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from Peril Straight to the Arms of Murder!

The thought of seeing her again was
as exciting and uncomplicated as it had
been in the old days.

I had flown to Yucatan a week before
because it seemed stupid to miss some
of the most spectacular ruins in the
world. In Merida, I had hired a car, ex-
plored what little of the state was acces-

Peter Duluth

sible by road and, incidentally, contract-
ed a painful case of sunburn on the trop-
ical sands of the seaport, Progreso. By
now I was used to the friendly company
of the small, dark Yuacatecan Indians.
The fashionable aloofness of this girl at
my side was out of my mood.

If anything, I wished she hadn’t hap-
pened to me.

She had tossed away her cigarette and
was watching the passing sisal fields
with their geometric lines of henequen
plants squatting like giant artichokes on
the red earth. Suddenly she said:

“I'm Deborah Brand.”

“My name's Peter Duluth.”

She didn’t react to the name, which
was a relief. It meant she wasn’'t one
of those would-be actresses who know
the telephone numbers of all the casting
offices better than they know their al-

phabets. Isaid: “Down from the States
on vacation?”’

“I’'ve just flown up from Balboa. I
missed my connection to Mexico City.
That’s why I'm going to the ruins. One
has to do something with time.”

She was very young to have become
that blasé about time. I glanced at her
curiously.

“American ?”

“Sort of. You?”

“Sure.”

“Oh,”

She was fumbling in her red pocket-
book for another cigarette. Her com-
plete disinterest in me wus beginning to
pique me.

I said: “I'm in the theater. I produce
plays.”

She looked up, the unlit cigavette
drooping.

“Oh,” she said again.

HE lit the cigarette. A black Mexi-

can vulture lumbered reluctantly up
from the carcass of a dug on the road
ahead.

“Living in Central America?” I asked.

“No. Peru. At the moment. We're
always changing. Father digs things
up.”

“An archeologist ?”’

“That’s what they call themselves. He
did a lot of digging around here.”

“At Chichen?”

“Yes.”

“Then you know the place.”

“In those days I was with mother
chewing on a rubber comforier in Kan-
sas City.”

“Been around for someone so young,
haven’t you ?”

“I’'m not voung.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty.”

I laughed.

“Is that funny?”

“Not particularly, 1 suppose. It
makes me, at thirty-six seem rather
decrepit. That’s all.”
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UT I wasn’t sure I liked it. It jarred

to have so much elegance and com-

fort and plumbing so close to that brood-
ing basilisk of a pyramid.

We registered at a desk where there
were postcards and American maga-
zines, Most of the accommodations
seemed to be in individual cottages
which had been landscaped into the gar-
dens. They assumed we were traveling
together and gave us rooms in the same
cottage. The waiter took us down an-
other path to our cottage which was
a handsome adaptation of the basic
Mayan design.

As we parted at our separate doors, I
said to Deborah: “You’ll have dinner
with me, won’t you? And a drink ?”

“Thanks. I’ll change. I won’t be long.”

My room had a high thatched roof,
two beds over which hung balloons of
mosquito netting, and attractive, paint-
ed furniture. I had taken off my shirt
and was washing my painfully sunburn-
ed arms and chest in a tiled bathroom
when there was a tap on the door. I went
to open it. Deborah was standing there.
She had a jar of sunburn cream in her
hand.

“Here,” she said. “I remembered.”

She surveyed my torso from gray,
equivocal eyes. She took my arms light-
ly and twisted me around to look at my
back. She was completely unselfcon-
scious about the semi-nakedness of a rel-
atively strange man,

“Quite a burn,” she said. “Better let
me do it.” She shut the door. “Come
over to the window.”

We moved across the room. I heard
her unscrew the cap of the sunburn
cream. Then her hands began to move
gently, rhythmically over my back. Her
hair, soft and cool, brushed occasionally
against my shoulder. It was a strange
sensation, intimate and at the same
time, impersonal.

Her voice came from behind me.
“Married 7

“Yes,” I said.

“Your wife not interested in ruins?
Or not interested in you ?”

“She’s working. In Hollywood. She

is an actress.”

Her characteristic, disinterested “Oh”
came.

Her hands went on working over my
back.

“Turn around.”

I turned. Her young face was as ex-
pressionless as ever. The tip of her
tongue showed between her teeth giving
her a grave air of concentration. She
started to smear the cream over my
chest. After that, she took one arm,
then the other, bringing her hands down
from the shoulder toward the wrist.
When she had finished, she kept both
her hands on my left wrist. She looked
up at me steadily, challengingly.

To my complete surprise, she said:
“Are play producers given to romantic
episodes in darkest Yucatan?”

A tingle of interest caught me un-
awares. I said: “Could be. With enough
provocation.”

She took my other wrist. She leaned
toward me and kissed me on the mouth.
It was a long kiss, posing as a passion-
ate one, but it lacked conviction. It re-
minded me of the kisses movie stars
give to the winners of charity raffles.

She drew away. “Is that enough pro-
vocation?”

“It’'ll do.”

My arm went to her waist. She twist-
ed away, saying: “Not with the sun-
burn cream.”

She crossed to the bed, screwed on the
cap of the jar and put it down on the
bedside table.

“You’'ll need this again tomorrow.
See you in a few minutes. On the ter-
race.”

Baffled, intrigued, and faintly suspi-
cious too, I put on a clean shirt, tied a
tie, slipped into my jacket and walked
back through the garden to the main
building. The cream had alleviated the
soreness. 1 was pleasantly conscious of
my glowing skin and of Deborah. Ex-
cept for a huddle of waiters around one
end, the long terrace was deserted. I
imagined it was an off season for tour-
ists.
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“Don’t be silly. No one was. Only
babies.”
“In the first place you lied to me

about missing the sight-seeing car.”

HE was ready for that.

“I know. I’'m sorry. I was wrong.
I thought it had left.”

“In the second place you were scared
of every car that followed us. The bus.
And then later, when Mrs. Snood drove
up, you ducked into the store to hide.”

“No, I didn’t. I wanted a drink.”

“You didn’t drink it.”

“I changed my mind.”

“And you’re frightened of someone
here. I'm almost sure. Who is it?”

“I’'m not frightened of anyone.”

“Just now I thought I saw a man
hanging around your window. Is that
why you're afraid?”

She stamped her foot in a little-girl
show of temper. “I’ve told you I'm not
afraid of anyone or anything. Why do
vou have to make such a drama? Is it
the play producer coming out?”

“Okay,” I said. “If you want it that
way, vou're not afraid. It'’s none of my
business. But I have a right to know
one thing. How do I fit in the picture ?”

Her silver-gray eyes moved to my
face. She blurted:

“Please, let me spend the night here.”

“Why ?”

“There are two beds. 1 won't be a
nuisance. I promise I won’t be a nui-
sance.”

It was ridiculous to suspect a frame-
up. This was the Mexican jungle; not
Times Square.

I stalled: “‘It's not the usual procedure
for a man to offer a bed to a girl when
she has a perfectly good bed of her own.”

“Do things always have to be usual ?”’

“Unless there’s a good reason why
they shouldn’t be.”

She was still looking at me earnestly.
Suddenly her lips started to tremble.

“I'll tell you the truth. I did lie. I
am afraid.”

“That’s better.”

“There in the room alone, with the
darkness and the jungle outside and the
noises, it’s terrible. I don’t know why.

It frightens me. It. . . Oh, I didn’t want
you to know. It's so babyish. I hate
people to know I'm babyish.”

It occurred to me that a girl who had
lived with an archeologist father, trail-
ing through the hinterland of Peru,
should by now have grown used to
jungle nights. Certainly, making love
to a strange man was an elaborate way
of finding companionship. But she might
just be telling the truth. People don’t
make sense anyway.

“Please,” she was saying. “Please let
me stay. Please don’t make me go back
to that room.”

I knew I was probably letting myself
in for something I would regret, but I
didn’t want to send her off alone to be
afraid—even if the danger was nothing
more than a lonely dark room. I liked
her. That was my trouble.

“Okay.” 1 gestured to the other bed.
“It’s all yours.”

She smiled a vivid smile of gratitude.
“Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it.
sure.”

She kicked off her mules, found the
opening in the mosquito netting and
climbed into the other bed. I could see
her blurred silhouette through the net-
ting, lying on her back, her hair shining
against the pillow. It was like a still
from an early Von Sternburg movie.

Outside in the jungle, a bird, probably
one of those who were waiting for their
lovers, groaned lugubriously. 1 turned
off the light.

Any time, I'm

HERE was darkness and silence.
Suddenly she said: “I hate guides.
Let’s get up early and see the ruins be-
fore the tour begins.”
“I'm a dope,” I said. “I need instruc-
tion.”
“I know all about it. I'll be your
guide.”
“Okay.”
“You're very kind.”
“Aren’t 1?”
“I'm terribly grateful.”
“I'm glad.”
For several minutes the silence was
unbroken. I heard her sigh and turn
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was just an ordinary Mexican morning.

Across the street from me, a boy in
denims lounged against a tree trunk,
smoking a cigarette. He was small
quiet. A burlap sack was slung over his
shoulder and he had a newspaper under
his arm. As I passed, he glanced at me
incuriously from large eyes, brown and
liquid as melted chocolate. Although I
had never consciously seen him before,
his face seemed elusively familiar. The
eyes I knew, and the full lower lip and
the dark, passive beauty of feature that
seemed more vegetable than animal.
Pretty. Like a young flower.

I tried to track down the familiarity.
It was probably nothing more than the
fact that his was the prototype of the
Indian face, enigmatic, waiting. Or did
it link up with some picture I'd seen? A
Covarrubias? The problem nagged at
me for a few moments the way half-
recollections do. Then, because I was
hungry, it slid out of my mind.

I had adopted the Mexican habit of
breakfasting on coffee and sweet bread.
There was a pasteleria which I patron-
ized a couple of blocks away. When I
reached it, I found that tall stylized
skeletons had been painted in yellow
across the plate glass windows. Under
the bony, beckoning arm of one of them
had been written: “Hay pan de los
muertos.”

HE bread of the dead itself was

heaped in the window and alongside
of it was a neat pyramid of little candy
skulls with red luminous paper eye-
sockets. Pink curlicues of sugar wreath-
ed their craniums. There were larger
skulls, too. These had individual names
written in sugar across their frontal
bones: Carlos, Arturo, Guadalupe, Car-
men.

I had not realized that it was the date
on which Mexico celebrates its annual
fiesta for the dead. While I lingered at
the door of the pasteleria, a small boy
came out, licking the jaw bone of a skull.
A woman followed with a loaf of the
bread of the dead in a wicker basket. It
was round like a coffee-cake and stub-

bed with crystalized sugar.

On Hallowe’en Americans are apt to
get drunk at raucous parties while their
children play with pumpkin heads. Mex-
icans spend the day eating candy skulls
and little candy corpses in candy coffins
and taking loaves of sweet bread to their
dead relatives in the cemeteries. Their
custom, if more macabre, is also more
imaginative. But that day I found the
mixture of sardonic humor and hopeless
denial of life, symbolized by the candy
skulls, depressing. A faint gloom de-
scended on me. The sunlight seemed
flat. I began wondering if my play was
as good as Iris thought it was.

I glanced back down the street. The
boy with the burlap sack and the beau-
tiful blank eyes was strolling behind me.

I went into the pasteleria and had a
glass of coffee with hot milk and a
couple of slices of the bread of the dead.
It tasted pleasant, sweet. I thought of
Mexicans all over the country offering
it on the flower-strewn graves of their
“dear departed.” The habit showed a
touching courtesy to remembered
friends and relatives. It was practical,
too, because later when the buried had
shown themselves indifferent to the
light fingers of bakers the family re-
turned and ate the bread themselves.

A girl came into the pasteleria, took
the stool next to me and ordered in
rapid, voluble Spanish. I glanced at her
and then looked back again quickly be-
cause she was so completely unlike the
sort of girl who would be having hreak-
fast in a small Mexican pasteleria.

She was Slavic, probably Paris White
Russian. I was almost sure of that from
the broad cheek bones, the milk-white
skin and the huge violet-blue eyes with
lashes that might have been braided out
of black wool. She was wearing a per-
fectly matched silver fox cape over a
black suit with handsome lines. But
there were too many pearls, and a frou-
frou of fur around one wrist made the
whole effect rather corny.

There was even a fur Cossack cap on
her glossy black hair and her perfume
was so heavy I expected it to drop to the






crosstown bus in the rush hour. I let
the throng on the street jostle me deep
into the mass of humanity inside.

The timing had been good. While the
boy was still half a block away, the trol-
ley started forward. I was squashed
against one window and I caught a
glimpse of him as we trundled down the
track.

IS inertia had completely gone. He
was peering anxiously up and
down the street.

I knew then that the anatomical
photographs had been an alibi. He was
following me for some more important
reason. Probably because he had been
hired to follow me. My thoughts of Hal-
liday grew. Had he, in fact, been the
sinister figure I had half suspected him
of being? Had he tried to steal my suit-
case on purpose? Was he now having
me followed by a boy with a gun?

I didn’t care. I had already bowed
cut of the affaire Deborah Brand and I
only had a couple more days in Mexico.
So long as they didn’t start using guns,
any boy could tote one and follow me all
he wanted. But I felt curious and angry
too. I didn’t like the indignity of having
to duck into a crowded trolley to escape
from a pretty little boy with a face like
a flower.

