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E couLD NEVER UNDERSTAND he had first known fear in war-

afterward why he felt un-
easiness, even to the point of fear,
before he saw the beach at all.

Night and fancies? But how far
can fancies go?

It was a steep track down to
the beach. The road, however, was
good, and he could rely on his car.
And yet, halfway down, before he
could even taste the sea-wind or
hear the rustle of the sea, Dan
Fraser felt sweat on his forehead.
A nerve jerked in the calf of his
leg over the foot brake.

“Look, this is damn silly!” he
thought to himself. He thought it
with a kind of surprise, as when

time long ago. But the fear had
been real enough, no matter how
well he concealed it, and they be-
lieved he never felt it.

A dazzle of lightning lifted
ahead of him. The night was too
hot. This enclosed road, bumping
the springs of his car, seemed
pressed down in an airless hollow,

After all, Dan Fraser decided,
he had everything to be thankful
for. He was going to see Brenda;
he was the luckiest man in Lon-
don. If she chose to spend week-
ends as far away as North Corn-
wall, he was glad to drag himself
there—even a day late.
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Brenda’s image rose before him,
as clearly as the flash of lightning.
He always seemed to see her half
laughing, half pouting, with light
on her yellow hair. She was beau-
tiful; she was desirable. It would
only be disloyalty to think any
trickiness underlay her intense,
naive ways.

Brenda Lestrange always got
what she wanted. And she had
wanted him, though God alone
knew why: he was no prize pack-
age at all. Again, in imagination,
he saw her against the beat and
shuffle of musie in a night club.
Brenda's shoulders rose from a low-
eut silver gown, her eyes as blue
and wide-spaced as the eternal
Eve’s,

You'd have thought she would
have preferred a dasher, a roaring
bloke like Taby Curtis, who had
all the women after him. But that,
as Joyce had intimated, might be
the trouble. Toby Curtis couldn’t
see Brenda for all the rest of the
crowd. And so Brenda preferred—

Well, then, what was the matter
with him?

He would see Brenda in a few
minutes. There ought to have been
joy bells in the tower, not bats in
the—

Easy!

He was out in the open now, at
sea level. Dan Fraser drove bump-
ingly along scrub grass, at the head
of a few shallow terraces leading
down to the private beach. Ahead
of him, facing seaward, stood the

overlarge, overdecorated bungalow
which Brenda had rather grandly
named “The King’s House.”

And there wasn't a light in it—
not a light showing at only a quar-
ter past ten.

Dan cut the engine, switched
off the lights, and got out of the
car. In the darkness he could hear
the sea charge the beach as an
army might have charged it.

Twisting open the handle of
the car's trunk, he dragged out
his suitcase. He closed the comm-
partment with a slam whieh eeh-
oed eut above the swirl ef water,
This part of the Cornish eoast was
teo lonely, tee deselate, but it was
the first time sueh a theught had
ever eecurred to him.

He went to the house, round
the side and toward the front. His
footsteps clacked loudly on the
crazy-paved path on the side. And
even in a kind of lumlneus dark-
ness from the white of the breakers
ahead, he saw why the bungalew
showed ne lights.

All the curtains were drawn on
the windows—on this side, at least,

When Dan hurried round to the
front door, he was almost running.
He banged the iron knocker on the
door, then hammered it again. As
he glanced over his shoulder, an-
other flash of lightning paled the
sky to the west.

It showed him the sweep of gray
sand. It showed black water snak-
ily edged with foam. In the middle
of the beach, unearthly, stood the
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small natural rock - formation—
shaped like a low-backed armchair,
eternally facing out to sea—which
for centuries had been known as
King Arthur’s Chair.

The white eye of the lightning
closed. Distantly there was a shock
of thunder.

This whole bungalow couldn’t
be deserted! Even if Edmund Ire-
ton and Toby Curtis were at the
former’s house some distance along
the coast, Brenda herself must be
here. And Joyce Ray. And the two
maids.

Dan stopped hammering the
knocker. He groped for and found
the knob of the door.

The door was unlocked.

He opened it on brightness. In
the hall, rather overdecorated like
so many of Brenda's possessions,
several lamps shone on gaudy fur-
niture -and a polished floor. But
the hall was empty too.

With the wind whisking and
whistling at his back Dan went in
and kicked the door shut behind
him. He had no time to give a hail.
At the back of the hall a door
opened, Joyce Ray, Brenda's cousin,
walked toward him, her arms
hanging limply at her sides and her
enormous eyes like a sleepwaiker's.

“Then you did get here,” said
Joyce, moistening dry lips. “You
did get, here, after all.”

Dan stopped. The sight of her
brought a new  realization. It
didn't explain his uneasiness or his

fear—but it did explain much.

Joyce was the quiet one, the dark
one, the unobtrusive one, with her
glossy black hair and her subdued
elegance. But she was the poor
relation, and Brenda never let her
forget it. Dan merely stood and
stared at her. Suddenly Joyce's eyes
lost their sleepwalker’s look. They:
were gray eyes, with very black
lashes; they grew alive and vivid,
as if she could read his mind,

“Joyce,” he blurted, “I've just un-
derstood something. And I never
understood it before. But I've gor*
to tell—"*

“Stop!” Joyce cried.

Her mouth twisted. She put up
a hand as if to shade her eyes.

“I know what you want to say,”
she went on. “But you're not to
say it! Do you hear me?"

