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At distressingly frequent intervals, when
I am too slow ofl the mark to turn a news-
paper page or change a radio channel, I am
afflicted with the latest blathering of some
politician about the need or obligation of the
more developed countries to “feed and clothe”

Southeast Asia.

| have put the phrase in quotes because
that is the verbatim formula with which I am
intermittently assaulted and with which | spe-
cifically want to take issue. 1 am not beefing / f
about the blather, which is only what | ex-
pect of any politician, or the fact that anything
he sa>s presages more forav.s against my bank
account, because that is the standard way for
a politician to get attention, by spending enough of other people’s money to
look like a big shot himself; nor am | even proposing at this moment to probe
the controversial implications of assuming a responsibility to feed everyone
on earth just because they happen to be there. I am picking on the second
but indissoluble linked half of that cliche: the word "clothe".

Now | may not know much about the politics or strategic values of
Southeast Asia; hut 1 have spent some 12 years there, off and on, and |
can claim to know at least as much about the climate as anyone. And |
should like to proclaim that that is one area of the globe where clothing
serves no purpose whatever except as adornment or to placate the supersti-
tions of Christian missionaries.

It is not needed as a defense against sunburn, because the natural inhabi-
tants already have that in the pigmentation of their skin. It is not needed for
protection from the cold, because there is no cold. It may, however, help you
to catch a cold, if you get soaked in one of the sudden typical downpours
and have to remain in its clammy embrace instead of quickly and easily dry-
ing off your hare skin. It is not needed as an armor against lust; because the
natives never were made especially lustful by the sight of each other’s naked-
ness until civilized invaders arrived to teach them that it could be wicked
and exciting.

It would seem only intelligent to me to eliminate the clothing provision
entirely, leaving more money to be spent on food, if you like, out of the
same total budget. Let the missionaries be enjoined from the kind of prosely-
tizing which inflicted the ugliness and discomfort of Mother Hubbards on the
happy graceful pagans of Hawaii and Tahiti, and let us send nudist volun-
teers to encourage them to revert to the untrammeled ways of Bali, at least
as Bali was before Indonesia attained the doubtful blessing of freedom to
embroil itself in politics and ideologies. And let us suffering taxpayers watch
the additional funds that would be brought to those needy countries by an
influx of tourists eager to observe and photograph their idyllic scenes.

Come to think of it, | have often wondered at the zeal of evangelists abroad
to link conversion with body covering, bearing in mind that censorship at
home has always tolerated the exposure of dark-skinned people in travelogs to
a decree which would be blasted from most pulpits if they were white. So why
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must we be more puritanical about Foreign Aid? ~ a
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Instead of
the saint—XI

by LESLIE CHARTERIS

When | was living in Hollywood—which dates it at least before
1952—1 saw a pair of one-act operets (if I may coin a word
modelled on “novelet” to describe a shorter piece in operatic form
without the quite different implications of “operetta”) by Gian-Carlo
Menotti, one of which, called The Telephone, dealt with the tribu-
lations of a young swain trying to propose to his gal and being
interrupted every time he got to the point by the ringing of that
invaluable but exasperating invention of Alexander Graham Bell,
whereupon his beloved would leave him twiddling his thumbs while
she warbled an interminable yatitiyat with the invisible interloper.
When she finally hung up, and the ardent suitor (who should soon
have been cooled down by this preview of what he was planning to
espouse) would start building his pitch again, b-r-r-ring would go
the infernal machine again, and off she would trill into another tor-
rent of inanities. After several repetitions of this frustrating routine,
the lover at last catches wise (if you can call it that: a really wise
man would have gone home and forgotten the whole thing) and
goes out to the nearest phone booth, from which he calls the girl,
and only by that brilliant device secures her undivided attention to
his plea.

This may sound more like the outline of a revue skit than grist
for the mill of a serious composer; but if Menotti’s object was to
demonstrate that the operatic convention could be brought right
down to the earthiest situations of contemporary life he could not
have picked a more authentic example.

How often have you been in a crowded shop, patiently waiting
your turn to make a purchase, and finally earned a salesman’s atten-
tion, only to be elbowed aside by some queue-crasher who would
have been summarily dealt with if he had tried to jump the line in
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person, but who has squeezed ahead of everyone else simply by
putting a coin in a call box? How often have you been in a business
meeting, having trudged through snow or summer heat to confer
with some tycoon or wizard in his office,".having taken great pains
to be on time and having cooled your heels in his waiting room for
a while nevertheless—only to be cut off7in the .first minute of the
discussion by some lazy lout with just enough energy to dial a
number?

I am aware that the queue-crasher and the lazy lout must, on
many such occasions, have been myself. But the offense can be, and
I think usually is, committed through inadvertence or thoughtless-
ness. For all the caller knows, the shop may be empty and the
salesman despondently wondering if he will ever earn another com-
mission; the mighty executive or prestigious consultant may be prac-
tising short putts on the carpet or flipping the pages of the latest
Playboy. The ultimate guilt attaches to the uncouth recipient of the
call, who permits such rude interruptions to civil intercourse.

I think it is high time that the Telephone Company, or one of
those terrifying stuffed matriarchs who professionally pontificate in
books and newspapers on the niceties of behavior which their per-
petually insecure readers seem to believe can only be determined
by edict and protocol instead of by natural good taste, should pub-
lish a brochure on Good Telephone Manners, which might authori-
tatively solve a problem which telephone subscribers have conspicu-
ously failed to resolve for themselves.

I From this 1 would exclude the time-worn but still valid gags
about the telepbonitis of teenagers, which seems to require the
gadget as a kind of perpetual intercom to a generation's together-
ness, carried to extremes which has led parents of my acquaintance
to the borders of desperation before the problem of making or
expecting to receive a call on their own telephones. 1 had my own
experience of this when my daughter (now the mother of my grand-
children) would establish telephonic communication with the soul-
mate of the month, and they would agree to meet somewhere in an
hour’s time, and they would then spend the next fifty minutes yam-
mering over all the gossip which one would have expected to occupy
their meeting, until there was barely time to run for the appoint-
ment. | long since gave up wondering what they had left to talk
about when they did get together; but 1 have no doubt that females,
even at:that age, will never run dry of material for vocal exercise?
There- are two, and only two,lreriVedies' available to parents' suffer-
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ing from this capacity: install a separate telephone, with a different
number, exclusively for the use of the young, if you arc rich and
indulgent enough, or else impose a rigid three-minute limit on juve-
nile calls, enforced if necessary by the pressure of one finger on the
disconnect button.

What is needed in adult circles is a campaign to instruct sub-
scribers that an incoming call is not pre-emptive merely because
somebody outside made it. The business man with a protective sec-
retary can, and should, train her to tell callers on the phone that he
is occupied and they must wait or he will call them back, exactly
as if they had walked unannounced into the outer office; the smaller
shop assistant should answer the phone, say so if he is busy, and
ask if the caller would like to hold on or call back, exactly as he
would to anyone else who wandered into the shop.

If this educational project is ineffective (as my observation of
modern manners gloomily forces me to admit it may be) | should
like to see the Telephone Companies incorporate in their contrap-
tions, before push-button dialling, all-numerical codes, and suchlike
furbelows, a simple “Do Not Disturb” switch which, when flicked
on, would cause the instrument to respond to incoming calls with
something between the standard ring and the rasping engaged signal,
a dulcet soothing tone which would signify “Yes, there is somebody
home, but it isn’t convenient to talk right now. Please hold on a
few minutes or call again soon.”

Until this accessory is available, | shall personally just decline
to answer the telephone when it rings at a time inconvenient to me.
If 1 am in the middle of an important conversation, or just sitting
down to a nice hot meal, or taking in something | don’t want to
miss on radio or television (yes, even that is occasionally possible)
the telephone can ring its bells off before 1 will pick it up. I figure
that if the call was important, the caller will try again; and if it
wasn’t, | haven't missed anything.

One menace from which no moral or mechanical device will
protect you, however, is the pest who has determined to use your
telephone number to sell you something or to cross-examine you on
behalf of some alleged “poll”.

One way to deal with the telephone salesman is to profess great
interest in whatever rubbish he is peddling, but to explain that
because of your exceptional working hours you could only meet him
to complete a transaction at some weird hour, say after midnight,
at some other address, which careful exploration will only prove to
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be located in the middle of a cemetery or in a large hole where an
old building has just been demolished. (Every telephone subscriber
should prepare himself with two or three such non-existent addresses
in his neighborhood.)

As for the pollsters, perhaps the most rewarding procedure is
to try to unbalance their findings. If they say “Are you a registered
member of a political party?” you could reply *“Yes, the United
Vivisection Party.” If they ask “What television program are you
watching?” you answer “Mickey Mouse”, and when the interrogator
says “l don't think Mickey Mouse is on at this time” you retort
“Well, my Seeing Eye Dog said it was Mickey Mouse.” The exten-
sions and variations of this ploy need be limited only by your own
ingenuity, which should surely be able to improve on these im-
promptu suggestions.

But whatever the circumstances, it is high time to remind our-
selves that for all its potentially useful services the telephone should
still be treated as a servant, not a master, and should be kept in its
place.

If any perfervid liberal seems to detect an undemocratic note in that
last sentence, let the chips fall where they must.

| believe that the popular notion of “democracy” has undergone
too much distortion even after the earliest and perhaps acceptable
transition from the original meaning of “mob rule” to the concept
of equal rights and equal representation.

In any intelligent company, it should be sufficient to point out
that the Communist countries are the most stridently insistent on
calling themselves “Peoples’ Democratic Republics”, despite every
incontrovertible proof that their political structure is founded on the
dogma so perfectly satirized in the formula: “All citizens are equal,
but some are more equal than others.”

Equality of opportunity, except in the most idiot outposts of
wishful thinking, can not be made synonymous with equality of
achievement. Even the sacred doctrine that “all men are created
equal” requires serious re-examination in the light of modern knowl-
edge of genetics: unless you fondly disbelieve in heredity, chromo-
somes, and all such scientific abracadabra, you must admit that just
as one child is born to be light-skinned and one to be dark, one

7



destined to’grow tall and one to be a shorty, so some ar*rbfii with
a capacity to develop intellectual powers or artistic 'giftf'3hat are
forever unattainable by others who were 'not so liiCky" ho matter
how doggedly they may toil at it. But dedication to'the ideal that
everyone should have an equal chance has led, especially in.the
United States, to’a derivative but illogical inclination to discount
success and to deny it respect and social standing. The school drop-
out wastrel on the dole is convinced that, except for the minor
matter of a credit rating, he is just as good a man as someone who
by exploiting his' brains or talents with thrift and energy has attained
eminence in his vocation; the servitor’s deference is scaled precisely
to the magnitude of the expected tip. The greatest compliment that
the common man can pay to a famous one is to say that “he’s just
like any other guy."

The rich, the powerful, and the gifted have themselves been so
intimidated by these standards that nowadays they seem to vie with
each other to see who can be the most commonplace and fdlksy,
creating the requisite image of ordinariness like a film star dbing her
own, shopping at the supermarket in a pregnancy smock and hair
curlers. And they arc encouraged by a choir of fuzzy-minded philos-
ophers who praise these contortions as symptoms of progress towards
the kind of Utopia which 1 would have thought had been lethally
satirized by Gilbert and Sullivan well before the dawn of this
century, in the song about the mellow-hearted king in day's.of'old:

When he had Rhenish wine to drink
it made him very sad. to think
That some at junket or at jink
Must be content with toddy,
hie wished all men as good as he.
And he was good as good can be,
So to the toy of every tree
Promoted everybody.
Which, after a couple of succinct stanzas of illustrative reductio ad
absurdum leads him to the inevitable conclusion that
When everybody is somebody,
Then no one's anybody.

I think that like many other misty-eyed do:gooders, the apostles
of this philosophy actually do most damage to the cause, which
should be nearest to their hearts, which | assume to be the improve-
ment of the .multitide. | say, let the billionaires'ride ip. solid gold
Rolls Royces and light their cigars with sheaves of paper money:
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let movie stars stage Dionysian orgies that would stagger the repor-
torial abilities of Playboy: let artists (among whom | include expo-
‘nents of all the classic arts) roar like the lions they once used to be
called, and heap contempt and contumely on the bourgeoisie.

This may nudge some sulky mutterers towards thoughts of
revolution and the building of backyard guillotines. But it would
also fire a deserving few with the realization that they too could be
big shots, and give them the incentive to achieve it, and at least
they might end better off than the envious nits whose fundamental
program is simply to impose a legalized crippling on anyone who
might otherwise outrun them.

Since | seem to have made a sidelong reference to Playboy in each
of the preceding sections of this department, | am wondering whether
I have any stupid readers for whose benefit 1 need to explain that
I am not involved in any feud or fracas with that publication.

It would be ridiculous to suggest that we are jealous of their
circulation. After all, they only have a hundred or so readers to our
one, which is not much of a gap in astronomical figures. And we
have achieved our colossal subscription list without the lure of a
single nude, either in cartoon or Ektachrome.

We are not miffed because they made such a feature of the
later works of lan Fleming. He had to sell them somewhere, since
he didn't have his own Magazine. And conversely, Playboy never
had the chance to buy the Saint, since this Magazine always had a
first option on his adventures. From the sidelines, we could only
admire the editorial taste which, directly their James Bond monopoly
was terminated by the demise of Mr. Fleming, made them the first
to fill the breach with Loxfinger, a hilarious parody featuring the
adventures of Oy Oy Seven, thus proving their complete impartiality.

Nor should anyone be deluded that I am envious of the Play-
boy Mansion, that working warren stocked with uninhibited Bunnies
from which Mr. Hugh Hefner conducts his business, I, too, might
be able to afford some such stately pleasure dome, if | chose to lay
all my eggs in one blanket, so to speak; but I'm afraid my wife
would never stand for it. And, in sober contemplation of my vener-
able and ripening years, | am bound to admit that she may actually
be thinking mainly of my own health. But Mr. Hefner will have to
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wait; another-20 years 40 get this perspective, ,,

If 1 had any complaint against.Playboy, it would be about The
Playboy Philosophy, a feature to-which Mr. Hefner devotes great
personal effort and a prominent proportion of space. The feature
is there, however, not to fill in for a dearth of other material (as |
have always candidly admitted that this one is) but obviously be-
cause Mr< Hefner wants to .write it. And he has wanted to, and done
it, through so many installments that fanciers of marathon contests
might be interested to bet on whether he will keep going longer than
I will in this department. My money would be on Mr. Hefner,
because | have a hunch that his appetite for work is far greater
than mine, and furthermore he seems to be driven by a messianic
attitude towards his subject to which these jottings of mine never
have aspired. AH | ever set out to do was to declare a few preju-
dices, scatter a few arguments, provide some entertainment and at
the same time amuse myself. | do not mean that I am any less
sincere in my contentions, but I am not too seriously impressed by
their importance and | dont expect the world to be much shaken
by them.

I personally wish Mr. Hefner would be as relaxed, because I
find his earnestness somewhat embarrassing. | feel that he is suffer-
ing from his own version of the syndrome | was just talking about.
Apparently it is not enough for him to have created a phenomenally
successful magazine in which can be found an unusual frequency of
good fiction, informative articles, and clever cartoons, besides the
reliable quota of full-color bosoms. It should be a matter of sublime
unconcern to him how many of the readers study his nudes with
artistic appreciation and how many with plain concupiscence. He
need not care whether all his readers are splendidly sophisticated or
whether they are branded in some puritanical strongholds as degen-
erate. He should not need the indorsements Of priests and rabbis
to reassure him. His popular acceptance is already confirmed'enough
by his booming circulation. He is publishing a fantastically popular
magazine, which gives good value even for a rather elevated price,
and if there is anything reprehensible about that it can only be
charged to the public whose desires it obviously satisfies. | read it
regularly myself, and don’t feel | need to apologize for it, even
though | may not go down the line with all of it. Does anyone?

Mr. Hefner has made himself a couple of fortunes, and will
probably make more. Also, between chores, he personally lives like
a sultan and | hope enjoys every minute of it. Good luck to him.
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Only 1 shall personally enjoy bis magazine more when he outgrows
his present compulsion to try to justify himself.

Scratching vacuously around for some light-weight topic with which
to balance the rather ponderous tenor of this month's cogitations, I
regretfully decided that my current reflections on Rhodesia and in-
deed the whole problem of today’s Africa, much as | would like to
air them, could not possibly be made flippant and gay enough to
meet that requirement.

However, a natural association of ideas did remind me of a
completely irrelevant glimpse of the logic of the American African
as | once accidentally caught it when | arrived too early for a dinner
party one absent-minded evening—strictly by mistake, | assure you,
for | think that arriving too early on such occasions is even more
inconsiderate than arriving a little late. Our equally embarrassed
hostess was forgiving enough to invite us to fix ourselves a drink
while she concluded her primping, and to facilitate this she herself
fetched in some ice from the adjoining kitchen, which allowed us to
catch sight through the swinging door of a couple of dusky domes-
tics, one busy at an ironing board while the other scoured away at
some utensils in the sink. After that, while solitarily sampling the
Peter Dawson, we found ourselves almost trapped into innocently
eavesdropping on the conversation of the help.

That is how, during a break in our own forced conversation,
we had the good fortune to hear one of them say, with the greatest
tolerance:

“Come to think of it, if it wasnt for us colored people, the
white folks would get awful dirty.”

So after all, everything is still in the point of view.



Rainy nights are made for

reverie in front of a crackling

the fireplace, and Colonel Ardway
frowned his resentment at the
unsympathetic intrusion of the

d an g I i n g do%gﬁ:tt, beast,” he told the

German shepherd that barked
expectantly at the front door.
b UttOn “Lynn!”  Ardway was sur-
prised, yet pleased, at the um-
by Brad Steiger brella-sheltered figure of his son’s
and Jerry Twedt fiancee.

“Good evening, Colonel Ard-
way.” A wisp of blonde hair had
freed itself from beneath the
rain-beaded hat, and heavy
breathing gave evidence of a bat-
tle against the elements.

“What in the dickens are you
doing out on a night like this?”

“Getting wet.”

“Oh!” Ardway said,- stepping
quickly aside. “Well come in,
come in!”

Lynn stepped inside, knelt to
pet the shepherd that whined for
her attention. “Are you glad to
see me, Rex?”

Brad Steiger is the author of more than two hundred published short stories
and articles and of fourteen books, mostly true crime or mysteries, includ-
ing POLTERGEISTS and THE MENACE OF PEP PILLS. Jerry L. Twedt,
currently a writer, producer and director with WCKT-TV in Miami, was
an agent in Counter Intelligence Corps from 1957 to 1960.
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“I should have known it was
you. Old Rex was so excited he
was falling all over himself.”

Lynn brought the great snout
next to her pixie nose. “Do you
like me, big fella? Do you?”

“Like you!” Ardway echoed.
“He’s appointed himself your
slave and bodyguard. I'll bet he
wont even let your husband-to-
be touch you.”

Lynn gave the shepherd a
squeeze, ducked her head to
avoid an affectionate tongue.

“Let me take that coat,” Ard-
way said, extending his hand.
“Really wet out, huh?”

Lynn nodded. “And windy,
too. 1’d thought I'd blow away.”

“You didn’t walk, did you?”
Ardway asked over his shoulder
as he hung the raincoat in the
halt closet.

“No, | drove. But walking
from the car was a problem.”

“Well, come on in the den
and warm up. I've got a good
fire going.”

®‘l hoped you would,” Lynn
smiled.

“My, you look fetching all
starched and prim in your nurses’
uniform,” he told the slender
blonde as she crossed the den
to the open flame of the fire-
place. “Duty tonight?”

“l go on at eleven.”

“Won’t you sit down?”

Lynn shook her head. “Id
rather stand here by the fire.”

“Suit yourself,” Ardway said,;

“I’'m going to lower these creak-
ing bones of mine into a chair.”

Ardway put match to the pipe
that had been allowed to die,
drew a few preliminary puffs,
sat back when the tobacco took.
“As much as | love having you
here, 1’'m curious why you chose
such a terrible night to come
visiting.”

“Why?” Lynn crinkled her
forehead. “Why because of your
note.”

“Note? | didnt send you any
note.”

“But there was one on my
door when | came home from
shopping this afternoon,” Lynn
explained. “It said to come over
at nine because you had some-
thing important to tell me.”

Ardway tapped pipe stem to
teeth, tried to make sense of it
all. “Do you have the note with
you?”

Lynn arched an eyebrow.
“You really didn’t send it?”

“No, but I'd like to know who
did.”

“Ah-hah!” Lynn smiled, shak-
ing a forefinger knowingly at
Ardway. “It was Max!”

“Max?”

“He’s an intern at the hos-
pital. He’s been giving me a bad
time about stepping out with you
while Sandy’s gone.”

Ardway grinned around the
stem of his pipe, not entirely
convinced. “Well, when you see
Max, thank him. That’s the high-
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.est  compliment Fve had in

“I'l break his skull with a
bedpan,” Lynn promised. “Oh,”
she squealed, her eyes suddenly
lighting on Ardway’s desk, “is
that a letter from Sandy?”

“What there is of it.”

Lynn pursed her lips. “A little
on the short side?”

“After writing half the night
to you, he doesn't have much
time for me,” Ardway teased.
“He says he's busy, and that he
and a Russian guide are going
mountain climbing, and ...”

“Mountain climbing!”

“Didnt he tell you? Here.
Read it for yourself.”

Lynn started to open the en-
velope, then turned it over with
a puzzled frown. “Why, he’s in
Georgia! In the letter | received
today, he was still in Moscow.”
“Maybe it was delayed.”

“1don’t think so. It took just
two weeks, like all the other let-
ters have.”

Ardway studied the envelope.
“Well, now, isnt that interesting?
This letter was mailed only five
days ago.”

The doorbell chimed and Rex
leaped to his feet with a vigilant
growl.

“This must be my night for
visitors.” Ardway sighed, getting
to his feet, “You stay here and
read Sandy’s letter,” he told
Lynn.

The man in the raincoat and
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bat was of medium height with
a slender, yet athletic build. He
appeared to be about 45 and his;
“Good evening, Col. Ardway”
was flavored with a slight Ger-
man accent.
"- “What can | do for you?”
Ardway asked.

mThe man laughed softly.
“That’s a typical American greet-
ing, isn’t it? Most interesting.”

“Who are you?” Ardway
scowled at his unknown visitor.
This seemed to be a night for
practical jokes.

“Don’t you remember me? We
worked together during the War.
Of course, | suppose I’ve chang-
ed since 1was twenty-two.”

“I’'m sorry, but I ...”

“Ernst. Ernst Reinbeck.”

Ardway felt an icy claw clutch
the pit of his stomach. “But . . .
but you’re dead!”

“On the contrary, | am very
much alive. But if | stand out
in this rain much longer, 1 may
soon die of pneumonia!”

“Come in, Ernst,” Ardway
said, shaking the man’s hand.
“Come in. This is . . . well, it is
like having a dear departed
friend rise up out of- the grave.”

“And it is good to see you
once again, Colonel.”

“But how?” Ardway asked as
he helped- the German out of his
wet trenchcoat. “The reports that
came through said that you had
been captured and executed by
the Nazis.”



,“Allratgst,”,Reinheck conceded,
4'but not quite. 111 explain it all
later. As .for now, if you .haven’t
changed too much, you have a
fire going somewhere in this
lovely old house.”

“Your memory is excellent,”
Ardway laughed. It’s in the den.”

“l knew you wouldn’t dis-
appoint me,” Reinbeck said. “On
a nasty night during the War, |
always knew you would have a
roaring fire.”

Reiabeck seemed about to
conjure up another remembrance
of times past when he saw Lynn.
Standing before the fireplace in
her crisp nurses’ uniform, the
blonde seemed to be a strange
mixture of cold efficiency and
warm  sensuality.  Reinbeck’s
mouth began to form new words,
gave them up for a broad grin.

Ardway intercepted his former
colleague’s thoughts: “This is my
son’s fiancee. Miss Lynn Ailing-
ton. Lynn, this is Ernst Rein-
beck. I worked with Ernst during
the war.”

Lynn extended her

“How do youedo?"
. .Reinbeck took the hand she
offered, seemed undecided what
sto do with it, finally gave it a
brief shake.

“I- must compliment your son
on his taste in women;” he told
the colonel.-Then, to Lynn: “Do
you mind if | share your fire?”

“Please do.”

As Reinbeck began to cross

hand.

to the fire, Rex rose to his feet,
a low growl rumbling in his mas-
sive throat,

The German froze, smiled ner-
vously. “I'm afraid your dog
doesnt like me, Colonel.”

“Down Rex!” Ardway com-
manded. “Don’t mind him. He’s
old and cranky. And possessive
toward Miss Allington. Come on
over and sit down, Ernst. He
won’t bother you.”

“I’d rather stand if you dont
mind.”

“Everybody wants to stand to-
night!” Ardway said, dropping
his arms to his side in a gesture
of bewilderment. “Well, | don’t;
and since it is my house, I'm
going to sit.”

“It seems der Fuchs is getting
old, too,” Reinbeck said softly
as he drew a silver cigarette case
from his coat pocket.

“Who?” Lynn asked.

"Der Fuchs means fox,” Rein-
beck explained. “That’s what we
used to call Coloney Ardway.”

“Among other things,” Ard-
way smiled.

“Tell me, Miss Allington,”
Reinbeck wondered, “did you
know your future father-in-law
was a spy?”

“Well, yes and no,” Lynti
said. “Sandy told me he was in
the O.S.S. But | didn’t know he
was-actually a spy.” * -

“One of the best”” Reinbeck
said, nodding his head slowly.
“You know how good he was
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because he is still alive.”

“I was lucky,” Ardway shrug-
ged. .

“True,” Ernst said, “but you
made most of that luck. I learn-
ed a great deal from you.” /

“Were you in the O.S.S,, too?”
Lynn asked.

“Not officially,” Reinbeck an-
swered after he had lighted his
cigarette. “When Colonel Ard-
way was posing as a watch mak-
er, Twas stationed nearby as an
orderly. A Nazi orderly, that is.
To shorten a very long story, |
became an Allied informant.”

“l can see that you two have
a lot of old times to catch up
on,” Lynn said. “Could I inter-
est you in some coffee?”

“Indeed you could,”
said. “Strong and black.”

“Do you have time?” Ardway
asked, glancing at his watch.

Ernst

“Plenty. I'll go fix you two
spies some lunch. 1 wont be
long.”

“What a charming girl,” Ernst
sighed as she left the den, the
shepherd at her heels. “It is so
sad that such a delightful young
woman should have had so much
tragedy in her life.”

Ardway looked sharply at the
man who had so strangely and
suddenly returned from the past.
From a dark, violent time that
was best left buried and dealt
with only in shock-filled, scream-
ing nightmares.

“What do you know of Lynn?”
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“Actually very little,” Rein-
beck admitted.."Her father was
killed at Normandy. Her mother
died about five years ago of can-
cer. She worked her way through
nurses’ training. | know much
more about your son.”

“Do you?”’

“Yes. | know that not only
does he have a brilliant mind,
but he is also a fine athlete. |
hear that he especially enjoys
mountain climbing.”

Ardway leaned forward in his
chair, his eyes narrowed. Rein-
beck’s emphasis on the words
mountain climbing was unmis-
takable.

Reinbeck seemed oblivious to
the effect his words had upon
Ardway and went on talking, his
manner that of a precocious
child called upon to recite for
adults.

“Your son came close to be-
ing an All-American in college,
besides being an honor student.
He went on to graduate school
and last spring received his Ph.
D. in physics. He was hired by
Landruff Aviation where he is
currently doing research on rock-
et engines.

“On August 12, he joined a
group of twenty scientists who
are now touring Russia by spe-
cial invitation of the Soviet Gov-
ernment.”

Ardway slowly picked up his
pipe. “What do you want,
Ernst?”



"“But' F'haven’t yet told you
what YiciioW about you.”

“I'm not interested,” Ardway

said harshly.
m “Now dont get angry, Col-
onel,” Reinbeck cautioned. “An-
gry men can't think clearly. And
I can assure you that for the next
few hours you must think clearly.
Here, let me light your pipe.”

Reinbeck pulled out a match-
book, struck a paper match into
flame, leaned down to light Ard-
way’s pipe.

Ardway stared coldly at the
German, blew out the flame. “I
can light my own pipe, thank
you.”

Ernst smiled, tossed the dead
match into the fireplace. “As you
wish.” He took a last drag of his

cigarette, flicked it after the
match.
“After the War, you came

home only to find that your wife
and daughter had been killed in
an automobile accident. You
took your son and returned to
Vienna. You served as opera-
tions officer for ‘Operation Paper
Clip’, which | must admit was
quite successful. You smuggled
out some of Eastern Europe's
best scientists.

“You then spent three years
in the Pentagon—hated it. In
1954 you were assigned to Ber-
lin, where, in 1955, you had a
minor heart attack. You received
a medical discharge, came home,
and through your friend Alvin

Connelly were hired as chief se-
curity officer for Landruft' Avia-
tion.” , ;

“Get to. the point,” Ardway
’said impatiently.

“Ah, yes . .. the point,” Ernst
smiled, leaning against the fire-
place. “How impatient., you
Americans are. The point is this:
I was not killed by the Gestapo
as you believed. Perhaps | would
have been if |1 had not been cap-
tured by the Russians when they
overran the headquarters where
I was being interrogated. T told
them of my work with you, and
they sent me to Russia where 1
was given an excellent education
in intelligence work.”

Ardway leaned back in his
chair. “So you’re a Communist
agent.”

Ernst laughed. “Better to call
me a Russian agent. To the dis-
may of my teachers, | could
never quite embrace Communist
doctrine. But | do excellent,
work, and that’s all my superiors
care about.”

“What do you want from me?”

“Your company has success-
fully tested a new rocket engine.
It is smaller, lighter and has
more thrust than, any of ours on
the same type.”

“And you expect me to give
you those plans?”

“No. Just make them available
so | can microfilm them.”

Ardway rose to his feet, faced
Reinbeck. “You know that Id
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die before 1°d let you see those
plans.”

“Yes, | know. But your life
is not at stake. Your son’s is.”

Ardway’s lower lip trembled.
“So that’s it!”

“In a letter you received to-
day, your son talks of going
mountain climbing with one of
our guides. This guide is, of
course, one of our agents. Let
me show you what will happen.”

Reinbeck took a pen knife,
then two buttons connected by
a piece of string out of his pock-
et. “Suppose we say that these
two buttons represent your son
and our agent.

“The top one will be our man,
and the bottom one your son.
They will climb the mountain to
a predetermined ledge. Let us
say the mantle is the ledge.”

Reinbeck slowly pulled the
buttons up the fireplace wall,
lifted the top button over the
mantle. The bottom button sway-
ed hypnotically, anchored in
space only by the thin thread.

“Our man will climb onto the
ledge and help your son. But just
as Sandy is about to climb up
onto the ledge, our man will cut
the rope. And . .

Reinbeck cut the string and
the button fell to the hearthstone.
.. your son is dead.”

Ardway stared at the button.
The heat from the fireplace seem-
ed unbearable. Beads of sweat
dotted his forehead.
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“Our man will pick up the
body, hurry down the mountain
and tell everyone about the acci-
dent. He will tell how your son
slipped and fell, how he was
dangling from the rope which
was around our man’s waist. Our
man will tell how he tried to
pull your son to safety, but that
in doing so he began to lose his
grip. And seeing that his guide
was about to fall, your son cut
the rope.

“It will be a tragic accident,
but your Sandy will be a hero
all over Russia. ‘American Gives
Life to Save Russian Friend.’
And then if you were to come
out with your ridiculous spy
story, the whole world will know
that it was nothing but a crude
imperialistic trick to propagand-
ize a poor boy’s death. And by
his own father!”

“You devil,” Ardway said,
sinking back down to his chair.

“You overestimate me,” Rein-
beck laughed. “But hurry. Time
is wasting. At twelve o’clock
here, it will be dawn in Georgia.
If we are to save your son, |
must have the plans by 10:30.
We have less than an hour and
a half.”

“Even if | let you film, it’s
impossible for that message to
get through in time!”

Reinbeck shook his head. “If
I have the plans by 10:30, |
call room 304 at the Sleepy Way
Motel and tell my contact that



tomorrow’s weather will be sun-
ny and tnild. The message will
be beamed to a fishing trawler
which will radio the message
directly to Moscow,”

Ardway studied the palms of
his hands. He hated the taste of
utter helplessness. “That engine
isn’t of that high a priority. With
my access to classified material
and high-level conferences, this
will only be the beginning.”

“That is most certainly true,”
Reinbeck agreed.

Ardway rose, bent down to
pick up a poker from the hearth.
He turned to face Ernst.

Reinbeck took a quick step
back, jerked an automatic from
beneath his coat.

Ardway smiled. “T was just
going to stir the fire,” he said.
“For a man with all the cards,
you seem a bit uervous.”

“Cautious,” Reinbeck correct-
ed him. “l have worked with
you long enough to have great
respect for you.”

Ardway bent to the fireplace,
began to stir the coals. “If |
should let you film, how do |
know that you won't kill Sandy
anyway?”

“Because he’s our insurance
policy for future co-operation.
It wouldnt bother you, perhaps,
to ruin your own career. But if
your son were safely home, you
would destroy his future as well.
After all, who would permit the
son of a traitor to do research

in aeronautical physics?”

Ardway rose, replaced the
poker. “Nice try, Ernst, but it
won't work.”

“Oh?” Ernst frowned, putting
the automatic away. “Why?”

“Because you’re bluffing.”

“What makes you say that?”

“The letter is a forgery. As
phoney as this whole scheme.
The Kremlin wouldn’t commit
the diplomatic faux pax of allow-
ing an accident, no matter how
carefully planned, to befall a
State guest.”

“The letter is genuine,” Rein-
beck said confidently. “And you
know it,”

“Do 1?” Ardway asked, rising
from his seat before the fireplace
and walking to his desk. “Am |
not a handwriting expert?” His
hand reached for a magnifying
glass. “l was comparing this let-
ter with some of Sandy's old
ones just before Lynn arrived.
Come see for yourself. The ‘1Y
and ‘t's’ are different.”

Ardway offered the letters to
Reinbeck. The German reached
out for them, then, as if awak-
ing from a trance, stepped sud-
denly backward and drew his
gun.

“Sit down, Colonel!”

Ardway remained motionless
for a moment, then dropped into
his chair.

“You are still the fox, aren’t
you,” Reinbeck laughed. “Twen-
ty years ago | might have fallen
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for that.”

>**You ca'rhe 'quite close just
now.” : '

"“So | did;” Reinbeck admitted
with a nervous'chlidtle’. 1“Bftt 1
wbnY get careless again.” '

#Weil see.” "
1Lvtin's knock’at the door of
the 'den gave Reinbeck enough
warning to slip -his' automatic
back into its holster.

“May 1 come in and once
again intrude upon the reunion
of two old war buddies?” She
held a tray of coffee and cookies
in her hands. The great German
shepherd padded softly beside
her:
v'"Ah, Miss Allington and
steaming coffee,” Ernst smiled
expansively. “What a wonderful
combination.”

“My, but you’re full of com-
pliments,” Lynn laughed, setting
the tray on a coffee table before
the fireplace.

“You know,” she said, pour-
ing, the coffee,” Colonel Ardway
only had instant coffee. Poor
man must be too lazy to brew
a pot of regular coffee. It’s &
good thing for him that there’ll
soon be a woman in the house.”
[ “Ah, yes,” Ernst nodded. “De-
cember 29 is the wedding date,
is it not?”

Lynn looked up, glanced un-
certainly at Colonel Ardway.
“Why, yes it is.” m

“Leave her out of this!4 Ard-
way said, his voice quavering

with impotent rage.

“‘That’s' iiWp'ossiblc; ~Cdlonel,”
Ernst froWned:**She'ts Wry much'Z
a part of this operation. Other-
wise, L:wouldn’t have' sent her
a note to be here.” "m

“You sent that note?” Lynn
asked incfediiously. “But why?
| mean . . .”

! “Ernst, we' caii settle this with-

out Lynn.” "; "ir ' %!
“Apparently we cannot,”
Ernst shrugged. “You have

proved to be most stubborn. But
a woman in loVe is a most per-
suasive instrument. Miss'Ailing-
ton, sit down!”

There was no charm about
the man now. It was as if he had
suddenly removed a mask and
revealed his true self . . . cold,
ruthless, efficient.

“Try not to become too upset,
Miss Allington,” Reinbeck said.
“You’ll need your wits about you
to save Sandy?”

“Sandy!” Lynn looked at Ard-
way, hopefully searching his face
for a sign. “What is it? What is
he talking about?”

“Unlike  Colonel  Ardway,”
Reinbeck answered, “1 am stiff
an intelligence agent. A Soviet
agent. If the -Colonel does not
see fit to provide me with certain
rocket engine plans by 10:30,
Sandy will not return from his
mountain climb.” " .

Lynn's mouth dropped open;
she stared at Reinbeck in a near
state of shock.



“It is 9:15,” Ernst said, con-
sulting his wrist watch. “There
is little time left.”

“Are the plans so important?”
Lynn asked Ardway.

“No,” Ernst interrupted.
“They are of a very low priority.
But to the Colonel they are more
important than his son’s life. He
refuses to give me the opportun-
ity to microfilm them.”

“Colonel . . Lynn began,
her eyes pleading.

“I'd become what | despise
most,” Ardway said, meeting her
tear-rimmed eyes with his own,
“ a traitor. | can’t live without
self-respect.”

“But,” Lynn asked, “can you
live without Sandy?”

“This is a most impressive
mantle, Colonel,” Reinbeck said,
indicating the many pictures of
Sandy and the various trophies
and medals that he had won in
athletic competition. *“You must
be quite proud of your son.”

“I am,” Ardway said.

“How fortunate that after he’s
dead you’ll still have his trophies,
and pictures.”

Lynn left her chair, sat on the
footstool before Ardway. She
could no longer keep the tears
in check, and they streamed un-
ashamed down her cheeks.
“Don’t let him die, Colonel. Oh,
please don’t let him die!”

Ardway took the weeping girl
into his arms. “Listen to me
Lynn. If I give Ernst the plans,

it’s the beginning not the end.
We’ll all be hooked!”

“Why? Sandy will
What can they do?”

“Oh, Lynn,” Ardway sighed.
“There’s no end to what they
can do. | will be a traitor and
you, the accessory. If we don’t
do whatever they tell us, we’ll
be exposed. You and I will go
to prison and Sandy’s career will
be finished. Or they will tell
Sandy and force him to give in-
formation to protect us. It’s like
a maze, Lynn. If we step inside,
we’re lost!”

“But,” Lynn insisted, “if you
dont give up the plans, Sandy
will be dead!”

“I’d rather have Sandy dead
then spend the rest of his life as
a puppet!”

“Perhaps you would prefer
Sandy dead,” Ernst said, “but I
doubt if Miss Allington would.
As long as one lives, there’s al-
ways a possibility of finding a
solution.”

“When Sandy’s back, |1 know
we can find a way out,” Lynn
said. “l know we can!”

“Lynn!”  Ardway snhapped.
“Don’t you see you’re thinking
exactly what Ernst wants you
to!”

“All I’'ve heard are words!”
Lynn said, rising to her feet,
dropping her arms helplessly to
her sides. “But | don’t care about
words! I’'m not interested in self-
respect and duty. All I want is
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for Sandy to live. And Il do
anything to keep him alive!”

“Do you think I want him
dead!” Ardway demanded. “I’ve
loved him a lot longer than you
have!”

.“Then how can you let him
die!”

“Because your life with Sandy
would be sheer helll Youd live
under constant fear. I've seen
what this can do. It tears a per-
son apart. It kills by inches.”

“We must leave in five min-
utes if we are to get to the plant
and return in time to save your
son,” Ernst pointed out. “You
have five minutes in which to
save your son’s life.”

“l don’t need five minutes,”
Adrway said, his hands clutching,
the mantle for support. “My de-
cision has been made.”

“Please,” Lynn whimpered.
“Please. ...”"

“l ... I'm sorry. I’m sorry.”

,Ernst shook his head slowly.
His smile could have been in-
spired by sadism or sympathy,
but more probably, by respect.
“You are a hard man, Colonel.
| thought that between your love
for Sandy and ,Miss Allington,
you would give in. | am truly
sorry that your son must die.”

Lynn darted from the side of
Ardway and clutched the arm of

the agent.

“Don’t let him die! Please
dont let him,die!”

“Miss Allington,” Reinbeck
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gestured helplessly. “I don’t want
your fiancee to die. But tlie Col-
onel’s decision gives me no
choice.”

“Please . .
you want.
you.”

Ernst’s eyes blinked rapidly iii
surprise, then he broke into loud
laughter. “l have always found
it amusing the way a woman
thinks that giving her body will
solve everything.”

He shoved Lynn roughly to
one side. “Sorry, | cant trade
your body for Sandy!s.”

