slugged her at all.
What he needed was somebody like
Moira, and a place where he could
really take his time. He began to
think about how it would be to
brand one of them, and now he had
forgotten the girl in the foyer com-
pletely.

Finally he hearded through the
Minetta for Macdougal Street. He
walked toward Bleecker and went
into Ernesto’s. This was the place.
This was where he had met Moira
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and many of the others. This was
where the wealthy uptown ladies
of uncertain age came to pick up
their “protegés.”

But there was no Moira at the bar,
no one who resembled her even
slightly. He felt wildly angry. He'd
been cheated. But this was the last
chance. He had to stay here. There
was no place else to look.

He pushed his way to the crowded
bar and ordered a beer he did not
want.

The bartender said, “Weekends
we serve only bottle beer, fifty cents
a copy. You can get a shot for the
same price. We gotta keep the
sippers out. The place gets crowded
weekends.”

“Beer,” said Crowley righteously.
“I never drink hard liquor.”

There was a mixed crowd of Vil-
lagers and ““tourists” from uptown
in Ernesto’s. The Villagers, who
were elaborately casual in their at-
tire to mark them as artistic souls,
seemed mainly occupied in cadging
drinks from the well-dressed visitors.
Tourists were fair game every week-
end for the regulars of such taverns.

Crowley sipped his beer slowly and
urgent restlessness grew inside him.
The crowd shifted every few min-
utes. A party would leave and an-
other would come through the door
to replace it at the long bar. But
the one Crowley was looking for
did not arrive. He became sullen and
angry. He was in a crowd, but he
was alone again.

A pair of street musicians entered
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the bar. One carried a violin, the
other a piano accordion. They took
a stance away from the crowded bar
and began to play an old tune. And
immediately afterward she came in.
Crowley knew at once that she was
the one he had been waiting for.

She was about Moira’s age, he
judged, past her middle forties,
pushing fifty. She wore a beautifully,
tailored suit of grayish lavender.
There was a clip of sparkling stones
at her lapel and Crowley thought
the stones were diamonds. Her hat
was small and smart with a jaunty
feather. Her face was expertly made
up to hide the lines and crowsfeet of
middle age. A high, ruffled collar
concealed the sagging flesh of her
throat. She wore glasses, but. they
were very special glasses, harlequin-
shaped, the rims twinkling with
gold work and tiny stones. She was
alone.

Crowley shifted his position, used
his weight to make a place at the
bar. As she passed him, he called to
her, “You can get in here, lady.
There’s quite a crowd tonight.”

She nodded to him coolly, mur-
mured thanks. She took the place
beside him, but seemed unimpressed
by the muscular young man. She’s
playing it cagey, Crowley thought.
She’s like Moira. The well-dressed
woman ordered a dry martini and
Crowley exulted. Moira had drunk
dry martinis. Dry martinis worked
on them fast. This was going to be
easy. Crowley looked speculatively
at the alligator bag the woman car-
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ried. It was a large bag. It must have
cost at least a hundred dollars. It
would hold a lot of money and a lot
of expensive gadgets like gold cig-
arette cases and lighters and jeweled
compacts.

The woman finally looked at
Crowley. There was neither great
interest nor distaste in the look she
gave him. It was just a look of calm
appraisal. She said, “Since you were
good enough to make a place for me,
the least I can do is offer you a
drink.”

Crowley decided his little-boy act
was best for this situation. “I'd ap-
preciate it, ma’am,” he said. “I'm
kind of broke tonight. I've just been
locked out of my room, in fact.”

A shadow of suspicion flickered
on the woman’s face, but she ordered
Crowley’s beer. She handled her
martini like an experienced drinker.
She didn’t gulp and she didn’t sip.
She drank. She was out to get a lift,
obviously, and she was going to.

She finished her martini before
she spoke again. She said, “You’re
a husky young man. I’d think you
could get a job that would pay
enough for your room rent. Don’t
tell me you’re one of these artists
who like to starve in attics. You
hardly look the type.”

Crowley said, “I'm kind of a
model. I pose for photographers
mostly, but I pose for artists, too,
now and then. Artists say I've got a
good body. I come down here to the
Village to see if maybe some artist
would pay me to pose.”
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The woman gave a short laugh
that was almost a contemptuous
snort. “Artists don’t look for models
in saloons at ten o’clock at night.”

Crowley thought, The stinking
phony. A goddamn know-it-all. Just
wait till I get my hands on you, you
phony. He said, “Are you a painter,
ma’am?”’

She ordered another drink and
took a swallow from it before she
answered. She said, “As a matter of
fact, I do paint, and I paint rather
well in an academic way. But with
me it’s strictly a hobby. And don’t
get ideas, young man. I’ve done
some portraits and figure studies, but
since my husband died three years
ago I've concentrated on still-life. A
bowl of fruit can’t get you in any
trouble. A living model can, some-
times, especially if he’s a muscular
young man like you.”

Crowley said, “I didn’t mean any-
thing. I'm only trying to get a little
honest work, that’s all.”

The woman turned toward Crow-
ley, drank from her glass, regarded
him squarely for the first time. The
bright brown eyes behind the harle-
quin glasses studied his face, wan-
dered over his big body. She said,
“You’re a rather strange young man.
You have a queer look. It’s even
rather frightening. With your build,
you should be driving a trailer truck
or playing professional football. But
all you want to do is make a few
miserable dollars displaying your
body for a photographer or an artist.
It must be some kind of complex.
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A narcissus complex, maybe. You
want something, I can tell that. You
want something rather terribly. Ev-
eryone does, I guess.”

Crowley said, “Maybe all I want
is a little friendship.”

She nodded slowly. “You know,
that could be true. I've learned to
understand loneliness since my hus-
band died. This is a lonely city. The
loneliest in the world. I'm well
enough off and I have friends, but
it’s not the same. Are you married?”

Crowley shook his head. “No,” he
said. “Maybe we’re both lonesome.
Maybe we could be friends.”

Her regard was speculative now.
At length she said, “Friends? I sup-
pose we could be that. But don’t get
wrong ideas. You're an extraordinar-
ily attractive young male animal and
I'm a woman. But I don’t kid my-
self. I'm forty-eight and I admit 1t.
I'm old enough to be your mother.”

God, Crowley thought, she just
had to say that. How many times
had he heard that line? They just
had to say it. All of them did. He
smiled sadly, “I never had a real
mother. My mother died when I
was born. I was brought up in an
orphanage.”

The woman said, “Maybe that’s
what you’re looking for. A mother.
Well, it’s a new role for me. My
husband and I never had children.
So maybe I'm looking for a son.”
She smiled wryly. “Maybe I can be
a mother instead of a sister to you.
Let’s have a drink on it. My name’s
Kate Maynard.”
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Crowley said, “My name’s Joe
Harvey.” He never gave them his
right name the first time. If he
merely robbed them and beat them
and left, they wouldn’t know his
name in case they hollered copper.
If he decided it was more profitable
to play them along for a while — the
way he had Moira — he could al-
ways give them his right name later.
But there wouldn’t be any more
nights for Kate Maynard. She was
going to get the big treatment to-
night. The works.

Kate laughed. “Harvey,” she said.
“Harvey, the rabbit. You'’re a hell
of a big rabbit, Harvey.”

They had another drink. And an-
other. The beer was choking Crow-
ley. He hated it and stalled her when
her own glass was empty and she sig-
naled the bartender, telling her he’d
finish the beer in his bottle. He kept
trying to get her out of the bar, to
make her take him home with her,
but she was cagey, even though the
martinis were creeping up on her.
Damn her, Crowley thought. I'll
make her pay for stalling me. She’ll
pay for making me beg like this.
Just wait till she pokes that face of
hers up against a mirror in the morn-
ing, if she’s able to get off the floor
by then. Jesus, Crowley thought, I’ll
go crazy if I can’t start soon.

He’d never before been so impa-
tient for the conclusion of an affair
like this. He knew somehow that
this would be different from all the
others.

By midnight Kate Maynard was
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tight and she admitted it. She wasn’t
a messy female drunk. She held her
liquor like a lady. Her legs were
under her and her tongue wasn’t
thick. But she was laughing too
loudly and her bright eyes had a
glazed look in them. She said, “The
party’s over for little Kate. Get me
a cab, Harvey. Get me a cab, son,
like a nice little boy.”

Crowley said, “T'll take you
home.”

She shook her head stubbornly.
“Just take me to a cab,” she said.

When Crowley finally found a
cab, he climbed in after her. She
didn’t protest too much. She said,
“Now I'll have to pay your cab fare
back. But I guess it’s worth it. I live
in a supposedly exclusive neighbor-
hood, but the young hoods wander
into it at this time of night and the
doormen in the big apartment houses
are usually snoozing.”

LT

Kate Maynard’s house was a re-
modeled private dwelling overlook-
ing the East River in mid-Manhat-
tan. There were three apartments in
the house, one to a floor. The brick
facade had been painted charcoal
black. The door and the shutters
were enameled bright red. There was
a big ornamental brass knocker made
in the shape of a spread eagle on the
door. It was class. Rich people lived
in houses like this, Crowley gloated.
This one was really the payoff.

Kate Maynard protested again
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when Crowley insisted on going in
with her. “I have to get up early to-
morrow, Harvey. My sister’s picking
me up at nine.”

“Look,” he said. “I’m lonesome.
Can’t you understand? I just want
to sit around and talk a little while.
I'm not in a hurry to sleep on a park
bench. I got no place else to go.”

She hesitated before she put her
key in the lock, but in the end alco-
hol overcame her natural caution.
She said, “All right, Harvey. You
come up with me for just a little
while. I'll give you enough money
for a hotel tonight. And maybe I
could inquire around about a job
for you next week.” She lingered
just a little longer in the doorway.
Finally she said, “I guess it’s all
right, really. I confess I'm a little
afraid to go in alone. This is a co-op
with no night man. And I’'malonein
the house. My neighbors haven’t
come back from their summer vaca-
tions yet. I can’t really flatter myself
into believing you have designs on
me.”

She opened the door to him.

Crowley walked through it stiffly,
his fists clenched tight, hardly daring
to say anything. Now that the thing
he’d brooded about all day was
about to happen, he was like a lecher
sweating out the last few minutes
before his tryst with the woman he
desires.

Kate’s apartment was on the
second floor. The living room was
large. It was furnished with tradi-
tional English pieces and it shone
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with polished wood and bright up-
holstery fabrics and brocaded dam-
ask drapes. Kate’s oils, in gold
frames, hung on the walls. There
were still lifes, landscapes, a portrait
or two done with sure brush work
and a competent sense of balance. It
wasn’t like Moira’s place had been
at all, Crowley thought. Moira had
gone in for that low-slung modern-
istic stuff, a lot of divans and otto-
mans and coffee tables a foot or so
off the floor, and her walls had been
decorated mainly by pictures of
naked young men with bulging mus-
cles.