“Joyce, 1 don't know why we're
standing here yelling at each other.
Anyway, I—I didn't mean to
tell you. Not yet, anyway. I mean,
I must tell Brenda—"

“You can't tell Brendial" Japrce—
cried.

“What’s that?

“You can't tell her anything, ever
again,” said Joyce. “Brenda's
dead.”

There are some words which at
first do not even shock or stum.
You just don’t believe them. They
can't be true. Very carefully Dan
Fraser put his suitcase down on the
floor and straightened up again,

“The police,” said Joyce, swal-
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lowing hard, “have been here since
early this morning. Tiey're not
here now. Tiey’ve taken her away
to the mortuary. That’s where she'll
sleep tomigit.”

Still Dan said nothing.

“Mr—Mr. Edmund Iretom”
Joyce went on, “has been here ever
since it happened. So has Toby
Curtis. So, fortunately, has a man
named Dr. Gideon Fell. Dr. Fell's
a bumbling old duffer, a very
learned man of something. He's a
friend of the pelice; he's kind; he’s
helped seften things. All the same,
D%n, if you'd been here last night

“lI couldn't get away. I told
Brenda so.”

“Yes, 1 know all that talk about
hard-working journalists. But if
you'd only been here, Dan, it might
not have happened at all.”

“Joyce, for God's salke!

Then there was a silence in the
bright, quiet room. A stricken look
crept into Joyce's eyes.

“Dan, I'm sorry. I'm terribly sor-
ry. 1 was feeling dreadful and so,
1 suppose, 1 had to take it out on
the first person handy.”

“That’s all right. But how did
she die?” Then desperately he be-
gan to surmise, “Wait, I've got it!
She went out to swim early this
morning, just as usual? She's been
diving off those rocks en the head-
land agaln? And—"

“No,” said Joyce. “She was stran-
gled.”

“Stranglkd??”

What Joyce tried to say was
“murdered.” Her mouth shook and
faltered round the syllables; she
couldn't say them; her thoughts, it
seemed, shied back and ran from
the very word. But she looked at
Dan steadily.

“Brenda went out to swim early
this morning, yes.”

“Well?”

“At least, she must have. I didn't
see her. I was still- asleep in that
back bedroom she always gives me.
Anyway, she went down there in
a red swim suit and a white beach
robe.”

Automatically Dan’s eyes moved
over to an oil painting above the
fireplace. Painted by a famous R.A.,
it showed a scene from -classical
antiquity; it was called Tl Ilowers,
and left little to the imagination,
It had always been Brenda’s faver-
ite because the fermale figure in the
pieture looked so mueh like her.

“Well!” said Joyce, throwing out
her hands. “You know what Bren-
da always does. She takes off her
beach robe and spreads it out
over King Arthur’s Chair. She sits
down in the chalr and smokes a
cigarette and loeks eut at the sea
befere she gees inte the water.

“Tihe beach robe was still in that
rock chair,” Joyce continued with
an effort, “when 1 came downstairs
at half-past seven. But Brenda
wasn’'t. She hadn't even put en
her bathing cap. Semebedy had
strangled her with that silk searf
she wore with the beaeh robe, It
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was twisted so tightly into her neck
they couldn't get it out. She was
lying on the sand in front of the
chair, on her back, in the red
swim suit, with her face black and
swollen. You could see her clearly
from the terrace.”

Dan glanced at tlre flesh tints of
Thee Laverss, then quickly looked
away.

Joyce, the cool and competent,
was holding herself under restraint.

“l can only thank my lucky
stars,” she burst out, “I didn't run
out there. I mean, from the flag-
stones of the lowest terrace out
across the sand, They stopped me,”

““They’ stopped you? Who?"

“Mr, Ireton and Toby, Or, rather,
Mr. Ireton did; Toby wouldn't
bave thought of it."

“But—”

“Talby, you see, had come over
here a little earlier. But he was at
the back of the bungalow, practis-
ing with a ,22 target rifle. I heard
him once. Mr, Ireton had just got
there. All diree of us walked out
on the terrace at once, And saw
lw;”

“Listen, Joyce, What difference
does it make whether or not yon
ran out across the. sand? Why were
you so lueky they stopped yow?”

“Because if they hadn’t, the po-
lice might have said I did it

“Did #t?”

“Kiillled Brenda,” Joyce answered
clearly. “In all that stretch of sand,
Dan, there weren't any footprints
except Brenda's ovon,”

“Now hold on!" he protested.
“She—she tvas killed with that
scarf of hers”

“Oh, yes. The police and even
Dr. Fell don't doubt that.”

“Tten how could anybody, any-
body at all, go out across the sand
and come back without leaving a
footyriimt?”

“That’s just it. The police dont
know and they can't guess. That's
why they're in a flat spin, and Dr.
Fell will be here again tomight.”

In her desperate attempt to speak
lightly, as if all this didn't matter,
Joyce failed. Her face was white,
But again the expression of the
dark-fringed eyes changed, and she
hesitated,

“Damn—"

“Yes?”

“You do understand, don't you,
why 1 was so upset, when you
came charging in and said what
you diidi?”

“Ye3% of course

“Wiratever you had to tell me,
or thought you had to tell me—

“About—us?"

“About anythingl You do sec
that you must forget it and not
mention it again? Not evar?”

“I see why I can’t mention it
now. With Brenda dead, it woulidim't
even be decent to think of it." He
could not keep his eyes off that
mocking picture. “But is the future
dead too? If I happen to have been
an idiot and thought I was head
over heels gone on Brenda ‘when
all the time it was really—"
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llDam!/lI .