Ardway could see it coming,
but he was powerless to prevent
it. Lynn had been pushed beyond
the limits of her self-control.
With a strange cry of rage, all
of her anger, fear and frustration
exploded in a violent, unthinking
attack upon Ernst. Her nails
clawed at his face; her feet aimed
themselves at his legs—and high-
er; her open mouth scented capa-
ble of tearing naked flesh.

Ernst recovered with a violent
curse and a vicious backhand
slap that sent Lynn sprawling.
The powerful German shepherd,
which had already started across
the room at Lynn’s charge, snarl-
ed and leaped at the agent.

Ardway dashed for his desk
as the impact of Rex’s 97 pounds
sent man and dog crashing over
chair and coffee table. He. had
his revolver gripped securely in
his fist before Ernst had begun

. I’ll do anything
Go anywhere with



to scream.

“Help! Help! Get him offl Get
him off!”

“Back, Rex!” Arclway shouted
at the snarling brute. “Back!
Heel, boy! Heel!”

Then, to Ernst: “Keep your
hands behind your back!”

He knelt beside Lynn, helped
to her feet. She was shaken and
confused by the quick turn of
events. “Take his gun,” he told
her.

She walked hesitantly to the
agent lying before the fireplace,
knelt beside him.

“Ernst,” Ardway warned, “if
you so much as wiggle, 1’ll blow
your head off! It’s under his coat
on the right hand side,” he told
the dazed girl.

Lynn reached under Ernst’s
coat, pulled out the gun by her
fingertips.

“Now, Ernst,” Ardway direct-
ed, “get up and sit in that chair.
And do it slowly!”

Rex moved in close, snarled
as the agent got to his feet.

“Just keep that monster away
from me!”

“Down, Rex! Down boy,”
Ardway told the dog. “He would
like nothing better than to get
at your throat,” he reminded
Reinbeck, “so easy it does, all
right?”

Lynn still held the automatic
by her fingertips.

“Are you all right,
Ardway asked her.

Lynn?”

“Yes. | ... | guess so. But
what shall 1 do with the gun?”

“Point it at Ernst. And if he
does something you don’t like,
shoot him!”

“l wouldn’t advise that, Miss
Allington,” Ernst smiled ner-
vously. “You need me to save
Sandy’s life.”

“No we don’t,” Ardway said.
“You’re no use to us whatsoever.
Thanks to your temper and van-
ity you gave me your code and
where to call. Lynn, call the
Sleepy Way Motel and ask for
room 304!”

“l did slip there, didnt 1?7
Ernst smiled.

“It's ringing,” Lynn said,
handing the receiver to Ardway.
“Hello,” Ardway acknowl-

edged the clerk’s syrupy greeting.
“Room 304, please. Are you
sure? Well, ring it anyway!”

Ardway held the receiver to
his ear for a few moments, his
knuckles showing like white mar-
bles in the tension of his grip.
With a curse, he slammed the
receiver into its cradle.

“Colonel,” Ernst scolded, “did
you really think that I would be
so stupid as to tell you where
my contact is waiting. This puts
us right back where we started
from.”

“Not quite,” Ardway said, try-
ing desperately to keep the rage
from warping his words. “You
get on that phone and call whom-
ever you are to call. Make the

23



call, Ernst. Make it to the right
person and say the right words.
Because I'm holding you here
until I find out what’s happened
to Sandy. And if he dies, you
die!”

“And if 1 make the call and
your son is saved, then what
happens?”

“We’ll talk about that after |
know Sandy’s safe.”

“We’ll talk about it now! Once
you find out your son is safe,
Il have lost my bargaining
power. Youlll turn me over to
the F.B.L.”

“You have no bargaining posi-
tion now! Either you save Sandy
or you die!”

“It's not that simple, Colonel.
You want Sandy alive, and |
have no desire to die. But | also
have no desire to spend the next
fifteen years in one of your pris-
ons. You let me go and I'll make
the call!”

Ardway appeared momentarily
stunned. “Let you go! Do you
think I'm getting senile? You’d
never make the call!”

Ernst shrugged. “You’ll just
have to trust me.”

“I’d sooner trust the devil with
my soul!” Ardway said. You
make that call from here.”

Ernst shook his head. “It is
10:15. Unless | make that call
in the next fifteen minutes, Sandy
dies.”

“If the clock strikes 10:30 and
you haven’t phoned, youre a
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dead man,” Ardway countered.

“Miss Allington,” Ernst told
Lynn, “you had better convince
this stubborn old man to let me
go. There are no longer secret
documents or principles involved.
It is a bargain of my freedom
for Sandy's life. I’m sure that you
would much prefer to see me free
than Sandy dead.”

Lynn’s teeth caught at her
lower lip. “Colonel . . .”

“He’s bluffing, Lynn.
listen to him.”

Ernst shifted restlessly in his
chair. “l have a bargain for you,
Colonel. Let me have my gun
and then I’ll make the call.”

“What?”

“If 1 have my gun pointed at
you and you have yours pointed
at me, neither of us would dare
shoot. Then I'll make my call.
And after Sandy is safe, Il
leave.”

“No, Colonel!” Lynn pleaded.
“He’ll kill you!”

Ardway studied Reinbeck for
several seconds before he broke
the silence. “The old Mexican
stand-off, eh? Very well. Lynn,
give me his gun and go over by
the desk.”

“No, Colonel!”

“Please do as | say!”

Ardway took the automatic
from Lynn, waited until she had
crossed the den to the desk.

“Ernst, I’ll put your gun on
the table and then I’ll step back.
You come and pick it up, then

Don*t



return to your chair. And keep
that pistol pointed at me. If you
should try to turn it on Lynn, 1
kill you. Understand?”

“Perfectly.”

Ardway placed the gun on the
table, stepped back. As Ernst
rose slowly from his chair, Rex

snarled. Ernst froze, stared at
the dog.

“Down, Rex.” Ardway or-
dered.

The dog obeyed. Reinbeck
picked up his gun, pointed it at
Ardway.

“Make your call,”
said.

“That won't be necessary,”
Ernst smiled. “There is no one
to call, and it wouldn't do any
good even if there were.”

“You've already killed him!”
Lynn screamed.

Ardway's forefinger tightened
around the trigger of his revolver.

“Don’t do anything rash. Col-
onel,” Ernst cautioned. “Your
son isn't dead. With good flight
weather, he will probably be sit-
ting in this room tomorrow eve-
ning.”

“What!” Lynn’s eyes widened
in disbelief.

“Go on,” Ardway said.

“From our viewpoint, it is a
sad story. Four days ago, Sandy
and three others went for a
horseback ride. Evidently your
son is a better mountain climber
than he is a horseman. He fell
off and broke his leg.”

Ardway

“Broke his leg!” Lynn echoed.

"That’s correct. A doctor set
it and Sandy is on his way back
to the United States.”

“Colonel!” Lynn said, taking
a step toward Ardway. ’Sandy's
coming home!”

“Stay where you are!” Ardway
told her sharply. “l don't believe
him.”

“l didn’t think you would,”
Ernst admitted. “But it is all
true. Every word of it.”

“If he had been hurt, | would
have been notified by now.”

“Ah, you were!” Ernst said.
“But telegrams have a way of
getting delayed in the Soviet
Union. | wouldn't be surprised
if you received it tomorrow.”

Ardway pursed his lips, stud-
ied Ernst's face for a clue to the
truth. “Assuming for a moment
that what you say is true, then

this whole affair has been a
bluff.”
Ernst laughed. “Quite true.

Though it wasn't meant to be.
Your son’s untimely accident
made the climb impossible. But
since you didn't know about the
accident, we decided to go
through with it as originally plan-
ned. It would have been especi-
ally gratifying if you had given
us the plans, then found out that
Sandy was on his way home.”

Lynn slumped weakly into a
chair. “It’s all over.

Sandy is safe. Really safe.”
She dabbed at her eyes with a
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tissue plucked from Ardway’s
desk. This time I'm crying for
happiness.”

“And | shall leave you to your
happy tears,” Reinbeck said, with
a slight bow. “Good evening to
both of you.”

“If you take one step toward
that door, I'll kill you,” Ardvvay
said, waving his revolver for em-
phasis. “You have simply told
us a story. One of the many
you've offered this evening. Un-
less you can give me evidence,
we’ll both stay right here until
we know the truth.”

Ernst stared into the unblink-
ing eye of Ardway’s revolver,
tried a feeble smile. “What evi-
dence would satisfy you?”

“You’re the glib talker, the
quick wit, the man with all the
stories,” Ardway said. “You
come up with some damn good
evidence—fast!”

Ernst sobered, then broke into
an expansive grin. “Of course!
Why didn’t | think of that be-
fore? Sandy is flying into New
York on flight number 107 of
Wide World Airlines. He is
scheduled to arrive at 6:30 New
York time.”

“All right,” Ardway said after
a moment’s hesitation. “Lynn,
let’s check that out. Come over,
pick up the telephone and take
it back to the desk. Call New
York International airport and
ask for the World Wide Airlines.
Ernst, I'm going to move to the
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fireplace. You turn with me.”

“As you say.”

Lynn carried the phone back
to the desk, dialed the operator.

“Now when you get the infor-
mation desk,” Ardway instruct-
ed, “ask to speak to her superior.
It is against regulations to give
out the names of passengers.
Bring the phone back to the table
and let me talk to him.”

“In a few moments, this whole
comedy of errors will be con-
cluded,” Ernst said to Ardway.
“I'm afraid my superiors are go-
ing to be quite unhappy with me.
I have bungled this quite badly.”

Ardway said nothing as he lis-
tened with one ear to Lynn
speaking excitedly into the
phone.

“The entire operation,” Ernst
went on, “was based on the hope
that you had grown old and care-
less. It turned out to be a false
hope.”

“What will happen to you . ..
if you go back?”

Ernst smiled at Ardway’s dou-
ble entendre, shrugged his shoul-
ders. “I think I'm too valuable
to execute.”

Lynn brought the receiver to
Ardway. “She’s getting her supe-
rior.”

Ardway took the phone, turn-
ed to face Reinbeck, his auto-
matic pointed directly at the
agent’s stomach.

“Hello? My name is Colonel
Roger Ardway and | must know



if my son John Edward Ardway
is on flight 107. Yes, | know it
is; but at the risk of sounding
melodramatic, this is a matter of
life and death. Sir, as wild as
this sounds, it is true. 1am hold-
ing a gun on a man who is in
turn holding a gun on me. Now
whether or not we shoot each
other depends on whether or not
my son is on flight 107. You
don’t need to know why! Just
give me the information
please! Thank you!”

“Is he going to tell you?”
Lynn asked.

“Yes. He’s getting the list.
We’ll soon know. Yes, sir. That’s
right. John Edward Ardway.”
Ardway smiled at Lynn: “He is
listed!”

“Thank God!” Lynn said soft-
Y “I've been told he has a
broken leg,” Ardway said, into
the receiver..“Do you know any-
thing about this? Thank you, sir.
Thank you very much!”

Ardway cradled the receiver.
“It seems that, you were telling
the truth, Ernst. He is listed, as
3,passenger and there is a nota-
tion, to meet him with a wheel
chair.”

,“He’s safe,” Lynn said. “Oh,
thank God!”

...Ernst chuckled. “I doubt if
God had much to do with.it.
You should rather thank a fright-
ened horse. Well, Colonel, .this
has been an interesting evening,

but I really must be going. May
I go peacefully, or are we to have
a wild west shoot out?”

“You may go,” Ardway said.
“Lynn, get his hat and coat out
of the closet, open the front
door, then come back in here.”

“Well,” Ernst said. “Wish me
luck, old friend. 1 am going to
be in for a few very unpleasant
hours.”

“But somehow you’ll survive,”
Ardway reassured him. “You
have already come back from
the grave once. Surely any man
who can manage that can survive
a Soviet wrist-slapping session.”

“l must be getting old,” Ernst
said, slowly shaking his head.
“I'm almost pleased that things
turned out the way they did.”

“Almost, but not quite,” Ard-
way said sarcastically.

Lynn re-entered the room.

“Is the door open?”

“Yes. His hat and coat are
hanging on it.”

“Good. When we leave, you
stay in here with Rex and lock
the door. Now, Ernst, you may
leave.”

“Thank you. Will you show
me to the door, Colonel?”

“By all means. Let’s take it
slow and easy.”

. “But of course.”

“If you put away your gun,
I’ll allow you to put on your
coat.”

. “I’'m not that foolish, Col-
onel.”
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“Suit yourself.”

f Ernst picked up his hat and
coat, placed the hat on his head,
the coat over his right arm.
“Good night, Colonel. Perhaps
we shall meet again.”

I “Perhaps.”

f The German slowly backed
out the door. Then, as he passed
the knob, he swung the door
between himself and Ardway.

Ardway squeezed his trigger
twice and dove to one side as
the door splintered from Rein-
beck's automatic. He did a fast
roll and came up in firing posi-
tion, expecting Ernst to come
through the door.

“Colonel! Colonel Ardway!”
Lynn was shouting above the ex-
cited, angry barks of Rex. “Are

NEXT MONTH

you all right?”

Ardway slowly got up, flipped
out the lights, stood to one side
of the door and kicked it open.
Ernst lay face down across the
steps.

“Colonel! Answer me!”

“Stay where you are, Lynn!”
he shouted. “I’'m all right.”

He knelt in the rain beside the
body of his old comrade. “You
couldn’t go back empty handed,
could you?”

He was never certain if Ernst
whispered the words with his
dying breath or if it was only the
rain hissing off the steps, but he
knew that he had heard someone
—something—say: “You are still
der Fuchs!™

BLACK GENII

by TERENCE ROBERTS

Terence Allan Roberts (whose true name still
cannot be revealed) tells another story of British
Intelligence’s fantastic fight on all fronts to block
Nazi penetration of the Caribbean during World
War 1l. We have asked Mr. Roberts whether he
ever had a young man named James Bond serv-
ing under him. The answer — “No comment!” In
this, and even more so in his upcoming fourth
story of this Secret War in the Caribbean, it
seems to us however that this must have been
where Mr. Bond first learned his trade.
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“Benedick,” murmured Ta-
deina, just loudly enough for the
cadence of his fine voice to be
audible all round the dressing-
room.

101 The intonation did not quite
p u b I IC Ity satisfy his fastidious ear.

“Benedick,” he repeated, giv-
ing the word this time a sadness
and a certain pride.

Then, with an assumption of
carelessness which could have
been only for his personal bene-
fit, since he was entirely without
other audience, he took up the
copy of the illustrated weekly
once more and studied afresh the
full-page snapshots of himself
and Chloe standing on the steps
of her mother's house in Brook
Street.

Her rew> oiled make-up looked
very well, he thought. She was
youthful, yet sophisticated and
arresting without being actually
vulgar. A dear girl.

Of himself he was not so sure.

by Margery Allingham

As long as there has been a theater, men such as Sir Geoffrey TMulema have
been a part of our own memories — of your memories ami of mine... Mar-
gery Allingham, whose latest Albert Campion novel, THE MIND READERS,
mas reviewed in our,January 1966 issue, is the author of FLOWERS FOR'THE
JUDGE, TIGER IN THE SMOKE, MR. CAMPION, CRIMINOLOGIST, etc.

Copyright 1966™by Margery Allingham
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Snapshots were notoriously un-
kind. Yet the photograph was
certainly like him, and he peered
affectionately at tire gallant and
romantic figure which the Lon-
don public knew so well. He
re-read the caption slowly.

BENEDICK AND THE DEB

The surprise of the little sea-
son has been the engagement of
Lady Chloe Staratt, beautiful
daughter of the Earl of Scares-
fteld, to Sir Geoffrey Tadema, the
bachelor actor knight. Lady
Chloe, besides being the ac-
knowledged leader of the younger
set, is thought by many people
to be the smartest woman in
London. Sir Geoffrey is the great
lover of the stage, but until now
has proved himself impervious
to Cupids darts. Their many
friends have been surprised and
delighted by this romantic love
match.’

Tadema threw down the paper
and smiled. The Press had been
magnificent. The dailies had been
generous with space and there
had been several long interviews
in the cheaper Sundays. But the
old Tell-Tale had come up to
scratch. They had done the thing
with the right delicacy. Some of
the dailies had mentioned the dis-
crepancy in age, he had been
sorry to see.

At fifty-one, Tadema looked.
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on the stage at least, sixteen or
seventeen years younger. His
figure was as good, or nearly as
good, as ever it had been, and
he had changed hardly at all in
the past ten or eleven years.

His astonishing success was all
the more extraordinary in view
of his limitations, histrionically
speaking. In addition to his face,
which had a propensity for ex-
pressing passionate emotion de-
cently repressed, he had a natu-
ral charm of manner, a little
more theatrical off the stage than
it was on, and two endearing
mannerisms: his nervous shake
of the head when addressing the
beloved kept his feminine gallery
in ecstasy, and his sudden smile,
so disarming in its warmth,
moved the same body to audible
quivers of delight.

Obviously it was not these
alone which had kept the name
of Tadema in foot-high letters
on the board outside the Gresh-
am for nearly fourteen years. He
had other assets.

An excellent business man, he
had a gift for finding the right
sort of play and, of course, he
had his instinct.

In what circumstances an in-
stinct becomes genius, and when
genius is transmuted into Art it
is difficult to say, but with Ta-
dema publicity was all these
three, with the result that the
public, who very properly be-
lieves what it has inferred, read,



or seen with its own eyes, knew
that Sir Geoffrey Tadcma was
romance made carnate. It also
knew that his conquests were
myriad and that his life was the
constant pursuit of the One
Woman of the Perfect Heart, a
vaguely defined lady but easily
identifiable by every woman in
his audience.

Since in private life Sir Geof-
frey was a normal bachelor of
somewhat fixed habits, this pub-
lic facade of his was no mean
achievement. Publicity was his
hobby, and he worked at it with
diligence and delicacy.

Jealous colleagues spoke bit-
terly of vast sums spent in bribes,
betraying that they knew nothing
of the Art and of newspapers
less.

Sir Geoffrey himself honestly
believed that he represented the
secret soul-mate of all unloved
women in London, but he over-
estimated himself, as he began
to find out about two years after
the talkies first became a real
substitute for the theatre.

It was this discovery which
was ultimately responsible for
Chloe. On the screen Tadema’s
years were irritatingly apparent,
and his famous personality curi-
ously artificial. He had made one
movie at his own expense and
had regretted it ever since. He
accepted two secondary parts in
other films, but in the studio he
was clumsy and a nobody, and

neither he nor his admirers liked
to see him playing second fiddle.

On the stage he was still a
force, but his last play had run
only nine months instead of the
customary twelve, and he felt
himself slipping.

He had been considering a
happy and romantic marriage for
some time as a new medium for
the Personality when he first met
Chloe, then on the crest of her
first wave of public interest. She
was the most photographed, most
paragraphed deb of the season,
and he admired the way she
worked at it.

The thought of marrying her
did not then occur to him, but
now, in her second season, when
he realized that she was not out
for money and titled obscurity
but was preparing for a career
as a public person, the beautiful
idea had come to him.

The hour was propitious. The
recent royal engagement had put
marriage at a premium, and
Chloe’s adventure with the mask-
ed motor bandits, who had chiv-
alrously restored her possessions
because of her sweet face and
endearing manner alone, had just
come out.

Chloe had been ‘too much of
a sport’ to prefer a charge against
the criminals, and had only ‘con-
fessed’ the story to a newspaper-
man after pressure. This risky
business had come off very well,
considering, although Tadema
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had felt it dangerously crude at
the time. He felt instinctively
that an engagement would be a
sound move for both of them.

Chloe saw it, of course. Ta-
dema warmed to her with real
affection when he saw her grave
eyes when he proposed. He was
a little in love, even. It was typi-
cal of him that he should have
done the thing so thoroughly,
once the ulterior motive had been
faced and shelved in the back of
his mind.

He was hurt when she used
the twenty-four hours which she
demanded before giving him an
answer to allow a pet paragraph-
ist to get into print with the
‘rumour,” but he was mollified by
the Press reception.

‘Our great lover.” The man
who understands women.” ‘Real
romance at last.’

At the moment Tadema was
very pleased.

He was so happy, even, that
when a total stranger walked in
upon him—an unheard-of thing
at any time and almost sacrilegi-
ous before a matinee—his smile
did not fade.

The newcomer paused in the
doorway and stared at him dis-
concertingly.

After a moment or two of
this stern scrutiny Tadema's good
humour wavered. He rose to his
feet and was about to make the
obvious inquiry when he sud-
denly recollected where he had
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seen this tall, thick-featured boy
before. The newsreels of the
week had been largely concerned
with the latest air hero, and'al-
though Mr. Gyp Rains, the twen-
ty-year-old boy flier, looked even
younger and more raw when in
colour and the usual three di-
mensions than he had appeared
on the screen, he was neverthe-
less perfectly recognizable.

Quite apart from any little
professional feeling which an old
public favourite' may experience
when faced with a new, Tadema
conceived an instant dislike for
this solemn youngster with the
cold blue eyes who stood in his
dressing-room doorway and re-
garded him so uncompromisingly.

The aviator’s first remark did
not help to dispel his animosity.

“I've come to see you, sir, be-
cause | felt it was my duty and
the only decent thing to do," he
said.

Tadema fell back upon the
particular brand of sarcasm of
which he was a master. “How
very nice of you," he said. “Per-
haps you would sit down and be
as decent and as dutiful as you
can in the few moments which
I have at my disposal.”

Had he said nothing at all he
could hardly have made less im-
pression upon Mr. Rains’s stolid
and bony countenance. The-boy
advanced into the room, placed
himself within a foot of its own-



.er, and recited, still in the same
monotone:

“Chloe did not want me to
tell you, sir, but | realized that
even a man of your age has his
feelings and | thought it was the
only fight thing to do, and so
I’'ve come to warn you. | always
do what | think is right,” he
added with unexpected naivete,
eand Tadema, who had the un-
comfortable impression that he
was back on the stage with the
stock company of his early
youth, caught a glimpse of some-
thing glazed and terrified in the
mntense blue eyes and realized
that he was dealing with a young
man labouring under intense ex-
citement.

But he had no time for any
ofeelings Mr. Gyp Rains might
have been imperfectly concealing.
-He had heard the name ‘Chloe,’
and a great fear had descended
upon him.

“Perhaps you’d better explain
a little more fully,” he said.
“What’s all this about?”

Beads of sweat appeared upon
the younger man's forehead and
his naturally vivid colour had
- heightened.

“It’s a secret,” he said. “Chloe
and | are to be married. We’ve
fallen in love and we’re going to
elope. | start on my big flight to-
morrow night and she’s coming
with me. They’ll find her at the
first stop in Athens, of course,
and | don’t suppose they’ll let

her go on, but we’re getting mar-
ried late to-morrow; so you see
it’ll be all above-board.”

Is L}

Had his revelations been less
sensational Tadema might have
been alarmed for his visitor’s
immediate health. The youngster
was breathing stertorously, and
this, combined with his sweating
forehead, unwavering blue eyes,
and complete lack of expression,
made a somewhat alarming spec-
tacle.

But the actor had other more
personal matters to consider. He
sank into his chair, ignoring this
time the subconscious warning.

“Are you talking about Chloe
Staratt?”

“Of course,” Mr. Gyp Rains
seemed to regard the question as
surprisingly unnecessary.

“l see,” said Tadema with aw-
ful solemnity. “I sec. And what
do you intend me to do about
it?”

For the first time during the
interview Gyp Rainss face
changed. His eyebrows rose. His
eyes became round and foolish.

“What can you do?” he said.
“I only came to tell you.”

Tadema’s mouth opened but
no sound came.

Mr. Rains continued. “I’ve
only told you,” he said gently,
*“pecause | did not think it was
the decent thing not to. You
can’t do anything because we’re
in love. You see that, dont

33



you?”

mlhe final question was put
gently. There was no threat in it,
mnd as such it was completely
unanswerable.

“Look here, my boy —” Ta-
dema was clutching wildly at
straws, “l don't want to appear
offensive, but you dont think
that something Lady Chloe may
have said may have given you a
wrong impression? | mean —”

“Oh, no.” The shining counte-
nance was blank as ever. “I
brought this along. She couldn’t
keep it very well, could she? She
saw that as soon as | put it to
her.”

And, advancing toward the
dressing-table, he set down
amongst the grease-paint the
very large and expensive dia-
mond-and-platinum ring which
Sir Geoffrey had chosen only a
few weeks before and had paid
for but a few days previously.

There was a long and difficult
pause. Mr. Gyp Rains braced
himself for the final -efforts.
“Both Chloe and 1 rely upon
your decency, sir. We know you
won’t give us away. Chloe’s
afraid of trouble with her father,
you see, and so far, you are the
only person in the know. You
won’t let us down, will you? I
know that.”

And, having dropped his
bombshell, Mr. Gyp Rains, lone
boy flier and latest darling of the
air-minded British public, smiled
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kindly at Sir Geoffrey Tadema
and walked stolidly,out of the
dressing-room, a ridiculous, hu-
mourless, and unconquerable fig-
ure.

Tadema acted the big scene
silently by himself for perhaps
two minutes. He paced the floor,
he looked at the ring, he peered
at himself in the mirror, he
threw the ring away, picked it
up again, put it in his pocket,
shrugged his shoulders, wiped his
eyes, and went through every
pantomime which the most ex-
acting producer could have de-
sired.

And then, having reacted in
this perfectly normal way, he
pulled himself up abruptly and
began to think. There were many
words  which fitly described
Chloe, but he was not the man
to fall to cursing. Behind his fury
there was a quiet part of his
mind which could almost admire
her. As a piece of publicity it
was superb — the discovery in
Athens, the secret marriage, and
that stolid, love-besotted boy to
back her up. There was a story
to delight the most blase of jour-
nalists.

It was while he was visualizing
this flux of newsprint that he
suddenly saw his own name; A
wave of hot blood rose up in his
throat and passed over his head,
so that his aairs tingled. He saw
himself d dated, saw his care-



fully built-up personality blown
away in idle sheets down a dusty
road. This would be the end of
him. This would be disaster—
the beautiful, romantic figure
drowned in tears of pity if not
derision.

He bounded to his feet again.
Something had got to be done.
‘Yes, by God! something had got
to be done, and how much time
had he?

The call-boy knocked timidly
at his door.

“Five minutes, Sir Geoffrey.
Curtain’s up.”

There are times when the mind
panics, moments when the imag-
ination takes the bit between its
teeth and carries a man headlong
through vasty avenues of night-
mare much more vivid than ac-
tual experience, hampered by
mime and the hour, can ever hope
to be.

In the intervals of the worst
performance of his life Tadema
dived through the whole gamut
of human humiliation. He heard
mhimself pitied and derided, heard
his age discussed and fixed at an
erroneous sixty-five, saw his pe-
rennial youth withered and his
beautiful facade torn down to
reveal a travesty of himself, ten
times more false than any illusion
of the past.

Even in his saner moments,
vwhen he regarded the situation
coldly, the prospect of being

publicly jilted by Chloe for a
younger, wuder-known man was
not inviting, to say the least of it.

To do him justice, he had very
little thought of retaliation as
such. His mind was completely
taken up with self-protective
projects.

Even so, his immediate plan
of campaign was most difficult
to decide, and there was the vital
question of time. When had the
insufferable young lout said they
intended to elope? To-morrow
night? Tadema paused in the
middle of the repudiation scene
in the second act and stared
glassily at Miss Miller, who
played the girl.

She gave him his cue and an
apprehensive glance under her
lashes. It was not like the old
man to lunch unwisely. She
hoped devoutly that he was not
going to have a stroke.

By the middle of the third act
Tadema had it all worked out.
If Chloe Was going to elope the
following day she would be dis-
covered in Athens the next morn-
ing and would make the evening
papers of the same day. That
gave him only until to-morrow to
set up a counterblast, only until
to-morrow to get into print him-
self with .a sensation which would
make her effort an anti-climax.

His mind revolved feverishly.
To-day was Tuesday, Therefore
Chloe would strike the headlines
on Thursday evening. That gave
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" him Wednesday night’s press and
the Thursday’s morning papers
to get his blow in first. It could
be done. It was just possible if
one acted promptly.

There was only one vital ques-
tion to be settled. What on earth
could he do? Tadema was des-
perate.

He dismissed his dresser and
stood staring through the minute
window of his dressing-room at
the roofs and spires of London,
deep blue in the evening light.

At length he turned slowly
away and switched on the lights.
He had decided on the first step.
Where it was going to lead him
he had no idea, but like all true
artists he trusted to his instinct
and prepared for action.

The inspiration for the second
move would come, he did not
doubt. Necessity, the proverbial
mother, should provide.

Having committed himself to
the undertaking, he went about
his preparations with artistry and
dispatch. The nondescript grey
suit taken down from the peg in
the big store where no one rec-
ognized him, since no one ex-
pected him, fitted well enough
to look comfortable. The soft
shirt with two collars was equal-
ly unarresting, as were the brown
shoes, socks, tie, and even under-
wear—Tadema was justly fa-
mous in theatrical circles for his
passion for detail—which he col-
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lected on his journey throughout
the shop.

At a minute before six o’clock
he walked out of the store, a
half-dozen or so blue packages
stowed away in a neat brown
suitcase.

Fifteen minutes later the
cloakroom of Tottenham Court
Road Tube Station received the
case and Tadema taxied home to
his Mayfair flat to brthe and
dine before returning to the thea-
tre for the evening performance.
He was not exactly happy, but
he experienced that curious sense
of elation which comes to those
about to take a desperate plunge.

The discovery that Sharper, his
old-maidish and inappropriately-
named man, had let Lessington
into the study to wait for him
was an unexpected blow. Les-
sington was a plump, bald, forty-
ish person whose early effemin-
acy had grown into effeteness. If
his plays had not been so com-
petent Tadema could not have
tolerated him. As it was he frat-
ernized with him but grudgingly.

Lessington was in form. Aperi-
tif in hand, he posed before the
fire and just had to tell old Taddy
the perfectly marvellous notion
he had just had for the new
show.

“Of course | shall put it over,”
said Lessington. He spoke with
assurance, and Tadema reflected
bitterly that he would.

“Splendid, my dear fellow,



splendid!” said Tadema with
great heartiness, since a warning
voice in the back of his mind
bade him behave normally. If
anyone should guess there was
anything unusual afoot the whole
strength of his project would be
ruined.

He got rid of Lessington only
when dinner was over and he
was departing for the theatre.
Conversation had been a great
strain, but he had weathered it.
Lessington, he knew, would now
be prepared to swear that dear
old Taddy had been completely
himself and to report that they
had spent a very happy hour dis-
cussing a new play.

Back at the theatre Tadema
put on a very careful perform-
ance. The relieved Miss Miller
found the Old Man in the best
of humours. He accepted a sup-
per invitation for midnight and
agreed to give a magazine cor-
respondent an interview after the
show.

As the time wore on he was
conscious of a growing nervous-
ness, but he had made up his
mind and in the interval before
the third act he wandered into
De Lara’s room and stood chat-
ting with the ‘heavy’ for a minute
or so.

Paul Ritchie, his own under-
study, who shared the dressing-
room. was lounging disconsolate-
ly in his corner, he saw, but the
young actor said afterward that

the Old Man never once looked
in his direction after the first
affable nod.

After leaving De Lara, Ta-
dema, who was wearing the strik-
ing pin-stripe suit in which he
appeared in the third act, was
seen by Lottie Queen, the ‘heavy’
woman, on the staircase leading
up to the roof. He smiled at her,
graciously congratulating her on
her performance, and passed on.
It went through the old lady’s
mind that it was odd that he
should be wandering about the
theatre when time was getting on,
but it was a habit of the com-
pany to wander up to the flat
roof when the weather was close
and she thought no more of the
incident just then.

An electrician observed him
higher up on the staircase imme-
diately below the roof, but the
man said no word passed, and
that was all the evidence the
united company could supply
when the inquiry was instituted.

At the moment when Tadema
stepped out upon the dark roof,
the dizzy lights of the City below
him. he was trembling with ex-
citement. but he realized that he
had very little time and moved
swiftly, stepping daintily across
the leads to the desolate collec-
tion of builders' debris which he
had observed there earlier in the
week and the recollection of
which had given him his idea.

The Gresham Theatre was an
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old-fashioned building whose ro-
coco parapet was barely four feet
away from its nearest neighbour,
the Ever-Safe Insurance Com-
pany's premises. At one particu-
lar point a younger man might
have sprung from one roof to
the other, but Tadema preferred
the plank. Pulling it out from
beneath the laths and folded
sacks he pushed it into position
and prepared to climb across.

It was a risky proceeding for
a man of his years and unathletic
habits, and it is possible that had
he seriously considered the phys-
ical side of the venture his nerve
might have failed him.

As it was, however, his
thoughts were occupied only by
the other aspect of the plan, the
enormity of it, the courage, the
complete ruthlessness. It took
his breath away. To walk out of
the theatre in costume in the
midst of the play! To go on to
the roof and thence to — dis-
appear! Told of any man it would
be a piquant story, like the be-
ginning of a mystery yarn, but
when tire man was Tadema—
oh, the headlines would be large
and the wind would seep out of
Chloc’s sails! Would she start,
even? Sir Geoffrey doubted it.

He stepped on to the insurance
company’s leads and thrust the
plank back sharply. It clattered
on to the theatre roof so noisily
that for a moment he was afraid.
Discovery at this juncture would
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be disastrous. But there was no
untoward sound from below, and
he went on.

: The fire escape descended into
a narrow alley behind the build-
ing. As Tadema went down the
spidery stair a new cause for
alarm confronted him. London is
a crowded city, and the ever-
watchful police are suspicious of
shadowy figures on the fire es-
capes of dark buildings. An ar-
rest, or even an inquiry, would
be too embarrassing even to
contemplate.

Sir Geoffrey reached the pave-
ment white with apprehension.
He went unchallenged, however,
and sped through the darker
streets toward Tottenham Court
Road.

For the next half-hour his
mind was taken up completely
with technical details. It is a sim-
ple thing to plan to change one’s
clothes, and with them one’s per-
sonality, in the toilet room of a
large and crowded station, but it
is a surprisingly complicated
project to carry through. Sir
Geoffrey had completely over-
looked the hampering qualities
of a sense of guilt.

In spite of these unexpected
difficulties, however, his meta-
morphosis was remarkably suc-
cessful. One does not dress up
and pretend to be somebody else
practically every night of one’s
professional life without becom-



jng.aa adept at the art, and at
twenty minutes to eleven, when
Paul Ritchie was ploughing
through the last act, at the Gresh-
am, a mild-looking provincial
.gentleman walked on to Liver-
pool.. Street Station, a newish
portmanteau in his hand.

This stranger bore a superficial
resemblance to the debonair Sir
Geoffrey, it is true, but none of
the weary passengers on the great
dirty station glanced at the neat
grey-suited figure with any sort
of recognition.

Tadema himself was gradually
getting the feel of his part. As he
became increasingly aware of his
safety he experienced a new sen-
sation. He felt free. He had fifty
pounds in cash on him in an en-
velope — all he had dared to
collect without leaving traces of
flight, His watch, studs, wallet,
and a letter or two were still in
the clpthes he had worn on leav-
ing the theatre which were now
stowed away in the case in hand.
He felt light and irresponsible,
salmost as though he had really
m\\alked out of life as cleanly and
as mysteriously as the world must
soon believe.

He glanced at the station
clock. His train, the" Yarmouth
Mail, left in thirty-five minutes.
Why he had chosen Yarmouth he
mdid not know, save that it was
’itla fair distance from London
and was on the coast: He had
no 'definite’ plan in his- head as

yet,,.but,he relied upon the long
slow journey to bring counsel.
The first, and most important step
had been taken and Chloe had
been passed at the post. That
was the main thing, and the rest,

.he thought superbly, would come.

The suitcase, and its contents,
must be disposed of to the best
possible advantage. Obviousness
dictated the coast. Hence Yar-
mouth, since Brighton v/ould
have been ridiculous. But all that
was yet to be arranged. Inspira-
tion would arrive.

Tadema smiled, and the man
who had been watching him so
intently for the past ten minutes
from the other side of the plat-
form moved a little nearer.

Duds Wallace walked round
Tadema, eyeing him covertly.
The height was okay, he decided.
So were the shoulders. And there
was about the same room round
the waist. But above all the style
was right, and, in Duds's opin-
ion. style was the ticket.

With a certain department in
Scotland Yard where minor crim-
inals are regarded with complete
understanding, Duds Wallace was
something of a pet and a curios-
ity. He was unique. His tong
criminal record, which comprised
some sixteen convictions, related
an odd history of misdemeanour
and proved conclusively that
whatever other qualities Mr.
Wallace might have possessed the
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gods had not made him versatile.
His programme was always the
same. Whenever his somewhat
finicky taste dictated that he re-
quired a new outfit, he stole a
suitcase.

This in itself was sufficiently
unenterprising, but he carried his
orthodoxy a step further. Invari-
ably he stole a suitcase from a
railway station, and — invariably
this was the hallmark of a Wal-
lace activity — his victim was a
man who closely resembled him-
self in build, colouring, and a
quiet, inexpensive taste.

At the moment, Mr. Wallace,
whose sartorial ambitions alone
seemed to lead him into wrong-
doing, was downright ashamed of
his appearance. His sharp brown
eyes rested wistfully on Tadema’s
substantial portmanteau. There
was a suit in that: he would bet
on it; a suit, shirts, pyjamas, and,
with luck, a pair of shoes.

He glanced at the actor-man-
ager’s feet and those decent
brown shoes with the round toes
swept away his last remnants of
doubt.

Having made up his mind,
Duds followed his routine closely.
When the train came into the
main platform Tadema selected
an empty third-class compart-
ment, placed his bag on the cor-
ner seat to reserve it, and, as
his watcher confidently expected,
stepped out on to the platform
again and wandered off to look
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<for a paper.

As soon as he was lost to sight,
Duds entered a second empty
third, a little lower down the
train. Instead of sitting down he
passed on into the corridor and
wandered up to Tadema’s com-
partment. His casual manner was
excellent. He gripped the suitcase
with just the right familiarity and
carried it out into the corridor.

As he passed on down the
train he glanced into each car-
riage enquiringly as he went by.
Tadema was nowhere to be seen.
It was really very simple.

When Mr. Wallace reached the
end of the train, which had
pulled into the shadow of the
passenger bridge, he walked out
of the last compartment, passed
through the main booking hall
and, turning up the dark hill,
melted quietly into the street.

Tadema discovered his loss
when it was too late to do any-
thing about it. Irritated and dis-
consolate, he threw himself down
in a corner seat and glowered.
Apart from the normal sense of
insult which invariably comes to
one on discovering that the mis-
fortunes which seem so natural
in others should have at last
overtaken oneself, Tadema felt
he had a special grievance. With-
out his clothes there was really
no point in his going to the coast
at all, yet here he was entrained
for Yarmouth, of all places. The



very foundation of the plan he
had intended to evolve upon this
journey was removed. Moreover,
"he could have no redreSs for the
"loss of his property. In the cir-
cumstances ,he could hardly go
to the police. It was' all very ex-
asperating, and augured, he
:could not help feeling, bad luck
t6 the venture.

He reviewed his position
gloomily. If things were not go-
ing to go right they were going
to go very badly indeed. How-
ever, he comforted himself with
the thought of the sensation in
the morrow’s papers and, after
some moments of happy, contem-
plation, some of his old confi-
dence 'returned and he leant

. back, content to wait for inspira-
tion to arrive. Something, no
doubt, would turn up. He slept.

He awoke with a start at one
fninute to four in the morning
to'find himself bundled out on to
a dark and clammily cold railway
station, without overcoat or lug-
gage. He looked about him. No
provincial town is at its best at
four o’clock on an autumn morn-
ing. Tadema did not know the
place and did not particularly
want to. His best plan, he de-
cided, was to leave Yarmouth.
He consulted a weary porter.

,  “First train, sir? Where for,
sir?” ..

“Anywhere,”,
recklessly.

said, Tadema
“The first train to

leave this station.”

The nian looked at him curi-
ously and replied that there ‘whs
ti Slow branch-line train leaving
"in an hour.

“Take you to Esbury, Lessing,
"and Saffronden,” he concluded.

Saffronden. The name struck
a.familiar note in Tadema’s mem-
‘ory. There was a theatre in Saf-
fronden, or rather, there had
been once a theatre there: the
"Theatre Royal, a little dark house
with a smell. The old ‘Hearts
‘Afire> company under Benny
Fancy had played there for a
week way back in 190—. Ta-
dema forgot the year.

Another memory returned to
him. ft was vety vague, but it
conjured up a sensation of
warmth and stuffiness and amuse-
ment. It was a joke, he fancied,
and something to do with cocoa,
of ail things; something excru-
ciatingly funny to do with cocoa.
He brightened up.

“Il go to Saffronden,” he
said, adding abruptly as he re-
turned to the temporarily forgot-
ten porter: “There’s a bookstall
there, isn’t there? What time do
the morning papers arrive?”

Both bewildered replies hav-
ing proved satisfactory, Tadema
the fugitive entered the Saffron-
den train.

He was waiting on Saffronden
tStation when the, papers arrived,
and he pounced upon a copy of
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the Sun and turned the pages
over feverishly.