Although I had shaken him off, and al-
though I told myself I wasn’t interested,
some of the old Yucatan feeling was
alive again, The unfamiliar quality of
my trolley companions gave it added em-
phasis. Orange flowers of the dead with
their tart, autumn scent, were pushed
against my face.

An old woman, who looked more than
eighty, with a black rebozo over her
head, was clinging to the handrail next
to me and muttering an incessant stream
of aves. Somewhere, deeper in the hot
mass of bodies, someone was strumming
a guitar and singing a gay ranchero
song. Religious gloom and fiesta rau-
cousness were evenly matched. The air
reeked of beer and garlic and flowers
and sweat.

As the trolley clattered forward, peo-
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ple catapulted against me—the old lady,
her aves uninterrupted, a girl with knee-
deep lipstick and an American sweater,
a studious young man who managed,
with a concentration I admired, to go on
reading a medical textbook illustrated
with drawings of livers and kidneys.

Every now and then there was a shout
of “bajando.” The trolley jerked to a
halt. A spasm, which reminded me of a
worm turning over in a box of bait, ran
through the crowd. Someone somehow
managed to get out.

I made no attempt to do anything un-
til we reached the end of the line. I was
hurtled out with the rest of the passen-
gers. I hadn’t seen the destination of
the trolley when I boarded it. But, as I
suspected, I had arrived at the Pantheon
Dolores, the largest cemetery in Mexico
City.

All the Latin-American world seemed
to be concentrated on the terraced side-
walk outside the main gates. Indians
squatted in the street beside huge piles
of orange and purple flowers. Behind
them, improvised wooden stalls were
selling fruits, tacos, great hunks of roast
meat, finicky colored jellies and live
chickens. Furtive dogs darted in and
out.

A radio screamed from a beer parlor.
Behind, revolving slowly against a clear
blue sky, was a Ferris wheel with a car-
nival ground at its base. As always,
Mexico was mixing life and death so in-
extricably together that one could hard-
ly tell which was which.

I had forgotten the boy and was be-
ginning to enjoy myself. I joined the
crowd filing toward the high iron ceme-
tery gates. A band of traveling musi-
cians in musical comedy costumes moved
past. We reached a canopied stand which
sold religious images and candy. Be-
yond it, on the street, squatted ‘. group
of denim-clad Mexicans selling birds in
cages.

As I passed, sometiiing in the smooth
curve of the chec<k of one of the men at-
tracted my atitention. He moved his
head a little and I saw the dark, flower-
like profile. It was against all reason,
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tions that had no answers. Why had
Junior let Halliday walk me right out
from under his gun? Because he oper-
ated on orders and there was no order to
cover the sudden appearance of another
American? Or because Halliday was his
boss? If Halliday had sent Junior to get
me, though, why had Halliday bothered
to rescue me? And had he rescued me
deliberately ? Or had this been just an-
other of those fifty-seven varieties of co-
incidence?

As Halliday, rambling at my side,
kept up his tipsily cheerful monologue,
I found it almost impossible to imagine
him capable of anything more subtle or
sinister than putting on a paper hat and
blowing a tin whistle.

1 thought of Vera a few minutes ago,
sulking, impulsively Kkissing me, point-
ing down the street. ‘‘Be sure you take
the taxi.” A shiver of doubt slid
through me. Vera pointing out the taxi,
where Junior was waiting with the gun.
Vera driving me to Los Remedios where
Junior was waiting with the gun.

Could it be Vera and not Halliday?

Vera working with someone else
through Junior?

We reached the drafty corner of In-
<urgentes. The neon lights of a few
night clubs and elegant cantinas still
twinkled in the darkness. A couple of
cars were racing out to the suburbs.

1 wondered where I would be headed
now if I had stepped into the light blue
sedan. Not to Vera. Not to Halliday.
That was certain. To an obscure death
in a ditch out in the rough, desolate
countryside beyond Xochimilco? Or to
meet my real antagonist?

But who was my real antagonist? Mr.
Johnson, morose over his bride’s appen-
dectomy? Mrs. Snood tucked up in her
hotel bed with a detective story?

There were so few solutions to chose
from and none of them were worth a
thing. I had expected the evening to
rescue me from confusion.

It had confusion worse confounded.

We had crossed Insurgentes and mov-
ed into a dark, tree-shaded side street.
“Dinamarca,” I thought. Halliday, who

seemed even more drunk than he had
been at the Reforma, came to a clumsy
stop outside a modernistic apartment
house door.

“Li’'l apartment,” he said. “Not much
to look at, nothin’ to sce. B'longs fr'nd
of mine. Len’ it me. Ni'cap, me boy,
old boy.”

Change clattered in his pocket as he
fumbled around for his keys. He
brought them out and guided one un-
steadily into the lock.

“Clear the head, a ni'cap.”

He pushed the heavy glass and iron
door inward and waited with alcoholic
chivalry for me to pass ahead of him
into the house. It could be a trap. I
realized that.

But if it was a trap, I was being lur-
ed into it by an elaboratencss almost be-
yond the realms of possibility. The
streets had proved themselves danger-
ous enough for me. There was nothing
to prevent Junior from driving around
the corner the moment I was alone
again. Of two chances, going in with
Halliday was by far the less risky.

BESIDES, my main purpose earlier
that evening had been to get slone
with Halliday. Even if my suspicions
had shifted elsewhere, this was as good
a chance as any to tackle him.

I walked into a hallway which looked
like an exhibit for “Home Decorating of
the Future.” Halliday came after me.
He swung the door to with a heavy
clang.

On the second floor he stopped before
an apartment marked 3, danced his key
dance again and opened the door. He
went ahead and fumbled on a light
switch. A small unexpectedly elegant
living room came into view with zebra-
striped drapes and deep yellow chairs. A
large bouquet of pink carnations stood in
a vase on a coffee table. The room was
rich with their perfume.

It was also encouragingly empty.

“Si’ down, old boy.”

Halliday flopped a hand onto my
shoulder and guided me to one of the
yellow chairs. He peeled off his topcoat,
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“She could have been pushed in a
well.”

“Pushed? Why?”

Why?

“I don't know.”

He had moved back to the couch and
sat down. “So she was pushed in the
well.” He whistled through his teeth.
“What do you know ?”’” A sudden, clever
look spread over his face. “Oh, you, al-
ways kiddin'.”

“I'm not kidding.”

“Oh, yes you are,” he sing-songed,
like a little boy saying “Nyah.” “Oh,
yes you are. Because—you know why?
If you thought she’'d been murdered,
know wh’a you'd have done? You'd ’ve
gone to the pleesh in Merida.”

He looked- at me triumphantly, imply-
ing that I couldn’'t get around that tell-
ing thrust.

“I didn’t go to the police then,” I said,
“because 1 didn’t have any evidence.”

He nodded to show he understood that
okay. “And now you've got evidence?”’

“Just that they’re gunning for me.”

“Why they gunnin’ for you? Why?”

“I guess because they think I was tied
up with her, because they think I've got
something they’re looking for. Inciden-
tally, I haven’t.”

His lips pursed into a grimace of con-
centration. For quite a few moments
he didn’t speak. I expected him to come
out with something fairly sober. But I
had got it wrong. He had been sliding
even further into his drunk. He closed
his eyes.

T seemed futile to continue this far-

cical interview. By now I was as con-
vinced of his innocence as 1 was of his
drunkeneness. There could surely be no
point to a scene of this sort if it was a
fake. His eves were still shut. His head
was nodding.

I got up and said: “Well, thanks for
the drink. I'll be pushing along.”

Ilis eyes jerked open. He peered at
me blearily and then, pushing himself
up, lumbered to the window. He swung
back one of the zebra-striped drapes.

“Shtuffy in here. Tha’s wha’ it is.

Shtuffy—shtuffy—"

He began to fumble with the catch of
the window. I crossed to him, holding
out my hand.

“Well, thanks, thanks again Halliday.
Time I went home.”

He tugged the window inward with a
little grunt. “Wha’s tha’?” He turned
to look at me owlishly. “Goin’? Wha's
sense o' tha’? Plenny of beds here.
Plenny of beds. Too shnotty to shtay
here? You....”

The sentence trailed off. He was sup-
porting himself by a hand on the drape.
He seemed to be clinging to conscious-
ness only by a hair.

“I have to—" I started. Then I stop-
ped.

From where I stood by his side, I could
see down the dimly lit street below.

Half a block away, parked in the
shadow of a tree, was a familiar light
blue sedan. As I looked at it, a lighted
cigarette was tossed out of the front
window and dropped sparking onto the
sidewalk.

‘I couldn’t see him, but I could imagine
him there at the wheel with his smooth,
little-boy face unlined by sleep, his wide,
patient eyes fixed on the door of Halli-
day’s apartment house—waiting.

Junior was back.

A tingle of uneasiness came. I turned
to Halliday. I began: “Well, on second
thoughts, since you are so kind as to
invite me—" .

He grunted. Behind the shell-rimmed
glasses, his little eyes watched me va-
cantly. Slowly his hand uncurled from
the drape. He leaned toward me as if to
embrace me. Then his knees buckled un-
der him and he fell slantwise to the car-
pet.

The party was over for Halliday. One
hangover, coming up.

I prospected through a door and found
a bedroom with twin beds. I dragged
him into it and hoisted him onto one of
the beds. 1 took off his shoes, tossed
an extra blanket over him and left him.

Just because I didn’t believe in pass-
ing up opportunities, I made a quick
search of the apartment. 1 found noth-
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bringing me the cup of coffee in my
room just after Deborah’s death. She
could have done it out of plain ordinary
kindness. She could also have chosen it
as an excuse for getting into my room.
I thought of her chatfering, fluttering
around, picking up ‘“The Wrong Mur-
der.”

She might have horrowed it innocent-
ly. But—she might just as well have
heen smarter than the others and real-
ized, from the beginning, the book’s im-
portance.

I was so uscd to being suspicious that
evervthing about Lena Snood suddenly
turned itself inside out in my mind. Had
she come to my apartment the day he-
fore as a spy? Had she invited me to
the party in order to lure me to Junior

with the light blue sedan? And had Jun- -

ior, just now, taken my name in vain at
the Reforma, not as her enemy but as
her employee?

For the twentieth time in so many
hours, the whole picture went topsy-
turvy. Perhaps even her reference to
the book at the party had been deliber-
ate. A private message, to the red-
headed bridegroom ?

I felt the way some mad people must
feel when there is no longer any way
of distinguishing reality from fantasy.

It was past eleven, about twenty min-
utes after we had left the hotel, when
we arrived in the run-down little village
of Xochimilco. Ahead of us loomed the
ancient pink-brown church with its pre-
posterously long flying bhuttress.

Indian girls from the rich chinampa
water meadows squatted in front of the
iron railings of the market with great
scarlet, pink and cream banks of the car-
nations which had made the town fa-
mous. Vera whirled past them and
swung into the narrow road which led
through crumbling adobe brick houses,
bougainvillea-smothered and pig-infest-
ed, toward the primitive dock where the
pleasure boats plied for hire.

The moment she parked, people
crowded around the car, boat-owners,
girls selling armfuls of posies, men sell-
ing leather riding whips and hideous ve-

ligious bric-a-brac. We pushed through
them toward the edge of the canal where
the tourist ride started.

ELOW us on the calm, weed-green

water, dozens of pleasure boats
huddled together like a herd of water-
cows. Antique - punts with canopies
against the sun on four spindly legs,
they each had their name flauntingly
embroidered across the canopy arch in
flowers—Rosita, Lupita, Amelia, Car-
mein.

The hanks were thronged with plea-
sure seekers, boat-renters and little boys
trying to wangle a commission from
someone—anyone. They were all chat-
tering and laughing and bargaining like
mad.

I searched through the milling crowd
for Lena Snood. There was no sign of
her. T hadn’t expected it, of course. By
now she would be somewhere out on the
canals—if she had arrived safely.

We were surrounded by straw-hatted
boat-renters, slight dark Indians in
white cotton pants with white cotton
shirts knotted over their brown stom-
achs. They were all of them jabbering,
pointing out individual hoats, quoting
prices.

“Describe Mrs. Snood to them,” I ask-
ed Vera. “Find out if anyone’s seen her.
An American woman, alone.”

Vera began to talk in Spanish. The
men crowded even closer.

“A green suit,” I said.

Several of the men started to talk at
once. A little boy tugged at my sleeve
and held up for sale an insane, wooden
horse’s head painted silver. The clumsy
beats with their gaudy floral decorations
swung listlessly back and forth in a
slight breeze. So did the tall, silver-
green trees, like poplars, on the opposite
bank of the canal.

One of the men around Vera, a wrin-
kled old Indian with a rent in his shirt,
had taken the spotlight. The others,
sensing his success, were dwindling
away in search of other customers.

“She’s here.” Vera turned from him
to me. ‘“He saw the little American
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calling the pelice but I abandoned it al-
most at once. The danger for Lena was
mortal, but it was immediate. Even if
we were able to convince the police with
our unlikely story, it would be far too
late to stop what was happening or going
to happen in that light blue sedan.

The only possible lead I had was Hal-
liday’s apartment on Calle Dinamarca.
It seemed improbable that they would
take Lena there, but any objective was
better than none. I started to drive fur-
iously back to Mexico City.