Crowley stood quite still in the
middle of the room. Kate Maynard
took off the hat with the jaunty
feather and tossed it carelessly on a
divan. “I’'ve had it,” she said. “No
nightcaps for me. I don’t have any
beer, but there’s Scotch and gin and
stuff if you need a drink.”

“I never drink hard liquor,”
Crowley told her. “I got to take care
of my body.”

Kate regarded him quizzically.
“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, “I
guess your body is important to you.
It’s about the only thing you’re
proud of, isn’t it?”” When Crowley
didn’t answer, she said, “There
might be something in the ice box if
you’re hungry.”

“T’ll have a glass of milk,” Crow-
ley said. “It’s not good for the
stomach to eat late at night.”

He wanted to get the woman out
of the room so he could appraise any
portable assets that might be lying
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around. There was a silver table
lighter that might be worth some-
thing and a gold-mounted desk set,
he noted hurriedly. He was opening
one of the desk drawers and looking
for a bankbook when Kate came
into the room.

Kate set the glass of milk down on
a library table. She said, “Look here,
I don’t like people prying into my
things. What are you looking for?”

Crowley turned slowly toward
her. “That’s too bad,” he said. ‘“Now
let’s get down to it. Why’d you
bring me up here? You didn’t just
want to watch me drink milk, did
you, sweetheart?”” He moved toward
her deliberately, grinning. “I want
some money, Katie. I want all you've
got in that fancy handbag. And I
want what you’ve got hid around
the house, too. You better be a
sweet girl and give it to me, Katie,
or I might get nasty. If I got to look
for it, I might wreck the joint.”

Kate stood her ground. She said,
“You told me you wanted to talk a
while. That’s why I brought you
here. I was lonesome myself, I guess,
and I was trying to be kind. You’d
better get out now. I won’t give you
any money.”

Crowley was moving slowly to-
ward the woman, still grinning. His
eyes were slitted and crazy and, most
terrifyingly, he had begun to sing,
very softly, the same song the street
musicians had played at the Village
bar.

Jesus, he thought. This is the one.
This is the one I've been waiting for.

MAMA’S BOY

I always knew I'd kill one of them
some day. This is the one. I'm going
to kill you, Katie.

Kate stood still, gaping at Crow-
ley, fascinated by the panther grace,
the mad and evil look on his face and
the song he was singing.

Oh, sweet Jesus, this is good,
thought Crowley. She’s the one.
She’s the one I've been waiting for
all my life. 'm going to kill you with
my fists, Katie. 'm going to show
you how a real man kills. He doesn’t
need a gun. I’'m going to smash and
break and keep on pounding until
you’re dead.

Crowley was a couple of feet from
Kate now, and Kate didn’t back
away. Crowley’s left flew straight
and hard like a mallet that is hurled.
Kate’s harlequin glasses flew off and
shattered against a television con-
sole. She staggered back, almost fell,
braced herself against a heavy table.
Crowley had begun to laugh. His
laughter was a treble giggle like a
girl’s.

Amazingly, Kate Maynard fought
back. None of the other women had
fought back. But Kate hurled her
frail body forward, her small fists
flailing ridiculously against Crow-
ley’s solid body.

It didn’t do her any good, of
course.

Crowley simply ignored her blows.
Crowley was busy.

Finally he sank into a chair, look-
ing down at her, entranced.

He said aloud, “You see, Katie?
I didn’t need a gun.”
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But Kate Maynard didn’t hear.
Kate had been dead for quite a
while,

.

There was nearly a hundred dol-
lars in Kate’s alligator bag. Kate
hadn’t wised up like the others. She
carried her cash right on her. Crow-
ley had some trouble getting the
rings off Kate’s fingers. He took
Kate’s wrist watch and the silver
lighter and the gold-mounted desk
set and a gold pencil and a jeweled
cigarette case. Then he searched the
apartment thoroughly. In an en-
velope, hidden beneath a pile of
lingerie in one of Kate’s dresser
drawers, he found another sixty dol-
lars, all in fives, and two diamond
rings.

Then he went into the bathroom
to wash up. He let the cold water
run over his bleeding knuckles for a
long time. There wasn’t any hurry.
He felt as calm and relaxed as a man
could feel.

Crowley was closing the door
when he remembered something.
He re-entered the apartment and
drank the glass of milk that was still
sitting on the table.

He always had a glass of milk be-
fore he went to bed.

It made him sleep good.

7

When Crowley hit the street he
started walking west, looking for a
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taxi. The knuckles of his right hand
were beginning to bleed again, and
he took out his handkerchief and
wrapped it around them. The knuck-
les of his left hand were swollen and
raw, but the bleeding had stopped.

He had walked almost a block
when the police car came by. It
crawled past him, and Crowley
looked after it and laughed softly.
The bastards, he thought. You take
their guns away from them and they
wouldn’t know what the hell to do.
They’d kill you with a gun fast
enough, but they’d never have the
guts to beat you to death with their
fists.

The police car slowed, then drew
to the curb and stopped.

Crowley kept walking, but there
was tightness in his chest now, as if
he’d run too long and too fast. As he
came abreast of the police car, one of
the patrolmen got out and moved
toward him.

“You have an accident, son?”’ he
asked.

Crowley glanced down at the
handkerchief around his knuckles.
He shook his head. He wanted to
say something, but somehow the
words wouldn’t come.

“Maybe you had a fight,” the
patrolman said. He moved a little
closer to Crowley.

“No,” Crowley said. He couldn’t
take his eyes from the revolver on
the policeman’s belt. “I —1 tripped
on a curb,” he said. *I fell down and
scraped my knuckles.”

The patrolman stared at him.
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“You're lucky you didn’t hurt your
clothes any, aren’t you?”

The other patrolman had moved
over in the seat to watch, and now he
got out and walked up beside the
first one. He looked Crowley over
slowly. “You been down in the Vil-
lage tonight, boy?” he asked. He
said it the same way he would ask
someone the time of day.

The goddam New York coppers,
Crowley thought. You never know
what the hell’s going on in their
mind. He shook his head again. “No.
I haven’t been downtown at all.”

One of the patrolmen looked at
the other. “That assault and robbery
we got on the radio about nine
o'clock,” he said. “The guy was
dressed just like this.” He looked
back at Crowley. “And the physical
description matches up, too.”

“Listen —” Crowley began.

“Suppose you just step over to
the car there,” the patrolman said.
“Just lean up against it with your
hands flat on the top.”

“You got no right to search me,”
Crowley said. “Just because I fell
and hurt myself don’t mean —”

“Up against the car,” the patrol-
man said, almost pleasantly. “We
don’t like to do it this way, son. But
there’s an alarm out for a guy could
be your twin. Heslugged a girl down
in the Village earlier tonight and
took two whole bucks off her.
She —”

Crowley whirled and began to
run. And almost instantly he heard
the two fast warning shots which

MAMA’S BOY

meant that if he took another step a
third shot would kill him. He
stopped.

8.

In the police car, on the way to
the station house, one of the patrol-
men said, “Where’d you get all that
junk in your pockets, son?”’

The other patrolman said, “That
girl you slugged in the Village. She
was a cool one. You didn’t knock
her out, but she was smart enough
to make you think you had. She
gave the precinct detectives a damn
good description of you.”

But Crowley wasn’t thinking
about the girl he’'d slugged in the
foyer. He was thinking about Kate
Maynard, and remembering she’d
said her sister was coming by the
apartment at nine o’clock in the
morning. She’d find Kate, and she’d
know exactly what was missing from
the apartment. And when the police
matched the list up with the things
they’d taken off him a few moments
ago . . .

“You got that girl’s mad money,”
one of the patrolmen said. ““She was
waiting for her date, and she’d just
stepped into that foyer fora minute.”

It was just a kind of appetizer,
Crowley thought. Just a little warm-
up. And all T got was two bucks.
Two stinking, lousy bucks. Her mad
money, for Christ’s sake.

“Stop the car,” he said sud-
denly. “I’m going to be sick at my
stomach.”
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What's Your Verdict?

BY SAM ROSS

because he hated criminals. His
father had been a detective-sergeant,
and had been killed by a safecracker
one night when the squad had
moved in for an arrest. Bill grew up
hating any kind of criminal, from
murderers to petty thieves, and
when he joined the Force his hatred
worked to his advantage. He was
fast and efficient, and he quickly rose
to the rank of detective-sergeant. He
had put a lot of people behind bars
by that time, but his passion of hat-
red hadn’t abated a bit.

Then he found out that Arthur
Eggers was seeing his girl too often,
and Bill stopped police work almost
entirely. His friends said he’d grown
listless; he put in his time without
complaint but without any interest
whatever.

Bill's girl was Rhoda Francis.
They were engaged to be married as
soon as Bill had saved up enough
money. The news that she was seeing
Arthur Eggers while Bill was on duty
rocked him. Instead of hating crimi-
nals, he now began to hate Eggers.

Eggers wasa little, sharp man with
grey skin and quick hands. He was a
few years older than either Bill or
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BILL BOWLES became a policeman

his girl Rhoda, and he earned his
living delivering packages for a small
candy concern in town. He had an
insistent voice and a fast line of talk,
and Bill, while he couldn’t figure
out what Rhoda had seen in Eggers,
finally came to the conclusion that
it was the fast patter that had won
her over.

He met Eggers once in the street
and knocked him flat with one
punch. He stood over Eggers and
watched him get up, and knocked
him down again, before anybody in
the watching crowd stopped him.

Bill couldn’t take it. He started
hanging around in cafes and bar-
rooms during his off-hours; patrons
would find him justssitting at a table,
staring straight ahead at nothing at
all. He went about his daily duties
with a complete lack of interest.
There was a rumor that he was to be
demoted.

Then, one evening, Bill was sit-
ting in Roberts’ Tap Room, all
alone at a table, when Arthur Eg-
gers walked in. Eggers was already
drunk, loud and boastful. “I can put
something over on anybody in this
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room,” he shouted. “Look what I
did to that damn cop. Like it was
nothing — hell, T could steal you
blindfold and you'd never know it.”

Bill had risen to his feet. He
looked at Eggers and came toward
him. “You mention some damn cop,
buddy?” Bill asked quietly.

Eggers grinned. “Sure I did. Mak-
ing something of it? You hit me
once. Lots of good that did you,
didn’t it?”

“T’ll try it again, then,” Bill said.

“Now you'll see something,” Eg-
gers said. “Little trick I learned.
Steal you all blindfold.” He was pre-
tentiously ignoring Bill, talking to
the other standees at the bar.

“Hell you will.” One old, white-
haired man finally took the chal-
lenge.

“I will,” Eggers said. “‘Put a buck
down on the bar there.”

The old man fished in his pockets,
brought out a crumpled dollar bill
and put it on the wet bar. “Now
what?”