At first he thought he was not
mentioned at all and a feeling
of bewilderment passed over him.
It was not until the third time
that he searched the paper that
he found the small paragraph
tucked away at the bottom of
the page.

‘Famous Actor’s Indisposition.
Sir Geoffrey Tadema, the well-
known actor-manager, was forc-
ed by indisposition to retire from
the cast of Lovers’ Meeting, now
enjoying a successful run at the
Gresham. Sir Geoffrey’s part in
the third act was played by his
understudy, Paul Ritchie. Sir
Geoffrey is confidently expected
to return to his role at this eve-
ning’s performance.’

Tadema swore softly under
his breath. What an idiot Went-
worth was! As a business man-
ager he was intelligent and eco-
nomical, but in an emergency he
always did the wrong thing. If
only tire fool knew it, he was
wasting precious time. He’d have
to rely on the evening papers.
The lunatic would be sure to do
something by that time.

Tadema could not repress a
schoolboyish chuckle at the spec-
tacle. “Dashing about like a de-
mented hen,” he said to himself
as he walked down the winding
hill from the station into the
main road of the town, which
had miraculously become much
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smaller and sleepier than he re-
membered it.

But by the time he was break-
fasting in the seedy commercial
room of the ‘Red Lion’ his trepi-
dation had returned. Time was
so very short. By this time to-
morrow Chloe would be well on
her way to Athens and a few
hours later the wires would be
buzzing.

He was beside himself with
impatience and a growing sense
of impotence in the matter.
There was nothing he could pos-
sibly do to speed things up. He
had relied upon the morning
newspaper to give him a lead.
Whatever he did, it had to be
good.

By the end of breakfast he had
decided to wait. Nothing could
be done at the moment; so much
was painfully obvious.

By paying in advance and
sending out for a suit of pyjamas,
Tadema dispelled any doubts
which the clerk at the ‘Red Lion’
might have entertained concern-
ing him, and, having bathed and
shaved, he retired to bed, leaving
instructions that he was to be
called with tea and an evening
paper so soon as that sheet
should have arrived.

He lay awake for some time,
fuming at Wentworth and worry-
ing over his predicament, but his
night’s journey had been long and
uncomfortable in spite of his
doze in the train, and he dropped



off into a fitful sleep.

However, he was awake and
pacing up and down the room
in pyjamas and a bed quilt when
the chambermaid arrived. The
girl set down the tray and would
have spoken, but Tadema had
pounced upon the folded paper
and she went out again huffily.

Right across the front page
and surmounting a large photo-
graph of himself were the words:

Tragic Death Of Famous
Actor

The double-column headlines
told more.

M ysterious Disappearance
From Roof In Midst Of Play

Death This Morning In Trag-
ic Circumstances
Dies In Stage Clothes

Early this morning a man was
knocked down and terribly mu-
tilated by an L. C. C. tram in the
Gray's Inn Road. From papers
in his pocket the police discov-
ered him to be the famous stage
actor, Sir Geoffrey Tadema. Sub-
sequent inquiries at Sir Geoffrey's
flat proved that the actor-man-
ager had not been seen by any
of his associates since the
interval after the second act of
Lovers’ Meeting at the Gresham
Theatre last night, when he was

seen by Miss Lottie Queen going
up on the roof of the theatre.

‘When Sir Geoffrey’s body was
found it was clad in the clothes
which he wore in the third act
of the piece. His friends can give
no explanation for the tragedy.
‘He was in the best of humours
when | saw him last night,” said
Mr. Lessington, the playwright,
on the ’phone this morning. ‘I
cannot understand it.’

‘Mr. Henry Sharper, Sir Geof-
frey’s valet, broke down at the
mortuary where he was taken to
identify the body. He fainted
when he saw his master’s corpse,
and has been taken home to rela-
tives suffering from shock.

‘A summary of Sir Geoffrey’s
career is given on page 5.’

Tadema let the paper drop
from his hand. His eyes were
glazed, and the expression upon
his face was mainly pathetic.

“Well, I — I'm damned,” he
said aloud, and added as a gleam
of intelligence returned to his
blue eyes: “l am, too.”

Tragic death. Tadema sat on
the edge of his bed in his new
pyjamas and re-read the words
until they became meaningless
and afterward horribly clear
again. He was, of course, com-
pletely unaware of the existence,
or rather pre-existence, of Duds
Wallace, that luckless seeker af-
ter sartorial correctness who, clad
in all the glory of the pinstripe
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suit, had blundered blindly into
a tram on the way to air his
plumage.

But it was obvious that some
disaster must have occurred.' Ta-
dema read every word the paper
had printed about himself, and
there were a great many, and
then, with disaster weighing
numbly upon him, he dressed
carefully and went downstairs.

He collected the other papers
and carried them off to his room.
They had the same story, of
course, but with a few added de-
tails.

There was only one mention
of Chloe. The Trumpeter observ-
ed that Sir Geoffrey's financee,
Lady Chloe Staratt, was out of
London.

“Thinking out some way of
cashing in on the story,” thought
Tadema grimly. “Or, more likely,
trying to prevent the young flying
lout from blethering his side of
the affair.”

For the first time a faint smile
passed over the actor’s lips.
Chloe was frustrated all right;
temporarily rendered speechless,
it seemed.

Flis enjoyment in this aspect
of the affair was short-lived as
his owm position became pain-
fully apparent. As far as public-
ity was concerned he had cer-
tainly scored heavily. His name
and prowess filled all three pa-
pers, but what of the future?
What could .he do? What on
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earth could he do? How could
he return without providing the
greatest anticlimax of all time?

He toyed with the idea of
simply walking back into his part
and meeting the subsequent in-
quiry with a more or less plaus-
ible story. That would be a sen-
sational course, in all conscience,
and would serve his purpose very
Well unless Chloe eloped. And she
would: he knew it instinctively.
Chloe would elope and people
would draw the inevitable and,
unfortunately, true conclusions.

The only way to prevent her
going off and marrying someone
else immediately was for him to
remain dead. If he remained
dead, how could he ever resur-
rect himself? How could he ever
explain why he had allowed some
unknown man to be buried in his
stead?

He wandered out into the
town. Some of the passers-by
glanced at the stranger in their
midst with the mild interest of
country folk, and Tadema might
have been alarmed for the safety
of his incognito had he cared
about it. Fortunately, or unfor-
tunately, he was perfectly safe.
The carefully taken studio por-
traits reproduced in the news-
papers showed a man twenty
years younger, with darker eyes
and deeper and more interesting
shadows than this pale, worried-
looking middle-aged gentleman



who hurried along so fast and
yet, had they only known it, so
aimlessly.

As far as the man in the street
was concerned, Sir Geoffrey Ta-
dema was dead.

The queue outside the pit im-
peded his progress, and finally
pulled him up. He stood staring
at the shabby old theatre for a
moment with the first interest he
had shown in externals since the
advent of the evening papers.
The Theatre Royal was on its
last legs, or at least its plaster
pillars were crumbling. Tadema
was shocked. A genteel shabbi-
ness it had always possessed, be-
sides, its characteristic smell, but
ip the old days it had never look-
ed like this. To Tadema the
Theatre Royal, Saffronden, look-
ed like some depraved and leer-
ing old harridan clad in filthy
finery, all the more depressing
because he had known her in her
better days.

The Chasberg Stock Company
was playing there, he gathered
from the bills. The piece that
week was Beggar’s Choice, and
the highest price of admission
fiye-and-nine.

Tadema took a box.

He remembered the play as
soon as the curtain rose. It was
an ancient melodrama about a
race-horse, an impoverished lord,
and the inevitable Lady Mary.
He had played in it himself many
times in the old days.

He almost enjoyed it. The con-
templation of the past at least
took his mind off the horror of
the present.

Seated well back among the
dusty crimson curtains, the pun-
gent camphory smell tingling in
his nostrils, he looked down at
the shabby old stage and remem-,
bered with a hint of sadness
something he had long forgotten,
the excitement of these early
days. Tadema, already extremely
sorry for himself, nearly wept
when he remembered how long
ago it all was.

He had been watching the
Lady Mary for some minutes be-
fore he recognized her. It was a
trick of her voice which finally
caught his attention and made
him lean forward in the box and
peer more closely at her face. She
was older, of course — far too
old for the part. Tadema could
not remember her name, but her
voice was familiar, and she had
a way of turning her head and
smiling that came back to him.

He could not see his pro-
gramme, and relied upon his
memory. What was the woman’s
name? Chrissie something, he
was inclined to think, and they
had travelled together. It must
have been in the old repertoire
days.

She had improved, he thought
suddenly. That was it; in the old
days she had been appalling.
Appalling and rather sweet. She
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was still pretty enough, if it came
to that, in spite of her figure
settling and her hair looking a
bit old-fashioned and not so
bright.

Tadema closed his eyes and
delved back into the past. The
voices on the stage helped him
considerably. He remembered
whole sequences, and there was
one scene on the steps of a hotel
just off the racecourse which re-
turned so vividly to his mind that
he sat up abruptly. That was it!
Her name was Chrissie, and they
must have played this part to-
gether at some time in the past;

It wasn’t such a coincidence,
if one thought of it. He had
played in the provinces for fif-
teen years, and there must have
been a great many actresses who
claimed to have played with Ta-
dema. Some of them Sir Geof-
frey could remember much more
clearly. This woman was only a
vague memory; But he knew her.
Her name was Chrissie some-
thing, and she had been rather
sweet. It had been very long ago,
he decided; in his early years.
He didnt think there had been
the ghost of an affair. If there
had he would have remembered.

He turned his attention to the
stage. Whole scenes, he realized,
were  modern interpolations.
Much of the bravura had been
dropped. It was all very interest-
ing.
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When the lights of the first in-
terval went up he looked at his
programme. “Lady Mary . . .,
Miss Chrissie Dilling.” Chrissie
Dilling; that was the name. How
could a woman have gone
through a lifetime of leading
ladyship with a name like that?

He was debating whether to
send his card round, and had
indeed half decided to when he
remembered his predicament
with a start and the whole dread-
ful business poured back into his
mind. He did not go out of the
theatre, however, but sat there
till the curtain rose again. At
least he was hidden, and inspira-
tion must surely come in time.

Fortunately for him, the sec-
ond act opened with a scene in
an attic room which he remem-
bered. The words came back to
him so clearly that he was irri-
tated by the rather hopeless boy-
playing the part when his inflec-

tions and interpretations were
unfamiliar.

Chrissie had improved! She
was almost good, in an old-

fashioned way. Not West-End
standard, of course, but first-
class for the provinces. She held
the audience, too. They loved
her.

Something else returned to Ta-
dema’s memory. He heard Chris-
sie complaining that someone al-
ways struck a match in her big
scenes and it put her off. Always
at the most dramatic part that



little pin-point of light out in the
dark audience would catch her
eye, telling her that there was
someone whose attention she was
not holding.

Softly, and feeling indescrib-
ably guilty, Tadema drew a box
from his pocket. He waited for
the right moment and struck the
match. He was leaning forward,
and the flickering light caught
his face, accentuating the hollows
and darkening the eyes.

Miss Dilling wavered, her
glance rested on the box. and
then, with a little shrill cry, she
clasped her hand over her heart.

Tadema started back in his
box. He did not see her gallant
recovery, did not see her strug-
gling on with the scene. The only
thought in his mind was one of
intense excitement, and, curiously
enough, of relief. He was alive.
The secret was out: whatever
disaster might accompany the
revelation, he was alive again.
Somebody knew it. He slipped
out of the box and hurried round
to the stage door.

He was sitting in the dressing-
room when she came in from the
stage, still a little pale under her
make-up. Tadema rose and gal-
lantly held out his hands.

“Why, Chrissie!” he said.

The woman stared at him. and
for an uncomfortable moment
he thought that she was going to
faint. Stock Company actresses
are more or less inured to shock,

however, and Miss Dilling re-
vived.

“Well, Geoff,” she said, and
added awkwardly after a pause,
“1 was only thinking of you this
evening.”

As soon as the words left her
mouth she bit her lower lip
sharply and regarded him apolo-
getically with round eyes.

Tadema remembered the trick.
He remembered the eyes, too,
and it occurrd to him again that
there must have been some sort
of little romance here: nothing
serious; just a boy-and-girl flirta-
tion perhaps. She was several
years younger than himself; ten,
perhaps — he was not sure.

Miss Dilling continued to
stare. “Well, 1 don't know what
to say, I’'m sure,” she said at last.
“The papers are wrong, of
course.”

Sir Geoffrey felt suddenly at
ease. His brief experience as an
unimportant, not to say practi-
cally nonexistent, person had
told upon him subconsciously,
and the relief at finding himself
once more a personage was tre-
mendous.

“Well, naturally,” he murmur-
ed, smiling at her and sinking
down once again into the uncom-
fortable basket chair. “There's
been some silly mistake. T must
put things right in a day or so.
Meanwhile, this is very pleasant,
Chrissie.” m

Miss Dilling blinked, and Ta-
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dema remembered that she had
never been very clever.

“But what happened?” she
ventured timidly. “How did you
get here?”

Tadema leaned forward. “As
a matter of fact, old girl,” he
said, unconsciously slipping back
a decade or even two in his
phrase: “l disappeared. Some-
one pinched my clothes and got
himself smashed up unrecognis-
ably; the idiots think it's me.”

“Disappeared?” echoed Miss
Dilling. “Why, Geoffrey, what-
ever for?”

“Strain,” said Tadema, who
was always more inventive before
an audience. “My dear girl, the
strain and the worry of that
West-End work — show after
show, expenses running on and
people badgering one for jobs! I
couldn’t stand it. I felt 1 must
get away or go mad. So | walked
out.”

Miss Dilling raised her head
and met his eyes. So easily she
could have said: “From the roof
of the house in the middle of the
show?” or even: “That's a nice
yarn to tell anybody.” Either re-
mark would have been disas-
trous. But Miss Dilling was a
rare person.

“You poor boy,” said Miss
Dilling.

Presently, when a girl arrived
with the modest glass of stout
which she always took after the
second act for her health’s sake,
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she insisted that Tadema swallow
it.

Since he had eaten no food
all day he was very grateful.

“Look here, Chrissie,” he said
when her call came, “Til go in
front again but I'll look round
after the show. We might have
a little supper together at the
‘Red Lion.” I'm staying there.
What do you say?”

Miss Dilling flushed. “That
would be very nice,” she said.

“You'll keep my secret, won’t
you?” Either the stout or the
unusualness of the whole adven-
ture was stimulating Sir Geof-
frey's mercurial temperament.

“Of course | will!” She was
laughing. She really was extraor-
dinarily well preserved. “Oh, I
must fly. After the show, then.”

Miss Dilling was gone. Ta-
dema went back to the box.

Chrissie’s performance was
not quite so good in the third
act. She was excited and her
mannerisms were accentuated.
She reminded Tadema strongly
of herself in the old days. Chris-
sie Dilling was still, in spite of
years of the most disappointing,
soul-wearying work in the world,
rather sweet and nice.

She was also very human, so
that if she confided her thrilling
secret to Mr. Katz, the stage
manager, she was not altogether
to blame.

Mr. Katz did not believe her,
but he was loth to let any oppor-



tunity of pleasing Mr. Lewis, the
manager, go by, for Mr. Lewis
had the ear of Mr. Chasberg
himself.

Tadema was actually waiting
just inside the stage door when
Miss Dilling came out. As he
helped her into one of the few
cabs which Saffronden possessed
he was so engrossed that he did
not see Mr. Lewis, who was so
smart that his friends thought
him wasted in the provinces,
watching him from the stage-
doorkeeper’s window with a
thoughtful and introspective eye.

The morning papers published
a fresh Tadema sensation. Lady
Chloe Staratt had been led by
an apparently friendly Sun re-
porter into an admission that her
engagement to Sir Geoffrey had
been broken off on the morning
of his disappearance, but where-
as the weeping, broken-hearted
Chloe might have made a pretty
enough picture to grace any sub-
urban breakfast table, it was con-
siderably marred by an independ-
ent statement by Mr. Gyp Rains
in the same paper to the effect
that his own marriage to Lady
Chloe had been fixed for the
morrow, this announcement be-
ing backed up by the evidence
of a special license.

The Sun, never famed for its
delicacy, published the two stor-
ies one after the other and the
report of the inquest in the next

column.

Since the coroner’s jury
brought in a verdict of ‘Death
by misadventure’ and vetoed ab-
solutely any question of delibera-
tion, the combined effect of the
three stories was unfortunate as
far as Chloe was concerned.

Tadema, reading the paper
over his breakfast in the hotel
lounge, was almost sorry for her.

Most of his sympathy, how-
ever, he reserved for himself.
The morning’s news had brought
him no respite. He was still a
dead man, and to revive with
honour looked like proving an
impossibility.

He had just decided to lie low
for another forty-eight hours at
least, until opportunity if not
sheer necessity drove him to ac-
tion, when Miss Dilling arrived.
Tadema was pleased to see her,
but only mildly so. By morning
light she looked most of her age
and her clothes were painfully
provincial. However, her smile
was friendly and admiring.

She came out with her request
immediately, her eyes meeting
his anxiously. She hardly dared
to suggest it, but Derek Fayre,
her leading man, was really too
ill to play and Mr. Lewis was
so worried. The incognito would
be preserved, of course. No one
knew. She had simply spoken of
him as an actor friend, and that
had given Mr. Lewis the idea.
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After all, they had done the show
so many times in the past. It
would be like old times. Would
he? Would he? Dare she ask?

The idea appealed to Tadema
from the moment it was present-
ed to him. It is possible, of
course, that he might have smelt
a rat if anyone but Chrissie Dill-
ing had put the thing up to him.
But she was so patently without
second motive, so obviously anx-
ious only to play at old times
again. All women were senti-
mental, Tadema thought private-
ly; all except that hussy Chloe.

Over supper the previous eve-
ning he had asked Chrissie why
she had never married. Her reply
had been heartbreaking.

“Oh, you know how it is,” she
had said, wrinkling her nose at
him. “First, it’s a career. After-
ward, there’s no one round the
theatre quite good enough. And
then — you just don’t.”

Poor old Chrissie, with her
ladylikeness, her stout for her
strength’s sake, her old-fashioned
sophistication that was sophisti-
cation no more. She just hadn’t.

He went to rehearsal with her
like a lamb. He had a glorious
time. Every nervous criticism put
in by the breathless Mr. Katz
for verisimilitude’s sweet sake
amused and delighted him.
Things which would have ren-
dered him speechless in his own
theatre here struck him as being
funny, and the old play came
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back easily. Right words, wrong
words, delicious gags, they slip-
ped to his tongue and he let him-
self go.

The irony of the situation as
he knew it he found exquisite,
and all the more so since he had
an appreciative audience in Miss
Dilling. Neither of them so much
as thought of Mr. Lewis, which
was perhaps fortunate.

Breathless, laughing, and twen-
ty years younger, Sir Geoffrey
knocked off for lunch. He and
Miss Dilling ate sausage and
drank beer at the Red Lion’ and
reminisced.

Tadema put the world of real-
ity into the back of his mind.
He felt reckless and somehow
slightly truculent. If the world
combined to mock and frustrate
him, at least he was a fine old
trouper still. Yes, by God he
was! And secretly he longed for
the show.

There was an electric atmos-
phere in the Theatre Royal that
night. The whole company was
in a state of whispering hysteria.
Even the seedy orchestra tuned
up its ancient instruments with
a spirited quaver or two and the
audience had got wind of some-
thing in the magical way that
audiences have.

The only two innocent partici-
pants in the comedy were frankly
and engagingly happy. The first
act went with a bang. Tadema
was aware of a large and appre-



dative h~dience, and gave his
best. Tfie! Personality revived in
all its early splendour. Miss Dill-
ing was quite carried away.

No curtain calls till the end
of the show: that was the rule
of the house and it was observed.

Tadema climbed happily out
of mess jacket into hunting pink
and from hunting pink to naval
uniform without a dresser or a
qualm. He romped and gagged
and threw his weight about atro-
ciously, while the provincial
audience, which only asks a little
spirit, rejoiced with him. It was
a glorious night.

When the final moment came
on the steps of the castle (how
fond we were of steps!), and the
lovers were reunited with the
immortal line, ‘Marry me, Mary.
I’'m a man again,” Sir Geoffrey
swung Miss Dilling into his arms
and kissed her in the style of his
predecessors with a sound that
was heard at the back of the
gallery.

That gallery rose, and the
grand, glorious sound of applause
poured sweetly on his head.
Tadema, gallantly leading Miss
Dilling, took the curtain. Not
once or twice, but again and
again they came forward. At last
Dilling fled and Tadema took
the final call alone.

As he stood before the cur-
tain, the lights shot up in the
theatre and he looked around its
dustiness. The crowd was still

applauding and Tadema bowed.
He was superbly happy.

As he raised his head again,
however, he stiffened. Directly in
front of him, in the middle of
the first row, was a boiled shirt,
and above that shirt sat the smug
face of Evans of the Trumpeter.

Tadema, grown old again,
glanced sharply down the line,
his blood chilled. There they
were, all of them: Richardson,
Playfair, Jones—the whole gang.

He walked back through the
curtains, his head held stiffly but
his eyes unfocused, strode
through the sniggering throng
behind the scenes and entered
the little dressing-room at the
end of the corridor.

Miss Dilling, a faded blue robe
over her slip, turned from her
dressing-table and paled before
his expression. He told her what
he thought coldly and all the
more bitterly because of his great
humiliation. Miss Dilling wept.

“l didnt—oh, Geoff, | didn’t.”

“Nobody else knew,” said Ta-
dema. “Do you realize,” he went
on with sudden heat, “that to
get a little publicity for your
paltry little company you’ve sac-
rificed and made a fool of me?
Publicity!”

He laughed rather theatrically,
and would have made his exit on
that word, but they were upon
him like a pack of dogs. They
all swarmed in through the door,
jostling, laughing, eager and con-



tent that the chase was yielding
a kill. They were all there, the
half-dozen that he had seen in
the stalls and more that he had
missed.

Tadema, obscuring the tragic
Miss Dilling, faced them.

“Let’s have the story, Sir
Geoffrey—the whole story. It’ll
take a bit of explaining, you
know.”

That was Richardson, grinning
away like a Barbary ape.

“A remarkable performance,
Tadema. | didnt think you had
it in you.”

Sir Geoffrey had often wanted
to kick Evans, but never more
than now.

“Come, Tadema, was it be-
cause of Lady Chloe? You've
seen the papers, of course. What
poor devil did you lend your
clothes to?”

They were jostling him. hec-
toring him. His mind shuttered.

“We’ll let you down lightly.
It was the engagement, of
course?”

“Gentlemen—" Tadema raised
a protesting hand, “—just a mo-
ment. Just a moment, please.”

The sound of his own voice
gave him confidence. It always
did; it was so absolutely right.

“Since you’ve hunted me out
— | almost said hounded me
down —” the easy, rounded
phrases slipped out softly, *“I
suppose | must tell you the
truth.”
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“l should say so. I'm holding
a wire,” muttered a ybungster,
and was instantly suppressed.

Tadema went smoothly on.
“Lady Chloe Staratt has said
that our engagement was broken
off the day before yesterday.
Lady Chloe is a very sweet and
charming girl, but she is not
quite accurate. Our engagement
was broken off last Sunday —”

“Why? The whole story. We
must have the whole story.”

Tadema shrugged his shoul-
ders and threw out his hands. A
faint smile which was not wholly
assumed played round his lips.

“Even an actor has private
affairs, gentlemen,” he murmur-
ed. “And yet — well — since
you’ve come for the truth —”

Turning swiftly like a con-
juror, he took Miss Dilling’s
quivering hand.

“This is Miss Chrissie Dilling,”
he said simply. “My first love
and my last. This evening she
has honoured me by accepting
the proposal | made her when I
first arrived in this town yester-
day morning.”

He paused for the announce-
ment to sink in, and then, when
he was sure he had all their at-
tention, added superbly and with
great dignity: “Even at my age,
gentlemen, romance is not wholly
dead. There is always one wom-
an — somewhere.”

He watched them scribbling
and his smile widened. Inspira-



tion had arrived.
Chrissig  Billing,
woman, did not speak.

that rare

Some days later Sir Geoffrey
Tadema turned away from the
contemplation of his wedding
presents to glance at the proofs
of an interview which his fiancee
had granted to a woman’s maga-
zine. Chrissie had brought it to
him and now stood at his side

BERLIN SPY MAP

while he ran a pencil along the
lines.

‘Christiana Dilling glanced at
me and 1 thought 1 saw some-
thing very charming in her wist-
ful blue eyes. ‘Of course, | always
hoped he’d come back,” she con-
fessed.’

Tadema lifted the pencil.

“We’ll take out that ‘hoped,’
my dear,” he said, “and put
‘knew.’ It’s better publicity.”

The East German army major presses a button behind the
huge map of Berlin, and ninety little red lights pop on. “These
are the headquarters of every spy organization in West Ber-
lin,” he says, and the foreign visitors, crowded into the room
in the left wing of the Brandenburg Gate, a few yards from
the Berlin Wall, sigh in unison.

He points to one light. This is where the British security
organization has its headquarters. To another. This is the
headquarters of the C.I.LA. To another. From there, French
espionage is directed. The location of the East German equiv-
alent service is of course not pointed out. . . .

He presses another button. The red lights are replaced by
sixty-six yellow lights. These are the headquarters, he says,
of the “German revanchist associations in West Berlin dedi-
cated to carrying out espionage and sabotage.” The visitors
from abroad listen intensely.

How do you attend this lecture?

Simply contact the East German travel office, and you’ll
find yourself listening to the major’s hour and a half long talk
side by side with visitors from England, the United States,
Italy, Argentina, France, Sweden and elsewhere.

Finally you are shown photographs—one of them of an
assortment of cameras, tape recorders, pistols, a radio trans-
mitter, and other necessities in a modern spy-kit. These had
been found at the home of a British agent, the major explains.

Again there is a sigh.

Somewheres in the back of the room, James Bond seems

to chuckle . . .
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should
die
before

wake

by Cornell Woolrich

The little girl that had the
desk in front of mine in 5-A was
named Millie Adams. | don’t re-
member much about her, because
I was only nine then, not going-
on twelve like 1 am now. | only
remember about those three lolli-
pops—the two she got and one
she never got— and how we
never saw her again after that.
Me and all the fellows used to
tease her a lot. Afterwards when
it was too late—I wished we
hadnt. We didn’t tease her be-
cause we had anything against
her, but just because she was a
girl. She had two pigtails hanging
down her back, and | had a lot
of fun dipping them in my ink-
well and sticking chewing-gum on
them. | got kept in plenty for it
too.

| used to follow her around
the schoolyard at noon-recess
pulling them and saying “Ding
ding!” like they were bells. She
used to say, “I’m going to tell a
policeman on you.”

I know of few writers today who can probe delicately into the mind of a
child and then, from that child’s standpoint, tell as haunting a story as
Cornell Woolrich does here... One of the all-time greats in this field,
he needs no introduction to any reader of this magazine...

Copyright 1937 by Cornell Woolrich
Reprinted by permission of the author.
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“Yah!” | hooted, “My father's
a third grade detective—that’s
better than any policeman!”

“Well, then I'll tell a second
grade detective, that better than
a third grade one!”

That stumped me, so | went
home and asked him about it
that night.

He looked over at my mother,
a little uncomfortably. She was
the one answered, before he did.
“Not better,” she told me, “just
a little smarter. Your father’ll be
one, Tommy, about the time he’s
fifty.”

He squirmed, kind of, but he
didn’t say anything.

| said, “I’'m going to be one
too when | grow up.”

She said, “God forbid!” but
she seemed to be talking to my
father more than me. “Never
home on time for meals. Called
mout in the dead of night. Risking
your life, your wife never know-
ing when you'll be carried back
on a stretcher—or not at all.
And for what? A picayune pen-
sion when you’ve given your
youth and strength, and are no
good to them any more!”

It sounded swell to me. He
sort of smiled. “My father was
one before me,” he said. “And
I can remember my mother say-
ing the same thing when | was
Tommy’s age. You can’t stop
him, you may as well get used to
the idea. It’s in the blood.”

“Yes? Well it’s going to come

out of the blood, if I've got to
use the back of a hair-brush to
drive it out!”

Millie Adams, on account of
the way us fellows had teased
her, got in the habit of eating
her lunch in the classroom in-
stead of coming out in the yard.
One day when | was getting
ready to go out with mine, she
opened her tin lunch-box and I
saw this peachy green lollipop
stuck in it. One of the kind that
cost a nickel apiece too, not just
a cent. And green is lime, my
favorite flavor. So | hung around
and tried to make up with her.

“Let’s be friends,” 1 said.
“Where’d you get that?”

“Someone gave it to me,” she
said. “It's a secret.” Girls always
try to tell you that any time you
ask ’em anything.

I knew better than to believe
her. She never had any nickels
for candy, and Mr. Beidermann
down at the candy store wouldn’t
even trust us for one of the penny
kind, much less a five-cent one
like this with wax. paper on it.

“I bet you swiped it!” | said.

“l did not!” she flared. “A
man gave it to me, | tell you!
An awful nice man. He was
standing on the corner when |
was coming to school this morn-
ing. He called me over and took
it out of his pocket and said,
‘Here, little girl, you want some
candy?” He said | was the pretti-
est little girl went by the whole
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time he was standing—"

She covered her mouth with
her hand. “Ooh, | forgot! He
told me not to tell anybody. He
said he wouldn’t gimme any
more if | told anybody.”

“Gimme a lick,” | said, “and
I won’t tell anybody.”

“Cross your heart and swear?”

I would have promised any-
thing to get at it. My mouth was
practically dripping across her
shoulder from in back. So I
crossed my heart and swore.
Once you do that, you can’t ever
tell—especially if your father’s a
third grade detective like mine.
You’re not like other fellows, you
can’t ever break your word, not
even to a dumb thing like a girl.
If you do, you’re a double-
crosser. He told me that and
everything he says is true.

The next day when she open-
ed her lunch-box at noon, there
was an orange one in it. And
orange is my favorite flavor too.
| was right there on the job, be-
lieve me. We shared it lick and
lick alike.

“Ooh gee!” she revelled, “he’s
an awful nice man. He’s got big
stary eyes like a saucer and they
keep looking all around. He’s go-
ing to give me another one to-
morrow, a cinnamon one.”

Cinnamon is my favorite flavor
too. “Bet he forgets,” | said.

“He said if he does, | should
remind him, and | can go with
him and get it myself. | can take
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as many as | want, lie’s got a
big house off in the woods, all
full of lollipops and gumdrops
and chalk-lit bars, and 1 can
bring back as much as I want.”

“Then why didn’t ya?” | jeer-
ed. As though any kid in their
right mind would turn down a
swell chance like that! | knew
she was just making the whole
thing up to sound important,
show off.

“Because it was one minute
to nine and the bell was ringing
already. Think | wanna be late
and spoil my record? But tomor-
row I’'m gonna leave the house
early so I'll have lots of time.”

When we got out at three |
steered clear of her because |
didn’t want the other fellows to
think | was a sissy. But she came
up to me just as | was beginning
a game of catch-ball with Eddie
Riley and yanked my sleeve. We
were about a block away, all
going home in a crowd.

“Look,” she whispered,
“there’s that man | told you gave
me the lollipops. See him stand-
ing down there under the awn-
ing? Now d‘ya believe me?”

| looked but there wasnt any-
thing wonderful to see. Just a
man in slouchy old clothes, with
great big long arms like them
monkeys they have at the zoo
nearly hanging down to his
knees. The blue shade from the
awning came down over his face
and shoulders, but you could see



his big pop eyes glistening
through it. He had a shiny jack-
knife in his hand and he was
cutting a callus on his finger, and
looking all around him like he
didn’t want anybody to see what
he was doing.

I was ashamed to let Eddie
Riley see me talking to a girl,
so | shoved her away. She didn’t
have any lollipop left any more,

anyway. “Aw, who cares?” |
growled. “Throw me a curve,
Eddie!”

Eddie muffled a couple of my
throws, because he was going
backwards on our way home, and
while he ran after the ball to pick
it up, | had time to look around.
Millie and the man were walking
down the side-street holding
hands with each other. But then
all of a sudden he turned around
and walked the other way in a
hurry, and went around the cor-
ner without her like he forgot
something. And Mr. Murphy, the
traffic-cop, came up the side-
street just then, on his way to
stand in front of the school and
direct traffic like he always did
when we kids were let out. That
was all.

Next day Millie finally broke
her record, she didn’t come to
school all day.

I was kind of hopeful that
maybe she’d come the day after
with all that candy, like she said,
and share it with me. But the
day after, her desk stayed empty

too.

The principal came in just be-
fore three, and we saw two men
in gray suits that looked like
truant-officers standing outside
in the hall. We all got kind of
scared at first, but it wasnt any-
thing; they weren’t after any of
us for breaking windows or any-
thing. The principal just wanted
to know if anybody present had
seen Millie Adams on the way to
school day before yesterday.

One girl raised her hand and
said she’d called for Millie, but
Millie had left the house extra-
early, quarter-past eight, so she’d
missed her.

I was going to tell them what
she told me, about that house
full of candy in the woods, but
| remembered | swore and cross-
ed my heart, and my father was
a third grade detective, so how
could 1? | knew it was all just
fibs anyway, and they’d just laugh
at me or make me stand up in
the corner.

We never saw Millie again.
One day about three months
after, Miss Hammer’s our teach-
er’s eyes were all red and wet,
like she’d been crying just before
the bell rang. And from then
on, my father wasn’t home for
nearly a week straight. He’d just
come in late at night once in
awhile, for a shave and a shower,
and go right out again. One night
through the door, | heard him
saying something about “an es-
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caped lunatic.” But | couldnt
understand what that word
meant, | thought it was some
kind of an animal. Some breed
of dog, maybe.

“If we only had some kind of
a lead,” he said. “Any kind of
description at all to go by, no
matter how sketchy! If we don't
get him, you know, it’ll only hap-
pen over again, it always does!”

I got out of bed and | went
out to him. | said, “Dad, if a
guy gives his word not to tell
something, and his old ma— his
father’s a third grade detective,
cant he ever break his word?”

“No,” he said, “never. Only
stool-pigeons tell and welshers.”

“One in the family’s enough!”
my mother said sharply. “That’ll
be all of that!” And she reached
for her slipper, so | beat it.

Sometimes when he came
home like that, that week, he
brought papers with him. But
when 1°d find them the next day,
the front page was always torn
off, like it had somebody’s pic-
ture on it |1 wasnt supposed to
see. But | only went for the
comic-strips anyway. Then after
about a week, they were left
whole again like before, and he
started coming home for supper
again.

Pretty soon all of us kids in
school forgot all about Millie
Adams.

I got promoted in the Fall,
and in the Spring again, and in
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the Fall and in the Spring. |
couldn’t get anything higher than
C’s in proficiency and C-minuses
in conduct, but as long as | made
it and didn’t get left behind, my
father would just shove my head
with his hand and say, “That’s
all right, Tommy, youll make a
good detective anyway. You’re a
chip off the old block.” Only he
always said it when my mother
wasn’t around. Oh, | nearly for-
got. He got made a second-grade
detective when he was only
thirty-five yet, and not fifty like
she said. She got kind of red
when he reminded her, | noticed.

I was lucky all through 5B and
6A and 6B, | didn’t have a girl
sitting in front of me again until
7A. She was a new girl, trans-
ferred from another school, and
her name was Jeanie Myers. She
always wore a white middy
blouse, and she had a bunch of
brown curls hanging down her
back.

| liked her from the start, be-
cause she got very good marks,
and the way the work kept get-
ting tougher all the time, it came
in handy the way she let me look
over her shoulders and get all
the right answers. Most girls are
stingy that way, but she was like
a fellow. So when the other fel-
lows started to tease her, |
punched one of them in the nose
and made them quit after that.
But then she had to come up to
me in front of the whole crowd



and say, “Tommy Lee, | think
you’re aw|ul wonderful!” and |
didn’t like' that much, you bet.

But outside of divvying her
answers up, she was just as dumb
as other girls. She had one baby
habit; she was crazy about col-
ored chalk. She was always car-
rying it around with her, and
whenever you saw pink or yellow
streaks on a fence or the side of
a house, you knew Jeanie Myers
had passed that way. She just
couldnt resist marking up every-
thing in reach, couldnt seem to
go by anywhere without drawing
a long track after her on a wall
or sidewalk. We fellows used lots
of chalk too, but the plain white
kind, and we used it for some-
thing useful like a baseball score
or a game of prisoner’s base, not
just making wavy lines along
fences. She didn’t even know she
was doing it half the time, just
walked along with her hand out
tracing chalk - marks without
looking.

Buying it all the time kept her
pretty broke; that colored kind
comes to a dime a box, and
sometimes she bought as many
as two boxes a week. So she
hardly ever had any money left
over for candy. That was why
I was so surprised when | saw
her unwrapping the wax paper
off this five-cent lollipop one day
at recess.

It was green. Lime is my fa-
vorite flavor, too.

“Yesterday aftanoon,” | ac-
cused her, *“you wouldnt lend
me a penny for caramels, then
you go and buy a whole fi’ cent
lollipop, you piker.”

“l did not!” she said. “A man
gave it to me on the way to
school this morning.”

“Aw, since when do grown-
ups hand out candy free to us
kids like that?” | wanted to
know.

“He did so! He’s in the candy
business, that’s why! He’s got a
great big warehouse or somep’n
full of it. I can have all 1 want
for nothing, free. All | hafta do
is go there and help myself—”

For a minute 1 had a funny
feeling like somebody | once
knew long ago had been given
a green lollipop like that, and I
tried hard to remember who, but
I couldn’t. It wasn’t last week,
or the week before, or Ilast
month. It wasn’t even last year,
and 1| could hardly remember
back that far anyway, so | had
to give up trying.

After she licked it down half-
way, she split it with me. She
was very nice that way, Jeanie.
“Don’t let on what | told you
to any of the other kids,” she
said, “or they’ll wanna get in on
it too.”

Next day when the bunch was
all piling out into the yard at
recess, she turned around and
whispered over her shoulder to
me: “Stay in, I’ve got another
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one.”

She kept the lid of her box
down until they were all gone,
then tipped it and showed me.
It was orange, and orange is my
favorite have. | shoved in on the
seat next to her and we got to
work between wus. Slup, slup,
slip, here, it’s your turn now.

| screwed up my face and kept
staring at the blackboard, which
was all empty. | kept trying to
remember something about an
orange lollipop too. First green,
then orange. It was like 1°d done
all this before. “Boy, am | hav-
ing fun this week!” Jeanie raved
between licks. “Every day a free
lollipop for a treat. He’s an aw-
ful nice man, whoever he is.
Tomorrow what kind d’ya think
I’m going to get? Cinnamon!”

Without knowing how it hap-
pened, | wasn’t thinking about
lollipops any more, | was trying
to remember the names of breeds
of dogs. | dont know what that
had to do with it, but I couldnt
quit. 1 even asked her to give
me some when | ran out of them
myself, but she only gave me the
ones | had already. Airedale, St.
Bernard, collie. It wouldnt work,

“Aint there some that end
in ’ick™?” | said.

“Masticks?” she said.

“No, that’s mastiffs,” |
scornfully.

I had an awful empty feeling,
like 1 had to tell somebody some-
thing real bad, but I didn’t know
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said

who, -and | didn’t know what |
had to tell, so how could 1? And
then the one o’clock bell rang,
and it was too late.

| had an awful bad dream that
night, about a lot of old news-
papers lying on the ground out
in the woods somewhere, and
they all had their front pages
torn off. Then when | picked
them up and looked under them,
somebody’s whole arm was stick-
ing up out of the ground, stiff
and dead, and the hand-part was
holding onto a bright-red cinna-
mon lollipop. Boy, it scared me!
I woke up and pulled the covers
all the way over my head.

My mother had to call me
three times next day, | was so
sleepy, and | just about made
school by the skin of my teeth.
| just landed,in my seat as the
bell quit ringing, and old battleax
Flagg gave me a dirty look, but
she couldnt do anything about it.

When | got my breath back
| looked up, and something look-
ed different about the room. |
could see Eddie Riley’s head and
shoulders up two seats ahead
with no one in the way. Then |
saw right away that was because
Jeanie’s desk was empty, she
wasn’t in yet. And she was al-
ways in ahead of me, she’d never
been late before.

Flagg called on me right away,
and | was kept too busy to think
about anything but what the
square-root of some blame thing



was. Then at ten-after she and
another girl named Emma Dolan
came in together.

When the period was over, old
hatchet-face Flagg said: “Jeanie,
you’re staying in this afternoon
for being late. Emma, I'll over-
look it this time, because | know
your mother’s sick this week and
you have to help around the
house.”

It was the first time she’d ever
been kept in like that, Jeanie,
and | felt kind of sorry for her.