That bad morning had done one good
thing. It had swept away the last cob-
webs of my suspicions of Vera. If she
had been in this thing with Halliday, she
would never have answered my call to
arms so promptly. Or be so worried
now.

On the drive back I told her every-
thing I knew. It could do no harm. Cer-
tainly I wasn’t getting anywhere play-
ing the lone wolf. She was intelligent
and much less dramatic about it than I
had expected and I found it a great re-
liot to have an ally. She had a gun, she
said—a relic from the “poor old man”
who had been neurotically afraid of bur-
glars. We decided to pick it up before I
went to Halliday'’s.

She wanted to go with me.
vetoed that.

We passed my apartiment on the way
to her house. My pants’ leg was still un-
pleasantly wet. I stopped off to change
and arranged for her to bring the gun
there. As I opened my apartment door,
I saw a piece of paper lying on the car-
pet. I picked it up. It was the confirma-
tion of my flight. The New York plane
left at seven-thirty in the morning. I
was to be at the airport at six-thirty.

As I changed my suit, anxiety for
Lena was almost unbearable. Soon the
buzzer sounded and Vera hurried up the
stairs.

“Got it?” I asked.

“Yes, yes.” She came into the apart-
ment and took a little Colt thirty-two
out of her pocketbook. She handed it to
me. “Is all right?”

I examined it. It was loaded. I slipped

But I

it into my pocket.

As I did so, the telephone rang. 1
hurried to pick up the receiver.

“Peter Duluth here.”

A voice sounded at the other end of
the wire. I stiffened. It was a familiar
voice with a thick New York twang and
it was gay and sprightly as ever.

“Peter, thank heavens you’re in.”

“Lena! Where on earth—"

I heard Vera gasp. Lena Snood’s
voice rattled on: “Really, it’s most mox-
tifying. I'm a damsel in distress. If you
can be a damsel after fifty.”

I glanced at Vera. “What is it, Lena?”

“Well, I did go to Xochimilco this
morning and there was still plenty of
time so I decided to go to the pyramid at
Tlalpam too. You know? Cuicuilco. It’s
in the guide book. It’s supposed to be
worthwhile, I think it stinks.”

“Yes.”

“And I'm stuck, Peter. The driver
tried to gyp me, tried to charge double
for waiting while I saw the wretched
pyramid so I sent him away. Now, I
can’t get another one. It’s miles from ,
anywhere. I guess there’s buses, but
I can’t make people understand. Oh, I'm
just a helpless old hag. But how ahout
getting hold of Vera and the station
wagon and coming to rescue me?”

T was a lie, of course. I could feel

danger bristling around the phone.
But what sort of a lie? Had my wild
hunch been right? Had Lena from the
beginning been the real antagonist.
Was she there at the phone with Junior
at her side, luring us into a trap?

Or was Junior there, yes—but with
a gun in her ribs?

I didn’t dare put the question up to
Lena. If she was a crook, it would he
disastrous to let her know I was sus-
picious.

I said cautiously: “What do you want
me to do, Lena?”

“Just rescue me, please. I'm calling
from some store. Heavens knows where
itis. It. . . . Oh, I can't explain. I'd bet-
ter walk back to the pyramid. That’s
easier. I'll wait for you on the pyramid.”
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worked out a plan. Vera told me that the
mound was dumped down in the middle
of harren lavaland. There was a shack
where the caretaker, provided by the
Department of the Preservation of Na-
tional Monuments, collected entrance
fees. Otherwise there were no buildings
within a half-mile. A single track led
there from Pefia Pobre.

Since they had no reason to know we
were suspicious of them, they would al-
most certainly be expecting us to arrive
up the regular track from Penia Pobre.
But Vera knew there was another road
which ran past the back of the mound,
and came within less than a quarter of
a mile of it. I decided to park the car
there and slip up on foot to the pyramid
from behind.

The closer we reached our destina-
tion, the more I realized how crazy I was
being. 1 was deliberately heading into a
trap, and a trap set by an unscrupulous
man with the mind of a Machievelli.

If I hadn’t been stubbornly sure of my
own ability to tell an honest person, I
would probably have turned back.

But the more I thought about Lena
Snood, the more 1 liked her and the more
certain I was of her honesty. I liked
her generosity. I liked her kindness. I
even liked her messed-up hair and her
terrible taste in corsages. I convinced
myself that she had been forced into
making the telephone call. I was certain,
too, that, knowing what she must know
about them by now, she was only being
kept alive as bait for Vera and me.

I'd never be happy in New York with
Iris if, because I'd walked out on her,
Mrs. Snood didn’t get back to her lovely
intellectual daughters and her lovely
home in Newark,

We were out in the country now, pass-
ing through that dusty, ugly landscape
with which so much of the city is sur-
rounded. Night was closing down. Lights
were alrcady blinking in the straggle of
buildings which marked the outermost
fringes of Mexico City. It was a gray,
amorphous period, not day not night.

Soon all houses dropped away. Sparse
vegetation, tufied weeds, sickly scrub

bushes and cactus thrust up from a
rocky wasteland. A little canal trickled
at the roadside and heyond the canal
was a fringe of eucalyptus trees.

“We’re almost there,” said Vera.

She turned off the headlights. A min-
ute or so later, she eased the car into
the shadow of a clump of eucalyptus.
She pointed across the lava plain, but I
had already seen Cuicuilco. 1t loomed a
couple of hundred yards away, fat, bulg-
ing, black against the sky in the gather-
ing darkness.

TOOK the gun from my pocket and

got out of the car.

“Keep the engine running and wait.”

“Be careful—for the God's sake.”

“I'll be careful.”

I jumped the little canal and headed
into the scrubland. My clothes were
dark. They merged into the vague sur-
roundings. I doubted if anyone had
seen the car’s approach. The only thing
to do was to ease as near as possible
and hope that Lena Snood would be vis-
ible. If they were using her as a bait,
she probably would be. Perhaps I could
signal her to try to escape.

After about a hundred fect of rough
territory which I crossed, bent low, the
ground dropped into a shallow gulley
like a minature canyon. I ducked into it
gratefully. I could walk upright there
without risk of being seen frem the
mound. It was even darker down here,
almost night. Crickets, or some sort of
evening insects, were humming like
telephone wires around me. It was bleak,
dead, dismal country. It went with Cui-
cuilco.

As I moved cautiously forward, skirt-
ing the gnarled roots of stunted trces
and the viciously-spined low cactuses, I
started for the first time to feel jittery.
I was banking everything on Lena
Snood’s innocence. If I was wrong about
her, God knew what could happen.

The gulley took a sharp turn to the
left, away from the mound. It was no
more use to me. With the gun in my
hand, I crept up the sloping side until
the mound came into view. I judged it
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ran away from me.

I jumped up, urged into activity by a
new anxiety. There was nothing I could
do for Lena. It was Vera now who need-
ed me. I swung myself off the wall and
dropped to the ramp below. I scrambled
down the other two ramps, pulled my-
self up out of the moat and. started to
run, tripping and stumbling, across the
cactus wasteland, in the direction of the
road.

I wasn’t thinking. There was too much
hate and anger in me for that. Ahead,
against the sky, I could see the clump
of eucalyptus trees which marked the
edge of the road. 1 reached them. The
dark station wagon was parked where
it had been when I left. Vera wasn’t at
the wheel.

The anxiety welling up,
“Vera.”

Her voice answered immediately from
beyond the car. I hurried around it and
found her squatting by the back wheel.
A jack and an extra wheel were lying
on the road at her side. She got up and
ran to me.

“They shot the car as they go by. They
shoot to puncture the tire, to stop us
from following. But I change the wheel.
Is ready.”

“Buat you're all right ?”

“Yes, yes. But the
shots—"

Relief that she was unhurt floated
somewhere above my horror at Lena’s
death. “Who was in the car?”’

“The boy, Junior, he is driving. But
there is another. In the back. I see the
hat of the man. No more. It is he who
shoot.”

“IHalliday.”

“But Lena?”

I said: “Lena’s dead.”

“Dead.”

“She called out to warn me. She saved
my life. She ran with a cigarette. They
shot her.”

Now, in my numbing anger, I was ob-
sessed with Halliday. Why had I ever
tried to complicate the picture? The
truth had always been simple. Deborah
Brand had been escaping from Halliday.

I called:

scream, the

She had fled from him to Chichen. He

had wanted the detective story. She had

not given it to him. He had killed her.
And now he had killed Lena.

UDDENLY I couldn’t control myself
any more. I started to shake.

“They shot her down like a dog. She
didn’t have a chance. And it’s my fault.
I_I—”

“Peter.” Vera took my arm. “Is not
your fault. What are you? The Joan
of Arc that you have to save the world?
You did what you could. You risk your
own life.”

But I could only think of T.ena sprawl-
ed back there in the wilderness on that
evil mound, alone with one pink camellia
for a wreath.

I said: “I've got to go back to her.”

“No.” Vera’s voice was sharp. ‘‘Leave
her alone.”

I broke away from her and started to-
ward the trees. She ran after me,

“Peter, you are half-crazy from the
shock. What can you do? Take the
body to the police? You think they be-
lieve when you come on with a body and
your story? Leave her, I sav.”

“I can’t leave her.”

“But she is dead. Is tervible, but is
true. Is like the poor old man in the
cemetery. Does he smell the lilies, the
tuberoses? Come.” She was pulling me
toward the car. ‘“Later, when we get
back to town, I call from the booth to tell
them to find her, to take care of the
body. But don’t go back now.”

Her words registered enough to make
me realize that [ was acting like a clown.
There was absolutely nothing to be gain-
ed by going back to where Lena lay. And,
with our elaborate and implausible story,
there was little good in going to a for-
eign police force congenitally suspicious
of Americans.

This had gone far beyond the point
where it could be turned over to the
police.

I felt as exhausted as if I'd run ten
miles. But I was sensible again. I picked
up the spare wheel and the jack and put
them back in the car. Then I followed
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there’s a Dauphine Street.”

She was excited now. “Yes? But—"

“Fourteen-sixty-two. I can’t remem-
ber when Joan of Arc crowned him, but
it wasn’t then. It was somewhere in the
thirteen hundreds. ‘Don’t tell anyone,’
she said. ‘It’s a secret.” Maybe we’ve got
it. Maybe she was telling me where she
was headed—to her uncle, Mr. Brand,
Fourteen-twenty-eight Dauphine Street,
New Orleans.”

“But why in the riddle? If she want
to tell you, she tell you. Why so compli-
cated with the Joan of Arc?”

I thought I saw. ‘“Perhaps it wasn’t
meant to mean anything to me then.
Deborah knew she was in great danger.
Perhaps when she was lying there, she
suddenly thought it might be a good idea
to build me up as a possible understudy
in case she failed to get through her-
self.”

“But why in the riddle?” Vera re-
peated.

“Because that way, in case she didn’t
need ne, it wouldn’t have given any-
thing away. But if she did need me
later, once she’d given me the detective
story and I'd examined it, maybe the
whole Joan of Arc business would have
become plain.”

“And this explains why they are all
the time so eager to kidnap you? And
why now they run away when you come
with the gun. They are not cowards.
They want vou alive. They are afraid
with the shooting they kill you.”

“l guess so.”

“They have the book, but without this
information the book is no use. They do
not know the address. They do not know
where she was going ?”

WAS increasingly sure we had

blundered on the truth. This way,
everything . Deborah Brand had done
made sense. Something of great impor-
tance was at stake. I'd realized that ever
since Halliday had started to make my
life miserable. Deborah, torn between
a necessary desire to distrust everyone
and the realization of her own great dan-
ger, had done the only thing she could

have done. She had told the only avail-
able person something which would have
meant nothing unless she decided later
to hand over the book. She had been
grooming me in case of need.

The need had come.

And if I had been smarter and exam-
ined “The Wrong Murder” hefore Lena
had taken it, I might have justified
Deborah’s faith in me.

And Lena would never have died.

We were heading into the citv now.
Deborah’s sad little silver-haired ghost
seemed very near. I still hadn't the faint-
est idea of what she had been trying to
do but, having had experience with her
enemies, I was on her side. There was
no doubt about that.

As the car sped on, a new idea began
to form. Wasn't there still a chance of
doing something of what she had want-

.ed me to do, or at least of frustrating

Halliday ? New Orleans was on my plane
route home. If I stopped over there for
a couple of hours, I could go to see Mr.
Brand. I could give him nothing and
tell him hardly more, but 1 could at least
warn him of what had happened to his
niece, '

My mind made itself up. I said: “Vera,
tomorrow I'm going to New Orleans.”

She took it calmly as if she’d expected
me to say that. “And I come tuo.”

“You?”’

“I begin. I finish.”

“Now, Vera—"

Her eyes flashed. “Always it is this,
‘Now, Vera.” You do not want me for
love. That I know. Only you love this—
this woman in New York. But you think
I am the female dog? The pat on the
head? Then the kick in the bottom? I
begin. I finish.”

I opened my mouth, but she cut in:

“You say, ‘Now Vera’ again and I
scream. Here in Mexico is danger for
me, too. Thanks to you, they shoot at
me. You want to leave me here to be
shot with bullets like poor little Mrs.
Snood? Pouf.”