There were five doors opening
into the gaudy hall, which had
too many mirrors. Joyce whirled
round to look at every door, as
if she feared an ambush behind
each.

“For heaven's sake keep your
voice down,” she begged. “Prac-
tically every word that's said can
be heard all over the house. I said
never, and 1 meant it. If you'd
spoken a week ago, even twenty-
feur hoeurs age, It might have been
different. Do yeu think I didn’t
want yeu t6? But new It's tee
latet”

uwhy?"

“May I answer that quession?
interrupted a new, dry rather quiz-
zical voice.

Dan had taken a step toward
het, intensely conscious of her at-
tractiveness, He stopped, burned
with embarrassment, as one of the
five digatsaeernat].

Mr. Edmund Ireton, shortish
and thin and dandified in his mid-
dle-fifties, emerged with his usual
briskness. There was not much
geay in his polished black hair. His
faee was a benevolent satyr’s.

“Forgive me,” he said.

Behind him towered Toby Cur-
tis, heavy and handsome and fair-
haired, in a bulky tweed jacket.
Toby began to speak, but Mr. Ire-
ten’s gesture sileneed him before
he eeuld utter a seund.

“Forgive me,” he repeated. “But
what Joyce says is quite true. Every

word can be overheard here, even
with the rain pouring down. If
you go on shouting and De. Fell
hears it, you will land that gifl in
serious danger.”

“Danger?"” demanded Toby Cur-
tis. He had to clear his throat.
“What danger could Dar get her
into?”

Mr. Ireton, immaculate in flan-
nels and shirt and thin pullover,
stalked to the mantelpiece. He
stared up hard at The Lowsss be-
fore turning round.

“Thhe Psalmist tells usg” he said
dryly, “that all is vanity. Has none
of you ever noticed—God forgive
me for saying so—that Brenda’s
most outstanding trait was her van-
ley?”

His glance flashed toward Joyce,
who abruptly turned away and
pressed her hands over her face.

“Appalling vanity. Seratch that
vanity deeply enough and our dear-
est Brenda would have committed
murder.”

“Aren't you getting this back-
wardis?” asked Dan. “Brenda didn’t
commit any murder. It was Bren-
da-"

' “Ahl” Mr. Ireton poumced. “And
there might be a lesson in that,
don't you thiiit?”

“Look here, you're not saying
she strangled herself with- her own
scaifi?”

“No—but hear what 1 do say.
Our Brenda, no doubt, had many
passions and many fancies. But
there was only one man she loved
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or ever wanted to marry. It was
not Mr. Dan Fraser.”

“Tihen who was
Toby.

“You'”

Toby’s amazement was too gen-
uine to be assumed. The color
drained out of his face. Once more
he had to clear his throat.

“So help me,” he said, “I never
knew itll1 never imagined—"

“No, of course you didn't,” Mr.
Ireton said even more dryly. A
goatish amusement flashed across
his face and was gone. “Bienda, as
a rule, eould get any man she
chose, So she turned Mr. Fraser's
head and beeamme engaged to him.
It was to sting yeu, MF. Curtls, te
fRake é(@u jealous. And yeu Rever
Retiee ile all the time Joyee

Ray and Dafn Fraser were eatin
their hearts et for eaeh ether; an
he never neticed either.”

Edmund Ireton wheeled round.

“You may lament my bluntness,
Mr. Fraser. You may want to wring
my neck, as I see you do. But can
you deny one word I say 7"

“No."” In honesty Dan could not
deny it.

“Well! Then be- very careful
when you face the police, both of
you, or they will see it too. Joyce
already has a strong motive. She is
Beenda’s only relative, and inherits
Beenda’s money. If they learn she
wanted Brenda’s fiatied, they will
have her in the doek for murder.”

“Thet’s enough!” blurted Dan,
who dared not look at Joyce.

it?" asked

“You've made it clear. All right,
stop therel™

“Oh, I had intended to stop. If
you are such fools that you won't
help yourselves, I must help you.
That's all.”

It was Toby Curtis who strode
forward.

“Dan, don't let him bluff youl!”
Toby said. “In the first place, they
can't arrest anybody for this. You
weren't here. I know—"

“I've heard about it, Toby.”

Look,” insisted Toby. “When
the police finished measuring and
photographing and taking casts of
Brenda’s footprints, I did some
measuring myself.”

Edmund Ireton smiled. “Are
yow attempting to solve this mys-
tery, Mr. Curtiis”"

“I didn't say that.” Teby spoke
coolly. “But I might have a ques-
tion or two for you. Why have you
had your knife into me all day?”

“Franklly, Mr. Curtis, because I
envy you.”

“You—what?"

“So far as women are concerned,
young man, I have not your ad-
vantages. I had no romantic bey-
hood on a veldi-farma In Seuth
Africa. I never learned to drive a
span of oxen and flick a fly off
the leader's ear with my whlip, I
was never taught te be a speetaeu-
lar hersernan and Fifle §

“Oh, turn it upl™

“Tmm it up?' Ah, I see. And
was that the sinister question you
had for me?”
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“No. Not yet. You're too tricky.”

“My profoundest thanks.™

“Look, Dan,” Toby insisted.
“You've seen that rock formation
they call King Arthur’s Chaiir?”*

“Talby, I've seen it fifty times,”
Dan said. “But I still-don’t under-
Stmﬂd——”

“And I don't understand,” sud-
denly interrupted Joyce, without
turning round, “why they made me
sit there where Brenda had been
sitting. It was horrible.”