At noon she took a red cinna-
mon lollipop out of her lunch-
box. She was boiling. “I’da had
a million of em if I hadn’t run
into that ole Emmal” she com-
plained. “We were on our way
over to where he keeps his
candy-supply, it would of only
taken a minute, and then she had
to come along and spoil every-
thing, he went off and left me!
Now | cant go this afternoon
either on account of being kep’
in!”

I wanted to be extra-special
nice to her—we were going to
have an exam next day and her
answers would come in handy—
so | said, “I’ll wait for you out-
side, huh, Jeanie?” when the bell
rang at three and everybody but
her got up to beat it.

I hung around playing ball
with myself, throwing curves up
into the air and running under
them to catch them when they
came down, and it sort of carried

me down a ways without notic-
ing it, until 1 was nearly two
blocks away from the school.
Then | missed one and | had to
run after it, and it wound up in
front of somebody’s feet standing
under an awning on the sidewalk.

I bent down and got it, and
then | looked up and there was
a man standing there very still in
front of me, in the blue shadows
under the awning. He had big
stary eyes and long arms like
them chimps at the zoo, and he
was doing something with his
fingers, bending them in and out
like he wanted to get hold of
something with them.

He didn’t pay much attention
to me, | guess he wasn’t inter-
ested in little boys. | looked at
his face for a minute, and | had
a feeling 1°d seen it before some-
place. Especially them roly-poly
eyes. | backed away and went on
playing ball, and he just stayed
there where he was, without
moving, except only his fingers
like 1 told you.

| threw an extra high one, way
up, and while 1 was staring
straight up watching it, all of a
sudden a name seemed to come
down and hit me out of the blue
sky. “Millie Adams!” Now |
knew where 1’d seen those funny
eyes before, and now | knew
who’d shared a green and an
orange lollipop with me. He’d
given them to her—and then she
never came back to school any
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more. Now | knew what | want-
ed to tell Jeanie—not to go near
him, because something would
happen to her. | didn’t know
what, but something.

I got so scared | quit playing
ball and I ran all the way back
to school and went in the yard,
which we weren’t allowed to do
after-hours. | sneaked up outside
the window and looked in.

She was still sitting there at
her desk doing her homework,
and Miss Flagg was up front cor-
recting papers. So | started to
tap as light as | could on the
pane, to get Jeanie to turn
around and look at me. She did,
but then right while 1 was making
signs to her, Flagg looked up and
caught us, and she made me
come inside.

“Well, Thomas,” she said, sour
as a lemon, “since you seem un-
able to tear yourself away from
the classroom, suppose you sit
down and go to work. No, not
behind Jeanie, on the other side
of the room please.”

Then after a couple of min-
utes, just to make things worse,
she said: “You may go now,
Jeanie. You’ve stayed long
enough. Tomorrow see that you
get here on time.” But then when
she saw me getting ready to get
up and go with her, snapped:
“Not you, young man! Stay right
where you are!”

I couldn't hold back any more,
I hollered out at her: “No! Miss
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Flagg, don’t let her go! You
can’tl Make her stay in! She’s
going after some candy and—!"

She got riled as blazes and
banged her hand down on her
desk, “Here, here!” she yapped.
“That’ll be all of that! Not an-
other word out of you! Every
time you open your mouth, I'm
keeping you in another half-
hour!”

| saw Jeanie gathering up her
books and starting for the door,
and | couldnt stand it. “Jeanie!”
| yelled at her, “Don’t go out
there! Wait for me outside in the
yard!” Miss Flagg got up and
came down the aisle and stood
over me, red as a beet.

“Do you want me to send for
the principal!” she barked. “I’ll
have you put back to 6B if you
make another sound! Il have
you expelled for insubordina-
tion!” | never saw her get so sore
before.

Jeanie was sore too—at me.
“Snitcher! Tattle-tale!” she said
under her breath, and closed the
door after her. | saw her go past
the window outside, and then |
didnt see her any more. Shed
left the grounds.

| did my best to try and tell
Miss Flagg, but she wouldn’t let
me talk. And | was half-bawling,
and so excited | could hardly
talk straight anyhow. “She’s go-
ing to get some lollipops and
she’s never coming back, and
then the front pages of the papers



arc all going to be torn off and
—I” | was sobbing so hard |
don’t think she heard half | said.
Her face was like stone, and she
was writing a note to my father.
“Like Millie Adams—and you
done it, you done it!”

She hadnt been on the staff
when that happened to Millie
Adams, so she didn't know what
I meant. And she kept giving me
another half-hour and another
half-hour, until finally | had to
stay in every day all week until
six, and | was suspended, and |
had to bring my father, and a
million other things. | was licked
and | knew it, and | just had to
sit there mum, while the sun
went down outside and purple
shadows piled up in the school-
yard, and finally it was all dark
and she put on the electric lights.
Even then she wouldn’t let me
go, until the minute of six.

Then she made me take a note
home with me, and when | lit
out and didn't close the door,
she made me come back and do
it over again.

When 1 finally got out for good
and all, the streets around the
school were dark and empty, just
a bleary arc-light shining down
on the corner, and when | passed
where that awning was, it had
been folded up for the night and
there wasnt anyone standing
there any more. Something funny
went up and down my back, like
when a cat’s fur goes the wrong

way, as | went by there.

Instead of going home, | went
to Jennie’s house first, which was
off in another direction, and hung
around outside trying to look in
the windows and see if she was
in there. They were all lit up and
| saw her mother and her kid
sister, but not her. Her mother
kept coming to the window and
looking out, and that’s how she
saw me out there. Then she came
out to the door, and said, “Tom-
my, have you seen Jeanie? She
should have been in long ago. I
think she went over to Emma’s
house. If you see her, will you
tell her to come right straight
home? It's after six, and | don’t
like her staying out this late—"

| felt sort of sick and scared,
and | didn't have the nerve to
tell her. 1 backed off the porch,
and | said “Yes, ma’am,” and |
ran like anything.

Emma lived awfully far out,
and she wasn’t there. | knew she
wouldn’t be anyway, but | went
to see, because Emma's family
didn’t have a phone. Emma came
to the door chewing bread and
said Jeanie never showed up at
her house after she got let out.
I didn't know where else to go
but home then.

I would have been scared to
go there at all any other night
but this. It was after seven al-
ready—and was | in Dutch! Just
that night my father had to be
home early, and supper was all
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over, and he was sore at me for
being late. And | guess they’d
both been kind of scared too,
and they took that out on me too.

I couldn’t get a word in about
Jeanie. | no sooner opened up
about being kept in, which was
only the first part of what I
wanted to tell him, than he
whacked me and told me to go
to my room and stay there. Then
while 1 was still trying to tell
him, he saw the note Miss Flagg
wrote, and after he read that,
that finished it. 1 couldnt get a
word in sideways, he was making
so much noise. He locked the
door on me from the outside, and
there | was.

Nobody seemed to know but
me, and nobody would listen to
me or believe me of try to help
me. Not Miss Flagg, not Jeanie’s
mother, not even my own father,
who | thought was such a regular
guy. Now it was probably too
late. | sat there on the edge of
my bed in the dark and held my
head.

I heard our phone ringing
through the door, and he quit
ranting long enough to answer it.
Then | heard my mother say,
“Oh Tom, no—not again!” in a
scared voice.

“What else could it be?” he
said. “The Chief just said they
found her schoolbooks lying
there in an alley. | told you it
would happen again, if we didn’t
catch up with him the first time
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He meant Jeanie, 1 knew he
meant Jeanie!

| jumped up and started to
wangle the doorknob like sixty,
and holler: “Dad, lemme out a
minute! | can tell ya what he
looks like! 1 saw him this after-
noon! | saw him with my own
eyes!”

But the front door banged be-
fore 1 got halfway through, and
they’d both gone out without lis-
tening to me, | guess my mother
must have gone over to stay with
Mrs. Myers awhile and try to
buck her up. | kept up my rack-
eting, but no one answered, so
I knew she wasnt in the place
either.

I didn’t know what to do then.
| sat back on the bed and held
my head some more, | thought,
“How they ever gonna get him,
if they don’t know what he looks
like? 1 do, and they won’t gimme
a chance to tell them. | gotta
stay here shut up, when I’'m the
only one knows!”

Thinking about Jeanie made
me feel shivery even where |
was, right in my own house. |
wondered what a man like that
would do to her. Something pret-
ty terrible, because they hardly
ever called my Dad up like that
after he went off duty, and they
had tonight.

| got up and went over to the
window, and stuck my hands in
my pockets and stood looking



out. Gee, it was dark out! The
street looked so scary and lonely,
with just a pale arc-light way
down by the corner. | thought
of Jeanie out there someplace,
with something awful happening
to her and nobody around to
help her. 1 took my hands out
of my pockets and some of the
junk 1 always carried around
with me spilled out after them.
Marbles and nails and parlor-
matches for roasting mickeys
(potatoes) and a hunk of chalk
and—

| stood looking at the chalk
and remembering how Jeanie
always—s

| threw up the window and
climbed across and got out onto
the porch-shed. It slanted down,
but | braked against the slates.
We lived upstairs in a two-family
house. Maybe a grown-up would
have had a hard time shinnying
down the porch-post to the
ground, but it was a pipe for me,
I only weigh a hundred. There
were even withered vine-stems to
help me.

| beat it off the block in a
hurry, in case my mother should
come back. | knew he wouldn™,
he stayed out whole days at a
time when they sent for him like
this. After | got past the street
that went down Jeanie’s way, |
wasn’t worried about being spot-
ted any more.

| went the same way | did
every morning on the way to

school; only 1°d never gone to
school at night like this before.
But | didn’t go all the way, I
stopped two blocks away where
that rolled-up awning was. Every-
thing looked different from what
it did in the daytime, the school
black and the sky black and no
kids around at all—only me.

| said to myself, “She bought
a new box of chalk day before
yesterday, because | saw a full-
length stick in her hand when we
got out at three.” But it didnt
last long, the way she wore it
away against everything in sight.
Suppose she didnt have any left
—by today?

| went around the corner from
where the awning was, and |
started looking along the walls.
There wasn’t anything on them,
but they werent any good for,,
chalking anyway, they were
mostly glass storefronts and
doorways. | went down the whole
block and I couldn’t see a mark.
| said to myself, “Maybe she
was walking on the outside,
where there’s nothing but air.”

| got all the way to the next
corner, and | was going to turn
around and go back, when | saw
a hydrant out on the edge of the
curb and it had a pink chalk-
gash across the hub, Jeanie—this
afternoon! Because her house
was up the other way, she never
passed here on her way home
other days.

I got all steamed up and |
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t said “l knew it would work! I
bet 1 follow her! | bet | find
her!” and for a little while |1
even forgot to be afraid. It was
like that game we kids play. Hare
and Hounds. 1 ran across the
gutter and went along the next
block. There was still too much
glass, which is no good for chalk,
but there was an ashcan sticking
out that must have been there
all day without being taken in;
it had a wavy pink line around
its ridges.

Next block didn’t have any-
thing, and there was a peach of
a brick wall along it too, perfect
for chalking. She wouldnt have
passed that up, no sir! So |
crossed over to the other side of
the way, and she and he must
have too, because there was a

o lamppost there and that had just
a short little dab. It was skinny,
there wasn’t much room, and she
just took a peck at it for good
luck as they went by.

Next block had something,
and next, and then all of a sud-
den it quit. | went ahead look-
ing, then had to come back again
to where they ended. Did her
chalk give out here, maybe? Did
he catch her doing it and make
her throw it away? Not Jeanie—
you couldn’t get her to part with
a piece of chalk for love or
money. And he wouldnt get
rough with her, because this was
Allen Avenue, and in the day-
time there was lots of people
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around, even if there was no one
around now.

| turned off to my left—I
know my left because your
heart's always on it—and | went
down that way. It wasnt as nice
here as our part of town any
more; a great big gas-works, and
old tumbled-down houses, and
dark alleys and things. But the
chalking was swell. That was the
trouble, there was too much of
it. Nearly every wall and vacant
space was crawling with it, and
some of it was words you get
your mouth washed out with
soap for saying. But it was all
white chalk luckily, the colored
kind costs too much, so | knew
it wasn’t Jeanie’s. Then when |
saw where a sudden bright-
yellow streak started up and went
on and on, with just breaks
where there were doors and win-
dows, | knew 1°d found her again.
She’d run out of pink around
the corner and started in on a
yellow stick, that was all.

It was so easy to follow, on
account of being a thick hunk
she was holding, that | started
to run instead of just walking,
to catch up quicker. 1 shouldn’t
have. All of a sudden without
any warning a skinny little bit
of an alley-way opened up along-
side of me, and there was a
whole lot of men standing around
in it. A car was fronted up to the
curb with its lights shining smack
into it. But what scared me worst



about the whole thing was that
one of those men was my own
father, he was standing right in
the middle of all of them! Did
I jump back quick! He had his
back to me luckily, and didn’t
see me. | heard him saying, “—
around here someplace. Well, the
quicker we start a house-to-house
search, the better, boys.” One of
them was holding one of our
arithmetics like we wused in
school, with our names and
grades on the inside of the cover.

I ducked around the back of
the car, keeping out of the light,
and got across to the other side
Of the alley. The yellow line went
right on from there uninterrupt-
ed, about me and Jcanie’s reach
from the ground.

| was dying to step up and tell
him, “Dad, if you’ll only follow
this line it’ll take you to her, I
know it will!” but | didn’t have
the nerve. | knew what 1°d get
for being caught out on the
streets that late without permis-
sion, especially after he left me
locked up at home. He’d prob-
ably whale the daylights out of
me right in front of the whole
bunch of them. So | went off by
myself into the dark, away from
them all, and kept following the
line on my own hook, and I
guess they never even knew |
passed there.

I couldn’t understand why
she’d throw her own books away
into an alley like that; she knew

better than to do that to school
property of her own accord. And
she was still all right up to here,
nothing had happened to her yet,
or she wouldnt have kept on
tracing this line. The only thing
I could make out was the man
must have been carrying them
for her, pretending he didn’t want
her to get tired, and he shied
them in there without her notic-
ing, figuring she wasn’t going to
need them any more. Or else he
pretended they werent going
very much further, were going
to come right back, and said to
leave them there for a minute,
they would be all right, no one
would touch them.

But they did go on further,
lots further—so 1 guess she never
noticed he got rid of her books
for her. All of a sudden vacant®
lots began showing up, and then
there was one last house, and
then the houses quit dead and
it was the edge of town. Open
fields started in from here on.
The road kept going, but without
any sidewalks any more.

I’d never been this far out be-
fore, not even in the daytime,
and 1was stumped for sure now.
There wasn’t anything left to
chalk up any more. But the yel-
low streak had run right smack
up to the very edge of the end-
house, and then run off into thin
air, so they must have kept
pointed straight ahead. | did too,
but I sure wasn’t keen on it. |
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had to walk in the dirt and stones
along the side of the road, and
jump back sometimes when cars
came whizzing by, so | wouldn’t
get hit.

Way up ahead, it seemed like
a mile off, there was a row of
billboards. It took me a long time
to get up to them, but when I
did I was glad | kept going, be-
cause the lower supports—the
picture-part was way up over my
head—had little yellow strokes
on them. So she’d still been hold-
ing onto her chalk even this far
out. It must have been lonely
out here even in the afternoon,
and now it was terrible. Just this
gray road in the darkness, with
black fields all around, and high
grass hissing in the wind. The
road had lights on telegraph-
poles, but they were awful far
apart. And you felt worse after
you left each one behind than
you did before you came up to
it. She’d stroked them, though;
they must have been walking off-
side like 1 was. Maybe he’d been
afraid to ask for a lift while he
had her with him.

| looked back, and the lights
of the city were so far behind me
| couldn’t see them any more,
just a haze in the sky over where
they were. Gee, | wanted to turn
around and go back, bad! But I
kept thinking, “If 1 was in poor
Jeanie’s shoes, | wouldnt want
the only fella that knows where
I am, to give up and go back!”
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So | didnt.

There was worse coming up
ahead, too. | tried to ignore it as
long as | could, because | knew
what it was, and | didn't like the
idea very much either. Something
even blacker than the rest of the
blackness had been slowly com-
ing nearer for a long time. Like
a big black wall where the fields
ended, and the nearer | got the
taller it got, until it was way up
over me. The woods!

Finally they got up to me and
closed in around me on both
sides. | took one last look back,
toward where my father and
those other men were, so far be-
hind me. Then | took a deep
breath and held it, and kept mov-
ing, and | was in! The road kept
going right on through, and even
the lights kept up far apart, so
at first it wasn’t as bad as |
thought it was going to be. |
was careful not to look anywhere
but straight ahead. | might've
seen something | didn’t want to.
I was just as scared now to turn
back as to go ahead, that’s why
I kept going ahead.

When | got up to the next
light-pole, she’d passed it too.
But when | got to the one after
that—she hadn’t. They’d turned
off somewhere in between the
two. | thought, “Does—does this
mean | gotta go in among those
trees and things, with him maybe
behind one of ’em waiting to
jump me?” Boy, | sure felt little



and lonely and scared. It was
like dying a little to go in there.
If I'd only had even just Eddie
Riley along with me, or anyone
at all, but I was all by my lone-
some.

| probably would have hung
around there all night trying to
make up my mind, when some-
thing did it for me'all of a sud-
den. A roaring sound came head-
ing toward me through the
woods, and before there was
even time enough to get scared,
a pair of bright white headlights
came shooting down the road at
me, with a car behind them head-
ed in to town a mile-a-minute.
I only just had time to jump out
off the way to keep from getting
hit, it was whizzing alone; so fast.

The brakes squawked and
screeched and it stopped some-
where down the road out of sight,
beyond the light. | ducked behind
a tree listening, and | heard a
lady’s voice say, ‘I'm telling you
it wasn’t an animal! | distinctly
saw his face!l Now what’s a child
doing alone in the woods at this
hour of the night? Go back and
see if you can find him. Frank.”

| heard the door open and a
man got out and came back to-
ward me calling, “Little boy!
Sonny! Come here, we won't
hurt you!”
m Gee, | wanted awful bad to
run out to him and say, “Take
me in with you, will you please,
mister?” But all | had to do was

think of Jeanie and | couldnt do
it.

| turned and beat it away
when he got too near, afraid he’d
collar me and keep me from try-
ing to find Jeanie or something.
And that’s how | got in the
woods. | stopped again, in fur-
ther, and held my breath, so he
wouldn’t follow me by the noise
I was making. | heard the car
start up again, and caught a red
wink from its tail, way off be-
tween the trees, and then it was
gone and | was alone in the
woods.

Once you were in under ’em,
the trees weren’t as thick-to-
gether as they looked from the
outside. It was bad enough, but
at least it wasn't like a jungle or
something you read about in
books. About five minutes after
I first went in, something funny
started to happen. The tops of
the trees all lit up red. like there
was a fire around, and some of-
it got through down to the
ground where | was. But then
when it started to change to
white little by little, T caught on
it was a late moon coming up
full. In one way, it didn’t make
it any better for me. it made it
worse than before. | could see
my way better, but | could also
see lots of spooky shadows and
things that T couldn’t before
when it was all evenly dark. This
way | saw too much.

I went roaming on, knowing
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I might lose the road for good
and all, but too tired and scared
already to care much if | did.
Every once in a while 1d think
I’d see something move, and 1°d
run—away from it, don’t worry.
It was while I was sprinting like
that, across a sort of open place
pale with moonlight, that my foot
caught over something and | took
a full-length flop, and there was
a clatter that nearly busted my
heart in two.

It was her tin lunch-box, lying
there on the ground. She’d car-
ried it all this way, thinking she
was going to fill it up with candy.
So now | knew I°d finally hit the
place where she caught on, got
frightened, and quit going any
more of her own accord. He must
have kept talking a lot until now
to keep her attention, to keep her
from noticing how far into the
woods he was bringing her. But
here was where she finally tum-
bled something was wrong. There
were other things there besides
the lunch-box. | had to look a
little, but | found them in the
moonlight. Two brand-new pieces
of chalk that hadn’t been used
yet, but that somebody had
stepped on and broken where
they fell. And | also found the
black sailor-tie that she always
wore around her middy-blouses.
The bow was still in it, but it
was torn in half, like he’d caught
her by it when she first tried to
run away.
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“Oh, gee, Jeanie,” | thought,
scared stiff, “did he kill you?”

Ahead, like looking through a
long black tunnel, there was an-
other open patch of moonlight.
I ran on toward it, because | was
too scared to stay there with that
lunch-box and those other things
any more. When | got to it and
looked, somehow | knew it was
the place. It was the place, all
right. Though there wasnt a
sound, though nothing was stir-
ring, it was the place. It kind of
—seemed to be waiting.

It was a much bigger clearing
than the last. There was a crazy
old decayed house standing in
the middle of it. It didnt have
any glass in the windows, and
you could tell no one had lived
in it in a long time. Maybe it
had once been a small-size farm
or something, and it had been
given up; the trees were closing
back in on it, the little trees in
front, the bigger trees behind
them. It just sat there in the
moonlight, kind of waiting, as if
to say “Come on in, little boy,”
and then—snap.

I circled all the way around it
first, without coming out from
between the trees. | dodged be-
hind them from one to the other,
and it felt like someone was
watching me the whole time from
those black holes of windows,
waiting for me to come nearer.
Finally | got up my nerve and
stole out into the open, on the



side where the shadow of the
house fell and there was no
moonlight to give me away. |
got up close under one of the
yawning windows and listened.
| couldn't hear anything, but
that was because my heart was
thumping so hard.

I whispered very low, “Jeanie,
are you in there?” and then |
nearly dropped dead, but nothing
happened.

I was afraid to go around by
the door, because that was the
side where all the moonlight was,
.and | knew that warped porch
or doohicky would grunt like
anything under me. So | finally
reached up and caught the win-
dow-ledge | was under with both
hands and chinned myself slowly
up. without scraping my feet
mgainst the weather-beaten old
clapboards. Tm a good chinner
in school. But when my eyes
came up over the sill, it was all
black inside, 1 couldnt see a
thing. | let myself down to rest,
and | thought of a test to find
out if it was okay to go in there
or not. | picked up a handful of
gravel and tossed it in, and heard
it light all over the floor inside
like rain. | crouched, ready to
sprint back to the trees, but noth-
ing moved, nothing happened.
The house just seemed to keep
on waiting. So Tgot up my cour-
age and chinned myself up again,
and this time | stuck my legs
across and got in.

| waited for hands to grab me, »
out of the dark, but they didn't,
and after 1 was in a little while
I could see moonlight reflected
in the front part of the house
and that sort of guided me. |
went toward it through an open-
ing in the wall where there wasn’t
any door left any more, and
came out into a hall. It was
bright as milk out there, with
moonlight spilling through the
open door in front and the bust-
ed fanlight above it. Off to one
side there were rickety stairs go-
ing up into the dark.

I put my hand on the post at
the bottom of them and waited
for more nerve to work itself up.
When it had, | started inching
up then, waiting on each step
before | took the next. Every
time they squeaked, Tgot off’ that
place and moved to another. One
time the whole thing snapped,
like a log in a fire, and | waited
a whole five minutes with my
tongue hanging out, but still
nothing happened. The house
just kept on waiting.

When | was finally up on the
top landing, there was a closed
door off to one side of me. It
wasn’t missing like the ones
downstairs. | put my hands
against it, sucked in my breath,
and startled easing it open. If
there'd been anyone in there, T
kept reassuring myself, they
would have heard me long befor"
now. So maybe nobody’s in the!™
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(let’s hope). | finally got it back
far enough to look in and around
the edge of it.

This room was on the moon-
side, but it had its shutters closed
over the glassless windows. Only
crazy little criss-cross chinks of
light came through the slats. |
whispered, “Jeanie, are you in
here?” | only had nerve enough
to do that once in each room.
But this time somebody sort of
coughed. | had to grab my mouth
with both hands to keep from
yelling. | got all wet like it was
summertime, but | was all cold
like it was winter. Before | could
get my head back out of the
door, the cough came again. It
was such a little bit of a sound,
like a baby choking, that | hung
onto the door-frame with both
hands and managed to keep from
bolting for the stairs. It almost
sounded like a weak cough for
help, if there is such a thing.

I could make out a lot of
lumps on the floor, a pile of old
burlap-sacks or something strewn
around. | said “Jeanie?” a little
louder than 1'd yet spoken, and
to my horror they started to wave
a little. I didn’t know what was
coming out of them, rats or
snakes or—I hung on tight to the
door so as not to give ground.

What did come out of them
was two feet, little feet, a kid’s
feet, tied together. One was black
with a stocking on it, one was
white because the stocking had
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fallen down.

I wasnt afraid now; | knew.
I jumped over and pulled all the
empty sacks off, and | could see
her white middy-blouse in the
dark. | felt for her face, and the
reason she could only cough was
her mouth had a rag tied across
it.

| took a terrible chance and
scraped one of the birdseye
matches from my pocket along
the floor. I could have opened
the shutters, but that would have
taken longer. The match showed
there wasn’t anybody else but us
in the room. Her eyes were shin-
ing, but it was all black around
them where the tears had been
running down for hours steady.
| took a good look at the knot
on the gag and then | put the
match out. | needed both hands.

I got it off easy, 1’'m good at
knots. He’d tied the cords around
her hands and feet good and
tight, but my fingers were smaller
than his, | could get them in
places he couldn’t. Even so it
seemed to take ages, and | kept
expecting to feel somebody grab
the back of my neck any minute.

| slipped my arm under her
and helped her to sit up. She
cried a little more just from
habit, because she’d been crying
so long already.

“Where’d he go?” was the first
thing | whispered.

She quit crying long enough
to let some voice through. “I—I



don’t she
back.

“Has he been gone long?”

“When the m-moon came up.”

“Did he go out of the house?”

“l think s-so, | heard his steps
go ’'way outside.”

“Maybe he’s gone for good,”
| breathed hopefully.

“No, he said he—he was just
going to dig the hole. He said he
was coming back and—do it
then.”

‘Do what?”

“K-kill me with that knife he's
got. He pulled a hair outa my
head right in front of me and
tried it on the knife to see if it
was sharp enough or not—”

We both looked all around us
fearfully. “Let's get out of here,”
I said hurriedly. “Can you
walk? '

“My legs are asleep.” One of
them gave under her when she
tried to stand up and she nearly
went down, but | caught her just
in time.

“Hold onto me,” | said.

We got out the door that way
and to the head of the stairs.
The moonlight down below in
the hall looked wonderful—if we
could only get down there and
out where it was.

“Don't make any noise going

know,” whispered

down now,” | cautioned, “he
may be around out there some-
place.”

We hobbled down them as
quiet and careful as we could,

on the inside close up against the
wall, me feeling our way along
it, she hugging me close. The cir-
culation came back in her legs
and it got easier for her to use
them. It looked like we were
going to get down all right and
out of the house. We were only
about a quarter of the way down
from the top when it happened.
I think both of us shouldn't have
stood on the same step at one
time, that was it. Something
banged like a gun, and the step
split in the middle and went
down like a V. My whole foot
went in and through. The toe-
part got caught down below the
split and I couldn’t bring it back
again.

We both worked like sixty, she
with her hands and me with my
hands and feet both, trying to get
it loose again. 1couldn't no mat-
ter how | turned it. The board
had snapped part-way back or
something over it, and it hurt like
the dickens the way it squeezed.
I couldn’t even get down to my
shoe and unlace it, or T would
have tried pulling it out of that.

We had to quit finally, we got
so tired-out pulling and hauling
at it. We both had to sit down
together on the step above it—T
could do that—and rest. And
wait.

“Jeanie, go ahead,” | kept beg-
ging her, “get down there while
you still can make it, and—and
keep going straight over that way,
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with the moon behind you, until
you get to the road—"

She hung onto me like glue
with both hands and wouldn’t
budge. “No, no! I’'m not going
without you. If you hafta stay,
then I'm gonna s-stay too. It
wouldnt be fair, Tommy—"

We sat without saying any-
thing for awhile—just listening.
Listening hard. Once in awhile
we tried to cheer each other up,
by saying things we both knew
weren’t so. “Maybe he wont
come back till daylight, and
somebody else’ll find us first.”
But who would come to a for-
gotten house like this way out in
the woods. He was the only one
knew about it. “Maybe he won't
come back at all.” But he hadn't
gone to all the- trouble of bring-
ing her here just to leave her
tied up, and we both knew it.

Once she asked, “Why d’you
suppose he did it? | never did
anything to him.”

I remembered something my
father had said when that hap-
pened to Millie Adams that time.
“He’s an escaped Cadillac or
something.”

“What do they do to you?”
she wanted to know.

I wasn't sure, | only knew
they found them out in the woods
under old newspapers long after-
wards. But | couldn’t tell her
that, because she was only a girl.
“l—1 guess they bully you and
tease you lots.”
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“He did already,” she shiv-
ered. “He kep’ drinking out of a
bottle and singing loud without
any tune, and then he’d make me
feel how sharp that knife was,
and he cut ofE one of my curls
and waved it around on his fin-
ger—"

Something crunched outside
the house like little stones, and
our arms grabbed each other so
tight we were just like one kid
instead of two.

“Quick, Jeanie, run!” | hissed.
She couldn't even whisper she
was so scared, all she could do
was shake her head.

There werent any more
crunches for a minute, and we
thought of everything we could
that would help and said it into
each other’s ears.

“Maybe it was just something
fell down off a tree.”

“Maybe he wont come in,
maybe he’ll stay out there—"

We both saw the shadow at
the same time, and gave a heave
together. Tt was in the middle of
all the white moonlight on the
floor down below, like someone
was standing close up against the
front doorway listening. It didn’t
move at first, just stayed still, a
big black head and shoulders.

We lay back flat against the
slope of the stairs and tried to
get in as close as we could
against the wall where it was
darker. But my foot wouldn't let
me move much from where |



was, and her middy-blouse was
S0 white.

The black shadow was moving
now, it was coming further in
now, it was spreading across the
moonlight like ink on a blotter.
It got longer and longer and
longer, and grew a pair of long
legs like a man on stilts. He was
down there below us in the hall
now, the real him, not just his
shadow any more.

| breathed into her ear: “Hide
your face against me, don’t look
at him, maybe he won’t see us.”
She turned it around the other
way like | said, and | went on
looking through her hair.

The stairs shook a little, and
he must have put his foot on it.
Then he put his other foot on it
and it shook some more. He
came up like a cat, hardly mak-
ing any sound at all with his feet.
But we could hear his breathing
plain. 1 guess he hadnt seen us
yet because he had just come in
out of the bright moonlight. The
higher up he got, the more of it
he shut off from us, all I could
see was him now, black in front
of us. She tried to turn her head
back again to see, but I grabbed
it with my hand and held it

All of a sudden he stopped,
with a creak of the whole case,
and didn’t move. | guess hed
seen the white of her blouse up
there ahead of him. Something
spit and we both bucked, she and
I, and then yellow shone out all

over the stairs and he was hold-
ing a match out to us. It wasnt
very bright, but it was plenty for
him to see us by. And us, him.

I’d been right, it was the man
under the awning, but what good
did that do now? Those long
arms, and bulgy eyes, and gee,
what a fierce face! Then he start-
ed to smile like he was tickled.
He said, “Oh, so a little boy
came too, while I was gone.”
And he came up a step. “And
you both got all the way out here
and then you couldn’t get any
further—hee, hee!” And he came
up another step. “Well, I dont
like little boys much, but as long
as you came all the way out here,
I'll have to make the grave a
little bigger—”

| started to tuck my free leg
up under me, to stay as far away
from him as | could as long as
| could. Jeanie was just a little
round ball against my side, look-
ing the other way. “Get out o’
here, now!” | said in a scared
voice, very low. “Get out 0’ here,
now! Leave us alone!”

He came up another step and
he was bending right over us,
double nearly. 1 couldn't hold
out any more, even if | was
going-on twelve. “Dad!” | started
to holler, “Oh, Dad, quick!”

“Yes, call your Daddy,” he
said silkily, reaching out one
long arm for Jeanie’s blouse,
“Call your Daddy. He’ll find you
all cut up in little pieces. Ill
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send him your ear, maybe, by
parcel post.”

| didnt know what | was do-
ing any more. | struck out at
him with my free leg, because
there was nothing else left to do.
I had her in my arms. My feet
went right into his stomach and
he never expected it. He made a
funny sound like “Oof!” and the
match went out. The staircase
gave a worse bang, even, than
when my foot got caught. Like a
giant firecracker or a cannon. He
went thumping all the way down
to the bottom, and a whole lot
of dust came up all around.
When | could see the moonlight
through it again, there was a big
black gap in the middle of the
case, but not too wide to jump
across, and the rail was off, and
the whole thing was tipping side-
ways from the wall, but not
enough to spill you off. And best
of all, oh best of all, my foot
was freel

He was down there at the foot
of the stairs lying back on his
elbows. But he didnt seem to
be hurt much. He jumped right
up and gave a roar, and reached
into his clothes, and when he
swung his hand back, something
flashed in it in the moonlight.

“Jeanie, quick, my foot’s out!”
| yelled, and we both went scam-
pering the rest of the way up
from where we were, on our
hands and feet like animals.

We got back in the room
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where she’d been tied and bang-
ed the door. He had to come up
real slow and careful after us
this time, so the stairs wouldnt
give way altogether, and that
gave us time to run all around
the place looking for things to
block up the door with. There
wasn’t much, hardly anything at
all. Just two empty packing-cases
and they hardly weighed a thing.

We couldn't get out through
the window, because Jeanie
couldn’t have made it, jumping
from that high up. | probably
would have gotten a broken arm
myself. And then he’d just run
out the door after us, anyway,
and grab us before we could get
away.

We got the two packing cases
up against the door one on top
of the other, and then I got be-
hind them to hold them, and she
got behind me. We could hear
him testing his way carefully up
outside, growling and cursing us..
We could even hear his clothing
brush the thin wall between us
and him. Finally he gave a hor-
rid laugh, and that showed he
was up on the landing already.
Then he rushed at the door. The
momentum pushed the door and
the cases and her and me back a
little, but we squeezed it closed
again.

He shoved again, and this time
we got pushed back further still.
We half-way closed it again, but
not all the way like before. |



could feel his breath snorting in
right in front of me.

“Should | pray?” Jeanie pant-
ed.

“Yeah, you better,” | puffed,
leaning with all my might.

She started to jabber in back
of me, “If | should die before I
wake | pray the Lord—”

He gave another heave, and
this time it opened the widest of
the lot. I couldn’t squeeze it back
where it was any more. His
shoulder got in and one of his
long arms came flailing through,
trying to reach at me. “Pray
louder!” 1 wailed at her, “Oh
Jeanie, pray louder! I cant hold
it—any more!”

Her voice rose to a scream.
“IF-1-SHOULD-DIE-BEFORE-
I-WAKE-!"

The fourth heave finished us.
We all went down together, me
and her and the cases, and the
door swept us back against the
wall. That saved us for a minute,
he came too far into the middle
of the room before he could stop
and turn. | kicked one of the
cases toward him, so it would get
in his way, and we both scram-
bled to our feet and broke, she
one way, | the other. He went
for her, with the knife out again.
I got all the way around the door
and out into the hall, but | had
to come back in again. She’d
gone the wrong way, and he’d
cornered her over on the other
side of the room. She kept run-

ning back and forth in front of
the shuttered windows, from one
corner to the opposite one, trying
to get by him, and he kept danc-
ing in front of her, cutting at her
with the knife. Her and me were
both squealing like pigs, and he
was yowling too; the house that
was so still awhile ago was like
a slaughterhouse now.

| grabbed up a case, tilted it
way up over me with both arms,
and threw it at him with all my
might. It hit him right on the
back of the head all right, and
he stumbled for a minute, but it
was empty and he stayed right
on his feet. He whirled, said “I’ll
get to you in a minute,” and
swung one of those long arms at
me with a whish! like 1 was a
mosquito.

The back of it swiped my
head, and something like a comet
with a white tail seemed to hit
me, and | was way over at the
wall, slumping all the way down
it to the floor. The last thing 1
saw was him snatch up one of
those sacks to throw it over
Jeanie’s head like a net. The
comet kept getting brighter and
brighter, and it switched over by
the open doorway instead of my
head, and split up into two or
three comets, and some men
came stampeding in behind pock-
et-flashlights, like that one my
father carries. One of them even
seemed to be him, but I knew
better than to believe that, |
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knew | was just dizzy. | closed
my eyes and sort of went to sleep
for a few minutes, wishing 1’d
been able to save Jeanie.

When | opened my eyes |
seemed to be floating around
halfway between the floor and
ceiling, and when | looked
around, so was Jeanie. We were
both sort of swinging around up
in the air. | thought maybe we
died and turned into angels, but
it was just a man holding her in
his arms, and another one hold-
ing me. “Now easy on those
stairs,” one said.

Neither one of them was my
father, though. But | saw him
across the room swinging his arm
up and down, with something
that looked like a blackjack in
it, and two of the other men
were trying to grab his arm and
hold it. | heard him saying, “Too
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bad I didnt get out here a little
ahead of the rest of you! Well,
I may have to bring him in alive,
now that there are witnesses, but
I’'m damned if I’ll bring him in
conscious!”

They took Jeanie and me to
the doctor to be looked-over as
soon as we got back; he said we
would both be all right, only
we’d have bad dreams for awhile
maybe, | wondered how he knew
ahead of time like that what kind
of dreams we were going to have.

When we got home | asked my
father, “Did | do all right? How
was 177

He took out his badge and he
stuck it on my pajamas.

“You make me look like a
piker,” was all he said.

Oh, 1 nearly forgot; Jeanie
don’t like lollipops at all any
more.
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In the old days, when the
people of the wvalley set their
clocks and fed their chickens by
the distant tolling of the church

1 bell, Father Peter climbed the
rlng tower steps three times daily to
pull the thick rope that ran up-
ward to the single great bell.
Now, since there was no longer
anyone to hear its ringing, he
made the trip but once a day.
The bell rang out at six every
morning — at the hour when
farmers once rose to the demands
SOftIy of the field and the creatures of
the wild awakened to another
day.

; Sometimes, on days like this,
by Stephen Dentinger he could watch the sun gradually
rising over the distant hills, col-
oring the clouds with a misty
pink that turned gradually to
scattered scarlet. On these days
at times Father Peter would
climb to the very top of the
tower, to gaze out at the country-

side, at his land, his flock.

But the days had faded, just
as the flush of youth had faded
from his body. Gradually the old

Can a wanderer, a self-described "gambler with life, a man who has ob-
viously turned his back on everything that once had meaning for him, be
seen as Evil itself? The Devil, if you wish,,,? Stephen Dentinger, a fre-
quent contributor to this magazine, aski this question which so many,
and not only Father Peter, have had' reason /> ask, even in our time...
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families of the parish had splin-
tered, with the youngsters going
off to the cities to earn their liv-
ing and find their mates. The old
folks usually had remained,
working the land until death or
disease overtook them in their
beds or in the fields or at the
chipped kitchen table that seem-
ed so much a part of their lives.
Now, now in the autumn, there
was nothing. The last family had
moved away from the valley the
week before, and Father Peter
waited only for the official order
from his bishop before closing
the church and moving on him-
self.

Each morning after the ringing
of the bell he descended to the
altar to say mass, and to address
a few remarks to those dwindling
few who attended. Now there
were none at all in the church,
but he went through the motions
anyway, offering the prayers that
were unchanged for centuries. It
really didn't matter that no one
came any more—it didn't matter
to God at least.

The rest of the day, after
Mass, was filled with details for
Father Peter, though now with
the absence of any souls to com-
fort the details had taken on the
mists of change and transition.
There was packing to be done,
records to be completed, thou-
sands of little tasks he wouldn’t
have dreamed possible a few
years earlier.
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And he was in the midst of
these tasks, just after morning
mass, when a surprising noise
sounded from the trees around
the church. The birds — some-
thing was disturbing the birds!

Father Peter climbed up the
tower steps and peered out over
the browning trees to where the
birds were. Yes, he saw at once
the reason for their alarm—a
figure, an aged tattered figure,
was approaching the church
through the underbrush. Here,
where no one came any more,
where even the birds were star-
tled by a human presence.

The priest climbed down from
his vantage point and hurried to
meet the stranger. Even now, at
the moment he was packing to
leave, an unfamiliar face was still
welcome at the little church.
After all, the stranger might even
carry a message from his bishop,
with the long-awaited orders to
move on.

“Hello, there,” Father Peter
called out.
The man looked up, and

Father Peter had a quick impres-
sion of a thickly bearded face,
noble but spent. It might have
been the face of a warrior or a
king, or a beggar. “Good morn-
ing. Father. | heard your bell.”

“The sound carries a great dis-
tance on days like this. But |
thought the valley was empty.
Are you only passing through?”

The man nodded, his broad



beard shaking with the gesture.
“Only passing through. May |
stay and rest with you, Father?”

“Certainly. Though | will be
leaving soon. Perhaps even today
if my orders should come
through from the bishop. Come
inside, my good man.”

Father Peter had not yet eaten
breakfast, so he prepared the
food for the two of them. As he
worked the bearded man spoke
softly, indifferently, as if only
making conversation. “You live
alone here, Father?”