I didn’t argue any more because I
realized that I wanted her to come. Once
I reached New York, I'd probably never
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there would be no report of the dis-
covery of Lena’s body. I read that
someone had divorced someone, that
something had happened in Paraguay,
that Miss Leona something, the spar-
kling songstress direct from some-
where, was to make her sensational
Mexican debut at. . ..

Myv eves riveted on a small para-
graph at the foot of the third page.
I read:

AMERICAN ARCHEOLOGIST MISSING
Tirsr, Devur ol word came lrorn the
Camp of the Brand-Liddon Archeological
Expedition deep in the hinterland. that Mr.
Joseph Brand, well-known Finnish-Ameri-
can archeologist, is missing. tle disappeared
from the camp Jast night. and although
search parties have been sent out no trace
as vet has been found of him. It is feared
that he met with some aceident in the jungle
or possibly cven that some of the primitive
Indicns in the ncighborhood have captured
him. Mr. BErand and Mr. Liddon have been
trying {o locate a hitherto undiscovered Inca
city buried in the jungle. Mr. Frank Liddon,
who headed the expedition with Mr. Brand,
was not present at the time of the disappear-
ance. having leit for Argentina the week be-
fore.

I read the story again. It proved
startlingiy that Deborah had been
telling the truth at least about her
father’s profession and whereabouts.
It also opened tin new and alarming

vistas.

V HAT sort of opposition was I up
against when Decborah’s father

could be kidnaped in Peru, while Halli-

day was killing her in Yucatan?

A voice behind me called:

“Peter.”

I threw the paper down on the ce-
ment floor and turned. Vera was com-
ing through the little clusters of pas-
sengers. A porter walked behind her
with a fancy pigskin suitcase. She
looked sensational in a tomato-red
suit, a small black straw hat and the
silver fox cape.

People stared at her. I could tell she
was making them feel dowdy. They
thought she was someone famous, a
Mesxican movie star, maybe. And she
might have been. She had the celeb-
rity touch. She’d always had it.

I wondered whether she had ever
really been a ballerina or whetiher

that story had been phony, too.

She smiled radiantly. I smiled back.

“Good morning, Peter.”

“Good morning, Vera.”

The porter put her bag down next
to mine and went away. She was be-
ing vivacious, almost arch.

“Am punctual, no? You like me to-
dayv? Am chic?”

“Where is the kitchen stove?”

“Kitchen stove?” She looked sus-
picious. “You mock me, no? Am too
smart? Like always I junk me up?”

“On the contrary. You're elegant.
Ginger-peachy.”

“What is this—” She broke off and
grinned. “Ginger-peachy. I know. Is
elegant.” She was suddenly serious.
“You have the plan for what we do in
New Orleans?”

I'd like to have asked: “What about
your plans, baby?”

I said: “Just to see this guy Brand,
I guess. What more can we do? Do
you have any suggestions?’

“Me?” She nuzzled her hand
through my arm. “Is you are the big
brains. Me? I am just the stupid cow
who obeys.”

Someone blared something through
the public address system, first in
Spanish, then in English. It had noth-
ing to do with us. The air hostess
passed again without the pilots, pat-
ting her back hair smugly and look-
ing as if she had eaten them for
breakfast.

“Peter.”

“Yes, Vera.”

“Am thinking.”

I jumped on my guard. That was al-
ways how she started when she was
fishing for something.

“Thinking of what, Vera?”

“You think is only this book, this
detective story? You think there is
nothing more?”

My heart seemed to flip over like a
fish on a river bank. She was asking
me whether there was something
more than the book. That meant my
earlier suspicions were correct. She
and Halliday were still missing some-
thing from Deborah Brand. Of course,
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Dauphine Street, I might be delivering
it straight into the enemy’s hands.

I got increasingly jittery trying to
think. By the time we had flown over
tlie desolate bayous of Louisiana and
dived to the airport I had still decided
nothing. Something almost like panic
seized me as we walked down the gang-
plank.

Vera seemed suspiciously calm now
that we had landed. She linked her hand
through my arm and said with a bright-
ness that rang false:

“Well, Peter, what we do first?”

“Go to a hotel, I guess. We're going
to need a base of operations.”

“Yes, yes. The St. Charles, yes?”

She'd said that too quickly. The St.
Charles Hotel was probabhly where she
had told Halliday we would go.

“Let’s make it the Montedoro,” I said.
“I always go there.”

“But the St. Charles is—"

Her voice trailed off. Once again she
was scared of pressing a point. Her fear
of making me suspicious was keeping
her hands tied. I was still winning.

I had been in Mexico so long that I
was used to the sound of Spanish-speak-
ing voices, to the colorful grimerack at-
mosphere, the informality. It was
strange to be back where there were no
beggars, where no furtive dogs padded
in and out searching for garbage.

We moved through the animated
crowd of people who seemed phenome-
nally smart and prosperous. Behind a
bar an American barkeep was serving
American drinks. I could have done with
a shot of whisky, but the bags would be
coming through any minute.

With Vera still on my arm, I started
toward the baggage room. Unobtru-
sively, I kept my eyes peeled for Halli-
day, although I didn’t imagine he would
be crude enough to let himself be visible
at the airport. There was no sign of
him.

B UT I was still in hopeless indecision
as to what to do with the jar. It
was too bulky to keep in my pocket.
However careful I was, Vera might find

a chance to steal it once we got to the
hotel.

A colored porter came up, sayving:
“Bags, sir?”

“Yes.” I drew my arm away from
Vera’s hand. “Wait here. I'll be back.”

I gave the porter the checks and he
started toward the baggage room. 1
followed. So did Vera. Quite a sizable
crowd was gathered around the counter.
Several other planes must recently have
landed. Suitcases were being brought
into the baggage room from a back door.
People were calling out, pointing at their
bags, causing the usual confusion.

Vera’s pigskin suitcase came through
and was dumped near the counter.

“There’s one,” I said to the porter.

He scooped it up without consulting
the check. My large suitcase appeared
then. I pointed it out and he got that
too. A new load of baggage was trun-
dled in. I saw the gabardine bag. It was
perched on top of the pile. A baggage
man swung it down. As he removed
it from the heap, I saw another gahar-
dine dag on the trolley. It was the next
bag the man picked up. He tossed it
down on the floor close to mine.

The bags werc identical. They were
made by the million. But I could recog-
nize mine by an oil stain on the side. A
memory rushed back of the switch Hal-
liday had tried to pull in Mexico. Sud-
denly 1 knew what to do.

I scrambled through the crowd and,
leaning over the barrier, picked up the
gabardine bag that was not mine.

“Here.” I pushed past Vera and hand-
ed it to the porter. He didn’t look at the
check. I had known he wouldn’t be-
cause he hadn’t looked at the others.

Once before I had gotten the wrong
bag at an airport and I knew the offi-
cial routine. The man whose bag I had
taken would presumably find out the
mistake and turn in my bag. While the
airline was trying to locate me, the bag
would automatically be shipped to the
lost property office in Atlanta, Georgia.

As the porter took the suitcases off
to a taxi, T felt a thrill of triumph. It
was tough on the innocent traveler
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have found.

“Immediately, of course, he thought
of me. During the war, my firm worked
very closely with the United States
Government. We are still cooperating.
He knew, if he could get all the infor-
mation to me and if his guess was right.
that through me the ultimate control of
the area would get into the proper
hands, because through me the United
States Government and the Peruvian
Government could work together.”

He lit a cigarette. “It might have been
fairly plain sailing, bul it wasn’t. Be-
cause just a short time hefore, another
archeological expedition had arrived at
the scene. 1t was organized by a group
of which, politically, Joseph had a right
to be dubious and, from little incidents,
he began to suspect that the news, or
at least enough of it to arouse curiosity,
had leaked out. He couldn’t think how,
but he was certain of it when a couple
of days later there was a kidnap attempt
made on him.”

1 was listening intently now. “An-
other one?”

“Yes. It was clumsy. It didn’'t come
off. But it was enough to make him
sure the other expedition was only a
front for an intensive mining survey.
And then Deborah who’d been in college
in Buenos Aires showed up unexpected-
ly. She’d come on her vacation to visit
her father. Joseph saw that it was ter-
ribly dangerous there for a girl, particu-
larly his daughter, and decided to take
care of the two problems at once.

“I don’t think he told Deliorah much,
Just enough to make her appreciate the
mmportance of the situation. He drew a
rough sketch of the exact area of the
vein in the back of a pocket novcl. He
gave it to her. He also gave her a sample
of ore and told her to come straight to
me in New Orleans,”

HIRE it was, fairly simple, much
as | had figured it out on my walk
through the quaintness of the Vieux
Carré.
I had been right about stumbling into
a way.

“But before Deborah left,” continued
Mr. Brand, “a cable came in for Liddon
from the nearest town to say that his
brother was dving in the Argentine. He
had to leave at once. It was only after
hoth he and Deborah had gone that Jo-
seph discovered, once again quite by
accident, apparently, how the informa-
tion had leaked out. H¢ came across
some paper—I don’t know what it was
—Dbut it proved that Lidden, in whom
he had had complete trust, had sold out
to the other side. Liddon didn't know
everything, of course. He didn’t know
the actual location of the vein or ex-
actly what it might contain, but he
knew enough. And what was worse, he’d
also known of Deborah’s mission to me.”

He leaned across the desk. “Joseph
realized that they would do everything
to keep her from getting the informa-
tion to me. 1t was too late to warn her.
So he drove in to the nearest telephone,
called me, and told me as much as I'm
telling you. He was halt-crazy with
worry for Deborah. I sugzestcd the only
thing I could think of. If they were after
her, they would probably trv to pick
her up in New Orleans. I said I'd take
the next flight to Merida where she had
to change planes, and cscort her on from
there.”

He shrucged ruefullv. “That’s where
I took over. And that’s vhere things
started going seriously wyronp.”

He stubbed his cigaretie. “There was
one bad difficulty. Deborah hadn’t been
in the States since she was a child and
didn’t know wheat I looked like. The only
thing she knew about me was that re-
cently I'd married a young Mexican
girl. T decided, uselesslv as it turned
out, that I would take Lune with me,
partly tc help Deborah to identify me,
partly to make the whole expedition
seem like an innocent vacation. I reach-
ed Merida in time. My wife and I were
at the airport when Deborah’s plane
from Balboa was due to arrive.

“That’s when the first thing went
wrong. You see, I'd never seen Liddon.
Didn’t have an idea what he looked like.
The story of his dying brother in Ar-















RUN TO DEATH

of dizzy exhilaration. The ore sample
was still there, gleaming dully on a table
by the window.

Things had happened so quickly that
there had been practically no time to
think. Panting from my violent exer-
Ltions, I pulled out a cigarette and lit it.

The ore was safe. At least there was
that. But what else was there? With
atwinge of anxiety, I thought: “Junior.”
But where had he been? He wouldn’t
risk a public appearance in his disguise
unless it were absolutely necessary.

Had he been to the Montedoro? While
“Mr. Brand” was taking care of me,
had he been taking care of Vera?

I wasn’t in a mood to reflect before 1
acted. I hurried into the living room,
picked up the receiver and asked for
the Montedoro Hotel.

VER startled clucks from the hotel

operator, I said: “There’s a woman
tied up in the bathroom of Room Six-
seventcen. Let her out and tell her to
come around to Fourteen-twenty-eight B
Dauphine Street at once.”

I rang off. Now that I had phoned,
the danger of Vera seemed less frighten-
ing. Maybe Junior had been to her room.
Bul she wouldn’t have been there. Sure-
lv no one outside of a clairvoyant could
have guessed that she was trussed up
in my bhathroom.

Probably by my muddled attack on
her, T had saved her life.

My spirits soared. Because although
1 was still confused, I was sure now that
Vera had been on the right side after
all, had been on the side of the real
Brand.

The real Brand. I stood in the middle
of the long, untidy room with the “false
Brand” unconscious at my feet. This
was Brand’s apartment. And yet the
“false Brand” had been able to use it as
a trap to inveigle the ore sample out of
me. What had happened to the real
Brand?

There was an obvious solution to that.
Brand or Brand’s body was probably
right here in the apartment.

I hurried out into the little hallway.

103
I went down it. It led to a bedroom. It
was almost dark. I turned on a dim little
lamp by the bed. No one was there. A
door beyond led to a bathroom. The
bathroom was empty, too. I was about
to go back and search the workshop
when I noticed a large closet in the cor-
ner.

I went to it and tried the door. It was
locked, but the key was in the lock. I
turned the key and opened the door.

As I did, the body of a man half-rolled
out at my feet.

I dropped to my knees, easing him on-
to the carpet. His hands and legs were
tied. Adhesive tape had been strapped

" across his mouth.

I pulled the tape off. It must have
been painful but I didn’t care about that.
I was thinking of a man with his mouth
taped, shoved in that airless closet with
clothes half-smothering his nostrils.

He might well have been dead. He
almost certainly would have been dead
if I had not come when I did. But, lean-
ing over him, I could trace the faint
sound of breathing.

And he stirred. His arms quivered.
He moved one leg cautiously. In the
shadows which lay across the floor, 1
could hardly see his face. I drew him
closer to the light. As I did, he opened
his eyes.

Helooked at me. Ilooked at him.

I should have realized it by then, but
somehow it came as a shock. The false
Brand had, of course, been the real
Frank Liddon.