“Steal you blindfold,” Eggers said
triumphantly. He grabbed the bill
and ran for the door. ‘“Never believe
strangers,” he shouted. He laughed
like a child. Then he was gone.

Suddenly the men around Bill
realized that he was gone, too. They
caught sight of him at the door, run-
ning for the street. There was a short
silence. Then they heard two shots.

Bill came back into the bar a
minute later. ‘“Let me use the
phone,” he asked the bartender.

“Bill. What happened?”

WHAT’S YOUR VERDICT?

“Just a petty thief,” Bill said.
“He’s dead; I shot him trying to
escape.” Then he went to the phone.
Before he dialled: ““I hate criminals,”
said Bill Bowles.

It must have come as quite a shock
when Rhoda Francis’ lawyer called
him just that.

Bill was brought to trial on a
charge of murder. Rhoda had hired
a lawyer to prove that Bill had been
in the bar, seen the whole thing, and
shot Eggers while he was trying to
escape. Bill, confused, didn’t deny a
word of this.

“Of course I shot him trying
to escape. I'm a cop. He was a
criminal. That’s my job —to stop
criminals, no matter how I do it.”

“It was only a small offense,” the
lawyer said. “He didn’t deserve to
die for it.”

“I was just doing my duty,” Bill
insisted.

Who was right?

What's your verdict?

ANSWER :
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It was the kind of mistake anybody could

make. But this time, the mistake involved a
dead cop . . .
L4

BY KENNETH FEARING

E CAR stopped snugly at the’

“ curb and the two men in the
front seat stared across the street
at the lights and windows of The
Four Aces Bar & Grill.

“This is it, George,” Archer
Hammond said to his detective
partner. :

“Maybe,” George Dentz said.

Both men were in their middle
thirties. Archer Hammond was
bull-bodied and dark-haired,
while George Dentz was of me-
dium build and almost totally
bald. There was an identical qual-
ity about their facial features. All
expression had been erased from
the face of each, erased deeply,




and often, as though the last erasure
had been permanent, and long ago.

“They’ll be in there, don’t worry,”
Hammond said. “We clocked them
down to the minute, didn’t we?”

“It’s going to look phony as hell,”
Dentz said.

“What do we care how it looks?
When we do it, it sticks. It’s got to
stick, then, because it’s been done.”

Dentz ran his tongue slowly across
his lips. “You take Showalter and I
take Stenner, right?”

“Sure. What’s the matter with
you? We’ve been over it a hundred
times.”

“We could still slip up. Supposing
they aren’t together?”

“You sweat too much. If there’s
only Stenner, we cancel.”

“It’s that Harley that sweats me,”
Dentz said. “Everything depends on
how smart he is with the signal.”

“Forgetit,” Hammond said. ‘Har-
ley is going to do just exactly what
he’s supposed to do. All we got to do
is watch him. When he goes, we go.
And he’ll go, all right, because he
knows damn well what’ll happen to
" him if he doesn’t.”

The two men left the car and
moved toward the bar and grill.
Night covered the sky like an an-
cient, soot-blackened roof, held
there by many walls and lights,
equally dim and old. The district
echoed with a blend of sounds, none
of them loud, or close. There were
people on the street, but none of
them were near.

Hammond opened the door, held

SHAKE-UP

it for Dentz, then followed him in-
side. The room was small and the
bar short. There were three people
at the bar, a girl sitting alone at the
far end, brooding over her drink,
and two middle-aged men at the
near end talking earnestly to each
other. The bartender had his back
to his customers, arranging bottles
on the glass display shelves. All the
booths on the other side of the room
were empty, except the one immedi-
ately opposite the two men whostood
together at the end of the bar. In
this booth sat a thin, flat-faced man
in a soiled shirt and rumpled suit.

Archer Hammond glanced at the
two men standing together at the
end of the bar and then at the man
in the booth. “Get set, George,” he
whispered. “Here we go.” He slipped
his hand inside his coat and partially
drew his gun.

Suddenly the flat-faced man in
the booth rose halfway to his feet,
hands held high. “Don’t shoot!”” he
yelled. “Go ahead and stick us up,
but don’t shoot!”

The two middle-aged men at the
end of the bar wheeled instantly, and
almost as quickly, their hands held
guns whipped from shoulder hol-
sters.

They were fast, but not fast
enough. Archer Hammond triggered
four shots in one long roar and the
two middle-aged men dropped their
guns and sank to the floor.

Hammond moved his revolverina
lazy arc around the room. “Police
officers,” he said, and moved to the
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middle of the room. The bartender
had ducked behind the bar, and now
he stood up slowly, his face ashen.
The girl at the bar sat round-eyed,
fingers splayed before her face, as if
ready to scream.

Hammond nodded to the girl.
“Take it easy, miss. It’s all over
now.”

The bartender was breathing
heavily, holding to the bar for sup-
port. “Mister . . .” he began, then
swallowed hard and started again.
“Mister, you made a mistake.”

“Why?” Hammond asked. “You
like stick-ups? Where’s your
phone?”

“Youdon’t get it,” the bartender
said. “Those two guys —"

“Your phone, your phone. Come
on, where is it?”

The bartender jerked his head
toward the rear. “Back there. But
listen. I'm trying to tell you —"

“Relax,” Hammond said. “Just
take it easy.” He turned to George
Dentz. “Call in, George.”

Dentz walked slowly toward the
phone and Hammond knelt down to
look at the two men he had shot.
There was a sudden movement be-
hind him and the flat-faced man was
out of the booth and through the
door before Hammond could whirl
and straighten up. Hammond raced
for the door, tripped, and sprawled
headlong. He got up, grimacing with
pain, and hobbled to the door and
opened it and looked outside. In a
moment he turned back to the room,
shaking his head. “Got away,” he
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said bitterly. “Didn’t want to be a
witness, so he lammed out. That’s
the thanks you get for keeping him
out of a heist.”

George Dentz came running up
from the rear. “What happened?”
he asked.

“We lost a witness,” Hammond
said. “But we still got a couple. Go
ahead and call.”

The door opened and a uniformed
patrolman cautiously thrust himself
in from the street. “What’s going on
here?”” he asked.

Hammond grinned at him. “I’'m
Detective Hammond. This is my
partner, Detective Dentz.” He took
out his folder and showed the patrol-
man his badge. “We walked in on a
couple of heisters, right on the but-
ton. They had guns on a customer
with his hands up, yelling not
to shoot.” He looked at Dentz.
“What're you waiting for, George?
Go on and call.”

Dentz moved toward the rear
again and the patrolman stepped
close to look at the men on the floor.
“My God,” he said softly. “It’s
Showalter and Stenner.”

“You know them?” Hammond
asked.

The patrolman stared at him for
a long moment. “They’re cops. De-
tectives. They work out of my pre-
cinct.” He went down on his knees
between the two men. “Showalter’s
dead,” he said. “But Stenner’s still
breathing. He’s got a bad crease, but
that’s all.”

Hammond put his gun away
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slowly, staring straight at the patrol-
man. “Detectives, you say? Well,
what the hell do you think of that?”
He shook his head. ““Cops pulling a
heist in their own bailiwick. Jesus.”

The girl at the bar got to her feet
and moved on stiff legs to a booth.
She sat down and folded her arms
before her and rested her face against
them. Her whole body shook, but
she made no sound at all.

The precinct captain arrived five
minutes later. He brought two de-
tectives and two patrolmen with
him. The captain was a tall, box-
shouldered man, grown gray at the
temples. He glanced once at the
scene and in a clear, loud voice, de-
manded, “All right, boys. Let’s have
i’

“My partner and I walked in on a
stick-up,” Hammond said. “We saw
two men with guns, and another
man with his hands in the air beg-
ging them not to shoot. They saw
George and me coming in the door
and they swung their guns away
from the guy and put them on us.”
Hammond paused, smiling thinly.
“I was lucky. I got both of them
before they could squeeze off any
lead.”

Two white-coated internes came
in and began ministering to Detec-
tive Stenner.

“Where’s the guy they had their
guns on?” the captain asked.

“He got away,” Hammond said.

“How?”

SHAKE-UP

“He was a fast man on his feet. I
started after him, but I tripped.
Sort of wrenched my ankle a little.
When I hit the street, he was out of
sight.”

The captain turned to the bar-
tender. “You corroborate this?”

The bartender spoke uncertainly,
with careful reserve. “Well, not
exactly.”

“What do you mean, not ex-
actly?” the captain asked. “Was
there a stick-up, or wasn’t there? We
can see the guns on the floor there.”

“There was a crazy guy in the
booth back there hollering don’t
shoot, yeah. But I didn’t see any
stick-up going on. I had my back to
the room when the guy started hol-
lering. When I turned around, this
man here — Detective Hammond
— he was blazing away, and then
the two men went down, and that’s
just about all I saw.”

“But you heard this guy in the
booth yelling not to shoot?”

“Yes, sir. He said not to shoot, to
go ahead and hold us up, but not to
shoot.”

The captain turned to the girl
sitting in the booth. “How about
you, miss?” he asked.

She was looking at a point midway
between the captain and Archer
Hammond. Her voice was so taut
that her words were almost inaudi-
ble. “The man in the booth was
looking at the men at the bar when
he started yelling about a stick-up
and for them not to shoot,” she said.
“He had his hands up and the men
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at the bar had guns in their hands.
I—1 didn’t even see those other
men” — she gestured toward Ham-
mond and Dentz — “until after I
heard the shots. It all happened very
fast.”

Hammond stared down at the
floor, his face grave. “I'm sorry as
hell, Captain. This isn’t our precinct
and we don’t know any of the de-
tectives over here. There wasn’t any-
thing else we could do. They had
their guns on this guy in the booth,
and then they put them on us. It
was either let them getaway with it,
or draw and pray and shoot for
keeps.”

The captain watched while the in-
ternes took Detective Stenner out
of the room on a stretcher. “These
things happen,” he said quietly.
“God knows why they have to, but
they do. The man in the booth must
have been crazy. A hophead, maybe.
Showalter and Stenner would never
have tried to heist anybody. What
probably happened was that they
recognized the guy for a suspect in
something, tried to make a pinch,
and the crazy bastard flipped.”

“I'm sorry as hell,” Hammond
said again.

The captain looked down at the
dead man on the floor and said noth-
ing at all.

The hospital room was small and
square and filled with the smell of
medications.

“All right, Stenner,” the Police
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Commissioner said. “Sorry to bother
you.” He started to rise from his
chair beside Stenner’s bed. “I just
thought there might be a chance you
had something to add to the pic-
ture.”

Detective Val Stenner’s back-rest
was propped at a high angle. Band-
ages and tape covered the top of his
head like a large white bowl, but his
voice was full, almost hearty, and
very firm.

“It was just one of those things,”
Stenner said.

The Commissioner picked up his
hat. For a moment he looked at the
detective, his face reticent, but show-
ing traces of disbelief mixed with
sympathy. His tone, though, seemed
accusing.