“Alone, yes. There was a
housekeeper at one time, but her
family moved away from the
valley. | could not ask her to
give up her relatives and friends
to continue catering to the fool-
ish demands of someone such as
I. Now, it is not really so diffi-
cult to provide my own meals
and keep this little place clean.”

“Why do you stay, if no one
lives in the valley?”

“Why? Because | have not
been ordered elsewhere. God—
and my bishop—have a plan for
me. | simply carry it out.”

“Do you think my coming
here was part of the plan?” the
stranger asked.

“Who knows?” Then, as an
afterthought, he asked. “Do you
have a name? Mine is Father
Peter.”

“Everyone has a name, Fa-
ther. You may call me Chance.”

“Just one name?”

“Like yourself. What need is
there for more?”

They ate breakfast together,
passing casual remarks about the
mild autumn weather, and later
they strolled among the trees.
Above, the milky clouds looked
down indifferently, and the
breeze began gradually to stir
the last dying leaves. And as
they walked they might have
been, here in this remote valley,
the last two people on earth.

“What do you do, Chance?
Do you have a profession?”
Father Peter disliked personal
questions directed at strangers,
but now there seemed to be
some unfathomable reason, some
near compulsion, for keeping the
conversation going.

“Oh, Father, | suppose you
would call me a gambler. A
gambler with life.”

They walked further into the
valley, and Father Peter showed
him the houses and farms, now
deserted, which had once lately
brimmed with life. A little ceme-
tery, now overgrown with weeds
because there was no longer any-
one who cared. The road to the
nearest town, rutted and muddy,
certainly unable to withstand an-
other winter. And always the
woods, the overgrown under-
brush, waiting to swallow every-
thing which man might abandon.

“Soon no one will come here
again,” Father Peter said.

“Maybe it's for the best, Fa-
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ther. Maybe this valley was plan-
ned only as God’s dumping-
ground.” And he took a small
package from an inside pocket,
a package carefully wrapped in
brown paper and sealed with
great quantities of red wax. At
one corner the paper had begun
to rip.
“What
asked.
The man named Chance pull-
ed back his arm and hurled the
package into the depths of the
underbrush. “Just something,” he
answered. “Just something that
was getting too big to keep.”
Was it there, among the vines
and weeds waiting to take pos-
session of his valley, that Father
Peter first wondered if this man
Chance might be the Devil?

is that?” the priest

“Perhaps | should stay the
night,” Chance said finally, as
darkness began to drift like a
fog across the countryside.
“Would you have a bed for me?”

“There is always room in my
home,” Father Peter said, though
he could feel the chill on his
spine at this strange man’s Words.
Yet hadn’t he known from the
beginning that the man would
stay? Hadn't he known it, some-
where in the depths of his mind?

“Thank you. It has been a
long time since | left my own
home.”

“Where are you from?”

“England, a little place not

8*

far from London. You mean my
accent didnt give me away?”

For the first time the priest
realized the man did indeed
speak with an English accent. He
relaxed a bit. Certainly Satan
would not speak to him with an
English accent. “But aren’t you
anxious to get back?”

“For what? My business is
finished.”

“Your wife? Do you have one?
Your children?”

“Gone. All gone.” He shook
his head. “But you don’t want
to hear my troubles.”

“That is my job, Chance—
listening to other -people's trou-
bles. God forgive me, | thought
at first you were a demon sent
to tempt me in my loneliness.
Instead you are simply a man
with a problem, like so many
other men.”

“But no problem for you, Fa-
ther. I think I’ll turn in now, if
vou’ll show me the bed.”

“So early?”

“Like you, | must be up early
in the morning.”

Father Peter sighed and led
the way to the room.

In the morning, as if alone,
Father Peter climbed the tower
and began the daily tolling of
the great bell. 1t hadnt occurred
to him until that moment, but
this was the first day in more
than a week that someone in the
valley would be awakened by the



bell. Someone other than the
birds.

But as he watched the birds
rise from their sleeping places
to take wing once more, he was
bothered by a memory of the
previous day. The man Chance
had thrown away a package, but
surely here in his valley Father
Peter had a right to know what
was in that package. What if it
was something harmful to his
birds?

He made his way down from
the tower, and headed immedi-
ately into the wunderbrush in
search of the package. It took
him some moments to come up
with it, and when he did there
was a light layer of morning dew
still upon it. The package was
carefully wrapped and sealed, as
if for mailing, but the man
Chance must have changed his
mind somewhere along the line.
From one already ripped corner
he enlarged the split until the
contents would be visible. After
all, there was nothing wrong
with looking, he told himself.
The man had thrown it away.
Heavy, some sort of metal . . .

And then the gun dropped
into his waiting hand.

Perhaps he Wasnt really sur-
prised. Perhaps he’d know all
along it must be something like
this. But now seeing it was nev-
ertheless a bit of a shock. The
gun was a revolver, well oiled
and obviously in working condi-

tion. He opened the cylinder and
emptied the shells into the palm
of his hand. Five bullets had'
been fired. One remained in the
weapon.

Father Peter sighed and put
the weapon back in its package.
Then he carried the thing back
inside. He would decide later
what must be done.

When he finished saying Mass,
he saw that Chance was kneeling
in a rear pew, his head bowed
in prayer. “Good morning,” he
said.

“Good morning, Father Pe-
ter.”

“Will you be leaving us now?”

“Yes. There is no reason to
stay longer,” the bearded man
answered.

“Was there a reason to come?”

“What?”

“Was there a reason to come?
Why did you come, Chance?”
He stood very close to the man
as he asked the question. “Did
you think of my valley only as
a dumping ground for your pack-

“l don’t know what you

“l know what "yoif:brought
here. Chance. | found the pack-
age this morning and opened it.”

The man named Chance sigh-
ed, as if beneath a great weight.
“You had no right to do that.”

“Perhaps not. But it is done.”

“Maybe 1I’'m the demon you
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fear after all, Father.”

“l doubt it.”

“But if I am?”

“That is the chance | take
every day of life. Now tell me
about it.”

“All right,” the man said fi-
nally. “l committed a crime out
there, out in the world.”

“Do you-want to confess it?”

“I’m not of your faith. I'm
not of any faith any more, Fa-
ther. 1 killed my wife and two
children with that gun.”

Father Peter blinked his eyes
and stared off for a moment into
the distance. He’d heard worse
things in his day, certainly, but
in that moment the man Chance
seemed to embody evil in a most
shocking way. “Are you sorry?”
he asked finally.

“Sorry? | don’t know, Father.
| really don't know. Not sorry
enough to go back, I guess. But
sorry enough to keep on run-
ning.”

“It’s important to be sorry.
Go back, turn yourself in to the
police.”

“No.”

Father Peter turned away. “I
cannot force you. T have not the
strength. And yet, | feel God
had a plan in bringing you to
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my valley.”
“Maybe he did,” the bearded
man said. “I left the gun here.”

“Is my little church to be only
a dumping place for the evidence
of your crime?”

The man named Chance shook
his head. “You don’t understand,
Father. | was saving the last
bullet for myself. | threw the gun
away because now I’ve decided
to live.”

Father Peter looked up at the
sky and blinked against the
brightness of the hazy sun. “All
right,” he said finally. “Perhaps
that is a start.”

And presently, after Chance
had departed to make his way
out of the valley, Father Peter
went back into the empty church
to pray. Certainly the bearded
man had not been a demon. He’d
just been a man, sinning like all
men. And what had been done
for him? Had Father Peter done
anything at all except perhaps to
give him his life? Chance would
keep on living, and someday he
would repent—or kill again.

Perhaps others would come to
the valley in the days while Fa-
ther Peter waited. But after this
he would ring the bell softly.



“Mrs. Carroll,” said the

nasty man, “l happen to know
that your husband is insanely
jealous.”

I happened to know the same
thing myself, and so there was
nothing for me to do but agree.
Robert was insanely jealous.

domeStlc “However,” | added, “I fail to

see where that is any of your

. . business.”
|ntr‘|g ue The nasty man smiled at me,
nastily. “I’ll come to that,” he
said.
by Donald E. Westlake “You entered this house,” |

reminded him, “under the guise
of taking some sort of survey.
Yet you ask me no questions at
all about my television viewing
habits. On the contrary, you
promptly begin to make com-
ments about my personal life. |
think it more than likely that you
are a fraud.”

“Ah, madam,” he said, with
that nasty smile of his, under
that nasty little moustache, “of
course I'm a fraud. Aren’t we
all frauds, each in his—of her—
own way?”

“I think,” | said, as icily as

Donald Westlake, author of THE BUSY BODY, reviewed last month,
and of THE FUGITIVE PIGEON, THE MERCENARIES, etc., returns with
this story of a young woman whose husband is "insanely jealous" — and
whose personal life suddenly becomes extremely — well, complicated..,

85



possible, “it would be best' if you
were to leave. At once.”

He made no move to get up
from the sofa. In fact, he even
spread out a bit more than be-
fore, acting as though at any in-
stant he might kick off his shoes
and take a nap. “If your hus-
band,” he said lazily, “were to
discover another man making
love to you, thcres no doubt in
my mind that Mr. Carroll would
shoot the other man on the spot.”

Once again | had no choice
but to agree, since Robert had
more than once said the same
thing to me, waving that great
big pistol of his around and
shouting, “If | ever see another
man so much as kiss you, Il
blow his brains out, 1 swear |
will!”

Still, that was my cross to
bear, and hardly a subject for
idle chatter with perfect strang-
ers who had sailed into my living
room under false colors, and I
said as much. “l don’t know
where you got your information,”
I went on, “and | don’t care. Nor
do | care to discuss my private
life with you. Tf you do not leave,
| shall telephone the police at
once.”

The nasty man smiled his
nasty smile and said, “l don*
think you’ll call the police, Mrs.
Carroll. You arent a stupid
woman, | think you realize by
now I’'m here for a reason, and
I think you’d like to know what

85

that reason is, Am | right?”

He was right to an extent, to
the extent that | had the uneasy
feeling he knew even more about
my private life than he’d already
mentioned, possibly even more
than Robert knew, but | was
hardly anxious to hear him say
the words that would confirm my
suspicions, so | told him, “I find
it unlikely that you could have
anything to say to me that would
interest me in the slightest.”

“lI haven’t bored you so far,”
he said, with a sudden crispness
in his tone, and | saw that the
indolent way he had of lounging
on my sofa was pure pretense,
that underneath he was sharp
and hard and very self-aware.
But this glimpse of his interior
was as brief as it was startling;
he slouched at once back into
that infuriating pose of idleness
and said, “Your husband carries
that revolver of his everywhere,
doesn’t he? A Colt Cobra, isn't
it? Thirty-eight calibre. Quite a
fierce little gun.”

“My husband is in the jewelry
business,” | said. “He very fre-
quently carries on his person val-
uable gems or large amounts of
money. He has a permit for the
gun, because of the business he’s
in.”

“Yes, indeed, | know all that.”
He looked around admiringly
and said, “And he does very
well at it, too, doesn’t he?”

“You are beginning to bore



me,” | said. | half-turned away,
saying, “I believe 1I'll call the
police now.”

Quietly, the nasty man said,
“Poor William.”

| stopped. | turned around. |
said, “What was that?”

“No longer bored?” Under the
miserable moustache, he smiled
once again his nasty smile.

| said, “Explain yourself!”

“You mean, why did | say,
‘Poor William™? | was merely
thinking about what would hap-
pen to William if a Colt Cobra
were pointed at him, and the
trigger pulled, and a thirty-eight
calibre special bullet were to
crash its way through his body.”

| suddenly felt faint. 1 took
three steps to the left, and rested
my hands on the back of a chair.
“What’s his last name?” | de-
manded, though the demand was
somewhat nullified by the tremor
in my voice. “William who?”

He looked at me, and again
he gave me a glimpse of the steel
within. He said, “Shall | really
say the name, Mrs. Carroll? Is
there more than one William in
your life?”

“There are no Williams in my
life,” | said, but despairingly,
knowing now that this nasty man
knew everything. But how? How?

“Then | must say the name,”
he said. “William Car—”

“Stop!”

He smiled. His teeth were very
even and very white and very

sparkly. | hated them. He said,
softly, “Won’t you sit down, Mrs.
Carroll? You seem a bit pale.”

I moved around the chair 1'd
been holding for support, and
settled into it, rather heavily and
gracelessly. | said, “l dont know
when my husband will be home,
he could be—"

“l do,” he said briskly. “Not
before one-fifteen. He has ap-
pointments till one, and it’s at
least a fifteen minute drive here
from his last appointment.” He
flickered back to indolence, say-
ing lazily, “I come well prepared,
you see, Mrs. Carroll.”

“So | see.”

“You are beginning,” he said,
“to wonder what on Earth it is
that 1 want. | seem to know so
very much about you, and so far
I have shown no interest in do-
ing anything but talk. Isn’t that
odd?”

From the alert and mocking
expression on his face, | knew he
required an answer of me, and so
| said, “l suppose you can do
what you want. It’s your party.”

“So it is. Mrs. Carroll, would
you like to see your good friend
William dead? Murdered? Shot
down in cold blood?”

My own blood ran cold at the
thought of it. William! My love!
In all this bleak and brutal world,
only one touch of tenderness, of
beauty, of hope do | see, and
that is William. If it werent for
those stolen moments with Wil-
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liam, how could I go on another
minute with Robert?

If only it were William who
was rich, rather than Robert. But
William was poor, pitifully poor,
and as he was a poet it was un-
likely he would ever be anything
but poor. And as for me, | admit
that |1 was spoiled, that the
thought of giving up the comforts
and luxuries which Robert’s
money could bring me made me
blanch just as much as the
thought of giving up William. 1
needed them both in equal ur-
gency, William’s love and Rob-
ert’s money.

The nasty man, having waited
in vain for me to answer his
rhetorical question, at last said,
“l can see you would not like it.
William is important to you.”

“Yes,” | said, or whispered,
unable to keep from confessing
it. “Oh, yes, he is.”

Until William, 1 had thought
that all men were beasts. My
mother —sbless her soul — had
said constantly that all men were
beasts, all through my adoles-
cence, after my father disappear-
ed, and | had come to maturity
firmly believing that she was
right. Thad married Robert even
though 1°d known he was a beast,
but simply because | had be-
lieved there was no choice in the
matter, that one married a beast
or one didn’t marry at all. And
Robert did have the advantage
of being rich.

But now | had found William,
and | had found true love, and I
had learned what my mother
never knew; that not all men are
beasts. Almost all, yes, but not
entirely all. Here and there one
can find the beautiful exception.
Like William.

But not, obviously, like this
nasty man in front of me. |
would have needed none of my
mother’s training to know that
this man was a beast. Perhaps,
in his own cunning way, an even
worse beast than brutal and blus-
tering Robert. Perhaps, in his
own way, even more dangerous.

| said, “What is it you want
from me?”

“Oh, my dear lady,” he pro-
tested, "I want from you? Not a
thing, | assure you. It is what
you want from me.”

| stared at him. | said, “Tdon’t
understand. What could | pos-
sibly want from you?”

As quickly as a striking snake,
his hand slid within his jacket,
slid out again with a long blank
white envelope, and flipped it
through the air to land in my lap.
“These,” he said. “Take a look
at them.”

| opened the envelope. | took
out the pictures. | looked at
them, and | began to feel my
face go flaming red.

| recognized the room in the
pictures, remembered that motel.

The faces were clear in every
one of the photographs.



“What you’ll want,” said the
nasty man, smiling triumphantly,
“is the negatives.”

I whispered, “You mean,
you’ll show these to my hus-
band?”

“Oh, | would much rather not.
Wouldn’t you like to have them
for yourself? The prints and the
negatives?”

“How much?”

“Well, I really hadn’t thought,”
he said, smiling and smiling. “I’d
rather leave that up to you. How
much would you say they were
worth to you, Mrs. Carroll?”

| looked at the photos again,
and something seemed to go click
in my mind. | .said, “l believe
I’'m going to faint.” Then my
eyes closed, and | fell off the
chair onto the floor.

He had a great deal of diffi-
culty awaking me, patting my
cheeks and chafing my hands,
and when at last | opened my
eyes | saw that he was no longer
smiling, but was looking very
worried. “Mrs. Carroll,” he said.
“Are you all right?”

“My heart,” | whispered. “I
have a weak heart.” It was un-
true, but it seemed a lie that
might prove useful.

It did already. He looked more
worried than ever, and backed
away from me, looking down at
me lying on the floor and saying,
“Dont excite yourself, Mrs. Car-
roll. Don’t get yourself all upset.
We can work this out.”

“Not now,” | whispered.
“Please.” | passed a hand across
my eyes. “I must rest. Call me.
Telephone me, I'll meet you
somewhere.”

“Yes, of course. Of course.”

“Call me this evening. At six.”

“Yes.”

“Say your name is Boris.”

“Boris,” he repeated. “Yes, |
will.” Hastily he retrieved the
fallen photos. “Call at six,” he
said, and dashed out of the
house.

I got to my feet, brushed off
my toreadors, and went to phone
William. “Darling,” | said.

“Darling!” he cried.

“My love.”

“Oh, my he'art, my sweet, my
rapture!”

“Darling, | must—"

“Darling! Darling! Darling!”

“Yes, sweetheart, thank you,
that’s all very—”

“My life, my love, my all!”

"“William!”

There was a stunned silence,
and then his voice said, faintly,
“Yes, Mona?”

There were advantages to hav-
ing a poet for a lover, but there
were also disadvantages, such as
a certain difficulty in attracting
his attention sometimes.

But T had his attention now.
| said, “William. | won’t be able
to sec you tonight.”

“Oh, .?K>mheart!”

“I’'m sorry, William, believe
me | am, but something just
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came up.”

“Is it—" his voice lowered to
a whisper “—is it him?”

He meant Robert. | said, “No,
dear, not exactly. I’ll tell you all
about it tomorrow.”

“Shall | see you tomorrow?”

“Of course. At the Museum.
At noon.”

“Ah, my love, the hours shall
have broken wings.”

“Yes, dear.”

With some difficulty 1 man-
aged to end the conversation. |
then took the other car, the
Thunderbird, and drove to the
shopping center. In the drugstore
there | purchased a large and
foul-looking cigar, and in the
Mister-Master Men’s Wear Shop-
pe | bought a rather loud and
crude necktie. | returned to the
house, lit the cigar, and found
that it tasted even worse than |
had anticipated. Still, it was all
in a good cause. | went upstairs,
puffing, away at the cigar, and
draped the necktie over the door-
knob of the closet door in my
bedroom. | then went back to
the first floor, left a conspicuous
gray cone of cigar ash in the
ashtray beside Robert’s favorite
chair, puffed away until the room
was full of cigar smoke and |
felt my flesh beginning to turn
green, and then tottered out to
the kitchen. T doused the cigar
under the cold water at the
kitchen sink, stuffed it down out
of sight in the rubbish bag, and
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went away to take two Alka
Seltzer and lie down.

By one-fifteen, when Robert
came bounding home, | was re-
covered and was in the kitchen
thawing lunch. “My love!” roar-
ed Robert, and crushed me in
his arms.

That was the difference right
there. William would have put
the accent on the other word.

| suffered his attentions, as I
always did, and then he went
away to read the morning paper
in the living room while 1 fin-
ished preparing lunch.

When he came to the table he
seemed somewhat more subdued
than usual. He ate lunch in si-
lence, with the exception of one
question, asked with an apparent
attempt at casualness:

“Umm, darling, did you have
any visitors today?”

| dropped my spoon into my
soup. “Oh! Wasn't that clumsy!
What did you say, dear?”

His eyes narrowed. “I asked
you, did you have any visitors
today?”

“Visitors? Why — why, no,
dear.” | gave a guilty sort of
little laugh. “What makes you
ask, sweetheart?”

“Nothing,” he said, and ate
his soup.

After lunch he said, “I have
time for a nap today. Wake me
at three, will you?”

“Of course, dear.”

I woke him at three. He said



he’d be home by five-thirty, and
left. 1 checked, and the crude
necktie was no longer hanging
on the doorknob in my bedroom.

When Robert came home at
five-thirty he was even quieter
than before. | caught him watch-
ing me several times, and each
time | gave a nervous start and
a guilty little laugh and went into
some other room.

I was in the kitchen at six
o’clock, when the phone rang.
“I’Il get it, dear!” | shouted. “It’s
all right, dear! I'll get it! I’ll get
it!”

| picked up the phone and said
hello and the nasty man’s voice
said, “This is Boris.”

“Yes, of course,” | said, keep-
ing my voice low.

"“Can we talk?”

“Yes.”

“Isnt your husband home?”

“It’s all right, he’s in the living
room, he can’t hear me. | want
to meet you tonight, to discuss
things.” | gave a heavy emphasis
to that word, and put just a
touch of throatiness into my
voice.

He gave his nasty laugh and
said, “Whenever you say, dear
lady. | take it you’re recovered
from this afternoon?”

“Oh, yes. It was just—tremors.
But listen, here’s how we’ll meet.
You take a room at the Flyway
Motel, under the name of Clark.
l—"

“Take a room?”

“We’ll have a lot to — talk
about. Don’t worry, Il pay for
the room.”

“Well,” he said, “in that case

“I’Il try to be there,” | said,
“as soon after nine as possible.
Wait for me.”

“All right, M—"

“I must hang up,” | said hast-
ily, before he could call me Mrs.
Carroll. | broke the connection,
went into the living room, and
found Robert standing near the
extension phone in there. | said,

“Dinner will be ready soon,
dear.”

“Any time, darling,” he said.
His voice seemed somewhat

strangled. He seemed to be under
something of a strain.

Dinner was a silent affair,
though | tried to make Smalltalk
without much success. After-
ward, Robert sat in the living
room and read the evening paper.

| walked into the living room
at five minutes to nine, wearing
my suede jacket. “lI have to go
out for a while, dear,” | said.

He seemed to control himself
with difficulty. “Where to, dear?”
he asked me.

“The drugstore. |
polish remover.”

“Oh, yes,” he said.

I went out and got into the
Thunderbird. As | drove away I
saw the lights go on in my bed-
room.

If it was nail polish remover
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Robert was looking for, hed
have little trouble finding it.
There was a nearly full bottle
with my other cosmetics on the
vanity table.

| drove at moderate speeds,
arriving at the Flyaway Motel at
ten minutes past nine. “I’'m Mrs.
Clark,” 1 told the man at the
desk. “Could you tell me which
unit my husband is in?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He checked his
register and said, “Six.”

“Thank you.”

Walking across the gravel to-
ward unit 6, | thought it all out
again, as it had come to me in a
flash of inspiration this afternoon
just before | had had my ‘faint’.
The idea that | could have Rob-
ert’s money without necessarily
having to have Robert along with
it had never occurred to me be-
fore. But now it had, and | liked
it. To have Robert’s money with-
out having Robert meant | could
have William!

What a combination! William
and Robert’s money!

. My step was light as I' ap-
proached unit 6.

The nasty man opened the
door to my knock. He seemed
somewhat nervous. “Come on in,
Mrs. Carroil.”

As | went in, T glanced back
and saw an automobile just turn-
ing into the motel driveway. Was
that a Lincoln? A blue Lincoln?

The nasty man shut and lock-
ed the door, but I said, “None of

that. Unlock that door.”

“Don’t worry about me, lady,
he said, grinning nastily. “All 1
want from you is your money.”
Nevertheless, he unlocked the
door again.

“Fine,” | said. | took off my
suede jacket.

“Now,” he said, coming across
the room, rubbing his hands to-
gether, “to get to business.”

“Of course,” | said. | took off
my blouse.

He blinked at me. He said,
“Hey! What are you doing?”

“Don’t worry about a thing,”
I told him, and unzipped my
toreadors.

His eyes widened and he
waved his hands at me, shouting,
“Don’t do that! You got it all
wrong, don’t do that!”

“l don’t believe | have it
wrong,” | said, and stepped out
of the toreadors.

With utter panic and bewilder-
ment, the nasty man said, “But
William said.you’d— And stop-
ped.

We both stopped. | stared at
the nasty man in sudden compre-
hension. All at once Tunderstand
how it was he had known so
much about me, how it had been'
possible for him to take those
pictures.

So William couldn’ live on
amount | gave him willingly,

. Mother was right, all men are
beasts.'

As | stood there, trying to get
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used to this new realization, the
door burst open and Robert
came bellowing in, waving that
huge and ugly pistol of his.

| still wasn't recovered from
my shock. To think, to think I'd
been trying to save William from
being killed, to think I'd been
willing to sacrifice both Robert
and the nasty man for William’s
sake. And all the time, all the
time, William had betrayed me.

But then I did recover from
the shock, and fast, because |
saw that Robert had stopped his
enraged bellowing and was glar-

ing at me. At me. And pointing
that filthy pistol at me.

At me.

“Not me!” I cried, and pointed
at the nasty m3n. “Him! Him!”

The first shot buzzed past my
ear and smashed the glass over
the woodland painting above the
bed.

| ran left, | ran right. The
nasty man cowered behind the
dresser. Robert's second shot
chunked into the wall behind me.

“You lied!” I screamed. “You
lied!”

All men are bea

SECRETS OF LOCKS AND KEYS

The Magic Circle met in London this April to
hear a teacher of biology and science give a lecture
demonstration on “Secrets of Locks and Keys.”

Attendance was limited to members only.

The lecturer was Father Arnold Plummer, a
Dominican monk, a teacher at the Blackfrairs School,
of whom it has been said that there are few non-
combination safes he cannot crack and fewer houses
he cannot break into. He is often called upon to help
people in the neighborhood who have locked them-

selves out . . .

He has, as a matter of fact, yet to find a house he cannot break

into. His record for a Yale lock is half a minute. “Advanced lock-
picking”, to quote Father Plummer (in the London Sunday Times
for February 27, 1966), “requires intelligence, concentration and
great patience—aqualities fortunately rare among petty criminals. The
real work is done sitting in an armchair, thinking, though the actual
picking of a very complicated lock could take two days.”

Father Plummer, who says “it is the sheer aesthetic pleasure of
overcoming a piece of complicated machinery” which attracts him—
his fascination with locks started when he was ten years old—is par-
ticularly in demand at the beginning of school term, opening the
trunks for boys who’ve lost their keys.

Deliberately?
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(Please turn to page 105 for the solution.)

NOTE by the SUPERVISING EDITOR:
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THESE are perhaps the worst and most misleading clues
we have come out with yet. But don’t worry. Next, month

we shall try to do worse.
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When a leading theatre critic,
in one of his novels, made a
passing reference to a pirate story
he had read in his youth, such
was the response from men of
his own age who also remem-
bered this series (many of them
even more clearly than he did)

= that he confessed to a friend of
plrates mine that he could easily have
formed an Old Boys Pirate Club!
I relate this incident as an indi-
by W. O. G. Lofts cation of the vivid impression
made by such stories in the days

of one’s youth.

Several times in these pages
Leslie Charteris has mentioned
his own boyhood reading of pi-
rate stories in the boys’ maga-
zine, Chums, saying what thril-
ling yarns they were. Samuel
Walkey, who wrote most of them
for over 40 years, was in real
life the Staff Controller of a bank
in Cornwall, and he penned these
thrilling and bloodthirsty tales
only in his spare time.

Swashbuckling tales of Buc-
caneers were his speciality and
his pulse-stirring yarns of pirates
on the Spanish Main are still re-

W.0.G, Lofts, whose article on Robin Hood appeared in our July 1965
issue, returns with the present article — the first of a series dealing with
the truth about Piracy! Here are the facts about these men! Why did they
become pirates or privateers? Who were they? And what was their code?



membered and collected by old
readers throughout the world.
How easily they still recall such
thrilling titles as: Rogues of the
Fiery Cross, Yo Ho for the Span-
ish Main, Under the Pirate Flag,
Flame-Beard’s Treasure, and The
Pirates of Skeleton Island.

His villains bore the blood-
curdling names of Captain Crip-
ple, Sharkteeth, The Terrible
Blind Judas, the Treacherous
Salvation Meek, the Murderous
Cheat-the-Gallows; not to men-
tion Solomon Snake of the
‘Moonlight’ and his villainous
henchman, Maroon.

His heroes were also aptly
named, such as Dr. Primrose,
Tallifer True-Blade and Captain
Angel who, although depicted as
a ‘scented dandy’, could be a
deadly fighter with the rapier
when it came to combat. There
were stories of treasure buried at
midnight on Coffin Island; of
Spanish galleons, full of dou-
bloons, wrecked and stuck on
treacherous reefs and guarded
sometimes by weird, gigantic
monsters of the unknown deep.
There were stories of the fero-
cious Brotherhood of the Spanish
Main, led by Admiral Rob,
whose cruelty and black-hearted
villainy would have put some of
the present-day criminals of the
world to shame; of Buccaneers
fighting against the cruel over-
seers of the slave plantations in
the West Indies; of pirates cap-

tured and tortured by the dread-
ed black-robed, hooded fiends of
the Spanish Inquisition.

Other tales told of noble, blue-
blooded Englishmen forced to
walk the plank to the jeers and
taunts of the pirates because they
refused to join their crew; with
cutlasses pointed at their backs
they walked to certain death and
the hungry sharks below (at least
until the commencement of next
week’s thrilling installment)!

We read of the quest of a
band of English adventurers in
search of the loot of a certain
Captain  Crossbones — buried
treasure chests filled with gold
and the traditional ‘pieces of
eight’ (silver); the only clue be-
ing a faded parchment containing
doggerel verse. An old reader
living in New Zealand today can
remember perfectly, after 40
years, how this verse went:

'On Crosshones Isle, near
Spanish Key,

There is a ruby, hidden by
me.

Seek it, and let the Pirate’s
Skull become your guide

To the vast treasures of the
mountainside.’

One actually felt one was
there, with the brave and daring
adventurers.

As well as thrills and chills,
these stories contained such vivid
descriptive prose as “flaming
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tropical skies of abysmal blue,”
“Wonderful seas of sapphire and
emerald, creaming to white upon
coral beaches”, “desert islands
fringed with coconut palms, deep
blue lagoons and white, shimmer-
ing sands.” There was the crash
of broadsides as the ships clashed
in combat; the crack of firelocks
and pistols and the rattle of
musket shots; clouds of pungent
gunpowder smoke and the flash
of cutlasses in the turmoil of
battle.

But did these things really
happen like this in history? Un-
doubtedly writers of romantic
fiction have taken liberties with
many true facts relating to real-
life pirates; but my own investi-
gations—although unfortunately
destroying many popular beliefs
—prove beyond doubt that pi-
rates were at least the most col-
ourful adventurers that ever
lived.

The first book on piracy was
published by A. O. Exqucmelin,
a Dutchman, in Amsterdam in
1679. As at that time piracy was
at its height, plus the fact that
Exquemelin was a surgeon to the
Buccaneers sailing under the
great Sir Henry Morgan, most of
its contents have been proved by
official records to be correct in
detail. The second book, written
by a mysterious eEnglishman
named ‘Captain Charles Johnson’
and entitled “A General History
and Murders of the Most Notori-
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ous Pyrates” in 1724, has like-
wise been proved to be most
reliable; and practically all the
hundreds of books and articles
—as well as other material pub-
lished since those dates—have
been based mainly on the above
two works.

Many pirate writers unfortu-
nately disagree with one another
regarding details, and it has been
no easy task to sort out truth
from fiction, although the British
Museum and Public Record Of-
fice in London is a Godsend in
enabling one to sift the true facts
from the false. Their official rec-
ords, preserved for all time, are
available to all interested re-
searchers such as myself.

Piracy can claim to be one of
the oldest professions in the
world. There is no authentic rec-
ord of who was the first pirate;
quite possibly piracy started way
back in the Prehistoric Age,
when one of our cavemen ances-
tors, paddling a canoe and living
near the sea-shore, spotted a
similar savage in a hollowed-out
tree-trunk loaded with wild fruit
and animal skins. Seeing that the
second savage had more than
himself, the first caveman was
swayed by greed—and so the
first act of piracy was committed.

Pirates have been recorded
since the earliest days of history
under a great variety of names:
Sea-wolves, Sea-Rovers, Maroon-
ers, Corsairs, Picaroons, Gentle-



men of Fortune; Freebooters,
Buccaneers, Filibusters and Pri-
vateers. One can trace them right
back to the days of the Ancient
Greeks in the Aegean Seas. The
Vikings of the North Sea and the
Norsemen were pirates pure and
simple. The Barbary Corsairs of
Algiers were Masters of the
Mediterranean, and levied black-
mail on the world’s commerce.
Pirates even took the mighty
Julius Caesar to ransom, though
their kidnapping was short-lived
and afterwards they were caught
and crucified.

The point has also been ar-
gued by historians for hundreds
of years as to whether Sir Francis
Drake was actually a pirate—or
Sir Walter Raleigh. It all de-
pends, | suppose, on what coun-
try you belong to. Spain, and
particularly General Franco, have
no doubt at all about this; and
being an Englishman | must, in
my turn, contend that Paul Jones
was also a pirate; whilst no doubt
my friends in the U.S.A. would
state that he was a true patriot
and a brilliant seaman.

The Arabs in the Red Sea
practiced piracy for hundreds of
years, whilst the Chinese and
Malays, with their junks, still
operate today. But none of these
really equalled for colourful ac-
tivities the pirates and bucca-
neers who operated in the 16th
and 17th centuries; and it is most
interesting to record that, strange-

ly enough, the original ‘Bucca-
neer’ was not a seafaring man at
all, but a hunter of cattle.

These Buccaneers lived in the
savannahs of Hispaniola (now
known as Haiti) and were re-
corded as early as 1630. They
derived this name from ‘boucan’,
an old word which their luckless
predecessors—the Caribs — gave
to the hut in which they smoked
the flesh of the oxen killed in
the hunt, or not infrequently the
limbs of their persecutors, the
Spanish. They applied the same
term, from the poverty of an un-
developed language, to the bar-
baque or square wooden frame
upon which the meat was dried.
In the course of time this food
became known as viande bouca-
nee’ and the hunters themselves
gradually assumed the name of
Buccaneers.

The French settlers did use
the second title of ‘Flibustiers’,
which was a mere corruption of
the other name for a Pirate—
Freebooters, originally a German
term imported into England dur-
ing the low Country wars of
Queen Elizabeth. This derivation
can easily be seen when the ‘s’
in Flibustier becomes lost in pro-*
nunciation.

Buccaneers differed mainly
from Pirates in that they waged
war only on Spanish ships and
property and only in American
waters, whilst the ordinary pirate
made no distinction but was
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.ready to attack a ship of any na-
tionality, his own included, in
any part of the world. Bucca-
neers also frequently engaged in
land operations, whereas pirates
confined themselves to robbery
on the high seas.

. The nickname of Marooners is
fairly easy to explain. The word
derives from the Maroons, a
West Indian community founded
by escaped Negro slaves who
mated with Amerindian women,
and is a corruption of Cimaroons
—meaning dwellers of or in the
mountains. A further extension
means fugitives or lost people. By
way of punishing an offender the
pirates could cast him ashore on
a small desert island, where he
had no chance of survival, giving
him a pistol, powder and shot to
kill himself when he could no
longer stand hunger and thirst.
Hence the nickname of ‘Maroon-
ers’ by some.

A privateer, is however, far
from easy to explain. Personally
| think the only difference be-
tween a privateer and an ordi-
nary pirate is that a privateer was
simply a pirate ship, carrying
legal authority by corrupt Gov-
ernment officials to plunder the
shipping of hostile countries,
even when they were not at war.
Profits went mainly to the powers
concerned, and in many cases
into a country’s coffers, as al-
ready mentioned in the case of
Sir Francis Drake. Historians
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have been arguing for hundreds
of years on this subject—as to
what was actually a privateer or
a pirate. The most controversial
case on record concerns Captain
William Kidd — about whom
more will be written in my next
article.

Rules and duties aboard a
privateer were exactly the same
as on a pirate ship, including the
share-out; and more often than
not it was commanded by a man
with piratical experience. Pirates,
as a rule, called themselves Pri-
vateers or Freebooters, the first
name usually the more popular,
as it gave them some sort of se-
curity if it was known they were
acting with ‘legal authority.’

What main reason prompted
S0 many men to become pirates
in the first place? The answer
(and I must confess that if |1 had
been born in that age and in
poor circumstances, | would
probably have become one my-
self) is that England in the 16th
to 18th centuries was an abomin-
ably brutal age. Towns and vil-
lages were generally filthy, filled
with slums, workhouses, plagues,
starvation and slave condition
where work was concerned, the
workers performing the most
back-breaking tasks for a mere
pittance a week. Terrible punish-
ments awaited the guilty or any
unfortunate culprit caught for the
slightest crime, as all felonies
were considered capital offences.



Fantastic as it may seem, even
children were hanged for stealing.
Minor thieves who were fortu-
nate enough to escape hanging
were branded with a red-hot iron
—a capital ‘T’ on the left cheek,
and maybe transported to Aus-
tralia for life, into the bargain.
Begging and vagrancy were also
considered serious crimes. Pris-
oners were tortured by having
heavy weights pressed on to their
bodies, this being in order to
force them to plead guilty to
various crimes, so that when they
were hanged their property went
to the Crown. Thumbscrews
were also used to extort confes-
sions; and nailing a prisoner by
his ears to a pillory, where he
was blinded by having stones
thrown at him, was a common
form of punishment, together
with other atrocities too horrible
to mention.

Titus Oates (mentioned in the
Saint story, The Unfortunate Fi-
nancier) after being twice pillor-
ied, was whipped from Aldgate,
and then from Newgate to Ty-
burn, receiving no less than two
thousand lashes, until his body
Was simply a mass of raw, bleed-
ing flesh. It was probably the
most drastic public punishment
of all time; and if they had hang-
ed him they would have shown
more mercy. To be hanged;
drawn and quartered was one of
the most horrible deaths imagin-
able, with details too gruesome

to print, but in those days it was
regarded as a public spectacle.

If a man was loyal and liked
the sea, he could of course join
the Royal Navy (unless he was
unfortunate enough to be shang-
haied in the first place). But a
sailor's life in those days was
little better than that of a slave
—in fact, it was often worse.
Ships’ captains had the power of
life and death, and ordered se-
vere punishment for the slightest
offence. It was known for a cul-
prit to receive no less than six
hundred lashes for a minor of-
fence—and with a tarred rope,
to boot. The shocking punish-
ment of keel-hauling—that is,
dragging a man right under the
keel of the ship so that he was
almost cut to pieces by the en-
crusted shells, was quite legal.
Complaints about the bad food,
which was often rotten and
crawling with maggots (in many
Gases supplied by corrupt officials
in high places) merely resulted
in the complainant being forced
by his Captain to swallow cock-
roaches alive. Once considered a
skilled seaman, a member of the
crew was regarded as too valu-
able to be allowed ashore, as he
most certainly would never re-
turn to his ship. Many were kept
prisoners aboard ship for years
on end. paid only a miserable
few Shillings a month—so who
could blame an honest seaman
who, at the slightest opportunity,
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joined a pirate crew?

Incentives to piracy were the
prospects of gaining riches in a
very short space of time, easy
conditions, good food and wine,
and regular excursions ashore—e
usually after capturing a rich
prize. Ashore there were plenty
of women anxious to entertain
them, and above all there was
freedom from the harsh disci-
pline of the so-called honest and
patriotic Service. With very little
risk a pirate could probably gain
far more in a single voyage than
he could hope to earn during a
lifetime of honest labour.

Once joining a pirate ship, the
new member first insisted on a
written agreement, and this was
usually sworn over a Bible or a
bowl of punch. This was to en-
sure that the new pirate would
get his proper share of the plun-
der looted from captured ships.
The first and foremost Article
spoke for itself—it stated simply:
No Prey; No Pay.’

The pirate ship was owned by
the crew and the captain was
elected by popular vote, usually
because he was a better seaman
and fighter than the rest. Con-
trary to popular fiction that he
was a tyrannical despot, nothing
could have been further from the
truth, as he simply could not
afford to be. His tenure of office
was precarious, to say the least,
as he could be deposed at any
time by a show of hands voting
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in favotir of someone else as cap-
tain. Indeed, it is worth record-
ing that one pirate ship had thir-
teen different captains in two
months! But usually the main
reason for a change of captains
was the general failure of the
particular man in command to
find sufficient plunder to keep his
crew happy.

The Captain, of course, re-
ceived a larger share of the loot
than anyone else, but otherwise
he had no privileges. He had a
cabin of his own, true, but
through some clause in the Arti-
cles of the ship, anyone was en-
titled to intrude into his private
apartments. They could swear at
him, drink his wine and use the
cabin as if it were their own. The
Captain also had exactly the
same meals as the rest of the
crew, which was certainly vastly
different from the Royal Navy.
Probably the reason for this is
easily explained; pirates, having
suffered so much at the hands of
officers, carefully guarded against
such evil happenings amongst
themselves. Easily the next im-
portant person aboard ship was
the Quartermaster, who decided
what plunder should be taken
from a looted vessel and super-
vised the share-out. He also set-
tled any differences amongst the
crew which might arise from time
to time.