“Oh, they were only reconstruct-
ing the crime.” Toby spoke rather
grandly. “But the question, Dan,
is how anybody came near that
chair without leaving a footmint?

“Qﬂlite."

“Netbody could have,” Toby said
just as grandly. “The murderer, for
instance, couldn’t have come from
the direction of the sea. Why? Be-
cause the highest peint at high
tide, where the water might have
bletted out feetprlats, is mere than
twenty feet in frent of the ehair,
Mere than twenty feed!”

“Er—one moment,” said Mr. Ire-
ton, twitching up a finger. “Surely
Inspector Thegellis said the mur-
derer must have crept up and
caught her from the back? Before
she knew it?”

“Thhat won't do either. From
the flagstones of the terrace to the
back of the chair is at least twenty
feet, too. Well, Dan? Do you see
any way out of that ene?”

Dan, not normally  slow-witted,
was so concentrating on Joyee that

he could think of little else. She
was cut off from him, drifting
away from him, forever out of
reach just when he had found her.
But he tried to think.

“Weldl . . . could somebody have
jurnpe dtham‘e?”

“Ho!” scoffed Toby, who was
himself a broad jurper and knew
better. “That was the first thing
they thought of.”

“And that's out, too?”

“Definitely. An Olympic cham-
pion in good form might have
done it, if he’d had any place for
a running start and any place to
land. But he hadn't. Tihere was #e
mark In the sand. He eouldn’t have
landed en the ehalr, sirangled
Brenda at his leisure, and thea
hepped baek like a jurping bean.
New esuld he?”

“But somebody did it, Toby! It
happenedi?”

“How?"

“I don't know.”

“You seem rather. proud of this,
Mr. Curtis,” Edmund Ireton said
smoothly.

“Proud?” exclaimed Taby, los-
ing color again.

“These romantic boyhoods—"

Toby did not lose his temper.
But he had declared war.

“All right, gaffer. I've been very
grateful for your hospitality, at that
bungalow of yours, when we've
come down here for week-ends.
All the same, you've been going en
for hours about whe I am and
what I am, Whe are you?”



EBAHH BRY INWVVS§BLIEE HAANNDSS

“I beg your pardan?”

“For two or three years,” Toby
said, “you've been hanging about
with us. Especially with Brenda
and Joyce. Who are you? What are
you?"

“l am an observer of life," Mr.
Ireton answered tranquilly. A stu-
dent of human nature. And—shall
I say?P—a courtesy uncle to both
young ladies.”

“Is that all you were? To either
of them?”

“Toby!™ exclaimed Joyce,
shocked out of her fear.

She whirled round, her gaze go-
ing instinctively to Dan, . then
back to Taby.

“Don’t worry, old girl,” said
Toby, waving his hand at her.
“Thiis is no reflection on you.” He
kept looking steadily at Mr. Ireton.
“Continue,” Mr. Ireton said po-
litely. '

“You claim Joyce is in danger,
She isn't in any danger at all,” said
Toby, “as long as the police don't
know how Brenda was strangled.”

“They will discover it, Mr. Cur-
tis. Be sure they will discover it!"

“You're trying to protect Joyce?"

“Naturally.”

“And that's why you warned
Dan not to say he was in love with
her?”

“Of course. What else?

Toby straightened up, his hand
inside the bulky tweed jacket.

“Then why didn’t you take him
outside, rain or no, and tell him on
the quiet? Why did yow shout out

133

that Dan was in love with Joyce,
and she was in love with him, and
give 'em a motive for the whole
house to hear?”

Edmund Ireton opened his
mouth, and shut it again.

It was a blow under the guard,
all the more unexpected because
it came from Toby Curtis.

Mr. Ireton stood motionless un-

‘der the painting of TWe ILawers.

The expression of the pictured
Brenda, elusive and mocking, no
longer matched his own. Where-
upon, while nerves were strained
and still nobody spoke, Dan Fraser
realized that there was a dead si-
lence because the rain had stopped.

Small night-noises, the creak of
woodwork or a drip of water
from the eaves, intensified the still-
ness. Then they heard footsteps, as
heavy as those of an elephant, slow-
ly approaching behind another of
the doors. The footfalls, heavy and
slow and creaking, brought a note
of doom,

Into the room, wheezing and
leaning on a stick, lumbered a man
so enormous that he had to man-
euver himself sideways through the
door.

His big mop of gray-streaked
hair had tumbled over one ear. His
eyeglasses, with a broad black rib-
bon, were stuck askew on his nose.
His big face would ordinarily have
been red and beaming, with chuck-
les animating several chins. Now
it was only absent-minded, his ban-
dit's mustache outthrust.
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“Ahal"” he said in a rumbling
voice. He blinked at Dan with an
air of refreshed interest, “I think
you must be Mr. Eraser, the last
of this rather curious week-end
party? H'm. Yes. Your obedient
servant, sir. I am Gideon Eell.”

Dr. Fell wore a black cloak as
big as a tent and carried a shovel-
hat in his other hand. He tried to
bow and make a flourish with his
stick, endangering all the furni-
ture near him.

The others stood very still. Fear
was as palpable as the scent after
rain.