And the real Mr. Brand was looking
dazedly up at me.

The real Mr. Brand was Bill Halli-
day. . .. )

It was eight o’clock. William Brand,
Vera Garcia and I sat together in the un-
tidy Brand living room. The ore sample
lay on the desk by the window. William
Brand, whom I had known in Mexico as
Bill Halliday, had recovered from his
unpleasant hour in the closet.

Vera, with her lightning Slavic
changes of mood, was no longer full of
fury. In fact, she was enthusiastic about
me again. We had learned from the
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hotel that Junior had been to the Monte-
doro. Thanks to my efforts, she, like
Brand, had probably escaped an unpleas-
ant death.

A great deal had happened in a short
time. Mr. Brand’s connection with the
Government was impressive. An F. B. L.
man had already come and removed
Frank Liddon, the erstwhile bridegroom
from Yucatan. The F. B. I. had also
picked up Junior at the local police pre-
cinct. They were both now safely out of
the picture.

RAND had told me his story, too. As

I had expected, the version given
me by Frank Liddon of the affairs be-
ginning in Peru had heen perfectly true.
He had merely reversed the role played
by himself and the real Brand. It had
been Brand, as Halliday, who had come
from New Orleans to try to protect his
niece, and Liddon, as the bridegroom,
who had warned her against “Halliday,”
lured her to Chichen Itz4 and killed her.

That afternoon when he had inveigled
me here to the Brand apartment, the
“bridegroom” had been smart enough
to realize that the true story would be
the most convincing one with which to
lull me into a mood of confidence where
I would hand over the ore sample.

But after Deborah’'s death, the true
story, of course, was quite different
from Liddon’s which from that point
had been invented for my benefit. Not
knowing Liddon by sight, ‘“Halliday,”
seeing Deborah with me at Chichen,
made the logical mistake of thinking
that I was the menace.

He had seen us leaving on our early
morning trip to the cenote and had fol-
lowed. He had heard the scream and
reached the cenote, not early enough to
have seen the “bridegroom” killing De-
borah, but earlier than the hotel man-
ager and I. He had just had time to
pick up the pockethook and make his
escape before we arrived in the clearing.

He had taken the pocketbook, of
course, because he hoped, even with De-
borah dead, that he might still salvage
the chart and the ore. Neither he nor
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Liddon had known that the chart was in
a detective story until Lena’s prattle at
the Reforma had made them tumble to
it, and neither of them, of course, had
ever had a chance to guess that Deborah
had hidden the ore in the jar of sunburn
cream. It was that lucky accident which
had kept Liddon from searching my
bathroom when he ransacked the apaxrt-
ment in Mexico City.

When “Halliday” found there was
nothing of seeming importance in the
pocketbook, although he was too cau-
tious to throw it away until it had been
analyzed for invisible writing, he was
not only convinced that I had murdered
Deborah, but almost sure that I had also
taken the chart and the ore. He had at
first completely overlooked the ‘“bride-
groom,” in his concentration on me.
That was why he had tried to steal my
bag at the airport.

Later, in Mexico City, he had put
Vera on to me. It was only after Junior
slugged me at Los Remedios that he
had seen his mistake and realized that
the “bridegroom” and the ‘“hride” were
the real Liddon and his associate. From
then on, he never exactly knew what I
was—whether I was an independent
crook working on my own, or whether I
was in fact just an innocent tourist
who had become accidentally involved.

But since Liddon and his henchmen
were after me, it was obvious that I was
the one who had the chart and the ore
which he was so desperately trying to
get. I was still the key.

After the Los Remedios episoce, “Hal-
liday’s” attitude to me had become more
complicated. There were two objectives
for him then. One was to try either by
winning my confidence or by trickery
to get the chart and the ore out of me
himself, the other to keep me from fall-
ing into the hands of Liddon and Junior.

Vera’s function, of course, had been
to win my confidence. Halliday himself
had concentrated on protecting me.
That was why he had rescued me from
Junior in the taxi, and why he had .
played drunk in his apartment so that
I should feel secure enough from him
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houses and stores and farms to people in
his circus, on the condition that they
lived there. A lot of ’em wouldn’t of
course; weren’t ready to settle down,
and went with some other circus in-
stead. But a lot of ’em did take what was
left them and live there. Out of a popu-
lation of a thousand or so, two-three
hundred, I think, are ex-circus-people
... Did I ever tell you I love you,
Kathy ?”

“l seem to remem. .
You—"

. Bill, not here!

O after a minute I slid the car in
gear and started down the slippery,
winding road down into the valley. We
were off the main highway, coming in on
a side road that wasn’t used much, and
it was pretty bad. The mud was inches
deep in the ruts. It wasn’t too bad until
we were just a half-mile outside the vil-
lage, and then suddenly the wheels were
sliding and the back end of the car, de-
spite my efforts with the wheel, slewed
around and went off the road. T tried to
start, and the back wheels spun in mud
that was like soup.

I said appropriate words, suitably
modified to fit Kathy’s presence, and got
out of the car into ankle-deep mud. 1
looked at the car, then looked around.

There was a little three-room frame
farmhouse only a few dozen paces away,
and a stocky, blond man of about thirty
was already walking from the house to-
ward the car.

He grinned at me.

“Nice roads we got here,” he said.
“You in very deep?”

“Not too bad,” I told him. “If you
can give me a hand, maybe two of us—"

“Wish I could,” he said. “But any-
thing heavy's against the rules. I’ve got
a bum ticker. The doc won’t let me pick
up anything heavier than a potato, and
1 got to do that slow.” He looked up and
down the road. “We might get you out
with some gunnysacks or boards, but it’d
hardly be worth the trouble. Pete Hobbs
is about due by here. He's the mail-
man.”

“Drive a truck?”

The blond man laughed. “Sure, but he
won’t need it. Pete used to be a strong
man with Corby. He’s getting old, but
he can still pick up the back end of your
car with one hand. You and the missus
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want to drop in the house till Pete gets
here?”’

Kathy had been listening, and she
must have liked the man because she
said sure, we’d be glad to.

So we went in, and it was half an hour
before the mailman came along and we
got to know the Wilsons fairly well, for
half an hour. That was the blond man’s
name, Len Wilson. His wife, Dorothy,
was a stunner. Almost as pretty as
Kathy.

No, Len Wilson told us, he hadn’t been
with any circus. He had been born right
here on this small farm, and Dorothy
had been born in Corbyville. They had
been married four years, and you could
see they were still in love. I noticed how
considerate they were of each other;
how, when we started up to get an ash
tray for me, Dorothy spoke almost
sharply to him to make him sit down
again. The sort of sharpness one might
use on a child.

I remember wondering how, since Len
couldn’t exert himself physically, he
managed to run a farm, even a small
one. Maybe he knew I'd be wondering
that. Anyway, he told me the answer.

“I can work all right,” he told men,
“as long as it isn’t heavy, and I keep at
a steady, dogged pace. I can lift a thou-
sand pounds—about ten pounds at a
time. I can walk a hundred miles, if I
walk slowly and rest once in a while.
And I can run a farm, a little one like
this, the same way. Not that I get rich
doing it.” He grinned a little.

A honking out front brought us to
our feet, and Dorothy Wilson said:

“That’s Pete. I'll run ahead and be
sure to catch him.”

The rest of us followed more slowly,
Kathy and I matching our pace to Len’s.
The ex-strong man got out of his mail
truck and he and I easily lifted the car’s
back end around to where the wheels
would find traction.

As I got under the wheel, Len waved.

“Might see you in town, if you're stop-
ping there,” he said. “I’'m riding in with
Pete.”

Anyway, that was how we met Len
Wilson. We saw him only once more, in
Corbyville, a little later.

I was going to drive on through, I re-
member, but Kathy wanted to stop and









THE LAUGHING BUTCHER

Again it was a conversation I couldn’t
hear, but could see. The dwarf’s face, on
a level with the butcher’s belt, was dark
with fierce anger. There was smiling
amusement on the butcher’s face, and
again I felt that impact of evil.

The butcher said something. The
dwarf took a step forward and kicked
viciously at the butcher’s shin. He
connected, too.

I almost stopped, thinking I'd have to
let Kathy support Len while I ran back
to rescue the foolhardy dwarf.

But the butcher didn’t make a move.
Instead, he leaned back against the door
post of his shop and laughed. Great peals
of loud laughter that must have been
audible a full block away. He didn’t even
lean down to rub his kicked shin. Ile
laughed.

He was still laughing when Kathy and
I had taken Len through the open door-
way of the restauvant. I turned around
and the dwarf, his face almost purple
with thwarted anger, was crossing the
street after us, and the butcher still
stood there laughing. It wasn’t a nice
laugh at all. It made me want to kill
hAim, and I've got a preity even disposi-
tion myself.

E let Len down into one of the

seats at a booth, and the dwarf
was beside us, his face calm again. 1
glanced out through the window and
saw that the butcher was gone, probably
back into his shop. And the silence,
after that laughter, seemed blessed.

“Shall T get Doc?” the dwarf asked
Len.

Len Wilson shook his head. “I'm all
right. That nitro pill fixed me up. Just
let me sit and rest a minute or two.”

“Cup of coffee while you’re resting?”

“Sure,” Len said. “And make me a
hamburger, will you, Joe? Haven't eaten
much.”

Kathy sat down across from Len in
the booth and I went back with the
dwarf named Joe. He went up the ramp
that led to the raised area back of the
counter and he wasn’t a dwarf any more.
He was five feet tall and his eyes were
liigher than mine as I sat at one of the
counter stools opposite the hamburger
grill. He took a hamburger patty from
the refrigerator and slapped it on the
grill, and then I caught his eye.
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“What,” 1 asked, jerking my thumb
in the dirvection of the butcher shop,
“was that?”
“That,” he said, “was Gerhard Kram-
.’ He made it sound like profanity.
“And who is Gerhard Kramer?”
“A nice guy,” he said, “if you listen
to some people who think so. Most of
us don’t. Some of us are prettv close to
thinking he’s the devil himself.”

“Outside of a butcher,” I asked, “who
is he? What was he?”

“Used to be with Corby’s circus. Side-
show magician and mentalist. He makes
a better butcher. But he still keeps on
with magic—only the black kind, the
serious kind.”

“IHe really believes in it? Wax dolls
and that sort of stuff?”

“You saw that doll, then? Waell, he
makes people believe he believes in it.
Got half the town scared stiff of him.”

“Yet they buy in his store?”

He flipped over the hamburger fryving
on the grill. “They’re afraid not to, I
guess, if it comes to that. Oh, and some
of the women aren’t afraid of him. He’s
attractive to women. He does all right.
He owns a good share of the town. Prob-
ably likes cutting up dead animals or he
wouldn’t have to run that shop. Yeah,
he does all right.”

Something in his tone of voice made
me ask, “Except what?”

He slit a bun and put the hamburger
in it, drew a cup of coffee, and started
around the counter with them. I stay-
ed still. I knew he’d answer my ques-
tion when he got back.

He came back and said, “Len’s wife,
mister. That’s the one thing he wants
and can’t have.”

“Dorothy?” I asked, surprised. 1
don’t know why I was surprised.

He looked so puzzled that I realized
he hadn’t known that we had stopped at
the Wilson’s place on our way into
Corbyville. He had thought that our
first sight of Len had been across the
street. I told him about it.

“Yes, Dorothy,” he said. “She was a
town girl before she married Len. Kram-
er wanted her and Len took her out from
under his nose. Kramer’s hated Len ever
since. And, blast him, he’ll probably get
her if Len isn’t more careful of him-
self(.1 He’'ll keel over and leave a clear
field.” '

er
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“But won't Dorothy Wilson have
something to say about that?” I asked.
“Would she marry a—a guy like
Kramer ?”

He looked gloomy. “I told you women
like him. She likes him—can’t see any-
thing wrong with him. Oh, I don’t mean
she’d cheat on Len, or anything like
that. But if Len would die, why, after
a year or so—"

“And that doll,” I said. “That wax
doll. Does that mean Kramer doesn’t
want to wait till Len dies naturally, if
he does? Does Kramer really believe
in that kind of magic?”

The dwarf looked at me cynically.
“Sometimes that kind of magic can
work, mister,” he said. “You saw it
blame near work just now, when he
showed it to Len.”

I saw what he meant. I got up and
went back to the front of the store. Len
looked better, and Kathy was talking to
him animatedly.

“I've just learned Len plays chess,
Bill,” she said. “He’s a friend of Joe
Laska—that’s the man who runs the
restaurant here—and says they play a
lot. We could have played a game out
at Len’s house while we were there.”

“Sure,” 1 said, “only you didn’t. How’d
you come out on the game with Joe?
You were a knight ahead, I remember,
and I see he put the board back, so I
guess you finished.”

“Yes, we'd finished. We were coming
out to join you just when—when the
trouble started across the street.”

ITH Len sitting there, I didn’t

want to go into that, I'd tell Kathy
later what it was all about. “Who won?”’
I asked quickly.

“Joe, darn him. That business of giv-
ing me the knight was a gambit. He
checkmated me four moves later.”

Len grinned, a little weakly. ‘“Joe’s a
great guy for those gambits, lady. If
vou play with him again, watch out any
time he offers you a piece for free.”