When | was a boy | often won-
dered why pirates always flew



the traditional Black Flag with
the skull and crossbones, called
The Jolly Roger. | reasoned that
if a merchant ship was. fortunate
enough to sight the pirate ship
first she would depart as far
away from it as possible at full
speed! But it is a fact that pirates
flew all sorts of flags, and in a
well-ordered ship the practice
was that when a potential victim
was sighted, the appropriate flag
would be sent aloft—depending
on what nationality the pirates
thought the ship would be. If she
was English, the Union Jack
would be hoisted; if a French-
man the Triconleur was shown.
The obvious reason for this was
to fool the captain of the mer-
chant ship into believing that he
was hailing a fellow-captain of
the same nationality.

Captain Bartholomew Roberts
flew an elaborate flag carrying a
full-length picture of himself, a
skeleton with a spear and hour-
glass. Another captain used a
long pointed banner with three
skulls and three pairs of crossed
bones. The most popular of all
was the ordinary red flag dipped
in blood—which the French Buc-
caneers called the ‘Joli Rouge.’
This, according to some, was the
origin of the Jolly Roger, but
whatever the design, the pirate
flag was used as a kind of psy-
chological warfare. The skull and
crosshones, however, seems much
the oldest emblem of the symbol

of death, and it was used as a
cap badge by armies in the 15th
and 16th centuries.

Once the pirate captain was
certain his victim was a defence-
less merchantman, and could not
escape, down would come the
false flag and the real ensign
would be hoist in its place. Con-
trary to the general belief that
pirates were a bloodthirsty
crowd, and loved fighting, they
had a strong sense of self-preser-
vation and were only after easy
plunder which, naturally, they
wanted to live and enjoy. Con-
sequently they very rarely killed
their prisoners.

One of the first questions pi-
rates used to ask the captured
crew was whether their officers,
and especially the Captain, had
treated them properly. If the an-
swer was unsatisfactory — and
more often than not it was—then
they gave the offender a taste
of his own medicine with a tarred
rope’s end. However, if a mer-
chant ship put up any kind of
resistance after capture the pi-
rates would show no quarter and
usually killed the crew, throwing
their bodies over the side. They
deliberately gave the fullest pub-
licity to this policy, which was
so effective that they hardly ever
had any reason to kill. After all,
why should the captain of a mer-
chant ship risk his life in defence
of cargo that was not his own?
Generous pirates had been
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known to give the ‘unfortunate
captain of the captured ship pres-
ents for being so co-operative
during their encounters on the
high seas!

Probably the most baffling
point I have encountered in years
of research has been the well-
known practice of pirates making
their victims “walk the plank.”
Being of a methodical mind I
have often pondered over why
pirates bothered with this prac-
tice (unless they were sadists),
as it would obviously have been
much quicker to run a cutlass
through their victim and drop
him over the side.

All historians writing on the
history of piracy have stated that
there is no authentic record of
any pirate making his victim
walk the plank. On this point |
could not agree more, basing my
agreement on the research | have
done in the British Museum and
Record Office, where | read
through innumerable documents
and reports of trials during the
15th to 19th centuries. But |
would not agree that such events
never took place in history as
there are certainly facts to show
that pirates in the days of An-
cient Greece, during the time of
Caesar, indulged in this unpleas-
ant practice. On taking a ship
they would push out a ladder
and, telling each prisoner that he
had his liberty, “desired him to
walk out of the ship, and this in
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the middle of the sea, all with
mighty shouts of laughter, so
wanton were they in their cru-
elty.” (The exact quotation has
been translated from ancient
Greek.)

As a boy, one of the most fas-
cinating pictures | recall was that
of the Pirate Captain burying his
treasure on a barren island, with
palm-trees and grass in the fore-
ground and two pirates digging
the hole. Usually in the back-
ground was the ship’s boat and
further out to sea was the pirate
ship, with the Jolly Roger flying
aloft. The treasure chest was big,
bound with iron and secured with
a great lock. Sometimes it even
had the traditional skull and
crossbones design on its sides.

Once the hole was deep
enough and the chest safely low-
ered down into it, the pirate cap-
tain would then disprove the
saying ‘Honour amongst thieves’
by calmly raising his musket and
shooting the two pirates dead.
They would obligingly fall down
on to the chest, when the captain
would cover them up with sand
and row himself back to his ship,
certain in his mind that ‘dead
men tell no tales” was one of the
best quotations ever invented.

Unfortunately, the buried treas-
ure seems yet another myth, for
if all the money spent during the
last three hundred years in seek-
ing reputed lost hoards could be
assessed, it would undoubtedly



exceed all the pirate treasure ever
buried. Pirates spent the proceeds
of their hauls as fast as they could
get it, in the nearest port. The
ale-house keepers in Jamaica
made fortunes out of their irregu-
lar visits ashore, whilst the mer-
chants who fitted out the pirates
with  clothes and provisions
charged them fantastic prices.
Those prostitutes who played
their cards right with the love-
starved Buccaneers could, after
only one season, go home to
Europe and retire in luxury on
what they had earned (or stolen).

Corruption was everywhere,
and often most Governors were
in the pay of the pirates and buc-
caneers, taking large shares of
the loot. Probably the stories of
vast amounts of hidden treasure
were started by pirates caught
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and sentenced to be hanged, who
hoped that such ‘confessions’
would result in a free pardon in
order that a search could be
made.

Pirates’ nests flourished every-
where, especially in the Carib-
bean, where nearly every island
served as a lurking place. Coral
reefs and sandbars provided ideal
protection from pursuing men-
o’-war, for if ever God made any
place on this earth for certain
privileged people, he made the
Caribbean for pirates and buc-
caneers!

(In the next installment of this
serious study of the facts of Pi-
racy, W. O. G. Lofts uncovers
the facts about some of the most
romanticized Pirates— and also
discovers some that you probably
never heard of.)
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death
IN

the
sun

by Me! Dinelli

There’s Nno way of knowing
for sure, | suppose, but I'm al-
most certain that if 1 hadn’t gone
away that summer, Phil Vernon
would be alive today. Or if | had
insisted my sister go along with
me, she wouldn’t have met him
at all. But I couldn’t insist, be-
cause the boy she was in love
with, was coming back from a
trip after a year of being gone,
and she wanted to be there when
he got back. That’s the only rea-
son | gave in.

But it’s all water under the
bridge now, and | know that
everyone looks back on some
period of their lives when they’ve
made bad decisions. But that was
the worst | ever made, and it
was to be only the beginning of
what was to become the worst
of night mares.

Although 1 left with a feeling
of foreboding, | figured 1°d only
be gone a month, and that we’d
write often, as it was the first
time my sister and 1 had been
separated in the years since our
folks died and we were kids.

All the time | was gone, | had

In Life magazine, some weeks ago, there was a photograph of rows and
rows of sunbathing bodies, still and immobile under the Florida sun. It's
more than likely that nobody had thought of looking closer, to see if
any of those bodies was both still and immobile — and very cold ,,, The
author is an MWA Edgar winner and Academy Award nominee.
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an uneasy feeling that something
was wrong. 1’d wake in the mid-
dle of the night, and there was a
hollow, leaden feeling in the pit
of my stomach; but there was
nothing concrete to which | could
trace it. As | look back now, I
realize the truth in the saying
that blood is thicker than water,
and that it was all a premonition
of the dire events which were
ahead.

At first Helen wrote often, but
her letters said less and less about
herself, and more and more
about general things, as if she
were avoiding real issues. | didn’t
get it at first. 1 thought she was
having the common trouble of
finding enough things to write
about when you force yourself
to write too often, and you’re
writing under a sense of obliga-
tion.

Then the letters took on an
unnatural quality. | don’t know
what | mean exactly, and it’s
hard to explain. But there was a
nervous, hesitant quality about
them. If it’s possible to discern
such a thing, it was as if some-
one stood over her shoulder
watching her every word as she
wrote.

If 1°d been wise, | would have
rushed home then, instead of
waiting like | did. But when I’d
taken my job, 1°’d promised to
stay the whole season, and |
didnt want to go back on my
word.

Then a letter came telling me
she was moving to a town in the
upper part of the state. The letter
was the briefest 1’d received so
far. 1t was like a stranger writ-
ing. She said she’d gotten a job,
and that she didn’t feel we should
share a place any longer. Just
like that! Abrupt, asking no ad-
vice, nothing, and yet we’d never
been apart since we’d been
babies!

That’s all 1 needed, and with-
out waiting for the season to end,
I was on the next train. The
crumpled letter in my pocket, the
trip seemed endless, but we final-
ly pulled into the town where my
sister had moved.

It was dusk, and judging from
what | saw through the train
window, it could hardly be called
a town at all. I figured it must
have been a damned good job
that could have lured Helen to
such a dismal place.

There was an unimpressive
row of buildings facing the main
street. Although it was not yet
raining, the sky was heavy with
dark, ominous clouds. The lights
were beginning to be turned on
in the small shop windows, and
the effect was a gloomy one.
That time of day has always been
depressing for me anyway; when
lights are turned on when it’s
late afternoon, no longer day,
and not yet night. Even the trees
seemed dismal and foresaken as
they cast their dry shadows on
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the cracked, ancient sidewalks.

The rain was coming down in
torrents by the time | found the
small, dingy apartment house
with the row of mail boxes in
the front hallway. But her name
wasn’t on any of the boxes! |
looked at the letter again for the
number of the apartment, then
I rang the bell under the name
of “Philip Vernon”. As | picked
up the house receiver, | had the
impression that someone had an-
swered, but before | could say
anything, there was a soft click
at the other end. | rang several
times more, but getting no re-
sults, | tried the inner front door.
It Was locked. | was on the verge
of ringing again, when | saw
someone coming through the
lobby toward the front door. |
waited for them to come out, and
before the door could close, |
stepped quickly inside.

The lobby was deserted. The
elevator was one of those heavy,
fancy, open-grill work types, but
it was self-operating. | pushed
the button, and it started up with
a jerk.

The corridor was dark and
dank, and | finally reached the
door marked “3 B”. | knocked.
Even though there wasn’t the
slightest sound, | knew there was
Someone inside; sometimes you
can just feel those things. |1
knocked again, and then | called
out.

“Helen . ;
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I could hear

someone move. “Helen?” | called
louder.

Then after a moment, | heard
her voice speaking cautiously
through the door. “Who is it?”

“Jimmy!”

There was a brief pause, and
when she spoke, her voice was
flooded with relief and emotion.
“Jimmy!” and then she sobbed,
“Oh, my God, Jimmy!” The
door was quickly unlocked, and
she stood there in the darkened
room. There were no lights on,
and even the blinds were drawn.
She was crying as she pulled me
into the room, and closed and
locked the door behind us.

“Helen! What’s this all about?
What’re you doing here in the
dark, not answering the door . . ,
let's get some lightson ...”

“No!” she sounded violent.

“Why not?”

“Let’s talk a minute, Jimmy!”

“Who’s Philip Vernon?”

“How do you know about
him?”

“His name’s on the mail box

. .” Without waiting for per-
mission, | turned on the light.

She gasped as she turned away
from me, and the room Was
flooded with light. Taking her by
the shoulders, 1 forced her to
turn fully toward me.

“Helen!” Her face had been
beaten to a pulp. “Good God!”

She broke away from me and
threw herself on the couch. |1
could hardly make out what she



said, “Jimmy . . . oh, Jimmy,
I’m in terrible trouble ...”

Quickly I put my arms around
her, attempting to stop the hys-
teria. “Haven’t | always helped
you . . . that’s why I've come.
What is it? What happened to
your face?”

She stopped sobbing for a mo-
ment. “l got married while you
were gone . . .”

. .“Steve?”

“Oh, nol After waiting a.whole
year . . . when he finally came
back, | found out that he’d been
married while he was gone ... |
was heart broken . . . oh, if only
you'd been here . . . and that’s
when | met Phil ...”

“But who’s Phil?”

“I thought I knew him . . .
even though it was only a few
weeks ...”

“But Helen,” | interrupted,
“you just don't go off and marry
someone you’ve just met . . .”

“But | did! And now I’ve got
to get out of here! J wasnt going
to tell anyone about what he did

. not even you ... | didn’t
want you in trouble on my ac-
count . . .” She was sobbing
again, and | couldn't understand
a word she said.

“He’s mad . . . crazy mad. He
likes to hurt people ... to beat
them ...”

“I’Il kill him . ..” The moment

| said it, I know | shouldn’t have.
| said it without thinking, and
now she was even more fright-

ened than before. She studied me
for a moment, and her face was
as drained and stern as 1°d ever
seen it. “Or he’ll kill you,” there
was no trace of emotion in her
voicee. “That’s why you should
never have come here.”

“All right,” | said, in order to
pacify her. “l wont do anything
drastic. But you’re going to get a
divorce.”

“You should hear what he’s
threatened, if | even try to get
one.”

“There’s the law,” | said im-

patiently. “You can get him
locked up .. .”

“You don’t know him,” she
said hopelessly. “You’re good,

and clean and decent. You can't
imagine what he’s like ...”

My hand went up impulsively
to her face. “Yes, | can.”

Her voice was calm and quiet
now, as if she’s thought out
everything in advance. “He’d kill
one of us first before we could
get him locked up. There’s only
one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

“We’ve got to run . .
fast and as far as we can . . .

“We can’t run forever.”

“No. But someone can’t get
away with what he’s doing for-
ever . . . this terrible, black, in-
sane need within him . . . it’s not
only me that he takes it out on
.. . someone’s bound to catch up
with him soon ...”

“But . ..” | protested.

. run as
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“Please, Jimmy.” She was
pleading again. “He’s done us
enough damage .. And as she
talked, I began to listen. The way
the light hit her face now, she
looked tired and hurt and old.
It was a shock seeing her like
that. Helen, my kid sister, was
suddenly old.

It's always a mistake running
away. | know that. But | couldn’t
reason with her. Anymore than
you can reason with a dog that’s
been run over and badly hurt,
and you just stand there on the
highway looking down helplessly
praying that you can think of
some little thing to end its mis-

ery.

New York to Los Angeles is
a long hop. We drove in an old
jalopy we’d bought, and by some
miracle it held together. Helen
made an attempt to be a good
travelling companion, but | knew
it was an effort. Not only had
she developed a nervous habit
of looking back over her shoul-
der as she walked, but one night,
by accident, I got a good look
at her arms and legs as she pre-
pared for bed. It was all I could
do to keep from dropping every-
thing and starting back after the
son of a bitch. But if ever she
needed me, if was now. Revenge,
hard as it was to subdue, would
have to wait.

When we reached Los An-
geles, we followed Wilshire Bou-

no

levard straight down to the ocean
where it ended at Pacific Pali-
sades in Santa Monica.

There’s something about the
air and the blue of the ocean
that makes things look better
than they really are. For a mo-
ment the lines seemed to dis-
appear from around Helen’s eyes,
and as she closed them and
breathed deeply, for a moment |
could forget the anger and the
rage that had simmered within
me at various times during the
trip.

We drove down the ramp
which led to the ocean. For the
first time, Helen began to take
an interest in things.

“If we could find someplace
right on the ocean ..  she said
hopefully. “Even if it’s just for
a few days, then we could find
something more reasonable later
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Lucky for us, it wasn’t the
peak of the season, and after
making a few inquiries, we finally
settled on a place called Seaside
Motor Cabins. The landlady was
a Mrs. Gordon, and sometimes
as | look back on it all, I think
she gave us a special rate just
so that she’d have someone to
talk to. And that certain lady
could talk faster and longer in
one breath than anyone 1've' ever
met in my life. But she was a
nice, if nosey old gal, and | knew
it would be nice for Helen to
have someone to be with during



the day when | was out working.

It’s never been too hard for
me to find jobs, | guess it’s be-
cause I’'m not proud, and I'm
willing to do most anything.
After making the rounds, I man-
aged to get a part time job in
one of the shooting concessions
down on the pier. The money
wasn’t much, but it was close to
the Motel, where | could keep
my eye on Helen.

So for a few days, | was fool-
ish enough to believe that every-
thing was going to be all right.
Helen was rapidly getting back
to normal, and we were begin-
ning to have our little private
jokes again like when we’d been
kids. Little did we know that
there was a big sharp axe poised
right over our heads ... it was
the calm before the storm.

I’d only been working a few
weeks, when my boss asked me
to stay very late in his place as
he had to take off. After closing
up, | thought of going for some-
thing to eat, but then decided
against it and started for the
Motel. | quickly noticed that
none of the bungalows were
lighted, excepting ours, and as
I drew closer, | could hear an-
gry, muffled voices.

I went up the steps, but the
shades were drawn. A man’s fig-
ure was silhouetted against the
doorway, and he appeared to be
holding a gun. | didnt have to
be told who it was, and from

what Helen had told me about
him, 1 knew he wouldnt think
a thing of taking a shot at me,
and then picking things up from
there. It would be foolish to go
in unarmed, so | ran back as fast
as | could to the shooting gallery
and | grabbed the first rifle |
could lay hands on.

When | got back to our bun-
galow, it was dark, and the
sound of voices was gone. |
turned the door knob, and | was
surprised to find it unlocked. As
the door swung slowly open, |
reached out and flicked on the
light switch. There was no one
in the room, and it was in com-
plete disorder as though there’d
been a drunken party of some
kind. A draft caused the front
door to close slowly behind me.
As it did so, it revealed some-
thing which had been shielded
by the half-open door until now.

Lying face downward was a
man’s body. Blood trickled from
his temple, and it formed a pool
on the rug beneath him.

Funny, how in the big, impor-
tant moments of your life, some
incongruous things stand out.
The blood from his head trickled
out into a pattern of a rose in the
rug. The colors matched beauti-
fully, and it was as if his head
lay next to a big wet rose on the
rug. The gas heater lay over
turned beside him. | put my rifle
down, and I turned him face up.
Although 1’d never seen him in
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life, 1 knew who he was, and
the horrible realization of what
had happened swept over me.

Dazed, | called out, almost to
myself, “Helen?” 1 ran to the
bedroom door. “Helen .
There was no one there. | pulled
the kitchen door open. The room
was deserted, and there were
some over-turned ice cube trays
in the sink. 1 moved to the back
service door and opened it, look-
ing out. Just as | did so, | heard
the sound of the front door open-
ing. | turned and ran into the
living room.

Helen stood in the doorway.
“Jimmy!” she started sobbing
hysterically, but | could see that
she was not bruised.

“Close the door!” | said fran-
tically. She continued to sob, not
hearing. “Close it! Do you hear
me?” | rushed over and pulled
her to one side. Closing the door,
I locked it behind her. “Be
quiet!” | turned out the lights.

We stood there silhouetted
against the door as the light from
the court shone through. We
were quiet for a moment, but
then Helen started to sob hysteri-
cally again.

“Jimmy, what have | let you
in for?” she said almost unintel-
ligibly.

“Sh!” | crossed quickly to the
radio and turned it off. We start-
ed to talk at the same time, but
then we heard footsteps ap-
proaching along the court.
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“Someone’s coming!” | whisper-
ed. Helen stopped crying abrupt-
ly, and the room was ominously
ly quiet. We stood there rigidly
in the dark with him at our feet.

“Don't move,” | said softly.

“Who is it?” Helen asked,
terrified.

We saw a woman’s figure as
it came up the steps and toward
the front door. | quickly picked
up my rifle which lay next to the
body, and | threw it back of an
arm chair.

“She’s coming in here!”” Helen
said frantically.

The figure hesitated a moment,
and then she knocked.

“What’ll we do?” Helen whis-
pered.

“She’ll go away,” | tried to
reassure her.

There was a knock, and then
the woman stood quietly out-
side.

We stood there motionless
during a long tense silence. After
a moment, the figure outside
reached down and tried the knob
of the door. The sound of the
knob rattling seemed very loud.

I moved to the window and
looked out. It was Mrs. Gordon,
the owner of the Hotel. She
knocked again.

“She’ll think we’re out . . .
she’ll go away,” | whispered.

Mrs. Gordon came closer to
the door as if attempting to look
inside. Then making a decision,
she reached into her pocket and



she took out a large key ring
and she began to select a key;
her eyes squinting at the num-
bers on them.

Helen turned swiftly to me.
“She’s going to open the door!”

I made a sudden decision, and
called out in a loud voice. “Just
a minute, Mrs. Gordon . . . I've
... I’ve nothing on! Let me get
something on!”

“What’s going on in there,
Jimmy? One of the tenants has
been complaining . .

“Nothing. Mrs. Gordon . . .
some friends of mine were drink-
ing . . . they’re gone now . .

“Jimmy Barton!” she said,
scandalized. “You open this
door! I want to talk to you . . .”

“I' ... lcant ... I'm not
dressed!”

“Well, you just put something
on. I want to talk to you, and
I’m not taking no for an answer

I knew she meant business. “I
was ... | was just going to to
take. a shower . . .”

“You can take a shower later.
| said | wanted to talk to you,
and I’'m going to .. There was
a threat to her voice now. “You
open this door, Jimmy ... or
dressed or not. I’'m coming in
there . . **

Paralyzed, Helen and | looked
at one another and then at the
figure on the floor.

“She has a pass key,” Helen
whispered.

“All right, all right, Mrs. Gor-
don,” I called out quickly. “Just
let me get some clothes on.”

“I’Il give you exactly two min-
utes . ..”

“What are we going to do?”
Helen said in a muffled sob.

“We’ll have to carry him into
the bedroom ...” | moved quick-
ly to the body.

“No!” Helen gasped.

“Take his arm,” | said sternly.
“l can’t do it alone.”

She moved beside me and we
started dragging him across the
room. The feet dragged along the
floor, pulling the rug as it did so.
We were near the bath room
when we heard her calling out-
side. “Your time’s up, Jimmy,
I’m coming inside . . .” We heard
the front door opening.

“Quick! In the bathroom,” |
said.

“Jimmy, where are you?” she
called out.

We were in the bath room now
and | called out over my shoul-
der. “I1l be right out, Mrs. Gor-
don . . .just a minute . ..”

“She might come in here,
Jimmy!”

“We’ll put him in the shower

“Jimmy, we can't . ..”

“Pull back the curtains, and
don’t argue!”

Mrs. Gordon’s voice was
drawing closer. “Getting me up
at this hour of the morning!
Really!”
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We stood there by the shower
trying to put his body in. 1 real-
ized how tall he was, and how
difficult it was going to be.

“Jimmy, | ... | cant get his
legs in . . Helen cried softly.
“Here . . . let me do it . .

By doubling them up, and strug-
gling and pushing, 1 finally man-
aged. Then | pulled the curtains
together quickly.

Strangely enough, Mrs. Gor-
don had been quiet for a few
seconds, but when she spoke
again, it sounded like she was
having a fit, “Jimmy! What's
been going on in here? These
rugs . . . has there been a fight?”

“Just a minute!” | called.

“And Jimmy . . .” she contin-
ued. her voice taking on a tense
quality. “What’s this on the floor
. .. and on this gas heater . ..
why . . . why, it’s blood!” She
was really alarmed now.

Stunned, Helen and J stood
there looking at one another,
wondering what to do.

“Jimmy . . .” Helen whimper-
ed, on the verge of hysteria.

“Be quiet!” | warned, then |
straightened the shower curtains.
Going to the medicine chest, I
quickly took a razor out.

“What are you going to do?”

Although 1 had intended to
make a small wound to explain
the blood in the living room to
Mrs. Gordon, in the confusion of
all that was going on, my hand
slipped, and before | knew it, I

il«

found I'd made a real gash in my
hand! 1 was amazed that 1 felt
no pain.

“Why, Jimmy, why?”

“Don't ask question!”l snap-
ped. | grabbed a towel and
wrapped it around my hand,
speaking rapidly to Helen as |
did so. “Now, you stay here, do
you understand? | don't want
Mrs. Gordon to know you’re
here. Leave everything to me,
and don't make a sound. She
won't come in here . .

“But, Jimmy . ..”
“You do as | say,” T com-
manded. Then | called out,

“Coming, Mrs. Gordon ...
As T entered the living room,
Mrs. Gordon stood there with an
angry, shocked expression on her
face. Then she saw the towel on
my hand and the blood which
had begun to seep through.
“The blood on the rug . .
| indicated my hand.
“Just as | suspected! You’ve
been fighting! You’ve hurt your-

self . . .” She moved toward me,
“Here, let me see . ..”
“It isn’t bad,” | said lamely,

trying to avoid her.

“You were taking a shower,
indeed! she said contemptuously.
“Drinking and fighting! That’s
what you were doing! No wonder
you didn’t want me to come in
...” She moved closer. “Let me
see that hand . . .”

“It’s nothing . . .”

“You let me see that hand!”



she said vehemently, and she
lifted the towel. “Jimmy! This
is a bad cut. .. how in the world
did you do it? Have you disin-
fected it?”
“Yes . .. yes, | havel”
“Then I'll bandage it for you.”
“This towel’s all right.”
“It's not all right! Where are

your bandages and things ... in
the bath room?”
“No ... no ... | don’t have

any in the house.”

“You’re just saying that, Jim-
my Barton, because you don’t
want me fussing over you . . .
you’re not fooling me, and I'm
going right into the bath room
for some bandages ... or some
adhesive” . . . she started off.

“Mrs. Gordon!” | called. She
paid no attention to me. She was
already in the bedroom, near
the bathroom door. “Mrs Gor-
don!”

“What is it?” She stopped,
alarmed at the tone of my voice.

“I'm . .. I’'m not feeling very
well ...” | sat on a chair near
the door.

“Well, no wonder!” she said
angrily. “What do you expect?
Fighting, drinking, and heaven
knows what . . .”

| was in a panic. If | could
just keep her out of the bath-
room, | thought! Helen was in
there with him!

m was thinking fast. “Would
you make me some coffee ... |
feel dizzy . . .”

She hesitated a moment.
“Well, all right . . .” she said,
giving in. “But you sit there
quietly and keep this towel over
your hand. I'll bandage it later

“I will . . . I'll just sit here,”
| said gratefully.

She disappeared into the living
room. “What a mess this place
is in! Good thing Helen isn’t here
to see it!” As | heard her go into
the kitchen, 1 moved quickly into
the bathroom. “Quick, Helen!
Sneak out the front door. | dont
want her to see you here!”

“But, Jimmy, | should be the
one to take the blame ...” o

“Helen, do as | say . . .” |
started to take her by the arm
and push her out, but then I
heard Mrs. Gordon calling, and
it was too late. “Jimmy! Where
are you!”

| dropped Helen’s arm. “Wait
here,” 1 whispered. “I’ll get rid
of her somehow . . . I've got to
... | rushed out just in time.
Mrs. Gordon had returned to the
bedroom again.

“There’s coffee on the stove,
Jimmy . . . what's the meaning
of all this?”

I closed the bathroom door
behind me. “I guess I .... | for-
got there was coffee . . . things
are pretty hectic . . .”

“l should say they are, and
now I'm going to fix up that
hand .. .”

“No! | can do it myself!”
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“How can you bandage your-
self with one hand?”

“l can . . . really, I can . ..
but first, can | have some coffee,
please, Mrs. Gordon.”

“All right, all right, come with
me and have your coffee . . .
we’ll see about the bandaging
later.”

I watched her nervously as
she poured the coffee.

“Really, Jimmy, you should
be ashamed . . . carrying on like
this. What will Helen think?”

“Please don't let her in on this

. she isn’t well, and . . .”

“By the way, where is she?”

“She . . .she’s staying at a girl
friend’s tonight . . .”

“Lucky for you. Now you
have your coffee, and I’ll be right
back ...”

Before | could stop her, she
was out of the room.

“Where are you going?” |
called.

“Never you mind. I’ll be right
back.” | caught up with her as
she was about to open the bath-
room door, determined to get the
bandages.

“No, Mrs. Gordon!” | must
have sounded really hysterical
now, for she stopped and turned.
“What’s come over you?” She
seemed suspicious and concern-
ed. “Are you trying to hide some-
thing?”

“No, I ...” | stopped, at a
loss for something to say.

“Well, then, stop acting like

i«

that!” She pushed open the bath-
room door.

I knew there was nothing |
could do now. | stood there,
waiting hopelessly. “Jimmy . . .”
she said as she entered, and there
was a pause. | couldn’t move, I
couldn't talk. I couldn’t do any-
thing. After an eternity, she
spoke again. “Jimmy, come in
here . . .”

By the time 1°d forced myself
to enter the room, she had all
the bandages and tape out on the
wash basin. She was working
over them with deep concentra-
tion. Helen was not in sight.

“Take the towel off your hand

I moved over to the wash
basin, looking back uneasily over
my shoulder as | tried to see
back of the open door. Where
was Helen?

Mrs. Gordon lifted down a
bottle and poured it over my
hand. “Good heavens, Jimmy,
doesn’t that sting?” she asked,
surprised. She continued to fuss
with my hand.

The door was moving slightly.
Agonized, | started to reach out
in order to push it back against
the wall.

“Hold still, Jimmy!”

“The door .. .1 ...”

She turned to look at it. “What
about it?”

“It’s . . . it’s going to bang
shut . ..”

“Well, let it!” she said irri-



tably.

.I watched it with terrified eyes
as it swung on its hinges. It
swung slowly away from the
wall, but there was no one be-
.hind it. Obviously a draft from
the bedroom had caused it io
move.

“Jimmy, will you relax, please

She continued to busy her-
self with the gauze and bandages.

Puzzled, | looked about the
room. Where was Helen? The
only window was a small one,
too small for anyone to get
through. 1 turned to look at the
shower. At first the curtains were
very still, but then they moved
slighly. The realization that
Helen had been forced to hide
,in the small shower with him
.Swept over me.

“It’s not very neat, but | sup-
pose you'll have it off you in no
time, the way you keep hopping
around . . She had finished
bandaging my hand.

I knew | had to get her out
of the bathroom as quickly as
possible now, before Helen's
nerves snapped.

“That’s swell! Perfect!" 1 tried
to sound enthusiastic. “Now
come on, Mrs. Gordon, let's
have some coffee now ., .”

She picked up the towel, which
she’d taken from around my
hand. “First I'll clean up a bit.
We don’t want Helen seeing any
of this blood you’ve splattered
about!”

“No'i. . no,I’ll do it later,
Mrs. Gordon.”

She continued to mop up, tak-
ing no notice of me. “You’re
not going to be able to do much
with that hand for a while . .
She leaned down and she began
to wipe up the floor. | could see
that the base of the shower cur-
tains were stained with his biood.
| stood there watching her and
not knowing what to do.

“The shower curtains!” she
said disgustedly. “Blood o011
them, too!” She seemed annoyed.
“How could you have gotten so
messy about everything?” She
picked up the bottom of one of
the curtains and she wiped it off

vigorously.
“Mrs. Gordon ... | ... | feel
dizzy again . . .” My hand went

to my head, and clutching the
wash basin, | pretended that 1
was on the verge of fainting.

She rose quickly to her feet,
dropping the curtain. She took
me by the arm. holding me firm-
ly. “You’ve lost more blood than
you thought . . . you'd better lie
down . . .” She was. solicitious
now as she led me out of the
bath room. As | glanced back
over my shoulder, the shower
curtains moved again, almost as
if they were shuddering.

In the kitchen we had cofTce,
and she made me sit quietly for
a while she sat there making
small talk and eating dough nuts
which she’d found someplace in
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the kitchen.

“Sure you wouldn’t like one?”
she asked as she dunked. “'Might
give you a little strength.”

“No, thank you.”

“Feeling better?”

“Yes. I'd be all right if Tcould
get a little sleep.” 1 tried not to
be too rude, as the old girl meant
well.

She popped the last of her
ioughnut into her mouth, “I can
take a hint, Jimmy . . . and any-
way, I've a million things to do
myself.” She rose to her feet.
“Sure there’s nothing else 1 can
do for you?”

“No, thank you. You've done
enough.” |1 meant that in more
ways than one.

“All right. I’ll be on my way
now . . . and what about Helen?”

“What about her?’,

“l suppose you don't want me
to say anything about this to
her.”

“I'd appreciate it if you
wouldn’t, Mrs. Gordon. You
know how nervous she is. and I
don’t want to worry her.”

“l won’t say a word to her, if
you promise you won’t go in for
any more of this sort of thing . . .
drinking and fighting . .

“l wont, | promise . .

“All right. | hope you’ve learn-
ed a lesson,” she paused. “What
are you going to tell her about
your hand . . . just so I'll know
what to say in case she asks me
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“1hurt it down at the shooting
gallery . . .”

“Okay, good night . . .”

“Good night,” she was finally
gone. The door closed behind
her. 1 ran quickly into the bed-
room. Pale and exhausted, Helen
was leaning against the doorway
of the bathroom as | entered.
There was no light in the room;
only that which shone in from
the living room. She was crying,
she wasnt able to hold back any-
more.

“Sh ... Helen ..
| crossed to her.

“Oh, Jimmy . . .” she sobbed.
“When | heard her say she was
coming into the bathroom, | did-
n’t want her to see me . . . you
said 1 wasnt here ... 1didn’t
want her to catch us in a lie . .
She stopped, unable to go on.

“Please don't, Helen . . .”

There was no stopping her

. | said as

now. “That shower ... so cramp-
ed ...and him . .. all cramped
like he was ... it looked like he
actually moved . . .”

“Please, Helen . . . calm down

. . we've got to think .. .”

“It was terrible . . .”

“Try not to think about it..

We both looked up startled as
he heard Mrs. Gordon’s shrill
voice outside, “Jimmy!”

“Good God!” 1 whispered.
Then | raised my voice, “Be right
out, Mrs. Gordon.” | moved

quickly to the front door, opened
it, and stood in the doorway.



“Jimmy, | fust noticed the
time! | forgot to tell you, I'm
having some painting clone to-
morrow . .  she corrected her-
self, “I mean today . . . here in
your apartment. They'll be here
before you know it ... so you
better get your things covered
up, or out of the way . . . you’ll
just have to do without sleep
now, and it’s all your own fault,
so dont expect sympathy from
mel”

“But Mrs. Gordon
you put them off .

“put them off1” she snapped
“l should say not! | had trouble
enough getting them to come in
the first place . . . you’re just
lucky Helen stayed at her girl
friend’s ... at least she’ll get
some sleep, even if we won't!
Now don’t you go to sleep in
there, or you'll have a devil of a
time waking up when they get
here . . . understand?"”’

“Yes, Mrs. Gordon .. .” There
was no arguing with her, and |
closed the door and went back
inside. Helen spoke to me from
the doorway of the bedroom. “I
heard what she said about the
painters, Jimmy.” | could see she
was making an effort to control
her voice. Now we have to get
him out of here . . . soon . . .
what’ll we do?”

“I don’t know.” | said frankly.
“l really dont know.” | was
overcome with a terrible weari-
ness. “And we haven’t got much

couldn't

time ...” | knew we had to act
fast, for it would be light outside
very soon, and then we’d never
be able to get him out, without
anyone seeing us.

“Let me go to the police and
tell them | did it!” Helen said
suddenly.

“Don* talk like that!” | said,
angrier than | intended. What we
have to do is get him out of here,
and fast!” My mind was begin-
ning to race in desperation. “I
know what we’ll do!” | looked
at her to see how she’d react.
“We’ll carry him into the car .. .
while it’s still dark, we’ll put him
in the back of the jalopy . . .”

“Then what?” she asked hope-
lessly.

“l don’t know. But first things
first . . . we’ll get him out before
the painters get here . . .”

“l suppose you're right.”

I made a sudden decision.
“And I’'m going to do it alone .. .
I mean, once | get in the car.”

At first she didn’t reply, then
she spoke solemnly. “Listen, Jim-
my, we're in this mess because
of me . .. and I'm going to help
you . ..”

I didnt bother to argue. |
went to the bathroom door; my
hand on the knob, | hesitated. It
took all 1 had to make myself
open that door.

The light over the wash basin
was still burning. | looked clown.
His legs had slipped from the
cramped position in which they’d
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been- placed,, and.they protruded
from beneath the .shower curtains
into the room. Even in death the
bastard wouldn't stay put. | felt
sick and | wanted to turn, and
run, but 1 knew what | had to
do. | pulled the shower curtains
apart and | made myself look
down at him.

He was slumped against the
shower wall in a grotesque posi-
tion; his head twisted down, his
chin digging into his chest. The
trickle of dry blood which ran
from his temple was highlighted
by the light which hit it from
above. Maybe it was my imag-
ination, but he seemed to be
smiling, as if the son of a bitch
was thinking, “Now, what arc
you going to do with me, eh?”

As | stood looking down,
Helen appeared in the doorway.
| turned to her, speaking almost
to myself, “If someone did see
me carrying him out, they might
think he was drunk or sick . ..”
She waited for me to go on.
“They might think that if it
werent for the blood on his face
...7 | added lamely.

| turned and went reluctantly
to the wash basin. | let water
run on a wash rag, and then 1
wrung it out. I caught Helen’s
reflection in the mirror as she
watched me, horrified. As | fell
to my knees beside the shower,
she turned away. It was awful
... the feel of that wash cloth on
the hard, marble-like texture of
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his cold, dead face, and the. blood
had congealed stubbornly on the.
side of his cheek,.matted in. the.
stubble of his beard. When |
finished, i tried to lift him, but
| slipped, and his head made a
hollow .sound as it thumped,
down on the shower door. And
somehow there was still a smile
on his face, as if he seemed, to
defy me.

I had no choice but to let
Helen help me. God knows how.
we did it, but we managed to
get him out of the back .door
and into the luggage compart-
ment of the car, with no lights
on at all.

The car shelter was a shed
between the bungalows, and.
there was no tenant next door,
which was lucky for us.

Helen watched me in the shad-
ows as 1stood at the rear of the
car, covering the body with a
beach blanket. Once covered, |
started to let clown the top of the
luggage compartment. But it
stuck about six inches before it
was completely shut. He was giv-
ing me trouble again; he was
too big for the cramped quarters.
Making it a personal contest, I
pushed him with all my strength,
and | forced the top down. I
couldn’t help smiling ironically
at my victory as ,1 made my way
to the front of the car. Helen
looked as if she were going to
get in. “You’re not going with
me,”-1 said flatly. Without an-



swering, she was in the seat be-
side me, and | knew it would be
useless to argue.

The two lines of bungalows
were dark, and there was a heavy
fog over the court. | drove cau-
tiously down the drive with the
lights out. When 1 reached the
street, | turned the lights on, and
they reflected gloomily on the
glistening pavement.

“Where are we going?” Helen
asked quietly.

“l dont know exactly yet . ..”

There was no one in sight as
we crept along. The heavy, wet
fog made the visibility poor. |
turned on the windshield wipers,
and if ever 1'd imagined that
windshield wipers sounded dis-
mal as they clicked back and
forth, this was it.

“The fog’ll clear when the sun
comes up,” | said finally. “It’ll
be harder to get rid of him then.”

“l know.”

“Helen!” | said suddenly, as |
had an idea.

“Yes?”

“Why didnt | think of it be-
fore! We can drive clear out to
the end of the pier . . . then we
can dump him off there!”

“Whatever you think, Jimmy.”

| stepped on the gas. The fog
was still dense but it was begin-
ning to be day light. As we
turned onto the ramp leading to
the pier, we could see some fish-
ermen casting their lines over the
rail. Silently, oblivious to one an-

other as fishermen usually are.

“We can’t here . . . with the
fishermen , . Helen said.

“Maybe there won’t be anyone
out farther ...”

| drove out as far as | could,
then | pulled to one side, and
turned the lights out. “Do you
see anyone?”

“No.”

I got out, figuring I'd have to
act fast. “Keep your eyes open,
Helen ...”

“I will. Hurry,” she said.

I fumbled with the handle of
the luggage compartment a mo-
ment, and then | raised it, dread-
ing what | had to do.

“Do you need any help?”

“No! Just keep your eyes
open, and warn me if you see
anyone!” | braced the top open,
and for a moment | didn’t know
where 1’d get the strength to lift
him out.

“Jimmy!”
suddenly.

At the sound of her startled
voice, | dropped down the lid of
the luggage compartment, not
taking the time to push it com-
pletely closed. | rushed to the
front of the car.

Speechless, Helen indicated a
spot a short distance from the
car. A fisherman, with his back
to us, stood struggling with his
line as he rose to his feet. We
hadnt seen him before because
he’d been sitting back of a bar-
rel screened from sight.

Helen called out
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' “Did he see us??” I'

“l don’t think so.” Helen was
shaking, losing her nerve. What'll
we do?”

“We'll just have to look for
another place.”

Suddenly we heard heavy foot-
steps approaching, on the wooden
boards of the pier. We tried to
peer through the heavy fog which
surrounded the car.

Helen saw him first.
policeman!” she gasped.
. “Sh!” As he came closer, Trec-
ognized him. It was Red Davis,
the policeman on the beat at the
shooting concession, and I'd give
him a few free rounds of ammuni-
tion now and then. He flicked on

“It’s a

a flash light.

“Well!” he said pleasantly.
“Thought | recognized the old
jalopy

“Hello, Red . . .” | couldn't
think of anything to say.

As he came closer, he saw

Helen. “Well, Jimmy,” he said
good-humoredly, “l didn't think
you were out fishing.” When do
you get your sleep? Or haven't
you been to bed yet?”