“Yes, I've heard of you," said
Dan. His voice rose in spite of
himself. “But you're rather far
from home, aren't you? 1 suppose
you had some—er—antiquarian in-
terest in King Arthur's Chaiin?*

Sdlil Dr. Eell blinked at him. For
a second it seemed that chuckles
would jiggle his chins and waist-
coat, but he only shook his head.

rian interest? My dear
sirl” Dr. Fell wheezed gently. “If
there were any association with a
semi-legendary King Arthur, it
would be at Timtagel much farther
south. No, I was here on holiday.
This morning, Inspector Tregellis
fascinated me with the story of a
fantastic murder, 1 returned to-
night for my own reasons.”

M, Ireton, at ease again, matched
the other’s courtesy. “May I ask
what these reasons

“First, 1 wished to question the
two maids. They have a room at

the back, as Miss Ray has; and
this afternoon, you may remember,
they were still rather hysiericsl.”

“Amnd that is alll?*

“H'mf. Well, no.” Dr. Fell
scowled. “Second, I wanted to de-
tain all of you here for an hour or
two. Third, I must make sure of
the motive for this crime. And 1
am happy to say that I have made
Very sure.”

Joyce could not control herself,
“Then you did overhear every-
thing!”

«‘Eh?).

“Brery word that man saiidf"

Despite Dan’s signals, Joyce nod-
ded toward Mr. Ireton and poured
out the words. “But I swear 1
hadn’t anything to do with Bren-
da’s death. What I told you today
was perfectly true: 1 den’t want
her money and 1 wen't toueh it
As fer my—ty private affairs,”
and Jeyee’s face flamed, “everybaay
seerrs to knew all abeut therm ex-
eept Dan and me. Please, please pay
Re attentien ES what that man has
Been sayimg.

Dr. Fell blinked at her in an
astonishment which changed to
vast distress.

“But, my dear young lady!” he
rumbled. “We never for a moment
believed you did. No, no! Archons
of Athens, no!” exclaimed De, Fell,
as though at ineredible absurdity.
“As for what your friend MF, Ire:
ten may have been saying, 1 did
Aet hear It 1 suspeet it was enly
what he teld me teday, and it did
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supply the motive. But it was not
your motive.”

“Please, is this true? You're not
trying to trap me?”

“Do I really strike you,” Dr. Fell
asked gently, “as being that sort of
person? Nothing was more un-
likely than that you killed your
cousin, especially in the way she
was killed.”

“Do you know how she was
killedi?"

“Oh, that” grunted Dr. Fell,
waving the point away too. “That
was the simplest part of the whole
business.”

He lumbered over, reflected in
the mirrors and put down stick
and shovel-hat on a table. After-
ward he faced them with a mix-
ture of distress and apology.

“It may surprise yow,” he said,
“that an old scatterbrain like my-
self can observe anything at all.
But I have an unfair advantage
over the police. I began life as a
schoolmaster: 1 have had more ex-
perienee with habitual liars, Hang
it all, thiik™

“Of winet?”

“The facts!" said Dr. Fell, mak-
ing a hideous face. “According to
the maids, Sonia and Dolly, Miss
Brenda Lestrange went down to
swim at ten minutes to seven this
morning. Both Delly and Sonia
were awake, but did not get up.
Some eight or ten minutes later,
Mr. Toby Curtls began practising
with a target rifle some distance
away behind the bungalow.”

“Don’t look at mel” exclaimed
Toby. “That rifle has nothing to
do with it. Brenda wasn’t shot.™

“Sir,” said Dr. Fell with much
patience, “I am aware of thad.”

“Then what are you hinting ag?”

“Sir," said Dr. Fell, “you will
oblige me if you too don’t regard
every question as a trap. I have a
trap for the murderer, and the
murderer alone. You fired a num-
ber of shots—the maids heard yeu
and saw you.” He turned to Joyee.
“I believe you heard {69’

“T heard one shot,” answered the
bewildered Joyce, “as I told Dan.
About seven o'clock, when I got
up and dressedl”

“Did you look out of the win-
dows?”

“N’o."

“Wihat happened to that rifle af-
terwards? Is it here now?”

“No,” Toby almost yelled. “I
took it back to Ireton's after we
found Brenda. But if the rifle had
nothing to de with it, and I had
nething to de with It then what
the hell’s the peimt™

Dr. Fell did not reply for a mo-
ment. Then he made another hide-
ous face. “We know,” he rumbled,
“that Brenda Lestrange wore a
beach rebe, a bathing suit, and a
heavy silk scarf knotted round her
neek. Miss Ray?”

“Y'-ye$?“

“I am not precisely an authority
on women'’s clothes,” said Dr. Fell.
“As a rule I should notice nothing
odd unless I passed Madge Wild-
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fire or Lady Godiva, I have seen
men wear a scarf with a beach robe,
but is it customary for women to
wear a scarf as welll?*

Tiere was a pause,

“No, of course it ism't," said
Joyce. “I can't speak for every-
body, but I never do. It was just
one of Brenda’s fancies. She always
did.”

“Ahal” said Dr. Fell. “The mur-
derer was counting on that.”

“Omn her known conduct. Let me
show you rather a grisly picture of
a murdier.”

Dr. Fell's eyes were squeezed
shut. From inside his cloak and
pocket he fished out an immense
meerschaum pipe. Fiemly under
the impression that he had filled
and lighted the pipe, he put the
stem IR his mouth and drew at it.