The dwarf came back then and said
that he was going to get a car to take
Len home. But I wouldn’t hear of that,
of course. I made Len get into my car—
he could walk all right by now—and
Kathy and I drove him home.

Dorothy Wilson took a look at Len as
he came through the door and hurried
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him off upstairs to put him to bed for
the rest of the day. She had called back,
asking us to wait, and we did.

‘But when she came down, it turned
out she had wanted us to wait so she
could offer us something to eat, and we
explained that we had just eaten in
town. So Dorothy walked out to the car
with us,

“Joe Laska phoned me,” she said. “He
said—well, I gathered that Len tried
again to start a fight with Gerry Kram-
er. Oh, I wish Len wouldn't he so fool-
ish. To hear Len—and Joe, too—talk,
you’d think Gerry was a devil or some-
thing.”

Something made me ask, “And isn’t
he?”

She laughed a little. ‘“He’s one of the
nicest men in town. The men around
here don’t like him because he’s hand-
some and polished and—well, you know
how small town people are.”

“Oh,” 1 said.

“But he’s nice, really. Why, he holds
a mortgage on this place of ours, over-
due. He could put Len and me off any
time he wanted, but he doesn’t, in spite
of the way Len acts about him.”

I didn’t want to hear any more of it.
I wanted to say, “Sure, he'd rather let
Len stay on a farm and work himself
to death than maybe take out to a city
somewhere and get a softer job where
he could last a longer time.”

But T didn’t say it. I had no business
to, just because I hadn’t liked a man’s
face, and his laugh.

We said good-by to Mrs. Wilson and
drove off.

After a while, I said, “Women—"
disgustedly, and then asked Kathy what
she had thought of the butcher.

“I don’t really know,” she said. “He
is good-looking all right, and maybe Mrs.
Wilson is right, but—well, T wouldn’t
trust him. There seemed to be some-
thing wrong about him, Bill. Something
—uh—wicked, evil.”

And since she was smart enough to
have seen that for herself, I told her,
as we drove along, everything that I
had seen and what Joe, the dwarf, had
told me.

We talked about it quite a while.
There had been something about that
scene in front of the butcher shop, and
about the situation back of it, that
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wasn’t going to be easy to forget. We
wouldn’t have forgotten it, I'm sure,
even if it had ended there.

But after a while it slid into the back
of our minds. We were, after all, on our
honeymoon.

We drove to New Orleans and spent a
wonderful two weeks in the marvelous
fall weather they have there, and I re-
member the warmth was all the more
wonderful when we read in the papers
that Illinois and Indiana had been hav-
ing early snows.

We started driving back then, leisure-
lv. We didn’t plan our route from day to
day, and I don’t know whether we would
have driven through Corbyville at all, if
we hadn’t happened to buy a Centralia
newspaper in Metropolis, just after we'd
crossed the Ohio River from Paducah.

BUTCHER LYNCHED
IN CORBYVILLE

And in that first story there wasn’t
any play-up at all of the “Corbyville
Horror” angle that made Sunday supple-
ments all over the country. The lynch-
ing—it was the first in a long time in
the State of Illinois—was the angle of
the Centralia paper.

Apparently the reporters hadn’t actu-
ally been on the scene as yet, because
there weren't many details. I read the
story out loud to Kathy, then she took
the paper away from me and read it
again to herself, while I sat and thought,
and finished my coffee.

T seemed, according to the Centralia
paper, that one Len Wilson, a farmer
living just outside Corbyville, had died
under rather mysterious circumstances,
and that the people of the town blamed
the local butcher, Gerhard Kramer, for
Wilson’s death. The sheriff, summoned
from Centralia, had refused to arrest
Kramer for lack of evidence.

And while the sheriff was out at the
farm a group of townsmen, who had
already been out at the farm, yanked
Gerhard Kramer out of his butcher shop
and strung him up on the light pole
right in front of the store. Sheriff’s dep-
uties had been unable to find out who—
outside, I suppose, of Kramer himself—
had been involved in the lynching.

I paid our check in the restaurant and
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we went out and got in the car.

“Are you going through Corbyville ?”
Kathy asked.

“Yes,” I said. “I want to know what
happened. Don’t you?”

“T guess so, Bill,” she said.

We got to Corbyville about two
o’clock. It was a quiet town when we
drove down the main street. It was un-
naturally quiet.

I drove slowly. The butcher shop, I
noticed, was closed, although there
wasn’t any wreath on the door. The
hamburger stand across from it, the
dwarf’s place, was closed too. There,
there was a sign on the door that read:

CLOSED TILL MONDAY

I drove on out to the Wilson farm.

There was still an inch of snow on the
ground, and it was cold, unseasonably
cold for early October. There were cars
parked in front—four of them.

We got out and walked back where
there was a little knot of men standing
beside a fence, and beyond the fence was
an open field. I could see the footprints
—the two sets of footprints that the
Sunday supplements and all the newspa-
pers made so much of. Alongside of
them were other.prints now, of course,
ones that would not have been there
when the first ones were made.

I took a good look at those tracks,
without climbing over the fence. You've
read about them, and they were just
what the papers said. Two sets of tracks
led out across that snow-covered field;
neither set came back. It put a little
chill down your spine to look at them, to
visualize how they had looked to the
first men there, those who had discov-
ered the body, when the rest of the field
was virgin white.

Len Wilson’s footprints were a little
the smaller of the two sets. You could
tell which they were easily enough. He
had been running, fast. The other set
had been made after Len’s. In places one
of the bigger prints came on top of one
of Len’s.

Kathy stood staring at them, studying
them.

I talked a few minutes to the men who
were standing around. One was a deputy
sherift stationed there. He wanted to
know who I was, and I showed him my












ELIZABETH TOOK A WALK 2

chief covered one ear.

When the shrieks had died away
and the house filled with avid and
babbling neighbors, Elizabeth made
herself heard.

‘“‘Please give me something to eat,
mother—I'm starved nearly to death.
I've had nothing but bread and water
for weeks and none of that since last
Friday.”

Food was trust upon her and a hun-
dred voices shouted questions at once.
The story which came out of Eliza-
beth was, unfortunately, not recorded
with any great accuracy at once, and
it changed thereafter each time she
told it. But as later reported by those
present, it seemed to run something
on this order:

“I went through Houndsditch, after
my aunt and uncle left me. Then just
past Bethlehem Hospital, two men in
greatcoats came out of the shadows
and caught me. They took my money,
a half guinea and some silver shillings.
Then one tore off my hat and apron
and dress.”

Thinking, as any well-bred girl
might, that her honor was in danger,
Elizabeth screamed loudly. Whereat
one of the men cursed luridly and
struck her with his fist on the fore-
head.

“Stop that noise!” he growled.
*We’ll do for you presently!”

Elizabeth knew enough to faint at
this juncture and did so promptly. It
was hours later that she came to her
senses and found herself being half
led, half dragged along a country
road with water in the ditches at the
side.

“Where are you taking me?” she
cried.

And like the writing in another
Alice In Wonderland story, the man
only said:

“Will you walk a little faster?” He
also added *“you bitch” but since the
editor will cut it out, I am merely ap-
pending it for easy deletion.

Some time later they came to a
house and the men brought Elizabeth
into a kitchen where there were three

women. They immediately, she said,
made her a proposition.

“Eh, its a fine looking little wench
she is,” one of the women said with a
leer. “Come our way, dearie, and its
fine clothes and plenty of money you
shall have.”

Though a modest, virginal and in-
nocent maid, some fund of wisdom
told Elizabeth unerringly what “their
way” was and like any heroine, she
spurned with loathing the life of sin
they offered.

“Never!” she said. Whether she had
the wit to compare it to a fate worse
than death is unknown.

One of the women snatched up a
knife and Elizabeth thought her time
had come. But all the woman did was
cut the laces on her stays—corset to
Americans—and remove the garment.
Then everybody hauled off and slap-
ped her and cursed her and they
pushed her up a flight of stairs into
a “hayloft.”

“I heard the lock snap on the door
and I knew this was my prison. It was
all dark up there, but I found a few
pieces of bread and a pitcher of water
that they had left.”

The abductors had taken her
money, her cloths and her stays. But
they had overlooked the little mince
pie, strangely enough, and it was still
clutched in Elizabeth’s hot little hand
as she stumbled up the stairs to her
prison.

T was well she had it, for with the

little bread and water she found in

the hayloft, it was all the food she
had for the next four weeks!

“I never saw any of them again.
They never came near me, never un-
locked the door, never brought me
anything to eat. I think they were
just waiting for me to die.”

But she refused to oblige them. On
the day of her escape, she pulled loose
a board nailed over the window and
squeezed out through the opening.
She slid down the sloping roof, catch-
ing her ear on a nail as she went, but
landed safely on the ground. The rag-
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stir. A pinprick. Stupid. It remained
with her. They went downstairs.

Lamplight, flowers, the two men wait-
ing in the hall. Jay handsome, compact,
quiet, smiling into her eyes. They had
cocktails in the small dim bar, went in
to dinner.

The subject of the Grvces came up
with the fish and an excellent hock Jay
had chosen. Fred exclaiming at the
fish, “Suicidal, so far inland. Ptomaine.
My stomach. How can you?” Crilly
laughed and squeezed lemon.. Pouring
pale gold coldness into her glass, Jay
said, “This is an old stamping ground
of yours, isn’t it, Elizabeth ?”

“Yes."”

Keep it quiet, easy. Don’t accelerate.
The reminder was still necessary.

“Before the Gryces died, Mr. and Mrs.
Gryce, I spent my summers at their
place down the valley. My aunt was a
friend of theirs. Hank and Anthony and
1 used to come over here on Saturday
night to dance when the caves were
open.”

She sipped wine, not tasting it. Ri-
diculous enchanting dances, she thought,
remembering. All sorts of people visited
the caverns, and watching them had
been a delight. She and Anthony and
Hank had come over almost every Satur-
day night for years.

Hank had taught her to dance on the
shiny oak floor and they drank beer and
watched the crowd and ate apple strudel
and checse cake.

’I‘ HE Inn hadn’t changed. There were
the same hand-blocked curtains loop-
ol hack from the deep narrow windows
over heavy walnut settles, the same big
fireplace with its pink and white and
blue Dutch tiles, the same sheen of
pewter and flash of gay pottery on the
walnut dresser where they used to
spread buffet suppers.

And beyond the walls there was the
same great upward roll of hill and
squares of pasture tilting to the edge
of clouds, and the road winding south to
the Gryce farm.

The place was closed now. Mr. and

MYSTERY BOOK MAGAZINE

Mrs. Gryce were gone and the boys were
far away. A book one had read, a play
one had seen, not real any more.

Elizabeth turned to Jay and began to
talk about the caverns.

“They’re one of the Seven Wonders
of the world.”

“No, you are. I like that dress, my
pet.”

She patted his hand.
It’s Crilly’s latest.”

In the middle of dinner it happened,
unbelievably. What you expected and
what you got were two different things.
Dace and Anthony and Hank walked in-
to the room.

Elizabeth was dancing with Jay at the
time and it was through moving heads
and shoulders that she caught sight of
Dace’s pale childish face in the doorway,
with Hank beside her, and Anthony be-
hind. Anthony. She was glad of that
preliminary glimpse. The tight breath-
lessness constricting her lungs had gone
when she returned to the tahle and
found Anthony and the others talking to
Fred Newell and Crilly.

“Look what we have for you,” Crilly
said. “Your old friends and near rela-
tions. Say hello nicely, Elizabeth.”

Everyone said hello at once and a
waiter put another table against theirs
and Elizabeth found herself between Jay
and Hank. And Hank was as he always
had been, big and solid and reassuring,
and pleasantly ugly and incredibly com-
fortable to be with as he said:

“I call this prescience, young woman.
We nearly weren’t coming. Tell all, at
once. What have you been doing with
yourself ?”

She told him about her job with Sa-
verin, and where she lived. “Crilly and
I share an apartment. . . .” Jay’s ring
was sharp against pressing palms in her
lap. She loosened her hands, extended
the left one on the cloth. “Jay and I—"

Anthony stopped what he was saying
to Crilly and looked across at the ring,
and then at Elizabeth’s face. So did
Hank. They both congratulated Jay.
They didn’t—she knew them so well—
appear to care particularly for Jay,

“You should.
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to be able to order you around, Eliza-
beth.”

“I'm a big girl now.” She smiled, step-
ped back.

Hank didn’t smile.
survey her gravely.

She started. Crilly’s voice sounded in
the stairwell, but Hank didn’t move.

“I car’t have dinner with you, Hank,”
she said hurriedly. “The others would
think it strange.” Strange, she thought,
what a funny word, where all was un-
known, terrifying, She added quickly,
“Besides, we can talk afterward.”

Hank went then, and as soon as he
was gone Elizabeth flew across the room.
She closed the lid of the hat-box, snap-
ped the lock and went through the con-
necting doorway into her own room, to
return as Crilly appeared. But without
the envelope. She had pushed it hastily
under the hooked rug in front of her
bureau.

She didn’t want Crilly to find out that
the envelope was gone until she had had
a chance to examine its contents. The
only way to keep Crilly from finding out
was to stay with her until they went
downstaivrs, then to slip up here by her-
self later on.

To plan was one thing, to carry out
your plan was another. For Elizabeth
the next few hours were a gray jumble
of thwarted effort. She did succeed in
preventing Crilly from discovering then
and there that the envelope with its
enigmatic cargo had been removed from
the hat-box. Or thought she did.