I laughed uneasily. “Oh, I've
been to bed all right. My sister
and | thought we’d get breakfast
out and spend the day on the

beach . . . Helen, this is Red
Davis . . . he's patrolman on the
pier . ...”

“How do you do .. Helen
said.

“Hello . . .” Red said. “Only
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place to get breakfast this early
is up in town ...”

“Yeah. | guess so ...”

Red looked around, flashing
his light through the fog. “Fog’s
clearing up . . . looks like we
might get some sun today . . j”

“Yeah . .. well, Helen, I Sup-
pose we’d better be on our way.”

“So long . . . nice meeting
you.” Red said to Helen.

“Thank you,” Helen got quick-
ly back into the car, and | went
around to the other side. Before
| could get started, however, Red
came around to my side.

“Say, Jimmy . ..”

“Yes?”

Red put his foot up on the car
as he spoke. “Thave to drive out
to a nursery today . . . pick up
some plants and stuff for my wife

.. my car's in the garage, and 1
was wondering if youd let me
use yours for a couple oif hours
sometime today . . .” j

Tt took me a minute to ifind
my voice. “I’d like to, Red . . .
but Ive cot to drive out to Mdlibu
later on ...” !

“lI could drive out with you.
And I’d certainly appreciate it if
you'd give me a hand at the nurs-
ery . . .” He wasn’t asking any
more, he was taking the use of
the jalopy for granted. People in
uniform have a way of doing that.

“Gee, | don't know, Red . ..”

He smiled over at H”len.
“Your brother's afraid I'll wreck
this beautiful car of his ..



“It isn’t that, Red, but . .

“Okay, then,” he interrupted.
“I’ll. ' meet you around nine
o’clock . . . front of the shooting
gallery ...”

“All right,” 1’d have agreed to
anything to get away. | raced the
motor, and put the car into gear.
But as | started to swerve the car
around, he called out again.

“Jimmy! Wait!”

| put on the brake and Helen
and | sat there hypnotized, wait-
ing. Then we heard him move to
the back of the car, in the rear
vision mirror | could see the glow
of his flash light as he cast it over
the luggage compartment. After
what seemed an eternity, we
heard him bang down the top of
the luggage compartment. “Did-
n’t want you to lose your beach
blanket,” he said as he waved us
off.

“Why’d you say you’d let him
have the car, Jimmy?”

“What else could I do? | could-
n’t have a policeman coming
around the bungalow. Mrs. Gor-
don’s suspicious enough already.”

“l know.”

“Now we’ll have to get him out
of the car while it’s still fairly
dark and the fog lasts. It’ll be
light before we know it.”

Even as | spoke, the sun was
beginning to break through the
fog bank in places. A few cars
were puttering up along the beach
filled with early sunbathers and
picknickers.

Helen leaned forward to look
at the gas gauge. “Your gas is
getting low.”

“I noticed that a while ago.”

“Have you any money?”

“No. Didn’t you bring your
purse?” | asked anxiously.

“| forgot.”

“But 1 thought you would. I
counted on it.”

“| forgot everything in all the
excitement. Can’t we go back to
the bungalow?”

“No. The one thing we've gol
to do is keep away from there.”
I looked down at the gas gauge
again. “Now we will have to do
something soon . . .”

“But what?”

“Red’s not the type to take
“no” for an answer, so 1’'m going
to have to lend him the car at
some time or other today,
or he'll get suspicious and come
looking for me.” | glanced over
my shoulder uneasily at the lug-
gage compartment. “That means
we’ll have to get him out as soon
as possible . . ,”l shook my head
hopelessly. “If there were only
someplace we could hide him
until tonight. Then after dark 1°d
get the car back, and | could
drive him someplace miles from
here . . . 1’d get rid of him then,
somehow, for sure.”

I pulled up before a cross walk
which led from the street to the
beach. A group of people with
beach robes, hampers and fishing
equipment crossed in front of us.
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I noticed the windshield of the

car was slightly foggy with mist.
“Have you anything to wipe

the windshield with, Helen?”

She opened the glove compart-
mnt, but it was empty.

-“There’s a pair of my old
swimming trunks in the back
here.” | indicated a ridge back
of us between the seat and the
rear windshield.

As | watched Helen wiping the
windshield with my trunks. Tsud-
denly got an idea. “Helen!”

“Yes?”

“Give me those trunks!”

“Why?” she asked, puzzled.

“Never mind.” | took the
trunks and | put them on the seat
beside me. The pedestrians had
passed through the cross walk
now and | swung the car around
in a U turn and started back in
the direction we’d come.

“What are you going to do,
Jimmy?”

“Like | said. There’s only one
thing left to do . . . hide him until
tonight . . .”

“But where?”

| spoke rapidly. “Listen, Helen
., . I’'m taking you back to the

bungalow . .
“But | thought you said . . .”
“Never mind,” | interrupted.

“We haven’t enough gas to get
away from here now .. .”

“I’m staying with you,” she
said stubbornly.

“You listen to me! You’re go-
ing to the bungalow and get some
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money, and wait for me there.
I'll be back this evening. You
can’t help me with what I've got
to do now.”

“I’m not leaving you,” she in-
sisted.

| began to get angry. “Don’t
argue, Helen!”

“I’m not going to let you do
this alone!” | pulled the car to a
sudden stop. | reached across her
and opened the door on her side.

“Now go on ... go back to the
bungalow and wait ... do you
hear me?” ,

“I won’t do it, Jimmy . . .
you’re going to try and do this
all alone . . . whatever itis ...
She began to cry. | took her
firmly by the arm and tried to
force her out of the car. “You're
hurting me!” she sobbed.

With a great effort, | suc-
ceeded in pushing her out. |
slammed the door shut after her.
But before | knew it, she was on
the running board, trying to get
in the car again. “l can’t let you
do this alone! What happened is
my fault, and now I’ve got to
help you!”

As | tried to pry her hands
from the side of the car, | spoke
rapidly. “Helen, 1 don't blame
you for what you did . . . you had
to kill him, I know that! But the
only way you can help me now
is to let me do this alone . . .”

For some reason she suddenly
stopped crying, and her face was
blank with amazement. “What



did you say, Jimmy? What did
you say?”

“l said I don’t blame you for
having killed him,” | shouted im-
patiently, “but now you’ve got to
let me handle things!” Before she
could answer, | wrenched her
hands off the side of the car and
pushed her off. “I1l meet you
tonight at the bungalow. Wait for
me there, and have as much
money as you can lay hands on!”
The car lurched forward abruptly.

“Jimmy!” | could hear her
calling desperately as she stood
there in the middle of the street.
“Jimmy! Listen to me! You don’t
know what you’re saying . .
her voice trailed off. | looked up
in the rear vision mirror. She
ran after the car a little ways, and
then she stood there staring after
me.

The hand on the gas gauge was
fluttering dangerously on the
empty mark. | knew | wouldn’t
be able to go far. The road was
approaching a sharp incline which
led down to the beach. | heard
the car sputter a little for the
lack of gas. What if | stalled in
the middle of the highway with
him in the luggage compartment?
Jn my mind's eyes, | could see
him smiling; | knew he’d like that!

I clutched the steering wheel,
the car sputtered a little again,
and | started praying. If only I
could make the top of the incline!
Then | could roll down to the
beach, and at least 1°d be off the

highway. After a last few sputters,
the car made the top of the grade,
and | reached down and turned
off the ignition key to save gas.
The car began to roll silently
down the grade.

I was relieved, but only for a
few minutes, for it wasnt much
of a grade, and the car began to
slow up again, | let the old jalopy
roll just as long as | could, then
I turned on the ignition again,
and | put it in gear. The damned
thing backfired several times, and
the noise was loud and startling.
| stepped on the gas, and there
was a last spurt of life, and the
car picked up a little speed. Not
far ahead, | could see the old
brick bathhouse, where most of
the sun bathers gathered on that
section of the beach.

I came to an abrupt stop be-
fore the bath house. Fortunately
for me, there were no other cars
in sight. | got out and looked
about cautiously, then 1 walked
over to the corner of the building
and | looked out at the beach.
It was still very early, and there
was no one in sight.

Walking back to the car, |
opened the door on the side to-
ward the bath house, then | put
on my swimming trunks and a
towel, and | hung them on the
car door. When | was satisfied
that there was no one about, |
moved to the back of the car and
that damned luggage compart-
ment.
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As | looked down at that face
with the half-defiant smile on it,
it was as if he knew that what
| intended to do was crazy.

Crazy or not, | had no other
choice ... if I could keep his
body from being discovered this
one day, then | could dispose of
it when it was dark again. Grim
and determined, | secured the
brace which held the lid of the
compartment up.

In spite of a great deal of re-
sistance from his stiff body, |
managed to get my old trunks
onto hint. | was lucky that
we were the same size, as | had
enough problems as it was. When
I’d finished, | closed the lid, and
went out onto the beach, which
was still deserted. | spread my
blanket carefully on the sand, and
then | went back for him.

| waited until there were no
cars in sight, then 1 half-dragged,
half-carried him over to where
I'd spread my blanket on the
sand. | don’t know what 1’d have
said if anyone had seen us. |
placed him on the blanket face-
downward, with his hands folded
over his head, in the position of
someone sun bathing, | pushed
his face down a little harder than
necessary, so that | wouldn't have
to look at that defiant smile any
more than necessary. Then |
spread my towel out a short dis-
tance from him . . . and | laid
down on it | tried to look re-
laxed. | figured that if | stayed
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there with him, | could keep my
eyes on him, and there’d be less
chance of his being discovered.
When night came, | could dispose
of him.

And believe it or not, | dozed.
T suppose it takes one hell of a
lot to interfere with my sleeping.
When | woke with a start, little
groups of sun-bathers started to
form. And as far as | knew, no
one had paid any attention to us.
Wec looked no different from the
others, and things were working,
out as 1'd planned. | was begin-
ning to feel that everything was
going to be easy, once it was dark
again. And | guess it would have
been all right if Mrs. Gordon
hadn’t come along. Mrs. Gordon,
and her big, big mouth!

| saw her approaching in the
distance, looking to the right and
left as if she were searching for
someone. She carried a towel and
beach equipment. The moment |
could see she was coming in my
direction, 1turned away and pre-
tended that | was asleep. With
my face close to the sand, |
watched her approaching, but she
was the type who would have
spotted me, even if I’d buried my
head in the sand. Shading her
eyes, she was looking directly at
me. She called out in her loud,
piercing voice, “Jimmy!”

I had no choice but to look up,
waving my hand feebly as | did
so. Grunting with exertion, she
began to make her way through



the heavy sand. As she came
closer, 1 took one last look at
him! He appeared to be sun bath-
ing, quite peacefully. How a big
bastard like that could look
peaceful even in death was be-
yond me, and as Mrs. Gordon
approached, | edged away from
him so that she’d think there was
no connection between us.
" “Jimmy, where have you been?
I was worried about your not
getting any sleep, and the paint-
ers told me youd already left
when they got there . . .”

“I left the door open for them

“l know. And how’s your
hand?”

For a moment | didn’t know
what she was talking about. So
much had happened. “What? ...
Oh, yes, my hand!” | looked
down at it. The bandage was bad-
ly soiled, but I’d forgotten all
about it. “My hand’s all right,
Mrs. Gordon.”

“Do you Want me to look at
it?”

“No!” 1 was sharper than |
intended to be. “Please, Mrs.
Gordon, let’s relax and get some
sun . ..” The moment | said that,
I knew | shouldn’t have, as she
took it as an invitation to sit
with me. And before | could pro-
test, she had put her towel and
blanket down and it appeared as
if she was going to settle down.
I,couldn’t think of any legitimate
way of getting rid of her.

“What with painters around,
everything’s a mess ... so | think
I will stay here with you a while
. . Then as an afterthought, she
added, “You’re not expecting
anyone, are you?”

“No ... no, I'm not...”

“Good.” She looked up at the
sky, which was clear and blue.
“91 wish 1’d brought along some
oil . .. it looks like it’s going to
be a hot day . . . these days that
start off foggy’re deceiving, you
know . ..”

“Yes . . . yes, they are . . .

“l just had an idea,” she said
suddenly.

What now, | wondered?

“This is a real treat for me. |
never get a chance to get out on
the beach during the week .". . so
I’m going to have a nice day of
rest for a change . . . we Il have
our lunch here!” She was carried
away with the thought. “Treat’s
on me!”

“But Mrs. Gordon ...” | tried
not to appear frantic, but | could-
n’t bear the thought of her chat-
tering away all day, and having
to keep an eye on him at the
same time. “I .... 1 hadn’t plan-
ned on spending the day at the
beach ...”

“Oh, Jimmy,” she seemed dis-
appointed. “It’ll be good for you

. it’s healthy to get a little
sunshine once in a while . . .”
Suddenly she was looking past
me. Her interest was centered
directly on him. She paused a
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moment before. speaking, “Jim-
my, do you know that man over
there?”

“Which one?” my voice was
tense and hoarse.

“Right over there . . . sunbath-
ing, with his face turned away
from us . .

I forced myself to turn. “I
don't know him . . . why?”

She lowered her voice. “He’s
lying so still . . . he's going to get
an awful burn . .

“Now', Mrs. Gordon, we can’t
go butting in . .

“Do you suppose he’s asleep

she whispered. “It’s bad to
sleep in the sun . .

| tried to change the subject.
“Will the painters be finished by
this afternoon?”

“I hope so0.”

“Painters do make a mess,
don’t they?” If only I could divert
her attention.

“l should say they do! The
way they splatter everything,
takes me weeks to get the win-
dows clean.” But even as she
spoke, she was staring over at
him again. “Someone ought to
speak to that man!”

“Please, Mrs. Gordon ... if
you don't mind my saying so, it’s
really none of our business.”

“Well, | like that!” she said
irritably. “This would be a better
world if we all took more interest
in our fellow men.”

LIt isnt that. It's just that
people come to the beach to re-
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lax, and they might not like it
if...”

“Yes,” she interrupted, “and
they relax to the point where they
get a third degree burn . ..”

“Please don't bother him- Mrs.
Gordon.”

For a moment she was quiet.
Tcould see another idea forming,
however. “Jimmy,” she said
quietly.

“Yes?”

“Maybe you’re right, maybe he
would resent my interfering . . .”
“Certainly he would,” | said with
deep conviction.

“Maybe if we were more subtle
about it,” she said confidentially.

“What do you mean?”

“We can carry on a conversa-
tion loud enough so that he’ll
overhear us ..  She raised her
voice obviously, pitching it in his
direction. “A person can get an
awful burn on a day like this!”
Her voice must have carried at
least a block.

“Mrs. Gordon,” | started, but
there was no stopping her. She
was really “on” now.

Her voice was even louder than

before.  “Especially  someone
who’s as white as certain people
are . . . people who haven’t been

in the sun for a long time . . .
they should take it gradually . . .”
Pleased with herself, she looked
over to see if she was getting any
results.

| rose to my feet abruptly.
“What do you say we take a



walk yp on the beach?”

“I’m not one for walking. You
go ahead, if you want.”

“Come on,” f insisted. “It’l
be nice to walk a while . . .”

“Why. are you hungry?”

“No, but , .

“Well, / am, this ocean air
always gives me an appetite.”

“Good.” | said eagerly, “then
let’s go over and get some sand-
wiches!”

“All right,” she said to my
surprise. It was the first sugges-
tion she’d agreed to.

1moved to help her to her feet.
“Better take your towels and
things.” | guess | figured if I
could get her away from this
spot, 1°d see to it that we settled
in another part of the beach after
we got our sandwiches.

“Why take our things? We’re
coming back, aren’t we?”

“Someone might take them
while we’re gone.”

“You’re right. So you go get
the sandwiches, and I’ll stay here
and watch our things . .

“But Mrs. Gordon . ..”

“Jimmy, why are you being so
contrary,” she said, annoyed.
“Now here's the nioney, and do
me a favor, and stop arguing,
will you?” She took some money
and shoved it at me. “Treat’s on
me.”

| knew she was in a mood
where she couldn’t be talked out
of anything, so | took the money
and started off the beach, figuring

that the quicker that | got back,,
the better it would be.

When | came back with the
hamburgers and the bottles of
pop, | was relieved to find that,
two young boys who were play-
ing ball near by, had Mrs. Gor-
don's attention. One of the boys
stood almost between Mrs. Gor-
don and him, and the other was
up the beach a ways. The latter
threw the ball, and the other was
preparing to catch it.

Mrs.. Gordon watched them
with an irritated expression on
her face. As the boy scrambled
to catch the ball, he kicked up
some sand near her. “You stop
that!” she said angrily. “You’re
getting sand all over me!”

“Sorry, lady,” the boy answer-
ed casually as he threw the ball
again.

“Why don't you two go and
play someplace else?” | could see
Mrs. Gordon was reaching the
exploding point.

“Don’t pay no attention to
her,” one of the boys said. “She
dont own the beach.”

“There’s a playground over by
the pier. Why don’t you go and
play over there?” she said.

“It’s no skin off you, lady ...”

“Really, children, nowadays!”
Mrs. Gordon mumbled as | ap-
proached.

| handed her a sandwich and
a bottle of pop. Then I noticed
the boy back of us; his arms held
high as he prepared to catch the
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ball; but it was thrown too high,
and he missed it.

The ball sailed through the air
and it landed with a thud on him,
lodging itself in the crook of the
arm between the neck and the
shoulder.

“There!” Mrs. Gordon said
triumphantly as she bit into her
sandwich. “‘Now see what they’ve
done!” They’ve hit that man.
Now they’ll get what’s coming to
them!”

I began to panic. “Mrs. Gor-
don,” | said. “Don’t you think
we’d better go up the beach a
way? These kids . . .” But before
I could say anything further, I
saw one of the boys walk over
and stand self-consciously over
the body. Obviously afraid to
pick up the ball, he stood there
hoping it would be handed to
him.

“Now those two hoodlums will
get what they deserve,” Mrs.
Gordon whispered contentedly,
“See, Jimmy, the man’s pretend-
ing that the ball’s lodged in the
crook of his arm . . .” she gig-
gled, “He wants them to think
he’s asleep.”

The boy hesitated a moment,
wondering what to do. “Sorry,
Mister, but could we have out-
ball?”

Beaming, Mrs. Gordon whis-
pered to me, as if it were all a
game. “Oh, he’s not going to
hand it to them! But wait till the
boy reaches down for it. . . just
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you wait! “He’ll give them their
ball all right,” she said vindic-
tively, “and something else for
their trouble . . . like a nice swat
which they deserve . . . now if
they’d listened to me.”

The other boy walked up.
“What’re we waiting for? It’s our
ball ., .” he attempted to sound
brave. “Just take it!”

“No, you take it,” the smaller
one said.

Mrs. Gordon called out spite-
fully. “You’re not so smart alecky
now, are you, boys?”

“Aw, be quiet,” the boy shout-
ed back defiantly, “It didn’t hit
you, did it?” He turned bravely
to the other. “I’ll get it, I’'m not
afraid . . .”

“Now, watch this!” Mrs. Gor-
don said to me. “Just you watch
that smart alec!”

Paralyzed, | saw the boy reach
down with a quick swoop for the
ball. “I got it!” he said happily,
but then almost as if in an after
thought, the triumphant expres-
sion on his face was replaced by
one of bewilderment. “Gee . . .”
he said, almost to himself. “His
arm was cold . . .”

We were all quiet as we looked
at one another. Puzzled, Mrs.
Gordon turned to me. “Jimmy,
did you hear what that boy said?
And did you see when the boy
picked up that ball?” | sat with-
out speaking. “Why that man
didn’t even move ... ” she turned
to the boy. What did you say



about that man's arm, boy?”

“It’s .. . it’s like ice, lady . . .”
he replied frightened. “When |1

. 1touched it, it was hard and
cold . . . like ice .

“Youve probably hurt him!”
Mrs. Gordon said.

“Aw, a little ball like this
couldnt hurt anybody,” the other
boy said.

“I think we’d better keep out
of this ., It was all I could get
out as | turned to Mrs. Gordon.

She rose to her feet. “You’re
just like everybody else, Jimmy,”
she said disgustedly, “if you see
trouble, your only thought is to
keep away from it!” She was
quite close now. looking down at
the still body. “What’s wrong?”
she said.

I made one last attempt to stop
her. “No, Mrs. Gordon . . . don't
.. .” she paid no attention to me.

“Are you ill?” she asked. She
waited a moment, and when there
was no reply, 1 watched her as
if in a nightmare, she started to
do what I knew she’d do, and yet
there was no way to stop her.
She put her hand on his back,
and then she was screaming.

“This man . . .” she said, un-
able to believe what she was say-
ing, “This man’s cold . . . he’s
, , . dead!”

There was a commotion.
Everyone along the beach seemed
to hear her piercing voice. For a
moment | thought of running, but
I knew it would be the wrong

thing to do. So | stayed there,
numb-like, watching things. Be-
fore | knew it, there was a
swarming crowd, and the police
were called.

No one moved the body. The
crowd was held back by several
policemen. | sat feeling nothing,
wondering what would happen
next, how soon 1’d be associated
with him, and wondering what to
do if I was.

Mrs. Gordon was in the middle
of everything, basking in her
sense of importance. A plain
clothes man had appeared from
someplace and was taking notes
as she rattled off all she knew
about the events leading to the
discovery of the body. To me it
all seemed like a dream, in which
1 was no participant, and | seem-
ed to hear snatches of conversa-
tion which were unrelated to me.

“. .. why, he’d been lying there
from the moment | arrived.” Mrs.
Gordon said. “I came down early,
and he was already here . . . with
his face down, just like he was
sunbathing, just like that . . . and
I mentioned to Jimmy here that
the poor man might get a terrible
sun burn .. '

“Oh, so you were here too?”
the man interrupted as he looked
over at me.

| didn’t reply, but Mrs. Gordon
did. “Yes! Jimmy was here . . .
he was here all alone with him
.. . werent you, Jimmy?”

| finally found my voice. “Yes,
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A... yes,. l.was,, .

“Do,you know this man?."

. As | was about,to answer, .he
.noticed the .two small boys who'd
been playing ball getting very
close to the body, whispering and
gesturing as they did so. “I told
you Kids to keep away from there!
Do you hear? Now, go on! The
.cops will be here soon, and you’re
going to get in trouble!”

“Well, 1 discovered him, didn't
17" the boy said belligerently. “If
.it hadn’t been for me picking up
the ball, you’d never known he'd
been knocked al" ...”

“Yeah!” the other boy chimed
»in. “And. besides, you don't even
know a clue .when you sec one!”

“What do you mean, a clue?”
the plain clothes man said, in
spite of himself.

, “Look.at his hands . .
boy commanded . . .

.“His hands?”

“Yeah! His fingernails!”

As usual, Mrs. Gordon moved
in on things and took a closer
.look. “The child's right, officer!
The hands and fingers arc all
scratched and bloody . . . and all
the nails, arc, broken . . . looks
like some kind of white powder
.under.them . ., flakey-like . .
.Mrs. Gordon now enjoyed her
role of lady detective. All she
needed was a magnifying glass,
and the picture would have been
complete. Now that she had the
center of attention, she was. fuss-
ing about him, and to my sur-
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prise, not the least,bit squeamish!
“Look- right here,” she said, as
she tugged ,the. dead man’s, arm,
““This blanket! Why,..this blanket
he's lying on!”

“What about it?”

“It’s from my motel! Sec . . .
it's stamped right under where
you can see plain as anything
Seaside Motor Cabins!”

He picked up the corner of the
blanket. “Yeah . . Ire rose to
his feet, jotting things on his pad.
m'You're sure he wasn't registered
at your place?”

“I'm positive. | know everyone
in my place,” Mrs. Gordon said
firmly.

The man looked around, tak-
ing us all in as he spoke-. “Is there
anyone around here from ypur
motel, Mrs. Gordon?” . ..

1 stood there transfixed, know-
ing the jig was up for me. And
suddenly | heard someone, calling
my name hysterically in the,dis-
tance as sire pushed her way
roughly through the. crowd.
“Jimmy! Jimmy!” It was Helen
running toward us, stumbling in
the sand as she did so. “Jimmy!”
she called, out of breath,

The plain dathesman seemed
to ignore Helen’s approach as he
spoke impatiently to Mrs. Gor-
don.

“l asked if there was anybody
around here from your motel?”

“Yes! Jimmy, here.. . . Jimmy
Barton’s from my motel!”” | .

Suddenly everyone was look-



ing at me, and like a fool in a
panic, | started to run. In Helen’s
direction, to ward her off, and to
keep her from saying something
to incriminate herself. | didn’t get
far, however. Someone caught
me by the arm.

“Jimmy!” Helen was oblivious
to everyone as she rushed up.
“Jimmy! I’ve been looking all
over for you!”

“Don’t say anything!” | warned
frantically. “Don’t say anything

. let me do the talking!”

But there was no stopping her
torrent of words. “You thought
. .. you thought I killed him . ..”

j  “Helen ... be still, dont!”

“Jimmy, | didn’t kill him . . .”
her words poured out in a flood
of relief. *“I thought you Kkilled
him, and | was helping you get
rid of him because | thought you
killed him!”

“Young lady,” the plain
clothesman interrupted. “Can you
identify this man?”

Relieved to be rid of the bur-
den she’d been carrying, Helen
stared down at the body.

“Did you know him?” the man
repeated.

“Yes . . .yes ...” she said
finally. “He was my husband . . .”

“Tell me what you know about
him.”

She had her bearings now, and
her calm voice left no doubt that
she was telling the truth.

“My husband arrived here last
night after tracing me from New

York to California. How he did
it, 1 suppose we’ll never know,
but when he finally found me, he
was livid. He forced himself into
the bungalow, and he threatened
to beat me, or even kill me, for
having run away.” She looked
over at me. “l was terrified, and
| knew there’d be serious trouble
when my brother got back from
work, so | sneaked out the back
door, and | went looking for
Jimmy on the pier, to warn him

.. when | couldn’t find him, |
went back to the motel, but when
I got back, I found my husband
on the floor ... he was dead . ..
the rifle which I recognized from
the shooting gallery was beside

him ... so I thought my brother
had killed him . ..”
“‘But Helen . . . why didn’t

you say anything?”
“You didn’t give me a chance!
In all that panic and confusion,
you just took it for granted that
| had done it . . . just as | took
it for granted that you had . ..”
"Then who did?” | inerrupted.
“That’s what I’'m trying to tell
you . . . nobody killed him!”
“What are you talking about?”
“This morning when you
forced me out of the car, | went
to the bungalow. | was going to
wait there for you, like you told
me to do. While | waited, | no-
ticed the gas heater, Jimmy.
There was a sharp edge on the
top of it . . . with blood all over
it. He must have fallen, Jimmy!

133



He was very drunk, and he must
have fallen and hit his temple
a*e

“We've no way of proving
that . .

“But one of the painters found
scratched places and blood all
over the wall above the heater. ..
he commented about it . . . then
| began to think. Phil had been
staggering about . . . he must
have slipped, then clutched the
wall to keep from falling . . .
there might be finger prints on
the wall . . . his finger prints . ..
maybe they’ll find when they ex-
amine him, that he didn’t die
from a bullet wound . . . but from
the blow when he fell . .

Mrs. Gordon, the detective,
was back into things. She was
actually touching his hands, ex-
amining his nails curiously, be-
fore anyone could stop her. “This
stuff does look like plaster ... it
must be plaster, because | know
that Jimmy and Helen couldn’t
kill anyone .,

FOOTNOTE TO "MURDER

And Mrs. Gordon was right.
The ftakey stuff under his finger
nails, did prove to be plaster;
there was no bullet wound, and
the autopsy showed that he’d
died from a blow he’d received
on the temple when he fell on the
gas heater.

Well, that’s about all of my
story. Helen’s beginning to for-
get, and looking like her old self
again. And we’re going on living
here at the beach in California,
in spite of all the nightmare
memories.

Yes, everybody’s happy, and
everybody’s forgetting. Everyone
excepting Mrs. Gordon who’s
making quite a nuisance of her-
self these days on the beach.
Fancying herself as a lady de-
tective, she goes along poking
anyone who’s lying face down-
wards sun bathing. She asks if
they’re sure they’re all right, be-
fore moving on to disturb the
next sunbather.

AT THE CURTAIN"

Note: Only three names are fictional, The constable at Shoreditch was
probably not named Summers. Neither was there an actor by the name of
Burton Williams, Gabriel Stevens is also a fictional character. The player who
actually performed in Romeo and Juliet was very probably a man by the
name of Gabriel Spencer. Spencer was slain in 1598 in a duel with Ben

Johnson.

Convicted of murder, Johnson pleaded ‘'benefit of clergy’ and,

asking for a Bible, accurately read in Latin the fifty-first psalm. This secured
him his freedom, but to the end of his days old Ben bore the imprint of a

fT * branded on his thumb,
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It’s difficult to be objective

about Vincent Starrett’s BORN

IN A BOOKSHJP (University

of Oklahoma Press, $5.95), be-

cause books have been so much

a part of my own life—and of

my own memories—that | found

myself, notwithstanding my not

! having personally known the

W h at S period about which he writes, re-

sponding to this book with the

NEeW warmth with which you greet an

old friend whose dreams and

: whose unhappiness you have
In shared in the past.

) As | sit here, I am surrounded

C rl m e by books—books which in some

instances | have had for perhaps

thirty years or more. And even

by Stefan Sanfesson longer than that; there are sev-

eral books by Alexandre Dumas,

all gifts from my uncle, which

I've had since the early twenties.

And there are the old classics,

such as Nathaniel Hawthorne’s

THE MARBLE FAUN (1850,

Ticknor and Fields, Boston),

Nathaniel ~Hawthorne’s THE

BLITHEDALE ROMANCE

(1852, Ticknor, Reed and Fields,

Boston), and Henry Wadsworth

Longfellow’s THE GOLDEN

The writer, editor of THE AWARD ESPIONAGE READER, an anthology of
spy stories just published by Award Books, has been editor of this magazine
since 1936. Formerly, 1945-32, editor of the Unicorn Mystery Book Club, he
was awarded the 1963 Critics Edgar by the Mystery Writers of America.

136



LEGEND (1852, Ticknor, Reed
and Fields, Boston), to mention
only a few, which you could find
in the Thirties, often in almost
mint condition.

Like Vincent, books have been
a part of my life—all my life,
(f can still remember the horror
of a Brooklyn school teacher,
more than forty years ago, when
she discovered that | was both
reading—and liked—Balzac! It
was what you could expect of
foreigners, she no doubt felt .. .)
As | grew older, | discovered the
old bookstores in New York, in
those halcyon days when prices
were so different. Still in my
teens, | became more and more
interested in the East, and was for
years, as | have said on other
occasions, active in the fight for
India’s freedom. And read and
studied and read and studied . . .

Those dreams of the Thirties
are possibly the bitter sweet
memories of the Sixties. And
yet, in retrospect, you realize they
were happy times—times when
the disillusioned of these days
could still laugh, could still exult,
and could still dream of an al-
most golden Tomorrow. | am as
a matter of fact thinking of some
of the people whom Vincent
Starrett knew when | say that,
and of still others, and of how
the heartaches and the hunger
(a reality in the Depression, after
all) and the misery and the in-
justice around you, could still

134

not destroy your faith in those
dreams, and in the future.

Books, then as now, could be
the doorway through which you'd
walk and in so doing discover a
world, and this is of course true
of much of the writing in our
field. 1 have said so often.

This is also particularly true
if your own field of interest, as
is mine, is history. There is a
very special pleasure in the ex-
perience, one which I've had
again very recently, when you are
able to piece together a con-
nected story from perhaps a
dozen or two dozen or perhaps
a hundred scattered references
(here again is justification for the
building up, over the years, of a
reference library in some fields
.. .), and you realize you have
a new view of what happened—
particularly when it concerns
people whom you have once
known.

Perhaps one reason | liked
Vincent Starrett’s BORN IN A
BOOKSHOP so much, is the real-
ity that 1 have always, over the
years, not only liked but been at
home in bookstores, here in New
York during the past thirty-five
years, in Chicago on infrequent
visits there in the Forties and
early Fifties, in Washington since
the Forties, and this past fall in
both London and in Stockholm.
Particularly in Stockholm! | am
afraid 1 saw very little of the
more exotic side of that city . ..



Therefore, Vincent Starrett’s
memories are to some extent my
own memories. The names are
sometimes different, but the same
laughter is there, the same dreams
are there. And the same heart-
aches are there. This is why, as
| said earlier, | cant be objective
about the book. I can only rec-
ommend it to all of you who
would like to know what the men
were like whose writings still live
today, and about those others
whom over the years, succumb-
ing to the idiot-box and to the
sins of creeping illiteracy, we
have allowed ourselves to forget.
... Our times will however be
judged in the future, if there be
a future, by the work of many
of those about whom Vincent
Starrett writes in this warm and
enduring tribute to that past. |
cannot too strongly recommend
therefore that you buy and read
his BORN IN A BOOKSHOP!

By way of contrast, there is
Mary  Elgin’s HIGHLAND
MASQUERADE (Mill-Morrow,
$3.95), a thoroughly delightful
—though perhaps not memorable
—romance set against a High-
land background. Ailie Rannoch,
who had left Glenshael in despair
and fury ten years earlier, returns
to her childhood home—and finds
she cannot deny the past.

Kyle Hunt’s new Dr. Emman-
uel Cellini story, WICKED AS

THE DEVIL (Macmillan,
$3.95), introduces us to one of
the most interesting detective per-
sonalities we’ve across in many
years. In this particular novel the
psychiatrist-detective helps to de-
feat a compulsive killer who un-
derlines the truth of what the
author (John Creasey) is quoted
as saying: “I think that evil is
born in certain people in the
same way that genius, or a me-
chanical or artistic bent, is born
in others. Just as a certain indi-
vidual can come into the world
with a physical malformation, so
another can come into it with an
innate prelidiction for corruption
and depravity.”

And for cruelty ... Is there
anyone among you who would
challenge that? | certainly would-
n’t! I can think of one man for
instance, a beautiful man in his
youth, a fantastically intelligent
man, “a charming man” even in
his last days, who was so sick,
so cruel, so complex, that to call
him amoral would be an under-
statement. . . . Here was an ex-
ample, similar to those known of
in the eighteenth century, where
you could truly say that evil was
born in him, and that this mast-
ered him throughout his life. The
man who is described here, and
who is equally much an illustra-
tion of the truth of John Creas-
ey’s observation, is however the
kinder of the two. He Kkills . . .
What | am thinking of are those
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damned souls who have the com-
pulsion not to kill but to corrode
and to destroy the minds and
morals of those around them.
And they exist,

Dorothy Gilman's delightful
THE UNEXPECTED MRS.
POLL1FAX (Doubleday, $3.95),
introduces us to the most un-
orthodox secret agent we’ve met
in recent years. Mrs. Emily Polli-
fax of New Brunswick, New Jer-

sey, wants to do something for
her country, and she does some-
thing about it at a time when the
C.ILA. needs a completely un-
known person for a job which is
felt to be safe.

But it isn’t, and here is where
Mrs. Pollifax confounds both
Iron Curtain and American op-
eratives as she survives situation
after situation wih the aplomb of
a veteran agent. Do read this!

And NOW the newest and finest PAPERBACK editions of
LESLIE CHARTER1S’ book-length novels.

The following' titles are now on sale:

101— The SAINT Steps In
102— The SAINT Sees It Through
103— The SAINT Closes The Case
104— The Avenging SAINT
105— The SAINT'S GETAWAY
106— The SAINT in New York
107— Enter the SAINT

108— The SAINT Meets His Match

109—  Featuring the SAINT

110—  Alias the SAINT

111— The SAINT Overboard

112—  The SAINT—The Brighter
Buccaneer

113—The SAINT vs Scotland Yard
114—The SAINT and Mr. Teal

Additional titles will be announced as released. Ask for these books at
gour newsdealer or use the coupon below . . . copies will be rushed to you.
04 per copy at your newsdealers—@x by mail.

FICTION PUBLISHING CO.

766

30 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y.
Please send me the following SAINT novels:

0O The SAINT Steps In

0O The Avenging SAINT

0O The SAINT’S Getaway

0O Enter The SAINT

0O The SAINT Sees It Through
0O The Saint Overboard

0O The SAINTand Mr. Teal

I am enclosing 60(( per copy for

Name

Adress
| City

138

O The SAINT Closes The Case
O The SAINT in New York

O The SAINT Meets His Match
O Featuring The SAINT

O Alias The SAINT

0O The SAINT-Brighter Buccaneer
O The SAINT vs Scotland Yard

total Of $ueeevveeicieieiet e



Charles Gorham WaSs going
to kill Claudi Miller. He knew
he must do so as he entered the
building that Friday and saw her
selling cigarettes and candy to

the the other girls. How he detested

them, all of them. They were so

stupid, so insensitive, so dread-

fa II fully unnecessary. They should

never have been permitted to

work in offices. How unlike his

Elaine; she had never been like

them, not even when they were

Ch arles first married fourteen years ago.
And next Wednesday* in cele-

bration of their anniversary, one

g arham of these girls was going to die.

He had chosen Claudi because

she arrived early, almost an hour
by Joan Anderson pefore the other girls. Stepping
into the elevator and listening to
their chatter, he thought how
frightened they would be. A few
might even leave and he looked
forward to the quiet fear that
would settle over the building.
The police would probably think
that the murder had been com-
mitted by a maniac, the kind who
prowl office buildings killing
without purpose. They would

Joan V. Anderson, while a newcomer to these pages, is a long time reader of
this magazine and, years earlier, of the Unicorn Myitcry Book Club. She is at
present at work on a novel which 1 hope to review in SM one of these days.
But let us now meet Mr. Gorham. And if he reminds you of anyone . . .
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never suspect him, of that he was
certain.

How he wished that he could
tell Elaine. But, of course, he
could not! It would be difficult
enough for her to accept that
such a thing could occur at his
place of business, let alone that
it was he who had killed the
girl. No, she must not know! It
would disturb her and she tried
so hard to please him. He had
never kept a picture of Elaine
on his desk. He remembered
how amused he had been at their
reaction when they learned that
he was married. He never dis-
cussed his personal affairs with
anyone in the office and had
often thought that these intimate
exchanges was one of the causes
for the breakdown in discipline;
this lack of respect for those in
authority. It was these girls who
induced this familiarity with their
inane laughter and coy conversa-
tion. One of them had gotten
married some months ago. He
could not remember which one
it was but he did remember the
turmoil it threw the office into.
He should, Charles thought bit-
terly, it lasted several weeks.
First, there was a luncheon, then
the shower and then the wedding.
These insignificant people. The
thought that they could cause
such a disruption made him ill.
Well, he thought, there would be
no more of that, at least not for
a while. And Charles Gorham
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continued into his offices that
Friday morning.

Although the day had been a
good one. Charles was glad to
be on his way home where he
could think without interruption;
without the smirks and the sulks
that he had to endure from the
office girls. Home to Elaine. He
was a fortunate man to have
found her. They had met at a
dance he had been obliged to
attend. He had noticed her sit-
ting outside so quietly that he
often teased her by saying that
she must have been waiting for
him. They were married very
soon after. He smiled as he
brought the car into the drive-
way. Was he getting sentimental?

After dinner, sitting before one
of the last few fires of early
spring, Charles Gorham began to
put his plan into focus. Occasion-
ally glancing over to smile at
Elaine, he thought of the sim-
plest way to kill the girl. He
knew that she arrived downstairs
a little before eight o’clock. She
spent the time sorting the news-
papers and replenishing her
stock. She opened her counter at
eight-fifteen and at eight-thirty
her assistant arrived which per-
mitted her to make personal de-
liveries to the heads of the de-
partments. A little after eight
would be the best time, Charles
thought. He usually arrived
around eight-thirty and had often



teen amazed to find the building
so filled with those early arrivals;
Jhe girls .with their hair in rollers,
.Sipping coffee .in each .other's of-
fices, totally indifferent; to their
Superiors because it wasn’t yet
nine o'clock. Yes the morning
was the best time. It was. a cha-
otic .time. No one knew who was
.going where or why.

He .decided that he would ar-
rive about eight-ten, entering the
building from the service cn-
tranee. There he would be able
to observe her stand from the
rear,, by the service phone. He
would call her and request that
She bring, him some aspirins im-
mediately. From his. position he
would be able to see .if .she left
any... indication as to. where. she
.was going, if she did he would
simply dispose of it. Charles
thought this highly unlikely and
it was even more improbable
that there would be anyone
..around to tell just where, the. girl
would be going at that rime.of
the morning.:He had thought to
take the stairs but as he stared
into the fire,.he decided that, the
.service elevator, would be easier.
He reminded himself that the
simplest way, was. often the best.
He would call her to the stairs
on some pretext.. He was sure
.that she would come. He would
kill her and leave, the building
the same way he.had entered.
Then he would wait until eight-
thirty and, as he had always

.used, the service stairs

done, enter and go up to his
offices. Once there, he might

.order his paper. : Charles told

himself that he. must remember
to take the aspirins and dispose
of them before returning to the
building. He knew that the body
would be discovered before nine
o’clock as the girls frequently
rather
than, wait for,the elevator. An.d
as the week was to be a busy
one, for several days would be
lost while the police made their
investigation, he concluded that
he would have to push his per-
sonnel a little harder so that he
might be able to enjoy the results
of his work with the least amount

.of. interference and with a free

mind.