“All the same, Val,” he said, “that
stuff doesn’t do us any good. There
was another one of those things, as
you call it, about three monthsago.”
He took a step toward the door.
“Anyway, Hammond and Dentz are
under suspension, pending a depart-
mental hearing. So that’s that, for
now. Get well, Val. Is there any-
thing I can do for you?”

The question was purely one of
routine courtesy, and the commis-
sioner was surprised when he got a
thoughtful reply.

“Yes, there is one thing,” Stenner
said. “A couple of weeks ago I put in
for retirement. My length of service,
and my —”

“We know about that,” the com-
missioner said. “It’s going through.

Too bad this had to happen last —”
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“Well, what I had in mind to re-
quest — I'd like to withdraw that
original request.”

“Withdraw it?” All the commis-
sioner’s earlier suspicions seemed to
return. “You mean, now you don’t
want to retire?”

“Not fora few years yet,” Stenner
said with a lop-sided smile. “Lying
in bed here like this, I've been think-
ing it over. I realize, at my age, I
need a few more years of active duty.
I'd go crazy, being on the shelf.”

“I see,” the commissioner said,
and stared hard, trying to do just
that. “All right. Put it in writing.
I guess we can tear up that previous
request, if that’s what you really
want.”

The commissioner wentaway, tak-
ing with him a set smile that chal-
lenged anyone, ever, to deceive him.
For a long time after he left, Val
Stenner lay quite motionless on his
bed, eyes narrowed in thought. He
was a small man, but extremely mus-
cular, and he seemed to have no neck
at all. Only the sheet above his huge
chest moved with his breathing.

Barney Frolich came in. Barney
was the detective who would be
Stenner’s new partner when Stenner
was on his feet again. He had a red
face and prematurely white hair.
They had known one another most
of their lives, for years before either
had joined the force.

Frolich sat down on the chair be-
side Stenner’s bed and grinned at
him. “You look like hell,” he said.
“Even worse than usual.”

SHAKE-UP

Stenner smiled. “Has the precinct
got a line on that guy who got away?
The victim of the stick-up, I mean.”

“You kidding?” Frolich said.
“You'd know that, if anybody
would. Who was he?”’

“I only saw him for a second or
two,”” Stenner said. “But I did think
I recognized the guy. I think it was
a loft worker. Furs and silks. Three
or four falls, but not for a long time.
Harley Madsen, or Harley Maddi-
gan, or sometimes Harley Moran.
Anyway, Harley something.”

“We'll pick him up, sooner or
later,” Frolich said. “What about
Hammond and Dentz, Val?”

“That’s why I sent word for you
to come over here,” Stenner said.
“Hammond and Dentz didn’t make
any mistake, Barney. They knew
who Showalter and I were. They
made a mistake, all right, but it
wasn’t in thinking Showalter and I
were trying a stick-up. Their mis-
take was in not pumpmg a few more
slugs my way.’

Frolich shook a cigarette from his
pack, placed it between his lips and
lighted it, all without looking away
from Stenner’s face. “Spell it out for
me, Val,” he said.

“Mainly, they wanted to get
Showalter,” Stenner said. “He was
the guy they really meant. I was
just a dividend.” He paused. But I
couldn’t tell that to the commis-
sioner, Barney. In the first place, I
couldn’t prove it on them. They had
it set up pretty good. Of course,
their timing was a little off. They
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stood there at the door so long I was
going to invite them for a drink. I
got a fast look at them in the bar
mirror just before Harley started
yelling for Showalter and me not to
shoot him. But that’s neither here
nor there. It’s nothing I could tell
the commissioner, you can see that.
This commissioner’s only been
around three months, and besides,
there’s going to be another commis-
sioner next month. That'll mean an-
other shake-up. And who knows,
after that maybe another one. So if
I said anything, what would it
amount to except another black eye
for the department? With nothing
accomplished. But those slugs were
meant for me and Showalter. Show-
alter especially.”

“But why?” Frolich asked.

“AllI can do is guess, Barney. But
sometimes I guess pretty good. I've
got a hunch Showalter had a line on
that mink coat job in our precinct.
I think he was ready to make a
pinch, and I think Harley was the
guy. I think Showalter put it up to
Harley, and he laid it on the line he
knew where the goods went, he
could prove it, and he wanted a cut
of the take. But Harley already had
an agreement with Hammond and
Dentz, for that job and a lot of
others. See how it went? I think
Showalter let Hammond and Dentz
know he was doing all the business
in our precinct — otherwise Harley
was going to take a fall, and then no-
body was going to be in business. So
Hammond and Dentz explained to
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Harley what he had to do, and he
did it. They made him stand up in
that booth and holler stick-up, at the
right time.”

Barney Frolich took a deep drag
on his cigarette and hunched his
chair a little closer to Stenner’s bed.
“Go on,” he said.

“I traced that load of mink coats,”
Stenner said. “The retail value was
around a hundred thousand. And
that’s as far as we got. Showalter
must have tagged this Harley some-
how, and kept it to himself. But
Hammond and Dentz didn’t know
that, of course. They just knew what
Harley told them — that Showalter
demanded a cut. Maybe they figured
I was in on it with him.”

“I'll be damned,” Frolich said.

“Yeah. Well, it’s not just a ques-
tion of some cops on the take. Hell,
everybody has to make a fix, sooner
or later, even if it’s only squaring a
pinch for the wife’s third cousin’s
nephew. But this is something else
again. Hammond and Dentz aren’t
working for anybody but them-
selves. You know that massacre the
commissioner mentioned the other
day? That was no accident, either.
That was another setup. Do you
know about that one?”

Frolich shook his head. ““I knew it
stank, that’s all.”

“Stank is right,” Stenner said. “It
was about that big diamond recov-
ery. Scheverell and Sons. It was
worth about eighty-five thousand
bucks. Hammond and Dentz knew
where the stuff was, through one of
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their stools, but the precinct detec-
tives had the heister booked under a
different charge. Hammond and
Dentz couldn’t pry the guy away
from the precinct men. If they
couldn’t get the guy, they couldn’t
make a deal for a cut, so theydid the
next best thing. They taught the
force a lesson. One night the two
precinct men were at a public dance
hall. About eleven o’clock Ham-
mond and Dentz turned up — just
accidentally, of course. Somehow or
other a fight got started —”

“Just accidentally, of course,”
Barney Frolich said.

“Yeah. Just accidentally. And
then, accidentally, the two precinct
detectives got hit for keeps.”

“Uh-hub,” Frolich said. “And nat-
urally Hammond and Dentz had to
make the recovery then, or it would
have stunk too much even for
them.”

“That’s right. But you see what it
means. Hammond and Dentz were
giving warning. If anybody gets in
their way, like Al Showalter did, or
me, he gets the full treatment. And
they want the whole department to
know it.”

Frolich leaned forward to rub out
his cigarette in the tray on Stenner’s
bed table, and then sat silent for al-
most a full minute. “All right,” he
said finally. “They’re killers. But
what can anybody do about it?
There’s no evidence — there never
can be any evidence —and if any
of this stuff ever gets to the public,
the whole force might as well quit.”

SHAKE-UP

“There’s just one thing that can
be done about it,” Stenner said:
softly. “If some cop should happen
to kill a cop-killing cop, then there
wouldn’t be any more of it. It’s
just another job that has to be done.
For the department. And there’s
no other way to do it.”

Frolich studied him, his face al-
most expressionless. “And just who
is going to elect himself to that job?”

“Maybe someone already has,”
Stenner said.

“Well, he’d need help,” Frolich
said. “He’d need somebody who felt
the same way he did.”” He leaned
back in his chair, shook another
cigarette from his pack, and took
his time lighting it. “You’d better
hurry and get well, Val. I'm kind of
anxious to get started.”

Night covered the city like a
grimy ceiling that had been there
forever, sagging over tall buildings
checkered with lighted windows
that had seen everything, and not
once or twice, but many times over.

Archer Hammond came out of the
corner cigar store and slid neatly
into place behind the wheel of the
unmarked sedan, reached to close the
door, then sat relaxed against the
back of the seat. In the dim light of
the dashboard he saw and felt the
mute query of his companion, and
presently responded to it.

“Everything s all right, George,”
he said. “I was talking to the skipper.
There hasn’t been a whisper since
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the hearing and the reinstatement
two weeks ago. The skipper may be
thicker than hell, but he’s got ears.
If there’d been any smell, he couldn’t
have hid it from me. He thinks just
like everybody else — just the way
we want them to think. It’s the guys
on the take we got to think about,
George, not dumb brass like the
skipper.”

“Who was worrying?” George
Dentz demanded hoarsely.

“Nobody,” Hammond said. “For-
get it. . . . The skipper said he’d
just been talking to a detective from
the Old Armory precinct. A guy
named Barney Frolich. You ever
hear of him?”

“No,” Dentz said. “Why?”

“Well, this Frolich is working on
a heist. Some jewelry salesman called
him and reported he’d been boosted
out of a briefcase full of stones.
About a hundred and fifty thousand
bucks worth. But all Frolich’s got is
the salesman’s name and the license
number of the getaway car, which
the salesman caught.” Hammond ab-
sently repeated the license number
and described the car. “A gray ’53
Cadillac coupe. The job was pulled
by two men, both middle-aged, one
of them short and heavily built. The
other guy was a little taller, with
white hair. But so far, Frolich hasn’t
been able to locate the salesman.
There was some mixup about his
address, or something.”

Hammond slid his hands over the
wheel and started the motor. “I
wish it had been us that caught that

46

squeal. We might’ve worked it into
something. A hundred and fifty
grand . . . Jesus.” He pulled away
from the curb, cruising slowly. From
the speaker on the roof of the car
came the faint, clear drone of orders,
addresses, and code numbers. Ham-
mond reached for his notebook and
flipped it open. “We ought to talk
to a few stools tonight. Maybe we
might get a rumble on that guy who
boosted the briefcase full of —” He
broke off, aware that Dentz had
leaned forward tensely, not hearing
him. “What’s the matter?”

Dentz’ breath was ragged with
excitement. “What the hell’s wrong
with that guy?” His eyes were on a
car that passed them, traveling fast,
then swerved dangerously close, mo-
mentarily slowed down ahead of
them, and again picked up speed.
Mechanically, Dentz added, “A
gray Caddy coupe. What was the
license number in that jewelry job?”’

It was an empty question. Both
men recognized the combination of
figures and letters on the plate of the
car now swiftly receding before
them. Wordlessly, Hammond ac-
celerated the sedan, until the two
cars were maintaining an even dis-
tance. After six or seven blocks, the
lead car sharply swerved down a
one-way street, and Hammond spun
the wheel in pursuit.