“Miss ILestramge,” he said, “goes
down to the beach. She takes off
her robe. Remermber that, it's very
important. She spreads out the robe
in King Arthur's Chair and sits
down. She is still wearing the scarf,
knotted tightly In a bread band
round her neek. She s about the
same helght as yeu, Miss Ray. She
Is held there, at the height ef hef
sheulders, by a eurving reek fef-
fatien deeply bedded in sand.”

Dr. Fell paused and opened his
eyes.

“The murderer, we believe,
catches her from the back. She
sees and hears nothing until she is
seized. Intense pressure on the

carotid arteries, here at either side
of the neck under the chin, will
strike her unconscious within sec-
onds and dead within minutes,
When her body is released, it
should fall straight forward. In-
stead, what happens”’

To Dan, full of relief ever since
danger had seemed to leave Joyce,
it was as if a shutter had flown
open in his brain.

“She was lying on her back,”
Dan said. “Joyce told me so,
Brenda was lying flat on her back
with her head towards the sea. And
that means—"

“Yes?"

“It means she was twisted or
spun round in some way when she
fell. It has something to do with
that infernal scarf—I've thought so
from the first. Dr, Fell! Was Bren-
da killed with the semff?”

“In one sense, yes. In another
sense, no."”

“You can't have it both ways!
Either she was killed with the
scarf, or she wasn't.”

“Not necessarily,” said Dr. Fell,

“Then let's all retire to a loony
bin,” Dan suggested, “because noth-
ing makes any sense at all. The
murderer still couldn't have walked
out there witheut leaving tracks.
Finally, I agree with Toby: what’s
the point of the rifle? How dees
a 22 rifle figure in all this »”

“Because of its sound.”

Dr. Fell took the pipe out of his
mouth, Dan wondered why he had
ever thought the learned doctor's
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eyes were vague. Magnified be-
hind the glasses on the broad black
ribbon, they were not vague at all.

“A 22 rifle” he went on in his
big voice, “has a distinctive noise.
Fired in the open air or anywhere
else, it sounds exactly like the noise
made by the real instrument used
in this crime.”

“Real instrument? What noiise”

“The crack of a blacksnake
whip,” replied Dr. Fell.

Edmund Ireton, looking very
tired and ten years older, went
over and sat down in an easy chair,
Toby Curtis took one step back-
ward, then another.

“In South Africa," said Dr. Eell,
“I have never seen the very long
whip which drivers of long ox
spans use. But in America I have
seen the blacksnake whip, and it
can be twenty-four feet long. You
yourselves must have watched it
used in a variety turn on the
stage.”

Dr. Fell pointed his pipe at them,

“Remember?” he asked. “The
user of the whip stands some dis-
tance away facing his girl assistant.
There is a vicious crack. The end
of the whip coils two or three times
reund the girl's neck. She is not
hurt. But she would be in difficul-
tles if he pulled the whip towards
him. She weuld be in grave dan-
ger if she were held back and
eould net meve.

“ planned a murder
with a whip like that. He came
here early in the morning. The

whip, coiled round his waist, was
hidden by a loose and bulky tweed
jacket. Please observe the jacket
Taby Curtis is wearing now.”

Toby’s voice went high when he
screeched out one word. It may
have been protest, defiance, a jeer,
or all three.

“Stop this!” cried Joyce, who had
again turned away.

“Continue, I beg,” Mr, Ireton
said.

“In the dead hush of morning,”
said Dr. Fell, “he could not hide
the loud crack of the whip. But
what could he do?”

“He could mask it," said Ed-
mund Ireton.

“Just that! He was always prac-
tising with a 22 rifle. So he fired
several shots, behind the bungalow,
to establish his presence. After-
wards nobody would notice when
the crack of the whip—that single,
isolated ‘shot’ heard by Miss Ray—
enly seemmed to come from behind
the heuse.”

“Then, actually, he was—?"

“On the terrace, twenty feet be-
hind a victim held immovable in
the curve of a stone chair. The
end of the whip coiled round the
scarf. Miss Lestrange’s breath was
eut off instantly. Under the pull of
a powerful arm she died in sec-
onds.

“On the stage, you recall, a lift
and twist dislodges the whip from
the girl-assistant’s neck. Toby Cur-
tis had a harder task; the scarf was
so embedded in her neck that she
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seemed to have been strangled
with it. He cowlid dislodge it. But
only with a powerful whirl and
lift of the arm which spun her up
and round, to fall face upwards.
The whip snaked back to him
with no trace in the sand. After-
wards he had only to take the
whip baek te Mr. Ireton’s house,
under pretext of returning the ri-
fle. He had committed a murder
whieh, in his vanity, he thought
undetectable, That's all.”

“But it can't be alll" said Dan,
“Why should Toby have killed
her? His motive—"

“His motive was offended van-
ity. Mr. Edmund Ireton as good as
told you so, I fancy. He had cer-
tainly hinted as much to me.”

Edmund Ireton rose shakily
from the chair,

“I am no judge or executiomer,”
he said. “I—I am detached from
life. 1 only observe. If I guessed
why this was done—"

“You could never speak straight
out?” Dr, Fell asked sardomically,

uNo!n

“And yet that was the tragic
irony of the whole affair. Miss
Lestrange wanted Toby Curds, as
he wanted her. But, being a wom-
an, her pretense of indifference and
eontermpt was too good. He be-
Heved it. Seratch her vanity deeply
eneugh and she would have com-
giitteld murder, Seratch hbis vanity

eeply enough—"

“ijegl" said Teby.