He was aware that he would
be, questioned by the police and
one of the questions would.be at
what time had he arrived at the
office. He would give his usual
time saying that he had arrived
somewhere around the half hour

.but that,he was not certain. But

there were two things of which
Charles was. sure. One, that
there would,.be -a .great deal of
confusion and two,, that the rep-
utation. of Charles Gorham was
above, suspicion. He didn't,even
believe that they would question
Elaine. But even if they did, it
would be to no avail for Elaine
never fixed breakfast for. him.
He had insisted on, that, early in
the marriage. She would just as-



sume that he had left his usual
time and be extremely indignant
that they would question his
statement. No, Charles thought,
there isn't going to be any prob-
lem. And covering the embers of
the fire, he went to bed.

The staff, he knew, was angry.
He had given them a consider-
able amount of work to do. He
had begun this on Monday using
as a pretext their usual chatter
about the past weekend. And
now it was Tuesday evening and
he was putting the car into the
garage. The car! He had forgot-
ten about the car. He always
parked it in the company lot.
But no, he thought, there is no
problem. Tomorrow is our four-
teenth wedding anniversary. He
would leave the car for his wife.
He moved the vehicle into the
garage.

After dinner Charles sat with
his wife and thought about how
they would celebrate their anni-
versary. He decided that two
bottles of wine would be a nice
surprise for Elaine. Again he
wished that he could tell her. In
a way he was doing it for her,
a sort of tribute. Yes, Charles
thought, two bottles of cham-
pagne. He would buy them to-
morrow after work. After work!
But there would be no work to-
morrow. He wondered how long
they would be held for question-
ing; whether anyone in the build-
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ing would be suspected. He be-
gan to feel excited. His heart was
beating very fast. This would
never do, Charles thought. He
must remain calm until it was all
over. He went into the bathroom
took one of his pills and told
Elaine that he was going to bed.

The following morning Claudi
Miller was found, strangled to
death by one of the girls. When
the police arrived, she told them
hysterically how she had almost
fallen over the body. She was
certain of the time because she
had looked at her watch before
leaving her office. She was going
to the Ladies' Room to put on
her makeup and comb out her
hair. She was taken home in a
police car. Charles Gorham was
right. He was not suspected and
the office was in chaos. After
being questioned by the police,
stating that he left his home the
usual time and that he didnt
think his wife, Elaine, could ver-
ify it as she always slept late—
that no, he had seen no strangers
in the hall as he went to the ele-
vators—he was advised that he
was free to go.

Charles was almost lighthead-
ed. He told them that it was his
fourteenth wedding anniversary,
one that he would never forget
and that he must hurry home to
tell Elaine before she heard the
dreadful news from someone
else. As he was leaving he heard



one of the officers say that there
had been no answer and the
lieutenant reply that they had
better send someone out anyway
and check with the neighbors. It
looked as if they had a maniac
on their hands; they had better
get the routine stuff out of the
way. He felt giddy as he rode
down in the elevator. He had to
remind himself that he hadn’t
brought the car and entering a
restaurant he ordered coffee and
took one of his pills.

He was telling Elaine as he
opened the second bottle how it
had taken him well over an hour
to choose the champagne when
the doorbell rang. It was the po-
lice lieutenant and a man he had
never seen before. They asked
him if they could enter. Ete felt
himself being backed into the liv-
ing room and heard the strange
man say “go easy”. He felt con-
fused. How could they have

found out.
He turned towards Elaine.
There was the fire, the wine-

glasses but Elaine wasn’t there.
He heard someone call her
name.

Was it he? They were putting
his coat on him. What were they
saying to him. They were talking
about Elaine. She was waiting
for him and they were going to
take him to her. He must thank
them, he thought. Elaine had the
car. . ..

The company has never for-
gotten Charles Gorham. The
girls have not forgotten him
either. They arrive at their offices
a little before nine o’clock; their
neat hair becomes neater as they
make themselves more comfor-
table before their desks. You can
see them working quietly and
efficiently so as not to antagonize
another of their superiors. . . .
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murder

Just as the constable was about
at to go out of the door lie felt a
restraining hand upon his arm.
“l pray you, Constable,” said
the Shakespeare, who had moved to
halt the official, “do not go yet.”
. “l have found out all | can,
Cu rtal [l Master Shakespeare. To tarry
longer would only delay my re-
port to the Justice.”
_ I I “But have you discovered all
the facts?” asked the Bard.
“l feel sure | have missed
by A. Frederick Haas nothing of importance here,” re-
plied Summers.

WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE

Il is a bright and sunny day, early in October, 1595. Notices
had been posted all over London announcing in bold black letters
the performance at the Curtain playhouse, outside town, by William
Shakespeare’s acting company, of a new play entitled Romeo and
Juliet. The playhouse is crowded and still, the audience no longer
aware of the theatre in which they stand or sit, until—half-way
through the play— there is a dramatic interruption. A figure appears
at the window overlooking the stage from which, it seemed only
moments earlier, Juliet had bid farewell to Romeo, and calls out,
“Master Shakespeare! Master Shakespeare! There is a dead man up
here. One of the actors. He’s been murdered!”

The Constable of Shoreditch is sent for and begins to question
the other members of the company of actors. He is finally about
to leave. He feels he has all the facts he needs for his report to the
Justice of the Peace, who will decide "what further steps should be
taken. Meanwhile,” announces the Constable, “this playhouse is
closed down and all of you are being held in custody.”

. Now continue.. . .
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* “l beg you, sir,” pleaded
Shakespeare, “come upstairs with
me for a minute. |1 would show
you something.”

“Do you think you have some-
thing of value to add.to the evi-
dence in this case?”

“l do, Constable.”

“If that be true 1 am very will-
ing to listen.”

“Then you will come with me
to the music room?”

“Very well, Master
speare. Lead the way.”

Shake-

The two men climbed the
stairs to the upper chamber and
Shakespeare went at once to the
window in the rear wall of the
room.

“What of this window, Con-
stable?” inquired Shakespeare.

“What of it, my friend?”
countered Summers, going over
to join the Bard.

Shakespeare pushed open the
window, which was some seven-
teen feet above the ground. As
both men leaned out the Bard
indicated a large hook firmly fas-
tened into the outer side of the
frame.

“Did you notice this?” asked
Shakespeare.

“What are you suggesting?”
inquired the constable.

“Does it not occur to you,
Constable, that perhaps the rea-
son no one saw the murderer go

back downstairs is because; after.

killing Williams, he left by this
window?”

“You think so?” commented

Summers.
. Shakespeare now drew the
constable's attention to a pile of
lumber, cloth, old furniture and
miscellaneous articles.

“We use this room to store a
few things. | am certain there
was a coil of rope up here. It is
gone.”

“So you believe, Master Shake-
speare, that the murderer used
that rope to descend from this
window to the ground behind the
playhouse?”

“l do. Once down, he unhook-
ed the rope and hid it somewhere
before departing.”

“My dear Will,” said Sum-
mers, after giving the Bard a long
thoughtful look, “do you think
I would be so remiss in my duties
as not to take note of this win-
dow?”

“But you never studied it,
said a confused Shakespeare.

“l did, after | sent you, Master
Burbage and the boy down-
stairs.”

“But | thought you wished to
examine the body again.”

“No, my friend. | had finished
with .that. | wanted to examine
the window. | drew the same
conclusions you just did.”

“Yet you never checked it fur-
ther,” protested the Bard.

“On the contrary. After |
came down | sent one. of my men
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to the rear of the playhouse to
look for a rope. He came back
arid reported to me that he had
found one hidden under a bush.
No doubt the same rope you just
mentioned.”

“Then the murderer did in-
deed go out through the win-
dow,” said Shakespeare. “That is
important.”

“It seems quite certain,” re-
marked Summers. “See here,
Will, | rarely tell people involved
in a case precisely what | know
or what | believe. But in this in-
stance | will make an exception.
Here, as | see it, is what hap-
pened. While Cowley was out be-
hind the playhouse an unidenti-
fied thin darkish man slipped
through the rear door, took a
dagger from the chest at the foot
of the stairs and came to this
room. He waited for Williams.
Evidently they had arranged to
meet in this chamber, why | do
riot know as yet. While Williams
had his back turned, the dark
man clapped a hand over his
mouth. The actor struggled but
the stranger drove the dagger
into his back. Throwing a cloth
over the body to hide it from
notice, the killer escaped by a
rope from the back window.”

; “And by now is doubtless many
miles from here,” added Shake-
speare ruefully.

“Very likely.”

“But Constable,” protested
Shakespeare, “if you know that
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soirie stranger broke into the
theatre, killed Williams and es-
caped, why penalize the players?
Why place them in custody and
shut down their playhouse? Is
that justice?”

“My friend,” said Summers
gently. “Since the case does stand
this way | must do it. For, look
you, | do not know who the
killer is, nor can | swear that one
of the actors is not involved in
some degree. So | must close
down the theatre and hold the
players until my superiors deter-
mine what steps shall be taken.”

Shakespeare turned away and
began to pace the floor. His dark
eyes mirrored his concern and he
stroked his neatly clipped black
beard with a restless hand.
“There must be something we
can do,” he murmured. “This
affair can ruin our company.”

“l am sorry, Will. 1 wish I
could help. But you see how it
is.” The constable now started
to walk towards the stairs, but
his eye was caught by an object
on the floor. He stooped to pick
it up and turned it over idly in'
his hand.

“Hmm. A fan. Part of Wil-
liams’ costume as Lady Mon-
tague, no doubt.”

The Bard was deep in his own
thoughts and he answered in a
vague sort of way. “Yes, he could
have carried it. It was not . . .”
Suddenly Shakespeare stopped,
looked up sharply and came



quickly to the constable. “Wait:
That fan!” Taking it from Sum-
mers, he studied it. “Of course.
That is the fan and Williams did
carry it! Yet, faith, | overlooked
it. Perhaps there is something
else | overlooked in the rush and
flurry of putting on this new
play.”

Seeing the dramatist fall into
a spell of deep concentration,
Constable Summers waited in si-
lent curiosity. Finally Shake-
speare began to voice his
thoughts.

“Of course that is the way it
was . . . and naturally no one
noticed it because the play was
a new one and they would merely
think it a last-minute change.
One person did notice it. But of
course he would . . . But if that
was so could it be because .. .?
Nay, ’tis not certain . . . but there
seems no other explanation.”

“My good fellow,” broke in
the constable, “do you think you
have found something?”

“Yes, Constable,” said an ex-
cited Shakespeare. “It could be
a solution. But | must needs
check it further. Wait but a mo-
ment, Constable, | pray you.”

He went rapidly to the stair-
well and called down.

“Cowley!”

“Aye, sir?” came the actor’s
voice from below.

“Fetch the playbook of Romeo
and Juliet and bring it up here.”

There was a stir downstairs

and shortly thereafter the lank
figure of Cowley appeared in the
music room, the prompt bdok
clutched in long lean fingers. As
he took the book the Bard asked
Cowley a question, to which the
actor replied in the negative.

“Very good, Richie,” said
Shakespeare. “ "Twas an accident
and I'm sure it won’t happen
again. We’ll make no further
mention of it. Join the others,
Richie. The constable and 1 will
be down shortly.”

After Cowley had departed,
Summers and the Bard huddled
for a time over the playbook.
Shakespeare talked and indicated
various passages in the play,
while the constable listened and
asked questions now and again.
Finally he closed the book and
looked at Summers.

“You see, Constable, how,
taking the one point | overlook-
ed, one thing leads to an explana-
tion of another until an entirely
new solution of this case is con-
structed.”

“Aye,” said the constable,
“opening up that avenue of ap-
proach does logically lead to the
conclusion you make. But, faith,
tis really all circumstantial.”

“Do you not have enough to
reopen the case?”

“Tis certain | cannot arrest
a man purely on what we have
here. Should I accuse him direct-
ly he would merely deny every-
thing. We could, of course, quesr
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tion everyone again, jogging their
memories a bit. But ’twould still
come down to being one man’s
word against another’s. That sort
of thing can lead to complete
confusion all around. Examina-
tion of Williams’ past may well
give us a motive, but that could
take days or even weeks.”

“The killer seems to have
tricked us, Constable,” said
Shakespeare. “Can’t we perhaps
trick him in return?”

“You mean put him on a spot?
Place him in a position where we
can catch him off-guard and
cause him to give himself away?”

“That’s right.”

“’Tis not an uncommon ruse
used by officers of the law. But

in this instance | cannot see
how . ..”

“Suppose we re-enact the
thing?”

“Re-enact Williams’ murder?
I don’t understand. . .

“No, Constable, not the mur-
der,” said Shakespeare. “Suppose
we re-enact the scene in the

I:)Ia'Ml'he scene in the play?”

“Aye. We’ll have the actors
play it out. Then, when they are
deep into it, a few sudden ques-
tions from you, Constable, may
well catch the Kkiller unawares.
He is likely to do or say some-
thing that will clearly point out
his guilt.”

"We could trap him that way.”

“Shall we try it, then? "Twould
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not take long, and it well may
clear up this case today.”

“Indeed,” admitted the con-
stable, * twould be to everyone’s
gain, except the killer’s of course,
if 1 could make my arrest and
close this affair before evening.
Having the murderer in jail, |
would not need to hold the actors
or close down the playhouse.”

“Then | beg you, Constable,
to let us play out the scene.”

“Very well. In truth, we have
nothing to lose and quite a bit
to gain.”

The two men discussed for a
while the precise way their plan
would be carried out. Then, to-
gether they descended the stairs
to the actors below.

v

When the constable and Shake-
speare came down to the lower
room they found a very discon-
solate group of players. Some
had taken off their costumes and
removed their make-up, but oth-
ers had made no effort in that
direction. AH were sitting about
in attitudes of dejection, convers-
ing intermittently in low voices
that sounded their feeling of dis-
may and exasperation. Occasion-
ally a resentful glance was direct-
ed at one of the three deputies
guarding the entrances to the tir-
ing house. The actors knew they
were being held captive in this
room and they definitely did not



like it. The strain of simply sit-
ting around waiting for some-
thing to happen caused them to
feel a sense of relief when Shake-
speare and the constable appear-
ed. At least it heralded some
possible change in the situation.

“My friends,” said the Bard,
“Constable Summers has decided
to continue his investigation here
a bit further. There are some de-
tails of the case he would like
to clear up before he leaves. In
order to do this it has been de-
cided that we should go through
a scene from Romeo and Juliet
on the stage.”

The actors at first protested.
They complained that this was
scarcely the time to put on a
show and they were in no mood
to give their attention to per-
forming stage roles. However,
the men gradually shifted to a
mood of grumbling acceptance of
the obviously inevitable.

“What scene are we going to
play?” someone asked.

“The duelling scene,” replied
the Bard.

“Must we don our costumes?”
inquired another actor, who had
taken his off.

“Nay, ’twill not be necessary.
Let’s hop to it, lads. Come on,
Dick. You too. Richie. Places
everyone.”

There was a general chatter
and milling about as the actors
made the effort of recalling their
parts in that particular scene and

scrambled to the proper door
from which to make their en-
trance. Shakespeare, meanwhile,
picked up two stools and placed
them on the forward edge of the
stage. Here he and Constable
Summers seated themselves, fac-
ing upstage. The stir and murmur
backstage died down.

“Are you ready?”
Shakepeare.

“All set,” someone answered.

“Then let the scene begin.”

called

Action opened with the en-
trance of Phillips and Cundell
through the left door, Mercutio
made his jests about Benvolio’s
quickness to pick a quarrel and
then William Sly, as Tybalt, en-
tered from the right.* A few lines
later Burbage entered left to be
challenged by Tybalt. Enraged
by Romeo's submission to Ty-
balt’s taunts, Mercutio drew on
Tybalt. Romeo leaped forward
to halt the fight, but Tybalt stab-
bed Mercutio under his arm. As
Sly rushed off right Phillips sank
to the ground. Mercutio sum-
moned his page, and Goffe ran
on the stage to leave in the next
instant to fetch a surgeon. Re-
questing to be taken to a near by
house, Mercutio was half-led,

*Sly came on alone. This is in
accordance with the First Quarto
of 1597, which also omits the
line: “Follow me close, for I will
speak with them.”
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half-carried through the centre
curtains.  Cundell  reappeared
shortly to inform Romeo of Mer-
cutio's death. Now Sly returned
from the right, and it was at this
point that Romeo hurled his
challenge at Tybalt and the duel
began.

Richard Burbage and William
Sly put on a truly magnificent
display of swordsmanship. Each
man held a long epee in one hand
and a dagger in the other, and
the thrust and parrying was
breath-taking. Both actors were
expert duellists and, in their mid-
twenties, were at the peak of
their physical power and agility.
Finally Burbage caught the blade
of Sly’s sword near the hilt,
wrenching it from his hand. Fol-
lowing up his advantage, Dick
used his epee to slash Sly’s dag-
ger aside while he drove his own
short blade into the breast of his
opponent. With a cry Tybalt fell
to the stage while Romeo stood
over him, breathing hard, dazed
for the moment by the realization
that he had killed a man. It was
truly an inspired performance
and the constable had to make a
deliberate effort to restrain his
impulse to applaud.

Now Cundell was catching at
Romeo's arm, urging him to fly
before the aroused citizenry
should descent on them. Romeo
made a hasty exit at the left.
Richard Cowley, playing a citi-
zen, now entered right, followed

150

by Stevens as another citizen.
Cowley spoke to Cundell.

“Which way ran he that
killed Mercado?

Tybalt, that murderer,
which way ran he?"

Cundell pointed to the figure
of Sly upon the floor.

“There lies that Tybalt."”

Cowley went over to Sly and
shook his shoulder.

“Up, sir, go with me,
I charge thee, in the Prince’s
name, obey."

Shakespeare had already risen
to take his place, as the Prince,
beside George Bryane at the right
entrance. These two now ad-
vanced to centre stage as Cow-
ley, realizing that Tybalt was
dead, shrank back from the pros-
trate figure.

“Where are the vile beginners
of this fray?” demanded Shake-
speare, playing the Prince.

Many actors now came throng-
ing through the right door, John
Fleming and Willie Eccleston, as
Lord and Lady Capulet, entered,
followed by Kemp as Peter. See-
ing the inert form of Tybalt,
Lady Capulet threw herself upon
it in anguish. Thomas Pope, en-
tering as Lord Montague, should



have' been accompanied by Lady
Montague, but Burton Williams
would appear no more upon the
stage. The play continued for a
few lines when suddenly the con-
stable interrupted the ten actors.

“I’'m sorry,” said Summers,
“but let us pause for a bit. There
is something | would like to clear
up.”

The actors remained in their
places, wondering what was com-
ing next.

“Master Phillips!” called the
constable, “come out on the
stage, please.”

“Aye, Constable, what is your
pleasure?” asked the sardonic
Phillips, as he appeared through
the centre curtains,

.“You stated that after leaving
the duelling scene his afternoon
you were sitting backstage by the
right entrance . . . polishing your
boots, | believe you said.”

“That 1 did, sir,” said Phillips
in his faintly ironic tone.

“But, Master Phillips, we real-
ly have no, way of proving your
statement,, have we?”

Phillips looked rather scorn-
fully at the constable. Then he
turned to the Bard.

“Master Shakespeare, pray tell
thissspoor misguided official that

“Tell him what, Augustine?”
asked Shakespeare.

For a second Phillips was
taken aback. He studied Shake-
speare through narrowed eyes.

But anon’the'old wry smile came
back, twisting his thin lips. HoW-
ever, Constable Summers was
prepared to drive home his point.

“Is it not true, Master Phillips,
that since there was no one else
backstage on the right, there is
no one to say that you were, in
fact, sitting there?”

Phillips made no reply.

“Robbie was backstage,” sug-
gested Shakespeare. “Mayhap he
saw Phillips.”

“But, sir,” said Goffe, “after |
came off as the page | was in the
rear of the tiring house changing
into Juliet’s costume. | could not
see the right entrance from
there.”

“Dick Burbage,” continued the
Bard, “you were offstage for the
latter part of the duelling scene.”

“l stayed near the left en-
trance,” was Dick’s rejoiner. “I
saw no one on that side of the
tiring house except Goffe at the
rear. Yet, | can’t say Augustine
wasn’t where he says he was. The
enclosure blocked my view of the
right entrance.”

“You see how the matter
stands, Master Phillips,” said the
constable harshly. “We have only
your word that you were sitting
where you claim.”

“Are you implying, Constable,,
that | was, in truth, somewhere
else?” asked Phillips tautly.

“l am, sir!” shot back Corn-
stable Summers. “I think that
after you came offstage as Mer-



cutio you went up to the music
room. | think it was you who
waited up there for Williams,
waited for him with a dagger in
your hand!”

There was a cry of surprise
and shock from the assembled
actors. But Augustine Phillips
stood motionless, the only sign
of a reaction being the humour-
ous twitching of his lips.

“l deny everything, of course,
Constable,” said Phillips.

“Constable, sir,” said Goffe
at this point.

“Yes, Robert, what is it?”

“I’m sorry, sir, but I don’t
think what you say, about Master
Phillips | mean, is quite right.”

“Why not, lad?” asked the
constable.

“After 1 came off as the page
I went to the back of the tiring
house to dress as Juliet. | saw
Master Cowley there, sitting on
the stairs near the door.”

“That’s right enough,” said
Cowley. “l spoke to Master
Kemp just before the jesting

scene and then | went back and
sat on the stairs. | was sort of
waiting for Robbie.”

“Why?” queried the constable.

“Because | knew that when he
came back it would be time for
me to get ready to go on as the
citizen. When he came | left.”

“But that is not what | wanted
to tell you about, Constable,”
said Goffe. “The thing is my
dressing-booth is in clear view
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of the stairs and the rear door.
If Master Phillips came from the
duelling scene and went up to
the music room, as you say, |
would certainly have seen him.”

“And you didn’t, did you,
Robbie boy?” said Phillips.

“No, Master Phillips. | saw no
one,” answered Goffe.

“Are you sure of that, lad?”
inquired the constable sharply.

“Oh, quite sure. Master Phil-
lips did not go up there.”

“l rest my case, Constable,”
said Phillips.

The constable appeared per-
plexed and looked back and forth
from Goffe to Phillips.

“Perhaps Gabriel Stevens can
help us here,” remarked Shake-
speare unexpectedly.

Stevens, who had been stand-
ing in the background, gave a
start.

“Me, sir?”

“You didn’t play the role of
the second citizen this afternoon,
Gabriel,” said Shakespeare. “You...
didn’t appear for it in the duel-
ling scene.”

There was a gasp of surprise
from Richard Cowley.

“But, Master Shakespeare, you
said that we wouldn’t mention
that.”

“l know, Richie,” said the
Bard. “But Gabriel may have
seen something while he was off-
stage.”

“Is it true, Master Stevens,”
asked Summers, “that you did



not appear, .for., the . duelling
scene?™’ . . ;

Gabriel. hesitated and looked
about nervously. But the actors.,

who.before had given little, if.

any,, thought to Stevens’ playing
of the minor walk-on part, were
now. murmuring their general
agreement that Gabriel had in-
deed failed to appear in it this
afternoon.

“Aye, | missed my cue,” said
Stevens at last. “1am sorry, Mas-
ter. Shakespeare. | though of go-
ing on anyway, but then | feared
it might throw the actors off. The
second citizen doesn't say or do
anything and the scene could, be
played without him.

“So you remained backstage?”
remarked Shakespeare.

“Aye, sir. f am sorry. It won’t
happen again.”

“But that is very odd. Master
Stevens,” exclaimed the con-
stable. “We have just established
clearly the fact that only three
actors were backstage during the
latter part of the duelling scene.
And you, Gabriel, were not one
of them.”

“l was not up in the music
room, if that is what you think,”
msaid Stevens quickly. “Robbie
told us no one went up the
stairs.”

.“Then where were you, sir?”
asked ,the constable harshly.

Again Stevens paused before
answering.

A“Everything was confused at

the time.. | think . . ..yes, | think
I was outside ,by the side of the
stage.”

“You. must be mistaken, Ga-
briel,” remarked Shakespeare. “I
was there until I,made my en-
trance as the Prince; You. were
nowheres about.” .

“Butl ... I.., it could have
been ...”

“Come, Master, Stevens,” said
the constable, “why don’t you tell
us the truth?”

For a moment or two Gabriel
stood motionless. Then his shoul-
ders sagged in resignation.

“l guess 1 must.. Welt, Con-
stable, the truth is that after |
saw my girl in the audience 1. ..
well, 1 wrote her a note. 1 went
out to the stables to find the
stable-master. T wanted him to
give the note to her when she
came for her horse.”

“Why, Gabriel,” someone
chuckled, “you must really, be in
love with this sweet young
thing!”

“Well, we can check this with
the stable-master . , .” began
Constable Summers.

“Oh, but 1 couldn’t find him,
Constable. No one was around.
I.spent some time looking for
him, and that is why | did,not
get back to the theatre until after
the duelling scene.” ..

“l dont know, Stevens. This
story, you tell about, going to the
stables . .  began Summers.

.“Just a moment,,., Cpnstable,”
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interrupted Shakespeare. “Gabri-
el, if you were in the area back
of the playhouse after the duel-
ling scene you must have seen
something.”

“No, 1 didn't see anything,”
said Stevens. “l don't know what
you mean.”

“l think you do, sir,” the con-
stable stated firmly. “Come, Stev-
ens, you have withheld valuable
evidence long enough. It is time
to tell us everything!”

Gabriel ran a nervous hand
through his hair. Then he looked
sharply at Shakespeare and the
constable. A sudden twitch of his
head indicated he had made some
sort of decision.

“l didn't want to say anything
about this. Constable, for reasons
which . . . well, for personal rea-
sons. But as | came around the
rear corner of the playhouse, on
my way back from the stables,
I ... I saw a man sliding down
a rope from the rear window of
the music room. | was startled
and darted back out of sight to
watch him. Having reached the
ground, the man flipped the rope
off the hook at the window,
coiled it up and hid it under a
bush. 1 can show you where.
But what you should know, Con-
stable, is that when the man
stood up and looked about, |
recognized him. | know who it
was, Constable. It was . . .”

All the actors were listening
with intense interest to Gabriel’s
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story, and when Constable Sum-
mers chose to interrupt him just
as he was about to reveal the
name of the murderer there was
a cry of surprise and disappoint-
ment. Nevertheless, the constable
did break in sharply.

“Master Stevens, just a mo-
ment, please. | am a methodical
man and 1like to go step by step.
Now, you say you went out to the
stable.”

Gabriel was clearly irritated
and he answered in an angry
tone.

“l believe | just finished say-
ing that, Constable.”

“When did you go there?”

“f don’t know. | don’t see
where that’s important.”

“I think it is. Since you were
speaking to Master Bryane and
Master Burbage at the beginning
of the marriage scene, it would
have been after that, would it
not?”

“I suppose so.”

The familiar slow drawling
voice of Richard Cowley mean-
dered its way into the discussion.

“Now, Gabriel, you know that
cant be! Seems to me I just fin-
ished saying that | was at the
stairs near the door from the jest-
ing scene until Goffe came off in
the duelling scene. 'Tis certain
you did not go through the rear
door as you say, Gabriel. What
is the matter with you? | do be-
lieve you are making up stories.”

“Aye, Stevens,” said the con-



stable. “Tell us. Arc you making
up stories?”
Gabriel flushed with rage.
“Are you all crazy? According
to you, | wasn’t anywhere!”
“Ob, but you were,” said the
constable in a hard cold voice.
“You were in the only place you

could be. You were on the
stage.”
“You are mad. Everyone

knows | didn't appear as the sec-
ond citizen.”

“That is correct. You appeared
as Lady Montague.”

“But Williams played Lady
Montague. It was his part. He
was . ..

“No he wasn’t, Gabriel,” snap-
ped the constable. “Williams was
already lying dead in the music
room. You had already killed
him.”

“It’s a lie! It’s a lie, 1 tell you!”
shouted Gabriel wildly.

But Constable Summers was
like an iceberg, a towering ter-

__riWy cold iceberg.

“It’s the truth. You did go up
to the music room after the love
scene, as you said. But you were-
n’t looking for any girl in the
audience. You waited for Wil-
liams to come up there, and
Williams did come shortly after-
ward. Williams was the thin dark
man Cowley saw climb the
stairs.”

“Why, faith,” broke in Cow-
ley, “now that you mention it,
why of course ’‘twas Williams.

I’m sure of it.”

“So you killed him, Gabriel,”
continued Summers, “you stab-
bed him and then you came
downstairs again. You knew you
were due on stage as a citizen
in the duelling scene. But then
you realized that Williams was
also supposed to appear as Lady
Montague. Since there were only
two women in the scene, Wil-
liams’ absence would be noticed
at once. A search would be made
and the body found. You didn't
want that. Since you couldn’t ap-
pear in both roles you decided
not to go on as the citizen, hop-
ing it would not be particularly
noted. Instead you put on the
Lady Montague costume and
wig, and carried a fan to hide
your face. No one could tell it
was you instead of Williams. Nor
did you have to worry about the
speeches, because in the duelling
scene Lady Montague doesn’t
speak a line.”

“No, no. | deny it,” cried a
frantic Gabriel.

“It’s no use, Stevens,” said
the constable frigidly. “We found
your glove, the one that got
smeared with Williams’ make-up
when you held your hand over
his mouth as you stabbed him.”

“A lie! You couldn’t have! I
kept it ... | cleaned it. . .

Gabriel stiffened in a sudden
awful realization of what he had
said. Uttering a hoarse guttural
sound, he dashed through the
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/centre curtains., knocking aside
several actors in his path. Behind
the stage there was the noise of
ma furious but brief struggle, and
a subdued Gabriel was led back
upon the stage, a deputy on each
side holding him in a grip of
steel.

It all happened so quickly that
the actors had barely moved from
their places, stunned by the sud-
.den turn of events. Now George
.Bryane came over to Gabriel.

“Why did you do it, Gabriel?
| agreed to sell you my share in
the company and 1 know you had
almost all the money needed to
buy it. Things were going so well
.for you. Why this?'5

Tears welled up in Gabriel's
eyes and he seemed pitifully
young, a mere youth trapped in
,the.grim jaws of a situation he
had been unable to control.

“That is why | had to do it
Master Bryane. Williams was go-
ing to take all the money T had
,saved. .1 wouldn't have been able
to buy that share.”

“How could Williams force
.you, to give him money?” asked
Constable Summers, his hardness
.gone novy that the crisis was over.

“Two weeks ago Williams and
I had a beer together in Shore-
ditch,” explained Stevens.. “Then
we walked down the street, which
.was deserted because of the late
hour. Unexpectedly we met John
.Reynolds.” ... ,

“The goldsmith’s son?” asked
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the constable.

“Aye.” .

“I know him. Go on, Gabriel/’
said Summers.

“He had been drinking. | was
seeing a girl he used to go with,
and now he accused me of steal-
ing her from him. He . . . he.was
crazy, Constable. He picked up
a heavy stick and came at me.
1 tried to parry the blow with
my sword and somehow | caught
him over the left eye. He dropped
and there was quite a bit of
blood, f ... 1 was afraid | had
pierced his skull and didn't know
what to do. Williams grabbed my
arm and said we should run for

.it or it would be the gallows. So

that is what we did.”

“l see,” said the constable.
“Then what, happened?”

“Just before the performance
today Williams said he had to
talk with me. He told me to meet
him up in the music room after
the love scene, when no one
would be there. So I did.-Wih
liams then told me that Reynolds
had died and that he would re-
port me to the authorities and |
would hang, unless | paid him to
keep quiet. | pleaded with him,

.Constable, but he only laughed.

He said that if Tdidnt give him
all the money. | had saved | was
finished, that he would report, me
tomorrow. Then he turned' to go.
I ... 1 guess I went out of my
mind. 1 had noticed a dagger jn
Williams’ belt. When he turned



el came up behind, clapped my
one hand over his mouth, and
with the other seized the dagger
and . . . and stabbed him. It all
happened so quickly, Constable.
I didn’t want to kill him. But I
was frantic. My whole life was
breaking into little pieces.”

“Then you came down and
went on as Lady Montague in
Williams’ place,” remarked Sum-
mers.

“Aye. After the scene | ran
back upstairs. | was desperately
trying to think of some way to
get rid of the body. | started to
put the Lady Montague costume
on Williams, but | was so nerv-
ous | tore it. Then | thought I
heard someone coming up to the
music room. All | could think
of was that | had to get out of
there. So | grabbed a coil of
rope and used it to descend to
the ground from the rear window.
I hid the rope and returned to
the tiring house through the back
door.”

As Gabriel finished talking a
silence fell upon the room. Then
Constable Summers sighed heav-
ily-
y“You didn’t have to kill Wil-
liams, Gabriel,” said the con-
stable. “He lied to you. Reynolds
isn’t dead. One of my deputies
found him in the street that night.
He had a nasty gash on his fore-
head, but he recovered. He con-
fessed to me that the fight was
his own fault, and he refused to

give your name. He only wished
to forget the entire incident. If
you had come to me, Gabriel, |
could have told you all this.”

Gabriel’s laugh was one of
tragic self-mockery. He turned to
Richard Burbage.

“What is that line you have in
the duelling scene, Master Bur-
bage? Oh yes. ‘I am fortune’s
fooll””

Gabriel Stevens had been
taken away by the deputies and
everyone drifted somewhat list-
lessly back into the tiring house.
After the past few hours of ex-
citement the actors needed time
to adjust again to normal circum-
stances. Constable Summers was
conversing with Shakespeare.

“I’m glad ‘’tis over. | like not
this baiting of a suspect to gain
the truth and regret the need to
do so.”

“It had to be done. "Twas the
only way. What will happen to
Gabriel now, Constable?”

“He will be turned over to the
Lieutenant of the Tower and held
for trial. 1 doubt he can avoid
conviction. Yet he could escape
the noose through the ‘benefit
of clergy’ clause. Can he read
Latin?”

“He went to the university for
a time. | should think he can.”

“The law allows a convicted
murderer to regain his freedom
by proving he can read Latin.
'Tis an old law and goes back to
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the days when books were writ-
ten in Latin by scribes, usually
monks. Scribes were so few that
the loss of one was a matter of
concern. Hence the term of
grace. Printing has altered things,
but the rule still stands. ‘Benefit
of clergy’ can be used but once
by a man. If he passes the test
a T* for Tyburn prison is brand-
ed on his thumb. Should he again
be charged with murder, it will
be known he has already used
‘the clause.”

“We can only trust that Ga-
briel knows his Latin,” said
Shakespeare.

Augustine Phillips approached.

“Zounds, Constable,” remark-
ed Phillips, “ ’twas a rough time
you gave me there!”

“I crave your pardon for that,
good Master Phillips,” said the
constable. “But we had to do it
mo cast Stevens off his guard.”

“l gathered you were up to
some sort of game when Will
here pretended not to recall that
he had spoken to me just before
he went onstage as the Prince.”

“Did he compliment you for
polishing your boots?” asked
Summers.

“On the contrary. He pointed
out that when Balthazar appears
in the play he has been riding
between Verona and Mantua,
and hence his boots would be
dusty, not bright and shining.
Our Shakespeare is becoming a
stickler for realism.”

158

With a laugh Phillips went
over to rejoin the other actors.

“Gentlemen;” called the con-
stable to attract the attention of
the troupe. “The case ;here is
closed and you are all free to go.
| am also happy to say that the
playhouse will not be shut down.
You can continue your season of
performances as planned.”

All strain was now dissipated
and good humour broke out on
every side. The actors hurried
to remove and store away their
costumes. Any last traces of
make-up were removed from
their faces. Then, in groups of
twos and threes, they shouted a
farewell and left the theatre. It is
no secret that their destination,
'in most cases, was the tavern in
Shoreditch.

Richard Burbage and Robert
Goffe came over to where the
constable and Shakespeare were
standing.

“Constable, 1 am glad you re-
opened the case,” said Burbage.
“What made you decide to Tier
s0?”

“The truth is,” said Summers,
“my questioning of the actors
seemed to clearly indicate that a
stranger had broken into the
playhouse during the perform-
ance and killed Williams. How-
ever, | must confess | could not
understand why an outsider
should run the risks involved,
when there would have been
many other times and places



when he could have done the
deed with far less danger to him-
self. Then, while Master Shake-
speare and | were talking up-
stairs, we found ...”

“This,” said the Bard, taking
a fan, really a pretty little thing,
from his pocket.

“Why, sir,” exclaimed Goffe,
“that’s mine. Juliet uses it in the
banquet scene.”

“l know, Robbie. That’s what
set me thinking. | recalled that
Lady Montague had, in fact, car-
ried it in the duelling scene. That
seemed odd, until a line from the
play came to my mind. You re-
member. Dick, in the jesting
scene. The Nurse says, ‘My fan,
Peter,” and Mercutio remarks,
‘Good, Peter, to hide her face.””

“Very early in the case,” ob-
served Constable Summers, “I
asked Will if anyone could have
substituted for Williams as Lady
Montague.”

“And | said no,” rejoined the
Bard, “because every actor had
a part in the scene. But on at-
tempting to remember every de-
tail of it as it was played this
afternoon, T simply could not re-
call Gabriel Stevens being on
stage in that minor walk-on. Fur-
ther, during the questioning of
the actors, Richard Cowley re-
ferred to himself as the ‘one

mcitizen.” We called Richie up-
stairs and he of course confirmed
the fact that Gabriel had not
gone on with, him as he was sup-

posed to. So it was clear that one
actor, at least, could have sub-
stituted for Williams.”

“But why Gabriel?” asked
Dick Burbage. “Why not Goffe
or Phillips or myself?”

“True, you three were back-
stage. But you, Dick, did not
have the time to make the cos-
tume change. Robbie is too small
for Lady Montague's dress. Aug-
ustine could have managed it,
but I saw him myself sitting back-
stage just before 1 went on as the
Prince.”

“Couldn't some outsider have
appeared as Lady Montague?”
asked Goffe.

“Nay, lad. Romeo and Juliet
wes a new play. An outsider
could not have played the scene.
Jt had to be one of the actors of
the troupe.”

“But even if Gabriel did play
Lady Montague,” remarked Dick
Burbage, “that scarcely proved
he was a murderer.”

“Quite right,” said the con-
stable. “But it put him under
suspicion. Then too, it gave rise
to the consideration that Williams
might have been Kkilled before
the duelling scene.”

“And,” added Shakespeare,
“if Williams had. in truth, been
slain earlier, the finger of guilt
was again directed at Stevens.
He admitted he had gone to the
music room. The only other per-
son known to have gone there
after Goffe had played his scene
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was a dark thin man. Since Wil-
liams was slender and had black
hair it was probably that it was
he Cowley saw.”

“Yet,” interposed Burbage,
“this was all mere theory, with-
out a shred of evidence.”

“Aye, true enough,” said Sum-
mers. “But it gave us two pos-
sible solutions to the crime. If a
stranger had killed -Williams the
case promised to be a long tedi-
ous one, for there was little we
had to go on. But if one of the
actors had done it there was a
chance we could bring matters
to a head in short order.”

“So you set a trap for Gabri-
el,” remarked Burbage.

“That we did,” agreed the
constable.

“You were lucky, sir, to find
Master Stevens’ glove,” piped up
Goffe, who had come up and was
standing by Shakespeare. “That
is what made him confess.”

“l am afraid, my young
friend,” replied Constable Sum-
mers, “that there was no glove.”

“No glove?”

“There are tricks to my trade,
lad, as well as to that of an
actor’s.”

“Oh,” was all Goffe could say.

“Well, Will,” said Burbage,
“it’s been a long hard afternoon.
But come along now, you and
Robbie. We’ll all have dinner at
my place.”

“That would be the fine house
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on Holywell Street in Shoreditch,
would it not?” asked the con-
stable.

“The same. Why dont you
join us for dinner, Constable?”

“Thank you, Master Burbage,”
said Summers, “but I must make
my report on this case and then
arrange for the watch tonight.
But | will ride along with you to
the village.”

The quartet left the Curtain,
Burbage locking the door of the
now silent and deserted play-
house. To the south the last rays
of the setting sun were painting
in filmy gold the towers, turrets
and gables of old London town.

Unexpectedly, Richard Bur-
bage chuckled.

“What is it
Shakespeare.

“l was just thinking how sur-
prised my father will be when he
learns what happened here to-
day.”

“Aye,” said the constable. “I
daresay he will be taken aback
to hear that his son was taken
into custody by the law.”

“Nay,” answered Burbage.
“He holds that 1 am of age and
must needs look out for my own
hide. But, in truth, he will sput-
ter when 1 tell him you were go-
ing to close down the Curtain.”

“Why?” asked the constable.

“My dear sir, he owns the
playhouse.”

Dick?” asked
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