“There’s only one man in the
coupe,” Hammond said. “We can
take him right now, but if we tail
him to where he’s going, this might
be a jackpot.”
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Then he braked sharply as the
coupe slowed, veered toward a
stretch of the curb already filled with
parked cars, came to a halt in the
center of the street. Hammond let
the police car roll slowly forward,
approaching the scene.

A middle-aged man with white
hair got out of the coupe and hurried
toward the canopied entrance of a
corner apartment building. There
was a briefcase in his hand, and for a
moment, in the lighted entrance, he
glanced hastily up the street, then
darted inside. The whole action was
a pantomime of guilt and fright.

Hammond and Dentz looked at
each other.

“It can’t be,” Hammond said.
“It’s too good to be true. But maybe
it is. Maybe we’ve got it made.”

“Even the briefcase,” Dentz said,
and he said it like a prayer.

Hammond cut the sedan a little in
front of the coupe, and both men
jumped out, leaving the motor
idling, not even shutting the doors as
they sprinted for the apartment en-
trance. They ran through the empty
lobby to the elevator shaft. The
moving floor-indicators placed both
cages as somewhere above.

Hammond and Dentz were stand-
ing in taut absorption when three
faint but distinct sounds reached
them, echoing in the lobby over and
above the subdued murmur of the
city. The door of an automobile be-
ing slammed shut, then another
door, and the sound of a motor whin-
ing, racing, not yet in gear.
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Without a word the two detec-
tives wheeled and ran back the
length of the lobby. On the side-
walk, they were just in time to see
the receding rear of their own car,
the unmarked department sedan.
At the next intersection a red brake-
light winked briefly before the car
turned the corner.

Hammond’s eyes turned to the
empty Cadillac coupe, and he
jumped for it, Dentz following.
Hammond tore open the door,
looked once at the dashboard where
a chain of keys dangled from the ig-
nition lock, and scrambled behind
the wheel.

“That guy must be nuts,” he
snarled. “Come on, George. This
fixes him, but good.”

The surge of the car brought the
door shut with a bang, and slammed
Dentz back in the seat. At the next
intersection Hammond waited for
nothing, taking the turn with
screaming tires. Only one pair of
lights showed, two blocks away.
Hammond moved up on these, horn
blasting, as though the lead car had,
momentarily, been double-parked.

The two detectives recognized it
as their own, and then Dentz had
just enough time to say, “Arch, it’s
our guy! It’s the heister! Hell, he
never went up in that elevator. He
must have ducked out the side en-
trance of the lobby just as we were
coming in the front.”

And then the sedan again receded,
dwindling away as its driver gave it a
sudden burst of power, It made a
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wide sweep around a corner and a
moment later Hammond followed,
swearing under his breath at finding
they were now racing against traffic
on a one way street.

“George,” Hammond said tightly.
“Blast him.”

Dentz found the unfamiliar han-
dle and rolled down the window. On
his side, Hammond cautiously did
the same.

Dentz poked out his head and one
arm, gun in hand, and fired twice.
But the car ahead was already turn-
ing again, and now it raced away
down a wide traffic artery, a two-
way avenue with four lanes.

Trafhc was light at this hour.
Dentz fired again at the sedan,
block ahead of them, and Ham-
mond, coldly vengeful, carefully
spaced two left-handed shots.

“Arch!” George Dentz said. “God,
man, we’ve got to get out of this
Caddy.”

Hammond’s eyes jerked toward
him. “What the hell are you talking
about?”

“This is a wanted car. The whole
force knows the number and de-
scription. Arch, use your head. We’d
better —”

“They’re turning again,” Ham-
mond said, following the police car
into a side street. “Hell, they’re
going to park!”

Ahead of them the police car
drew to the curb, slammed against
it hard, and jerked to a stop. Archer
Hammond swung the Cadillac to-
ward the curb behind it, clawing
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with one hand for the door handle.

Then Hammond screamed once as
a bullet shattered the glass in the
rear window and tore through the
side of his neck. His scream broke off
abruptly as a second bullet bored
into his brain. Beside him, George
Dentz jerked once, and then again,
the top of his head torn almost com-
pletely away. The Cadillac plunged
over the curb and crashed into a
brick retaining wall.

The unmarked police car, which
had fallen in behind the Cadillac
half a block back, stopped in the
middle of the street. Detective Val
Stenner dropped his still hot gun
into his lap, put the brake on, got

a. out, gun in hand again, and cau-

tiously approached the Cadillac. His
partner, Barney Frolich, was al-
ready there, peering into the Cadil-
lac from the other side. When the
two detectives had satisfied them-
selves that Hammond and Dentz
were dead, they looked at each
other for a long moment, and then
Val Stenner said softly, “It looks like
we elected the right men for the job,
doesn’t 1t?”’

Frolich stared again at the
slumped figures of Hammond and
Dentz, and nodded. “You did some
beautiful shooting, Val. I never saw
anything like it.”

“The only thing I don’t like
about this,” Stenner said, “is that
we had to steal this Caddy. The
owner’ll get the damage out of the
insurance company, of course, but
he’ll still be pretty sore.
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“He did the city a hell of a favor
without knowing it,” Frolich said.
“Hammond and Dentz gave me a
real chase in it, before I let them
catch up with me.” He took off the
gloves he had been wearing and
tucked them into his pocket. “No
prints on the other police car, Val.
I was careful.”

“You had me a little worried,”
Stenner said. “I was beginning to
think you’d never get here.”

“Don’t complain,” Frolich said,
grinning. “All you had to do was sit
here in a nice, safe police car with a
gun in your hand, waiting to get in
a little target practice.” He glanced
both ways along the street. “Well,
here comes the crowd to see what
all the shooting was about.”

“I guess we’d better call in,”
Stenner said.

“You’ve got the story all straight,
I hope,” Frolich said.

“Sure,” Stenner said. “We were
cruising in our regular precinct car.
We saw this department car go past
like a bat out of hell, with the Caddy
just behind it. We recognized the
Caddy’s description and license
number just about the same time the
guys in the Caddy started shooting
at the department car. We overtook
the Caddy and fired a couple of
warning shots. When they didn’t
stop, we gave it to them where it
hurt — thinking they were the jewel

heisters. Just as the Caddy headed
for the brick wall, we saw the de-
partment car stop and a couple of
guys jump out of it. But we didn’t
pay them any attention because we
figured they were cops and were
coming back to help us. By the time
we saw who was in the Caddy, it was
too late. The other guys were gone.”

“The brass is going to do a lot of
wondering about what Hammond
and Dentz were doing in the Caddy,
chasing their own department car,”
Frolich said.

“Let them,” Stenner said. “We’ll
help them wonder, Barney. Every-
body knows Hammond and Dentz
were crooked cops. They’ll figure
they were in on a deal with the jewel
heisters, and everybody got to
double-crossing everybody else.
There’ll probably be a hundred dif-
ferent theories — but none of them
will be right. As I say, let ’em won-
der. We’ll help them all we can.” He
paused. “I'm sorry I couldn’t help
you a little more with the action to-
night, though, Barney. If you'd
been a better shot, I'd have traded
places with you.”

“You wouldn’t have been up to
it,” Frolich said. “Hell, you’ve only
been out of the hospital two days,
boy.”

“Maybe so,” Val Stenner said as
he turned toward his police car, “‘but
I never felt better in my life.”

=
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E WALKED out through the gates of

Fort Sheridan with his dishonorable
discharge in his pocket. Once free, he
stopped along the edge of the highway,
set down the plaid cardboard suitcase
which contained some khaki underwear
and a Gillette razor, and lit a cigarette.
A fin-tailed powder blue El Dorado came
roaring down the highway, and slowed a
little, as a blonde girl with sunglasses
and a silk scarf, tied around her flying
hair, gave him an appraising glance. The
car shot on by, going south toward Chi-
cago. He raised his head and watched the
car dwindle out of sight. He had not
noticed the girl, but the direction she was
driving made an impression on his mind.

They told him he'd killed a man, and he didn't
remember it at all. That was why he knew what
was going to happen next . . .

BY JOHN JAKES



He ought to go back. It was a long
way, but he ought to go back.
Fixing this idea firmly in his mind
and concentrating on it, he crossed
the highway to the electric railway
station. The hour was shortly past
noon, of a gray, somewhat chilly
day. Long gray clouds were blowing
down from Wisconsin and Canada.
In ten minutes the train of two
green cars came along, and he boarded
it. He got off in the small suburban
town of Lake Bluff, because he
spotted a Chevrolet agency as the
train came to a stop. He crossed the
same highway which ran by the
army post and went into the agency,
a blond boy with huge shoulders,
only twenty-one years old by the
calendar. Forty minutes later he
drove out of the agency in a new
two door sedan, maroon in color.
The automobile smelled fresh, of
leather and metal. He headed west
on Highway 176, humming a little
tune. After several minutes he real-
ized he could no longer avoid the
thought that was badgering him.
He had no reason to go south, all
the long way back to Texas. No
one was waiting for him there. Noth-
ing was waiting for him. So when
he came to the four-lane span of
U. S. 41, the Skokie Highway, he
turned north toward the Wisconsin
line, admitting defeat. After a quar-
ter of a mile he saw a car stalled
by the side of the road, and as he
slowed down, he saw the trouble,
a flat left rear tire. A well-dressed
woman was standing by the rear
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wheel, twisting a pair of white gloves'
in confusion. He pulled off onto
the bumpy shoulder and climbed
out.

“Can I help you?” he asked.

“Oh ... if you would ...
The woman seemed close to tears.

He studied the situation. The car
had evidently swerved a bit when
the flat tire forced it off the road,
and the right rear wheel had dropped
six inches over a ditch edge on the
shoulder. He took off his coat, asked
the woman to put the car in neutral
when he gave the word, and stepped
down into the foot-deep gully. He
braced both hands on the bumper,
called, “Put her in neutral,” waited
a moment and then heaved. A
muscle vibrated in his temple. The
car rocked backwards a fraction, he
grunted softly and heaved, and it
went up and over the lip with a
tiny crash of pebbles. He clambered
up again and wiped the back of his
hand across his forehead.

He drew the ignition key and
opened the trunk, saying, “You got
a jack?”

The woman said she didn’t know,
although he had the trunk open and
the woman was looking inside and
the jack was in plain view. “Here
we go,” he said softly, and went
to work. In ten minutes he had the
spare on, and he handed the keys
back to the woman, who still sniffled
and rubbed at her eyes. She began
to work at the clasp of her handbag.

“Please let me pay ”

“No, that’s all righ.t,’.’ .he called,
5t
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already under the wheel of his own
car. In the rear vision mirror he
saw the woman drive onto the high-
way behind him. He lit another
cigarette and began to hum again.
After a while he managed to con-
vince himself that the state of Wis-
consin might be something pretty
interesting to see.