“Look at him, all of yew!" sald

Dr. Fell. “Bwen when he's accused
of murder, he can't take his eyes
off a mirror,”

liLM[l'

“She laughed at him,” the big
voice went on, “and so she had to
die. Brutally and senselessly he
killed a girfl who would have
been his for the asking. That is
what 1 meant by tragic irony.”

Toby had retreated across the
room until his back bumped
against a wall. Startled, he looked
behind him; he had banged against
another mirror.

“Lies!” he kept repeating. “You
can talk and talk and talk. But
there's not a single damned thing
you can prous”

“Sir,” inquired Dr, Fell, “are
you s’

“Yes!”

“I warned you,” said Dr. Fell,
“that I returned tonight partly to
detain all of you for an hour or so,
It gave Inspector Tiregellis time to
search Mk, Ireton’s house, and the
Inspector has since returned. I fur-
ther warned you that I questioned
the malds, Senia and Delly, whe
today were enly ineeherent. My
dear sif, you underestimate yeur
persenal attractions.”

Now it was Joyce who seemed to
understand. But she did not speak.

“Sonia, it seems,” and Dr, Fell
looked hard at Toby, “has quite a
fondness for you. When she heard
that last isolated ‘shot’ this morn-
ing, she looked out of the windew
again. You weren't there, This was
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so strange that she ran out to the
front terrace to discover where you
were. She saw you.”

The door by which Dr. Fell
had entered was still open. His
voice lifted and echoed through
the hall.

“Come in, Sonial” he called.
“After all, you are a witness to the
murder. You, Inspector, had better
come in too.”

Toby Curtis blundered back, but

there was no way out. Tihere was
only a brief glimpse of Sonia's
swollen, tear-stained face. Past her
marched a massive figure in uni-
form, carrying what he had found
hidden in the other house.

Inspector Tiegellis was reflected
everywhere in the mirrors, with
the long coils of the whip over
his arm. And he seemed to be car-
rying not a whip but a eoll of rope
—gallows rope.
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then froze. A window went up
somewhere above him; in the
street beyond, the woman’s voice,
insane and uncontrolled, screamed
on wildly. Another window was
raised; one man called to another
across the court. Mickey Gavegan
ran Inte the hallway, through a
front doer, out te the street.

A car racing up from the avenue
missed him by a foot as he crossed
the road; he was scarcely conscious
of it. He ran through an alley, cut
west two blocks, north another,
slowing to a fast walk that kept
him half coneealed in the shadews
of the bulldings, with the siren
passing him en the way, whining
and elose, F@ufing Its ineredible
rasp ever all ether seunds like a
sea of solld ehaos extending abeut
hirm with the speed ef light.

He couldn'’t control the panic it
roused in him. Even when he had
reached his doorway, his fingers
trembled clumsily when he
grabbed his keys, and perspiration
stung his forehead, blurred on the
lashes of his small black eyes.
Crazy, he thought; what was
wreng with him? But enly after
he had slipped gquietly up feur
flights ef staifs te the tep-fleer frent
apartrient he shared with Luke

aly did the tight band lessen iR
his ehest.

He did not switch on the lights.
Stripping off his clothes quickly,
getting into bed so dlat everything
would be innocent and quiet when
Luke Daly got home, twe sullen

lines creased into the flesh around
his stubby nose. Cops—this time
they couldn’t question him.

Wakeful in the dark, he thought
bitterly about that other time, re-
membering that he'd been dumb
then, a kid, telling them the truth
over and over, stupid enough to
think they were going to believe
it. He admitted he was in the car:
he admitted he was drlving it. But
he didn’t knew it was stolen, and
he didn't knew Jaek Behannen
was pulling any heldup.

That night, he said, he was just
hanging around the corner when
Jack Bohannon pulled . up and
asked him if he'd like to try the
new bus out. So they rode around
for a while, Mickey Gavegan driv-
ing, and then they stopped on the
avenue because Bohannon said he
wanted to get some cigarettes, And
Bohannon went Inte the store, and
after a while eame out agaln, run-
ning, with. a guy after him, yelling,
and a eop eoming eut from seme-
where. He just sat there, Mickey
Gavegan said; he didn't kRew
what it was all abeut. And then
Behannen dueked inte a subway
gntranee beeause the eep was be:
fween Him and the ear, ahd Miekey
Gavegan got eut frem behind the
wheel kind of Rerveus, thinking
Raybe he'd Better Best It 88. He
was just Beginning {8 walk away
when someBed EBIHEQQ_ 3t him,
and the cop grabeed him. And
then he was hopked; then, ng matk:
feF Row many Hees he old Ats
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story, nobody would believe him.

The prosecutor didn't; the jury
didn’t; the judge.didn’t—he gave
young Michael Gavegan two and
a half years.

So he went up the river and
served his time. His mother was
dead then, and only Luke Daly
came up once a month to see him.
Bohannon had been smart; Bohan-
non had skipped out. Ne one
around the neighborhood saw him
or heard of him. After a while
Mickey Gavegan didn't even
bether to ask Luke Daly abeut
R ...

In the yard, at exercise time,
Mickey Gavegan heard a lot of
stories about cops—how yellow
tbey were, how crooked, how
cruel. Everyone had his own story
abeut them, and Mickey Gavegan
never goet tlred listenlng te them.
Cops! Mickey Gavegan get to spit-
ting eut ef the eerner ef his Meuth
whenever anybedy mentiened ene.