Crilly exclaimed at Elizabeth’s ap-
pearance with apparent concern, and a
glance of the penetrating brown eyes of
vhich the younger girl was becoming
afraid.

“You look frightful, darling. Why
don’t you go straight down now, and
grab yourself a cocktail? You don’t
need to wait for me. I'll be along in a few
minutes.”

Elizabeth didn’t go. “I don’t mind
waiting, Crilly. It’s a relief to be up
here and away from the police.”

She longed for a cold shower, but she
didn’t dare to leave the room. Powder,

He continued to
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lipstick, a lavender linen dress, a white
cardigan—once she surprised Crilly
studying her thoughtfully in the depths
of a cloudy mirror. But all Crilly said
was: :

“You're worried, aren’t you, Eliza-
beth? Don’t be. As long as the police
can’t find a gun, mine or anyone else’s,
they won’t be able to do much. A woman
was shot. Well—she had to be shot with
something. They’ll have to produce the
weapon that killed Dace. Guesses, sup-
positions, aren’t going to do them any
good.”

LIZABETH froze. Could Crilly pos-

sibly have seen her hide that heavy
blunt black thing down there in that
dreadful place?

Always and ever, over and above all
other worries, was the fear that it would
be found.

She said idly, “What do you suppose
happened to your gun?”

Crilly shrugged shapely shoulders and
got into a pair of fragmentary step-ins.

“Perhaps someone stole it out of the
car here at the Inn, before we went near
the caves. But there’s no proof Mer-
cedes Gryce was shot with my revolver,
none whatever.”

She inserted her supple length into a
simple and expensive black crepe dinner
dress, thrust pins into the satin smooth
mahogany hair drawn sleekly back and
fastened in a knot at the crown of her
head. She would make a wife Fred
Newell could be proud of, and she would
handle the Newell millions well, as she
handled the work at the office, quickly,
effciently and with decision, Elizabeth
reflected, and felt as though she had
dreamed that conversation piece behind
the yew hedge—and knew she hadn’t.

There were several tense moments.
As they were about to leave the room
Crilly said: ‘Oh, my perfume—it’s in my
hat-box,” and moved towards the chest.
She didn’t open it. When Elizabeth made
as if to join her, she said: “It’s too much
trouble. I'll use yours.” And then when
Elizabeth went into her own room to
transfer the envelope to a safer hiding

































DARK EXIT

Noose—FElizabeth shook and caught at
the foot of the bed. But Jay was dead
and nothing could bring him back. She
realized then the ephemeral quality of
all her later life. It was the Gryces who
mattered, who were real and solid and
enduring, the metal under the surface
alloy.

She had seen Anthony for a moment
after they took Hank away. She couldn’t
get through to him. He was remote,
withdrawn, staring at distance, plan-
ning and arranging what to do for Hank,
what lawyers to get.

“Go to sleep, darling. T’ll see you in
the morning.” He went away.

Go to sleep—with Hank in the little
iail down in the village, a toy jail with a
steeple on it, and a cracked bell in the
square tower below. Pictures of Hank,
clear and sharp, passed across the sur-
face of her mind. Hank coming home
from college with a tall blond girl she
and Anthony had instantly hated, Hank
on the float at the lake, burnt cinnamon-
colored, with drops of water beading his
skin, Hank the day Anthony was mar-
ried, keeping close to her, taking care of
her, Hank a few hours earlier, tilting
Scotch and soda in his square strong
hand and telling her he loved her.

Vroonan was talking to someone in
the hall. “All we need is the gun,” he
said, as he passed out of earshot.

HE gun. She had forgotten about it.

Elizabeth jerked to a halt in the
middle of the floor. The weariness and
the confusion, the squeezing agony drew
off a little. No matter what Hank had
done he had to be saved.

She began to think, driven by a flam-
ing urgency.

It was one o’clock by the time she de-
cided what she must do. She went about
her preparations quietly, so that Crilly
shouldn’t hear, no one should hear. She
pulled on slacks and a shirt and tennis
shoes and a sweater, tied a ribbon
around her hair confiningly. There was
a trooper in the downstairs hall. She
opened her door, heard him cough,
closed the door, relocked it.
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The window—what had been done by
others she could do herself. She climb-
ed noiselessly over the sill, stood erect
on the flattened curve of the shingles.
Ordinarily she was afraid of heights.
Fear had left her. She had no room for
it. All her thought was fastened on a
single goal.

The night was cool and clear. There
was no moon but the stars were out and
the air was clean and sharp. Something
like exhilaration touched her in that
slow careful progress above the dark
gardens, along the rim of the great
bowed roof. There was a bad corner
where the other wing started. A drain
pipe and some stout ropes of wisteria
helped.

Anthony’s light was on und his win-
dow open. He was fully dressed, sitting
at a table, his head buried in his arms.
If she had needed any further incentive
the sight of the face he raised at her
whisper would have provided it. He
looked frightful.

“Elizabeth.” He was beside her, was
drawing her through the window, rest-
ing his tired head against her hair.

“Anthony, I'm going down there.”

“Down where ?”

“Down into the caverns. The gun—"

She didn’t have to explain that if they
couldn’t find it, if it was never found,
the police would have a hard time con-
victing Hank.

Anthony struck his forehead savage-
ly. “Why didn’t I think of that before?
I’'ve been going mad in here because
there was nothing I could do. Now, tell
me exactly where you hid it.”

But she couldn’t tell him. Those
strange shapes below the earth’s surface
defied description. And there was a sec-
ond obstacle.

In her innocence Elizabeth had
thought that they could get into the
building above the caverns, perhaps
through a window, and go down the
emergency staircase beside the elevator
shaft.

Anthony said: “The police are there,
camping in the lounge, ready to go to
work tomorrow, but . .. Wait a minute!
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I know another way in, if it’s still open.”

Hank was much more familiar with
the caves than he was, but Hank wasn’t
there. The thing that troubled Anthony
was Elizabeth's ability to make the jour-
ney.

“It’s pretty rough going.”

She swept his objections aside.

“You’'ll never find the gun without me.
I can’t tell you where it is, but once I'm
down there, I'll recognize the spot.”

IVE minutes after she entered An-

thony’s room they left it together,
by the same route. He was a different
man, alert and vital and renewed. The
drop from the eaves to the garden jar-
red them both a bit. They stood erect
in darkness and listened.

There was no sound except the dry
clacking of a tree toad and the song of
the frogs in the valley below. A small
wind stirred the little new leaves, and
ruffled Elizabeth’'s hair. There were
footsteps, slow and deliberate some-
where near, and someone whistled a
tune, softly. It was one of the state
troopers rounding the Inn.

They waited side by side, their feet
digging into the soft earth, until the
whistling receded.

“Now,” Anthony murmured and took
Elizabeth’s hand.

Along the shrubbery and across a
stretch of new lawn, not looking back,
toward a belt of cedars and the kitchen
garden.

There was no hue and cry behind
them, and they made it safely. After
that it was easier.

Up hill and out into open meadows
where they had nothing to fear from the
police. At the end of twenty minutes,
half a mile from the Inn to the north and
east, Anthony found the entrance to the
caves after several false casts. It was
in a clump of trees on a hillside, a hole
in tumbled rocks, concealed by briars
and vines.

Elizabeth realized with a feeling of
awe that the caves had been there be-
neath them all along, dark,. secret, im-
mense, a labyrinth in stone running for
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miles below the peaceful, pastoral sur-
face.

Anthony pulled vires aside and low-
ered himself into the hole. He reached
up a hand, took hers. She slid down a
short incline that leveled out, dived
again.

“There’s no danger here,” Anthony
said reassuringly. “This first bit’s all
right. Keep close behind me and watch
my light.”

Cold dank air blew up around them.
Anthony started forward. Holding
claustrophobic panic in check Elizabeth
followed at his heels. ...

Back at the Inn, at about the time An-
thony and Elizabeth started into the
caverns, Crilly Van Sant went into Eliz-
abeth’s room and found Elizabeth gone.
She stood staring at the open window,
pallid, and narrow-eyed, for a long mo-
ment,

Then she went into her own room and
began to dress.

And in the town jail a little to the
south, in the dingy corridor outside the
single wretched cell, a trooper dozed
peacefully, unaware of the removal of
two rusty iron bars or that the cage he
guarded was empty and that their bird
had flown, a good half-hour earlier.

Hank Gryce reached the Inn less than
five minutes after Elizabeth and An-
thony left it. He, too, heard the trooper
whistling, and he, too, waited. He had a
gun in his pocket, his father’s gun. The
house at Coxsackie had been his first
stop after he freed himself.

When the trooper retreated to a safe
distance Hank called Anthony, softly.
Getting no answer, he swung himself
up, nimble as a big cat, and found the
room empty and the door locked from
the inside. Back on the ground again,
he cautiously lit a match and saw foot-
prints cleanly molded in the dark earth.
After the first few minutes of trailing
he knew where Anthony and Elizabeth
had gone. -

He got to his feet and began to run. ..

EANWHILE, Anthony and Eliza-
beth were making progress. But
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and I—” She put out her hand explor-
ingly. “Here!” Her voice quickened with
excitement.

The gun was there, down about four
feet. Anthony’s arm was too big and
Elizabeth reached into the bottom of the
flssure and drew out the gun. Gazing at
the cold, heavy, deadly thing that had
sent Dace into eternity and that had,
indirectly, put that white scarf around
Jay’s neck, the first doubt touched her.
Suppose Hank hadn’t killed Dace. Sup-
pose someone else’s fingerprints were on
it.

How could she and Anthony know?
They couldn’t.

She looked at Anthony, but he was
looking past her into the solid wall of
blackness beyond the reach of the torch,
looking and listening, his face white,
strained.

Elizabeth’s heart began to pound.
“What is it?" she whispered, crowding
against the railing at the head of the
steps for support.

They mustn’t be found here. The gun
mustn’t be found. The lake had already
been searched. It was the one safe place.
But the handle would have to be wiped
clean.

Fingerprints, she thought confusedly,
would resist water.

“Give it to me, Elizabeth.” Anthony
was close to her. He spoke quickly, look-
ing over his shoulder. He was drawing
a folded handkerchief from his pocket.

He shook folds of whiteness out. And
suddenly Elizabeth knew. Terribly,
deafeningly, even before the faint odor
confined in the folds of the handkerchief
was freed. She knew because of An-
thony’s face, his eyes, the queer glitter-
ing fixity of them, wild, hungry, unre-
strained, without moorings.

HE odor was the odor she had

caught when she had been smother-
ed in the quilt thrown over her in her
bedroom in the Inn. It was the odor that
had hung on the motionless air near
Jay’s swinging body. Hank hadn’t shot
Dace and strangled Jay.

Anthony had. '
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Anthony, who stood not three feet
from her, looking at her queerly, in-
tently, with those dreadful and revealing
eyes.

An:d she was alone in the caves with
Anthony, down there deep in the earth,
and no one knew where she was!

He was going to take the gun from
her. He was going to take the gun from
her and wipe the fingerprints oft. His
fingerprints. He mustn’t. Her arm
flashed up. Before she could throw the
gun, he leaped. As he did, she struck
out at him and the torch fell from his
hand, and darkness closed down on them
and on the caves and the water—every-
thing—vanished.

Elizabeth jumped back instinctively.
She was clear of the rail. She stood pois-
ed in blackness, holding her breath and
listening.

Where was Anthonv? Was he creep-
ing toward her, feeling for her with out-
stretched hands? He was near. Ter-
ribly near.

Hz= spoke from somewhere quite close.
His voice was soft, low, unhurried, al-
most caressing.

“You know, Elizabeth. . . Yes, you
know. I won’t hurt you, darling. Come
to me. Don’t be afraid. Elizabeth, I love
you. Where are you? ... Lilizabeth.” His
voice rose.

She moved back blindly, hit the railing
with her thigh, broke away from it, col-
lided with rock. Blood streamed down
her forehead, wet and warm. Her ankle
twisted under her. She staggered erect,
dodged around bulk in the blackness,
tripped, recovered herself, and began to
run.

And all the time Anthony was near
her, talking and talking, coaxing, plead-
ing.

“Elizabeth, I did it for you. I had to
kill Dace. . .. Don’t run, darling, you
can't get away. No Elizabeth, you can’t
get away.”

He found the torch. And light came
on, sudden, blinding. The light found
her where she crouched, in a shivering
huddle in the mouth of alittle gully with
the wall at her back. He had the gun.
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HE took the club out, her lips pursed,
and put it behind her back. Then
she walked into the dining room from
where she could see Oswald dozing,
stretched out to his full length of five
feet four and a half. His eyes were
closed.

Suddenly all his faults loomed up in
her mind. The lazy tightwad—he'd
never washed a dish or helped with din-
ner since they’d been married. He
howled every time the roast wasn’t ten-
der, even though he refused to pay
enough to get a good piece of meat. He
often brought home soggy vegetables
from some city stand where he’d picked
them up, cheap, just before they were
due to be thrown away.

She walked up to him and without
any hesitation lifted the club. She
brought it down. Oswald never uttered
a sound. His eyes sprang open once.
Just once.