At the end of three miles he felt
thirsty. Nope, he said to himself.
He drove past one roadhouse, and
half a mile later, another. As soon
as he started thinking about liquor,
he began to notice the dismal gray
clouds, and all of a sudden the dis-
charge —which he had forgotten
for a while — slipped into his mind
again. His defenses crumbled. He
saw gas pumps up ahead, and a sign
which read, as he drew closer, Billy’s
Cabins, Café, Dine and Dance. He
swung the wheel with a feeling of
defeat and the tires crackled on
gravel. He looked at his watch.
Lord, it was already quarter to
seven. No wonder it was so dark.

He went toward the café door.
There were no other cars parked
outside, and the dirty windows of
the café were closed up with green
blinds on which he could see the
blisters of paint. He walked inside
and blinked a moment, for the light
was poor. The only illumination
came from a large lamp sitting on
the back bar. The place had a few
tables of flimsy wood, with chairs
upended on top, and a space for
dancing and a pinball machine lit
up with drawings of girls in bathing
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suits. It was called Yacht Club.

No one was at the bar. He pulled
up onto a stool. He could feel it
coming now. He had been nuts to
think it could be any different. Why,
he’d even expected Billy’s to be a
comfortable little spot. He didn’t
really have a concrete notion of
what he had expected it to be, but
he knew definitely what he hadn’t
wanted it to be, and this was it.

“Hey!” he called.

A door in one corner led into a
small room which also had tables.
Out of his line of vision a pair of
feet scraped on the floor.

The bar was old-fashioned, with
a large mirror. He stared at the rows
of bottles with their silver pour
spouts and looked away. The end
portion of the back bar was a writh-
ing confusion of plaster of Paris
statuettes, no more than three alike:
stallions, kewpies, coolies, blacka-
moors. There was also a wire rack
of postcards featuring cartoons about
vacations and outhouses. The lamp
which threw the only light stood
among the knicknacks. It was plaster
of Paris too, larger than the others.
It represented a Chinese girl, and
the bulb came out of the top of her
head. The light filtered through a
bright red shade. The Chinese girl
was dressed in a purple gown and
held a gold mirror in front of her
face. Her right leg was crossed over
her left in a sort of figure 4, and
in the triangle of the figure 4 some-
body had stuck a card, now dirty
and brown, marked $4.95. The bar
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looked cheap and nightmarish. He
wanted to get out, but then the
proprietor came out of the other
room and he felt embarrassed, so he
stayed.

The proprietor was a woman, with
a doughy face. She must have
weighed three hundred pounds, and
she wore a dirty pink dress. He
could not tell if she was pregnant,
or just fat. A large plaster which
looked like a Dr. Scholl’s was stuck
on her gray-looking neck. The plas-
ter matched the color of her dress.
He felt revolted. He wanted to run
away, but he was pretty certain
now this was the kind of place he
belonged in. The woman came to
a stop under a sign which hung on
the top of the bar, and read Kurtcher-
belliakin.

Still, he wasn’t completely sure.

“Yessir,” said the woman.

What would it be? Only one, he
said to himself.

“Bottle of Schlitz.”

She opened a silvered cooler, un-
capped the brown bottle, and set
it on the bar. She also set out a
tumbler and a black plastic ashtray,
and he bought a nickel bag of
Chesty potato chips. He opened the
bag but did not touch the beer.
He ate a chip. and stared at the
brown and gold Schlitz label. The
woman went to the other end of
the bar, sat down on a stool and
began to read a comic book.

Reluctantly he filled the tumbler
with beer, watched the head rise,
and drank part of it. He waited
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carefully to feel the effect. None.
He swivelled his head and looked
at the deserted room. The floor
looked unwashed. From outside came
the steady, certain hiss of tires, as
the traffic roared north and south.
He drank more beer, feeling now
that he would probably have another
after this one.

Things began to slip back into
his memory, answering his own ques-
tion to himself of how he had gotten
here. He recalled the farm in Texas,
and the taste of dust always in his
mouth. He saw his father and his
mother, dusty people, the man in
overalls bleached nearly white, with
the buttons no longer a shiny brass
color, the woman in a dress that had
once been a color but was now gray.
They always read the Bible at night,
and he remembered how his father
had whipped him with a belt, using
the buckle end, when he came home
from town one night when he was
about twelve, and said he wished he
could taste whisky. He had meant
no harm. He had been curious about
the signs displayed in the windows
of only certain places, and he had
just wanted to taste it. But sitting
in Billy’s and staring at the way
the lamplight threw shadows on the
Chinese girl he could feel the tang
of the buckle on his flesh.

One thing he had always had,
strength. The huge shoulders. He
never wanted to lick the other kids
in grade school, but he could do it
if it was necessary, as it sometimes

was. Then high school, and though
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he had a tough time with his sub-
jects, he learned football. They
couldn’t stop him when he was on
the line. He remembered how the
man in the linen suit had driven
out to the farm, his senior year, and
pulled up in a late model Oldsmobile
and talked his father into letting
him accept a scholarship to the state
university.

There he learned to drink for the
first time, and heavily. And when
he got drunk he wanted to fight.
He failed three courses his first se-
mester, and without letting his folks
know, left school, and enlisted in
the army, rootless. Once he had
written home, but the letter had
come back unanswered, so he wrote
to a friend of the family who told
him his mother and father had been
killed in a highway accident while
on the way to the state fair. In the
army he played football, and they
wanted him to box, but he wouldn’t,
because he had to be sober when he
boxed, and then he didn’t like to
fight, or thought he didn’t. He only
fought when he got drunk.

The first bad time was in a bar
in El Paso, and two other soldiers
who had been in the place said he
had walked up to three Air Corps
lieutenants who were drinking
martinis.

“You don’t like me,” the other
soldiers said he said.

“‘Shove, dogface,” they said one
of the lieutenants said.

He remembered nothing. He never
remembered, once he got heavily
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drunk. He had been drunk, they
told him, and had broken the arm of
one of the lieutenants before the
MPs dragged him away. He got in
bad trouble for that one, because
one of the Air Corps lieutenants had
a father who was a Brigadier General
in Washington.

In between the big fights, there
were all the small ones in bars and
barracks when he took on just one
man at a time. The second big fight
was in a bar in Tiajuana, when a
Mexican stumbled and spilled te-
quila on him. It was six Mexicans
against him, and when he woke up
in the base hospital, he had two
knife wounds in his side, but his
buddies laughingly (and truthfully)
said he had damn near killed every
Mexican in the place. He got sick
when he heard this, because he
thought he didn’t really want to
fight.

The third time, two months ago,
he had been in a bar in Highwood,
near Fort Sheridan, and three master
sergeants had been making loud re-
marks about his outfit. He didn’t
remember that either, of course, but
learned the story afterwards. One
of the master sergeants died of a
broken neck, and another, they said,
would be crippled for life.

Sitting in Billy’s, he remembered
the whole road. Even the interview
with the doctor who wasn’t a regular
doctor, Major Nevins. Even at this
very moment he could not make
sense out of the questions, though
he remembered some of them:
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“Did you ever feel you hated
your parents, subconsciously, because
of the way they restricted you?”

He said he didn’t know what
subconsciously meant.

Dr. Nevins, who had a mustache
and talked like an Easterner, smiled
patiently. “Well, did you ever think
that about your parents and not
want to admit it to yourself?”

“I guess so.”

“Can’t you remember?” .

“Well, I guess I did think that.
I always wished they wouldn’t read
the Bible so much.”

And then about drinking:

“Why do you drink?”

“I like to.”

“Why do you like to?”

“Well, I didn’t like to at first,
when I went to college, but after
I got in trouble, fighting, I just
couldn’t stand to think about what
I'd done, so I'd take a drink.”

“You drink to keep from re-
membering what you did the last
time you got drunk.”

“I guess so.”

“You’re too strong, do you know
that?”

“I guess I am strong, all right.”

“If you were a weakling, it
wouldn’t make any difference. But
you’ve got shoulders like a bull.
You broke Master Sergeant Pree-
bie’s neck with one twist.”

“I don’t remember that.”

Because he had gotten drunk and
killed the master sergeant, but
couldn’t remember, they had to dis-
charge him. Dr. Nevins wanted
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him to go to a hospital, but he
didn’t want to, and Nevins said he:
couldn’t force it because on the
surface it was just drunkenness caus-
ing the trouble, and the inquiry
board called the killing accidental,
even though they had to discharge
him, of course, for it. Now, sitting
in Billy’s, with the traffic all heading
someplace out on the highway, he
wondered whether he should have
gone to the hospital.

“Let me have another beer,” he
said.

The woman put down her comic
book and got the beer. He felt a
little lift now.

So that was where he had been.
Now, where could he go?

Well, he knew, all right. He
couldn’t keep a job, not remember-
ing he’d killed the sergeant, who
was really a pretty good guy. He’d
have to keep on drinking. He
couldn’t even be decent, or have
a home. Maybe become a crook.
Outside of the army they put you
in prison for killing someone. All
of a sudden, he knew that he would
probably one day be executed for
killing someone. It was only a ques-
tion of time. That’s all. Just a
question of time.

Now that he had finally admitted
it, finally told himself the truth,
things seemed a little easier. At
least he didn’t have any wild ideas
about pulling out. He just couldn’t
escape it. That was the way it was.
He didn’t feel like fighting any
more. But it was a matter of time.
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The door opened and a man came
in. He was not over five feet three,
and wore a yellow t-shirt and a
greasy hat. He had a small, pointed
face. The fat woman said, ‘“Hello
there, Mr. Tod. Haven’t seen you
for a week.”

“I'm always around,” said Mr.
Tod. “Gimme a bottle of Miller’s.”

He drank again. He’d kill someone
again, sure. It must be in the cards.
He was never meant to do anything
else, and though he didn’t exactly
understand why it had to work out
so, he accepted it now. No use
fighting it. No use prolonging it.
It was just a matter of time.

He drank two more beers, and
slowly felt the edge of reality going
dull. His watch showed eight-thirty.
The door opened and a girl came in.
He stared at his glass, hearing her
take a stool near him, and the fat
woman said, “‘Hi, June.”

“Hi,” the girl said disgustedly.
A car without a muffler gunned
away, close outside. He turned his
head slowly, curious, to look at the
girl. She had brown hair, and was
very thin. She was wearing blue
jeans and a man’s white shirt, open
at the throat and with sleeves rolled
up. She had a narrow face, and
small breasts. She wasn’t pretty at
all. On the other side of her he
could see Mr. Tod still sitting.

“Bourbon and water, will you?”
June said to the fat woman.

“You sure got your dander up,”
said the fat woman. She poured the
drink from one of the bottles.

5

“Oh, it’s that Jim.”

“Was that his car outside just
now?”

“Yes.”

The fat woman heaved a snort.
“What did he do, throw you out?”

“No, sir! I goz out. I’'m through
with him, he ain’t worth my time.
Stubborn. I wanted to go to the
Drive-In, but no,” she mimicked
acidly, “he wanted to go to his
old stock car races. I got fed up.
I told him to let me off.”

“He always was stubborn,” the
fat woman agreed. June took a sip
of her drink, shuddered, and glanced
sidewise toward him.

“Oh, there’s plenty more.”

He licked his lips. Well, why not?

He waited until the fat woman
went into the next room on an
errand. Mr. Tod walked over and
began to play the pinball machine.
The lights flickered across the ceiling,
buzzers stuttered like machine guns,
and bells pinged. He picked up his
beer glass and walked toward the
girl. He sat down next to her.

“Kin I buy you one?”

“When I finish this one.” She
smiled. Her lipstick was a crooked,
thin red line. Up close he could see
she had hardly any lips at all, and
had painted the lipstick up over
flat skin.

“You from Sheridan?” the girl
asked.

He nodded. “I got discharged
today.”

“Oh, you did! Where you from?
Down South?”
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“Texas.”

“T’ll bet they call you Tex.”

“Yes, they do.”

“Well, my name’s June.” She
smiled again, making no pretenses.

After a moment he said, “Like
to go for a ride? My car’s outside.”

“That maroon Chevvy? That new
one?”’

“Bought it this afternoon.”

“Oo!” She clapped her hands,
then seized his arm. Her hand felt
hot. “Listen, honey. Let me go to
the little girl’s room and fix my face
and I'll meet you in the car. How
about it?”

“Fine,” he said, not meaning it.

He watched her vanish out a side
door, and noticed how thin her
rump was beneath the jeans. Then
he remembered what he’d been
thinking about when she walked in.
Couldn’t forget it for long. He
looked around. Mr. Tod still worked
the pinball machine. Outside the
traffic roared, all going someplace.
He shook his head. No go. In a year,

or maybe ten, or maybe twenty,
he’d kill somebody good and that
would be all. It was just a matter
of time. He felt like he wanted to
lie down and have a nice long sleep,
where he could forget it all. He
didn’t want to live all those years
out.

The fat woman with the plaster
on her neck came back. He started
for the door, thinking of the girl.
They could go for a ride. She ought
to know some dark side road. It
was just a matter of time anyway,
now or ten years from now, what
difference did it make, except that
he was tired and knew the score.

He walked back to the bar, his
mind made up, past Mr. Tod. He
brushed Mr. Tod’s shoulder but the
man did not look around. He put
his hands on the bar, feeling the
wood, feeling worse and yet better.
The woman had started to read
another comic book, and she looked

up. He said to her, “I want to buy
a fifth of whisky.”

=
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BY MICHAEL ZUROY

That Roegler, he keeps doing
things. He keeps hurting me. 1
haven’t even mentioned it to him
yet, but some day, somehow

backed into Sam’s car hard.
Pain and apprehension curdled in
Sam. That knock might have dam-
aged his car. The bumper might
have been loosened or the front end
sprung out of alignment or the
steering gear cracked. Taking a
curve at fifty someday with Doll
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pARKING, Roegler’s big Olds

and the kids in the car the steering
might go.
Because of that slob, Roegler.
How could you keep a car in top
condition the way he tried to do,

Sam thought, with people like
Roegler around?
Charley Roegler and his twelve-

year-old son came out of the Olds,



Roegler stepping around to inspect
his bumper. Satisfied, he walked
away, not looking at Sam’s car. He
was a big man with fair hair and an
open shallow face, not yet fat, but
with the flesh beginning to settle on
his cheeks and under his chin.

Vague impulses were eddying
within Sam, impelling his thin
cheeks to quiver a little and his
thin brown mustache to twitch. He
ought to tell Roegler a few things;
he ought to tell him off good; he
searched for words as the burly
father and son approached. What
he would really like to do, Sam
thought furiously, was to plant one
right in the middle of that fat
mouth. Roegler was husky all right,
but a fast punch to the face followed
by a couple in the belly ought to
cut him down some. Watching
Roegler walk towards him, Sam
pictured it. Fast. He’d be too fast
for Roegler, backing him up the
block until he went down bloody-
faced.

“No more, no more,” Roegler'd
be begging. “Gonna leave my car
alone?” Sam would spit, pulling
Roegler to his feet by the slack of
his jacket, clipping him again short
and sharp. The neighbors would be
watching, awed, scared. “Tough
boy, that Sam Arkalian,” they’d
be telling one another. “Better not
tangle with him.”

“What’s the good word, Sammy?”
greeted Roegler heartily.

“Hello,” said Sam.

He watched the Roeglers, huge
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man and small boy, swagger down
the street of red false-brick faced
three story houses until they turned
in at their door. Why in hell, thought
Sam, hadn’t he told Roegler off?
Was he afraid of the slob? No, Sam
plowed the idea under, it just
wasn’t worth it. Cars got bumped
in parking every day. He'd look
foolish starting an argument over a
parking bump, Sam told himself.

Still, Roegler could have been
more careful. Maybe he should have
said something, in a joking way,
something like: “Hey, Charlie, take
it easy next time when you land
that boat of yours, will you?”

Sam walked over to his car, en-
joying the trim lines, appreciative
of the polished maroon finish. He
leaned on the bumper and seemed
to feel a new looseness. There was a
minute scratch on the chrome that
he hadn’t noticed before. Roegler
must have done that. Sam’s eyes
bulged a little, his cheeks quivering
again. I'll get even, he thought,
staring at Roegler’s new car. A few
slashes with a knife ought to fix one
of those nice new tires.

Sam pondered this idea and dis-
missed it. Too many eyes around
here, looking out of windows that
seemed blank.

Forget it, he told himself, trying.
Sunday afternoon and time on his
hands. He’d polish up the car again,
give it an extra special finish that
would turn heads and make new
car owners envy him.

He got out the new liquid polish
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he’d bought yesterday, set the can
on the sidewalk and went to work.
Spread some on, let it dry a couple
of minutes, then polish, carefully,
lightly, using just enough pressure
to produce a luster, but not enough
to wear the paint.

A heavy hand dropped on his
shoulder and he twitched his head
and looked into Roegler’s fleshy face,
set in good-natured heartiness.
“That’s no way, Sammy,” Roegler
bellowed. “Use more polish and
more elbow grease. Here, let me
show you.” He thrust Sam aside,
poured a pool of polish over the
hood, rapped the can down on the
fender, pulled the rag from Sam’s
resisting hand and set to scrubbing.

Sam stared at the can sitting on
his fender, still hearing the clunk it
had made; there must be a scratch
under it now, sure. He looked at
Roegler rubbing his finish away; he
had to stop him right now; stop him
dead; make him stay away from
that car.

‘“Hey, Charlie.”” The words
wouldn’t come. His voice went
weak. “Hey, Charlie. I don’t usually
like to rub that hard.”

“That’s the trouble with you,
fella,” bellowed Roegler, not stop-
ping. “Gotta wake up, fella. Put
some heart into a job.” Stupefied,
Sam watched the back of the sway-
ing thick neck.

At last, Roegler straightened and
grinned. “Well, I ain’t gonna do all
your work for you.”

“Sure,” said Sam, staring at the
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foggy, discolored patch that Roegler
had bull-dozed on the smoothly
glowing hood. His eyes dropped
before Roegler’s, dropped to Roe-
gler’s neck and fastened on the
bump that pushed through the
heavy flesh. He’d heard that a hard
blow to the Adam’s apple could
kill a man. He wouldn’t want to
actually kill Roegler of course, but
if he hit him right — now — he
ought to hurt him pretty bad.
Ought to knock him out anyway;
maybe injure him permanently.
One hard fast punch. Sam tight-
ened, almost, almost feeling the im-
pulse unspring his knotted fist. He
wasn’t afraid of Roegler.

“Sure,” said Sam. His mustache
quivered; his mild, tenor voice went
higher than usual. “Well, thanks,
Charlie.”

“It’s all right,” boomed Roegler
graciously.

A window opened and Sam’s wife
called, “Sammy! Get some bread.
Rye and some rolls.”

Sammy waved a hand to show
that he had heard. He removed the
can from the fender, disclosing a
faint ragged scratch. He got into
the car. The bakery was only a few
blocks away, but he felt that he
needed to drive.

“Hey, Sam,” said Roegler, ““pick
up some bread for us too, will you?”

“All right. What kind?”

“What kind?” Roegler had a way
of roaring your words back at you
as though you had said something
stupid. “T better check with the
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wife. Let it go, Sam; I'll send my
boy later.”

Sam nodded, started the motor
and tried to edge the car out. It was
difficult; Roegler’s car was parked
too close. He began to tire as he
wound the wheel and shifted. As he
struggled, he was aware of the
amused eyes of Roegler and some of
the neighbors.

“Charlie,” he called. “How about
moving your car down a little?”

Roegler gave a shout of laughter.
“My car’s all right. You better learn
to drive, fella.” Loudly, Roegler
began directing Sam, as if Sam
hadn’t been doing the right thing.
The neighbors watched with amuse-
ment. Several passers-by stopped.

All the way to the bakery and
back, Sam considered Roegler. The
slob could have easily moved his
Olds down a little. No reason to
have made him work so hard, strain-
ing the steering gear against dead
weight, rubbing out the tires under
two tons of motionless pressure. No
reason for people to laugh at him
when he was doing the right thing.

A man like Roegler, thought
Sam, should not be alive.

Some one ought to kill the slob.

In fact, thought Sam, he wouldn’t
mind doing it himself.

Sam waited for a moral reaction,
but none came. He felt pleasure and
satisfaction at the thought, that was
all. If he could get away with it,
Sam admitted to himself, he would
do it.

Hold on! Sam warned himself.
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You don’t think about killing a guy
for little things like Roegler had
done. You tell him off. Maybe you
give him a going over. But that’s all.

Smash him up a little. Hell, he
wasn’t afraid of Roegler. He could
put him on the sidewalk, maybe
kick him in the stomach and the
head a few times. With satisfaction,
Sam envisioned the point of his shoe
crushing Roegler’s nose against his
tace.

The parking spot was still open
when Sam got back. Have to figure
just right to back into it, Sam
thought. Roegler and the other men
were watching: he didn’t want to
mess it up in front of them. Sam slid
his car alongside the Olds, came back
slowly, softly, wheeling in at pre-
cisely the right angle, straightening
at the right time. Perfect, thought
Sam. Just slick.

The end of Sam’s bumper tipped
the rear bumper of the Olds and he
was in. “Chrissake, Sam!” roared
Charlie Roegler. “when will you
learn to drnive!l Don’t go banging
into my new car with your heap! I
take pride in my car, boy. Watch it
next time.”

Carrying the white bag of bread,
Sam stepped out, closed the door
and started slowly towards Roegler.
This was it. He couldn’t let Roegler
get away with another thing. This
was the showdown. First he’d tell
Roegler off and then work him over.

“Just be careful around my car,”
said Roegler.