There wasn't too much blood. The
ack of it really surprised her. She
seized the edge of the too small rug and
pulled it back before she rolled him off
the divan. The blood on the wooden
floor could be washed off easily. He
was quite dead—she made certain of
that.

Her hands were steady as she rolled
him into an old, thin carpet which had
been in the cellar for more than forty
years—according to Oswald. She was
glad to get rid of it—and him too.

The garage was attached to the house
so that it was only necessary to drag
Oswald across the floor, down three
steps and over to the battered old car.
Getting him on the floor of the back
seat was something else, but she man-
aged somehow.

Fifty minutes later she drove the relic
into one of the big city parks. It was
dark now and there’'d be few people in
the secluded sections because of the
muggings and holdups which had taken
place here after dark. In a favorable
spot, she dragged him out, unrolled the
old carpet and arranged him in a posi-
tion which indicated he had been at-
tacked. She turned two of his pockets
inside out.
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There were no laundry marks on any
of the clothing. She’d made certain of
that. Not one thing on him could be
used for identification purposes and she
had known for a long time that he'd
never been fingerprinted. She surveyed
her handiwork without too many
qualms and then got back into the car.
She drove straight home, but in cross-
ing the river on the way, she dropped
the ancient rug overside. It would
either sink or soon become an unrecog-
nizable bit of debris.

Home once more, she cleaned up rap-
idly. The police, even if they used their
scientific tricks on every floor of the
house, wouldn't find any traces of blood.
This done, she sat down at the phone
and asked for long distance.

“Paul?” She recognized the squawky
voice of Oswald’s older brother. “This
is Nora. I've some bad news. Oswald
was killed late this afternoon by a
truck. ...”

Paul said something and she asked
him to repeat it.

“No, Paul, I don’'t need any money.
Just some moral support from Oswald’s
loved ones. Did he what? Leave any-
thing? Well—I think there is some in-
surance and a little cash in the bank.
He made no will if that's what you
mean."”

Paul and all the others came. Aunt
Margaret insisted that the sealed casket
be opened. It was and Aunt Margaret
promptly fainted dead away, but pro-
claimed that she knew poor Oswald no
matter what they’d done to him.

Oswald’s boss came the night before
the funeral, with a check for a month’s
pay.

“He was almost ready to take his two
weeks’ vacation anyway,” he said mag-
nanimously. Nora thought he was a
heel, but she did like the way he eyed
her. Oswald should have brought her
to the office long ago.

It went smoothly. Nora shed just the
proper amount of tears and was called
marvelously brave. The insurance
agent came and settled the claim. In a
week'’s time she was handed a check for
ten thousand dollars. There was a brief
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“Ten thousand paid April 30th. Check cleared
bank and was presented for cash. She must have
the money. Will keep you advised if anything
develops here.”

She worked swiftly, not giving way
to her outraged nerves at all. But when
the letter was back in the envelope and
the flap sealed and pressed flat under
the light touches of an iron, she began
to tremble.

They were after her. They knew!
Mark and Judith were insurance detec-
tives. Maybe they had guessed evidence
of some sort was secreted in the safe.
She had to get rid of that club at once.
She hurried to the study, but her hands
shook so badly that she missed the com-
bination three times. Then the tum-
blers clicked and a second later her
doorbell rang.

She jumped in sudden terror, but
thought clearly enough to spin the com-
bination again and lock the safe. She
hurried to the front door. It was prob-
ably Judith. She mustn’'t betray the
state of her nerves. She'd fool them.
When they retired, she’d take the club
out and destroy it. She’d hide the
money elsewhere and then tell them she
intended to close up the house.

After all, what could they do? If
they had any evidence, she’d have been
arrested by now. They weren’t getting
any place in their investigation. She
could win out if she kept her nerve.
Judith must notice nothing wrong.
Nora picked up a cigarette as she passed
through the living room. She lit it and
let the bell ring again.

Then she opencd the door and stared
in sudden horror at Lieutenant For-
sythe of the Homicide Squad! For once
she was glad she wore a dress and not
pajamas. He couldn’t see her knees
shake.

ORSYTHE took off his hat, smiled
and bowed slightly.

“Good evening, Mrs. Bradford. It's
nice to see you again—under more pleas-
ant circumstances.”

“How—how do you do.” She offered
her hand uncertainly. “I'm sorry if I
act nervous. The last time you came it
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was with terrible news. . . .”

He grinned widely then. “This time
I merely want to see Mr. Edwin. I
understand he boards with you.”

“Yes—he does.” She was getting
more panicky by the second. “But he
isn't home. Neither is Judith, his sis-
ter. Mr. Edwin said he wouldn't be
back until late.”

“Oh—I see.” Forsythe put his hat
back on. “Well, I'll look in later per-
haps. Ah—if you don’t mind, please
say nothing about my visit. I want to
surprise him. You know, old friends
and such.”

“Oh, of—of course,” she agreed. He
stalked off and she closed the door.
Then she collapsed into a chair. So
they’d even brought Forsythe in. That
meant they knew or strongly suspected
something. It meant the contents of
the safe had to be removed at once.
She sped back to the study.

Before she reached it, Judith rang the
bell. She knew the ring. It was always
two short and one long. A signal that
she’d not have to fancy up her face.
Nora wished she had a drink. A dozen
drinks. She let Judith in.

“Isn’t Mark home yet?” Judith drew
off her black gloves. “I'm very glad his
job ends soon. We'll be leaving in a
few days, Nora. I imagine you’ll be
glad to see us go.”

“Oh no. I mean—well, I'm going to
sell the house, Judith. It's too much
for me. There was a buyer here just a
few minutes ago. A man named George
Forsythe. He thought he might know
Mark and you.”

“George Forsythe?”’ Judith shook
her head. ‘“No, he’s a stranger to me.”

“Well, he was only guessing,” Nora
said tightly. “How about a drink,
darling 7’

They had three apiece and Nora
began to feel a little better. She ex-
cused herself, went upstairs to the attic
and attacked some of Oswald’s old
trunks. In one she found an ancient,
but still efficient, revolver. It was fully
loaded and ready for business.

She carried it downstairs, put it into
her knitting bag and carried the bag to
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the last to see her alive. There was
only one hitch-—I was dead drunk in the
back room of a Fourth Avenue saloon
at the time Rona piled her car up. The
barman swore to it and they couldn’t
shake him or two customers. The cops
were convinced I'd paid for an alibi but
they’d let me go.

My discharge from the army came
through four days after Rona’s death.
I'd known it was coming but I hadn’t
told Rona. T left New York and kept
going—to Miami Beach and a fill-in job
as barman in the Lounge.

Wishing now that I hadn’t been so
hot-headed, didn’t help a bit. . . .

First Rona, and now Anita Gage. I
had a good notion to hand the striped
bag over to the Miami cops and let that
babe talk herself out of it. I knew I
wouldn’'t do it, but I liked thinking
about it. Maybe she had a good reason
for drilling Bremer. She might have
been entirely justified. I didn’t know.
And I didn't care.

Having a key to the Horton’s cabana
was no mystery. Old man Horton had
given it to me. He was an old lecher
himself and he thought everyone else
was, too. I would have a whale of a
time in that cabana, he thought, during
the month they were in Havana. He'd
be a puzzled old man if he knew how I
actually used it.

From twelve to one Henderson came
down from the Sky Gardens and took
over the bar for me. I spent forty min-
utes of that hour lying on the sand get-
ting some sunshine in my system. The
cabana was a place to change into my
trunks. A very quaint idea, no doubt!

I rolled over and sat up on the edge
of the bed. The same old merry-go-
round was starting again and I was on
it and couldn’t get off. Grule and Anita
Cage had seen to that.

I walked over to the bureau and got
the bag out of the drawer. There was
something pathetically brave about
those bright yellow and green and crim-
son stripes. Like Anita Gage walking
out of the Lounge this afternoon with-
out that last stinger, her chin up, and
hiding the panic which had rattled her

so badly she'd run away without the
gun. I couldn’t help liking her for that.
Even though she was a little dope, I
couldn’t just turn the gun into the po-
lice.

There were only two courses of ac-
tion open to me: return the bag to Anita
or throw it away. The last was out;
that was taking an active part in it
and it was none of my business. I put
the bag under my coat again and went
downstairs to my car.

It was just eight o’clock when I
started across the causeway to the
Beach.

HE Gages lived on the fourteenth
floor of the Tamiami, Suite 1421. I
got that out of Anita's bag.

A slim, white-haired woman opened
the door. Her face was fuller, more ma-
tured than Anita’s, and without that
wide open ingenuous look. But she had
the same million-dollar complexion.

She smiled and said, hefore I could
open my mouth: “Nita’s gone already.
Was she expecting you?”

“I wouldn’t know,” I said. “When
she comes back will you tell her Kenny
called ?”

“Oh, so you're Kenny.” She smiled
but her eyes gave me a quick once-over.
“I've heard a great deal about you.”

“That was some other Kenny,” I said

harshly. “I'm the barman in the
Lounge.”

“Ch,” she said. “Perhaps it was,
then. You might find Nita up in the

Sky Gardens.”

“Thanks.”

I started away but she came out into
the hall and said, “Kenny, will you tell
her not to go out unless she has a coat ?”

That did something to me. A mother
worrying about her kid’s health! The
same kid who'd put a thirty-two bullet
in a New York cop’s neck a few hours
ago.

I said, “TI'll tell her, Mrs. Gage.”

There wasn’t anyone in the Sky Gar-
dens who knew me, except Henderson,
the chief barman, and I avoided him.
The Sky Gardens was a big room, en-
tirely enclosed by glass, so that from





















FOURTH OFFENSE FOR EDDIE

was black and shiny, its deserted sidewalks
lit only by well-separated fuzzy circles
from the street lamps.

Eddie Gardiner read the time from his
cheap wristwatch by the faint glow that
reached the doorway in which he waited.
He rubbed a damp hand across his broken
nose, sniffed and peered out at the street.
Within the margin of a minute or two—
not more than five—a taxicab would stop
at the corner of Sixth Avenue. A fat man
with bulging eyes would get out and walk
west, past the doorway in which Eddie
was waiting.

Eddie had been checking the fat man’s
nocturnal doings for six days. Proprietor
of a Columbus Avenue cafe uptown, the
overweight gentleman with the bulging
eyes invariably walked to a house in the
block where a big “game” was currently
being held. It was rumored he owned a
part of the game.

Eddic cared little about the man’s hold-
ings outside of those in his wallet, which
was reported to be well-stuffed. Tonight,
the fat man was going to lose it. Eddie
looked at his watch again, impatiently. It
was one minute past the hour.

If anything had happened to the guy—
if he didn’t show up tonight—but Eddie
shoved the thought from him. He had to
have a roll. Once he got it he would take
a cab at Seventh and ride downtown to
the Pennsylvania Station. There he would
pay the man off, disappear into the sub-
way network and take a train back to
Fiftieth Street on the West-Side I.R.T.

Joanna would be waiting for him in
a cafetcria on the corner. Joanna was why
he had to have the dough. To Eddie, Jo-
anna was a pretty kid and, even more
remarkable for his shadowy world, a
straight one. She was at the end of her
rope here in town—she simply didn’t have
the talent to climb in show business. She
was leaving and Eddie was going with her.

HERE, he didn’t know. The rest of

the United States, save for certain of
its gray-walled institutions, was just a lot
of names on a map to Eddie. But with
Joanna he didn’t care. He might even
marry her sometime if they continued to
hit it off. But he had to have getaway

185
dough, lots of it. He hadn’t exactly built
himself down in the course of his court-
ship.

A cab pulled to a halt on the corner and
he snapped out of his reverie. A fat man
got out and paid off the driver, then
turned and walked rapidly toward the
doorway in which Eddie waited. He had
bulging eyes and wheezed slightly with the
effort of walking.

Eddie gripped the gun in his topcoat
pocket and stepped directly into the path
of the fat man. “In here,” he said quietly,
but with authority.

The fat man looked surprised, then an-
gry. But, as Eddie motioned with his
head, he backed obediently into the dark
doorway, hands level with his shoulders.

“Turn around,” said Eddie. One swipe
with the butt of his gun, a quick run
through his victim’s pockets and he would
be on his way to Joanna.

But the fat man had other ideas. He
turned, all right—but kept on turning in
a complete circle, lashing out at Eddie’s
face with a savage pivot punch. Eddie
ducked and swore. He staggered back a
few feet and almost lost his grip on the
gun in his pocket as the fist struck his
shoulder.

Then he went bulling in, crowding the
fat man back against the door and bring-
ing up his head to butt him savagely in
the jaw. The fat man grunted in pain and
stepped on his feet and bullied him clear
—or almost clear.

Eddie didn’t remember pressing the trig-
ger. It must have been reflex action on
his part. But, suddenly, the gun in his
hand went off. He had pulled it clear of
his pocket. The fat man wheezed and
stumbled and then seemed to melt into a
damp heap on the entryway floor.

“Cripes!” muttered Eddie. This was not
according to plan. The fat man did not
move as Eddie’s deft fingers plucked the
wallet from his breast pocket. There was
a spreading pool of blood beneath him.
The wallet was fat, like its recent owner.

Eddie slipped out of the doorway, stuf-
fing gun and wallet into his topcoat pock-
ets, moving in the shadows, just short of
a run. A police whistle sounded frighten-
ingly close and several windows were nois-
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