Close to the man, Sam strove to
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hold on to his intention. Something
was thumping fast at the base of his
throat, and he had become over-
whelmingly aware of the power in
the man’s voice and the strength in
his frame. He wasn’t afraid of the
slob, of course, but maybe he’d
better take it slow at first, work
up to it. “I'm sorry about that,
Charlie . . .” he began.

“Just be careful,” said Roegler.

Sam swallowed. “I wanted to talk
to you about this kind of thing
anyway, Charlie,” he said. “Like
before, when you were parking
you bumped my car pretty hard,
and . ..

“I what!” bellowed Roegler.

“You bumped mycar, and . . .

“You’re dreaming, man. Maybe I
just touched your heap, but I didn’t
go smashing into it like you just
did to mine. Just be careful, fella,
and we’ll say no more about it.”
Roegler’s heavy face relaxed and
turned jovial. He clapped a hand
on Sam’s shoulder. “Run along
with your bread, Sammy.”

Sam turned and walked to his
door. He heard Roegler’s voice and
a snicker from the other men. He
was aware that the afternoon was
waning and twilight spreading. On
the hall stairway the fresh smell
of the bread rose to his nostrils, and
he accepted it with a detached ap-
preciation. He walked into his apart-
ment, greeted his wife, put the
bread on the kitchen table and went
to the front room to sit in the
twilight.
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The filthy, no-good tub of stink-
ing lard, Sam thought. An hysterical
something was running around in-
side him, and he tried to calm it.
The filthy, rotten, no-good, fat-
faced slob. He’d like to kill him.
Why had he backed down, Sam
asked himself contemptuously? What
was the matter with him? Was he
actually afraid of Charlie Roegler?

All right, maybe he was. The guy
was big. So he was big, Sam told
himself. What about a gun or a knife
then?

Sam pictured it: Roegler trem-
bling before the steady held gun;
the night dark, moonless. “Please,
Sam, please don’t do it. Don’t kill
me, Sam, I’'m begging you.” The
evenly spaced shots slugging into
Roegler’s belly, smashing his insides
apart, sending him to the ground
choking with pain and fear and
blood.

Night had come and Sam sat in
the dark room fascinated by the
beauty of the picture. After a while,
he frowned. It was beautiful but it
wasn’t perfect. Something wrong.
The gun. Too cold. You could kill a
guy with a gun and still be afraid.

That thick neck wouldn’t stop a
knife. Roegler’s eyes would bulge in
surprise when the blade sliced 1n,
Sam dreamed. He wouldn’t be able
to talk, but the bulging, horror-
stricken eyes would record their
last sight of Sammy twisting the
knife and grinning in triumph. Sam
considered this situation, tasting it
delicately. The frown returned. Not
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just right, Sam decided. Not just
right.

Sam’s wife came into the room,
switching on the lights. “Sleeping,
hon?” she asked. “You get such a
silly look on your face sometimes.
Sam, I hate to bother you again,
but there’s no milk in the house for
the kids. Could you run over to the
bakery once more?”

“Sure, Doll,” said Sam mildly.

He put on his jacket and started
downstairs, feeling the visions fade.
Oh hell, he thought, he wasn’t ac-
tually going to kill anybody. A man
didn’t get away with it that easily.

What’s the matter, Sammy, a
small, clear thought said. Afraid
again?

No, he told himself. Not afraid.
A man just didn’t do these things.

Outside, on the stoop, he stopped.
A group of men were at the curb,
shooting the breeze, sitting and lean-
ing all over his car.

Roegler was sitting full weight on
the fender. Fender’s liable to col-
lapse under that fat load, Sam
thought wildly. Why didn’t he sit
on his own car? The other men were
just following his lead. Oh, he was
going to tell him now, Sam promised
himself. He was sure going to tell
him, going to tell him plenty.

The men were looking at him
Had to say something, he thought
wildly. What? What had he wanted
to say? He clutched at another
thought. After all, he didn’t want
them to think that he was a fuss-
pot. “Charlie,” he said. “I’m going

I'LL GET EVEN

to the bakery again. Want me to
get you that bread?”

“Thanks, fella,” said Roegler,
“but I sent my boy for it just
before.”

“Right.” Sam turned and walked
away. He wasn’t going to struggle
with the car again. He would walk
to the bakery. He felt that he
wanted to walk.

What he would like, he decided,
was to be strong, stronger than
Roegler, a giant in comparison with
Roegler, as Roegler was a giant to
himself. It would be simple. He
would step close to Roegler, brush-
ing away his feeble hands, put his
fingerson Roegler’s throat and slowly
throttle him. He would keep the
pressure steel tight, inexorable, and
look deep into Roegler’s eyes and
feel the last struggles of Roegler’s
body. He wanted to watch the life go
out within Roegler,aware that it was
Sam Arkalian who was doing this,
Sam Arkalian who was strong.

After buying two cartons of milk
at the bakery, Sam started back,
taking the short cut across the empty
lot. The night was dark; he did not
at first recognize the small figure
crossing the lot ahead of him. As
he drew nearer he saw that it was
Charley Roegler, Junior. “Hello
there, Mr. Arkalian,” said the boy.

“Why hello, Charles,” said Sam
mildly. “Wait a minute, will you?”

He set his bag carefully on the
ground, stepped up to Charley
Roegler and wound his fingers
around the boy’s throat.
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The robbery went off almost without a hitch. Of course,
Wally Garden got killed, but nobody cared about that . . .

A Novel
BY BRUNO FISCHER

HE caper went off without a
Thitch except that Wally Garden
got plugged.

There were five of us. My idea had
been that three would be enough,
figuring the less there were the big-
ger the cut for each. But Oscar Trot-
ter made the decisions.

Looking at Oscar, you might take
him for a college professor — one of
these lean, rangy characters with
amused, intelligent eyes behind
horn-rimmed glasses. He sounded
like one, too, when he didn’t feel
like sounding like somebody else.
Maybe he’d been one once, among
all the other things he'd ever been.

But there was no question of what
he was now. He could give the
toughest hood the jitters by smiling
at him a certain way, and he could
organize and carry out a caper bet-
ter than any man I knew.

He spent a couple of weeks casing
this job and then said five men
would be needed, no more and no
less. So there were four of us going
in soon after the payroll arrived on
a Friday afternoon. The fifth, Wally
Garden, was cruising outside in a
stolen heap.

Wally was far and away the
youngest of us, around twenty-three,

WE ARE ALL DEAD

and he wasn’t a regular. I didn’t
know where Oscar had picked him
up; somebody had recommended
him, he’d said. It must have been
somebody Oscar had a lot of confi-
dence in because Oscar was a mighty
careful guy. Wally was supposed to
be very good with a car, but I think
what made Oscar pick him was that
he was moon-faced and clear-eyed
and looked like he was always help-
ing old ladies across streets.

Protective coloratign, Oscar called
it. Have one appearance during the
job and another while making the
getaway.

So there was the kid, and Oscar
Trotter who could pass for a profes-
sor, and Georgie Ross who had a
wife and two children and made like
a respectable citizen except for a
few days a year, and Tiny who was
an old-time Chicago gorilla but
could have been your kindly gray-
haired Uncle Tim.

As for me, I'd been around a long,
long time in thirty-four years of
living. I'd almost been a lawyer,
once. I'd almost married a decent
woman, once. I'd almost . . .

Never mind. I was thirty-four
years old and had all my features in
the right places, and whenever Os-
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car Trotter had a job I was there at
his side.

Wally Garden’s part was to swipe
a car early in the afternoon and pick
us up on a country road and drop us
off at the factory and drive slowly
for five hundred feet and make a
U-turn and drive slowly back. He
picked out a nice car — a shiny big
Buick.

The factory manufactured plastic
pipe. It was in New Jersey, on the
outskirts of Coast City where real
estate was cheap. The office of the
large, low, sprawling plant was in a
wing off by itself. From that wing
a side door opened directly out to a
two-lane blacktop road that had lit-
tle trafhc. There was an armed
guard who arrived with the payroll
and stayed until it was distributed,
but he was an old man who was given
that job because he couldn’t work at
anything else.

Oscar decided it would be a cinch.
And it was.

We were in and out in seventy
seconds — five seconds under the
schedule Oscar had worked out.
We barged in wearing caps and T-
shirts and denim work pants, and we
had Halloween masks on our faces
and guns in our hands. Tiny had the
guard’s gun before the sluggish old
man knew what was up. Seven or
eight others were in the office, men
and women, but they were too
scared to cause trouble. Which was
just as well. We weren’t after hurt-
ing anybody if we could help it. We
were after dough, and there it was on
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a long table in an adjoining room, in
several hundred little yellow enve-
lopes.

Seventy seconds —and we were
coming out through the side door
with two satchels holding the pay-
roll, pulling off our masks and stick-
ing away our guns before we stepped
into the open air, then striding to
the Buick Wally Garden was rolling
over to us.

Some hero in the office got hold
of a gun and started to fire it.

The newspapers next day said it
was a bookkeeper who had it in his
desk. One thing was sure — he
didn’t know a lot about how to use
it. He stood at a window and let fly
wildly.

None of the slugs came near us.
Anyway, not at the four of us out in
the open he was firing at. But he got
Wally who was still a good twenty
feet away. Got him through the car
window as if he’d been an innocent
bystander.

The car jerked as his foot slipped
off the throttle and it stalled and
stopped after rolling a few more feet.
Through the windshield we saw
Wally slump over the wheel.

Oscar yelled something to me, but
I knew what to do. Sometimes I
could think for myself. I ran around
to the left front door.

The shooting had stopped. No
more bullets, I supposed.

Wally turned a pale, agonized
face to me as I yanked open the car
door. “I’m hit,” he moaned.

“Shove over,” I said.
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He remained bowed over the
wheel. I pushed him. Oscar got into
the car through the opposite door
and pulled him. Groaning, Wally
slid along the seat. Georgie and Tiny
were piling into the back seat with
the satchels. There was plenty of
screaming now in the office, but no-
body was coming out, not even the
hero. I took Wally’s place and got
the stalled engine started and away
we went.

Sagging between Oscar and me on
the front seat, Wally started to
cough, shaking all over.

“Where’s it hurt, son?”
asked gently.

Wally pushed his face against Os-
car’s shoulder, the way a frightened
child would against his mother’s
bosom.

He gasped, “I feel . . . it stabs

. my insides . . . bleeding.”

He was the only one of us wearing
a jacket. Oscar unbuttoned it and
pulled it back. I glanced sideways
and saw blood soaking a jagged
splotch on the right side of his shirt.
It looked bad.

Nobody said anything.

Oscar

2.

Tiny sat twisted around on the
back seat watching through the rear
window. It wasn’t what was behind
us we had to worry about as much as
what was ahead. Pretty soon there
would be roadblocks.

We traveled three and two-tenths
miles on that road, according to
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plan. Then I swung the Buick left,
off blacktop and onto an oiled coun-
try road running through fields and
woods.

I