Then, after he got out and went
to live with Luke Daly while he
hunted a job, Luke made the list
—and became a cop.

In the morning papers the next
day, after Luke Daly had gone off
to duty, he read that a man named
Dingbat Green had been shot dead
in a tenement doorway at half-past
eleven last night. His wife had
heard the shot and found him in
the entry; she had heard some peo-
ple running through the yard but
she had not seen them, and she had

not seen Mickey Gavegan. He read
all the papers, and all said the same
thing. No one had seen him; he
was safe,

That night, smoking in the arm-
chair with his eyes wrinkled up
thoughtfully in his lean homely
face, Luke Daly gave him his idea
of it.

“It ties in with those four guys
who got away with a hundred
thousand in that payroll job,” he
said. “We found that out. This
Dingbat was talking about it in
O'Brien’s place last night, an heur
before he was killed—saylng he'd
get his eut out of that of some-
thing was gelng te break. Jee
Glennen got a tip en what was
geing en and went dewa there to
giek Dingbat up, but missed him
y flve minutes. He was en his
way ever te the heuse when Ding-
bat get it

“Dimgbat liked his liquer,”
Mickey Gavegan said. “I guess it
made him talk too much.”

Luke Daly said slowly, “Ttis is
how I figure it, Mike. Whoever
bossed that payroll job was smart
enough to know what  anybedy
like Dingbat Green weuld de with
twenty grand er so i his poeket.
He knew he'd tear the town wide
epen and put the finger right en
hiraself—and en the ethers tee. S8
1 think he didn’t split the meney
fight away—=he gave them mMmaybe
a eeuple of hundred eaeh and held
Baek the rest untl things get
guieter. But Dingbat gets druhk



A CHUMP TO HOLD THE BAG 23

and begins to bellyache, and this
other bird hears what he's saying,
or somebody passes him the word.
So he rubs out Dingbat right away,
to save himself—and maybe to split
what's left just three ways instead
of four.”

“I guess that's it," Mickey Gave-
gan agreed, trying not to seem too
interested. He looked at a bracelet
Luke Daly had bought that day for
his girl; and afterward, when
Luke Daly, all decked out, had
started out to see her, he sat around
fer a while reading the papers
again,

His face looked dull and tired
when he raised it at the knock on
the door. He said, “Huh? Come
in,” and a thin man in a brown
topcoat and a soft hat turned down
all around opened die door, closed
it after him, and leaned agalnst it
with hils hands 1a his peckets,

“Hello, Gavegan,” he said, his
small mouth smiling in his long,
pale face. “How’te tridks?"

Mickey Gavegan looked at him
across the room; he knew him
right away. “Bohannon,” he said.
“Jack Bohannon. What—" His
throat got kind of dry; he swal-
lewed to clear it.

“Yeah,” Bohannon said, jerking
his head backward. “I seen Daly
go out a couple of minutes ago.
When's he due baedk?

“Late,” Mickey Gavegan said
automatically. Up there where
they'd sent him he used to think
that he’d meet Jack Bohannon

again; and when he did— Some-
thing tingled in his fingers, as if a
charged wire had touched him,
and he got out of his chair slowly,

“Wait a minute,” Bohannon
said, He didn't move; his voice
was casual. “Listen to what I got
to tell you before you act up. 1
never knew you took the rap for
that heldup until I got back in
town last month; I figured yeu
serammed out of there the way 1
did. Why in hell didn’t you?”

“Maybe,” Mickey Gavegan said
huskily, “because 1 didn't know
what it was.”

In the pale face across from him
the brows arched outward in a
shallow V.

“No,” Bohannon said, watching

him curiously. “I guess you didn’t.
You were always slow on the up-
take.,” His voice was soft but his
dark eyes were cold and serious,
“As soon as I heard abeut it 1 fig-
ured 1 ewed you something. Net
that I'm seared of you— DenR’t get
ideas, I'm He eorner punk any
fAere, Gavegan. 1 been areund. 1
6t eonnections, geed EORREEHONS:
R Chi=" He raised his brews
again. “Tiat ain't here oF there. 1
got 2 gfﬁﬂﬁ iR my peeket, Gave:
ai—it don't square everything
ut 1Pl hetp?

“A grand’?" Mickey Gavegan re-
peated. His mind did not take in
the words; he spoke only because
Bohannon paused.

“That’s it." Bohannon nodded,
watching him directly. “For what
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I owe you, and for something 1
want you to do. There’s a guy I
want to get in touch with, Gave-
gan, only he’s ducked out of sight
and I don't know where to find
him, He"s got a sister on the west
side whe could lecate him—but
she's never gonna de it for e,
just tonight, when 1 heard yeu
were living with Daly, 1 get an
idea hew raybe yeu eeuld werk
it eut ef her.”

Raising his head so that his chin
was tilted up, he nodded to the
bedroom. “All you have to do is
to put on the uniform Luke Daly's
got in diere. Then you're a cop,
see? You're pretty near his size
and it weuld fit you all right; she
wen't knew any different. You tell
her yeu're frem eie D.A.’s effiee
and they want to get in teueh with
her brether. Yeu say they want 8
gf@teeﬁ him beeause they heard

e's iR treuble and somebedy’s
plannin’ t9 kneek Rim off. That'll
seare her all right; she'll tell ysu
where he i§ then. AiR‘t you & e9p?
Se yeu piek him up and fake him
I9 where 1 tell you="

His hands spread wide on the
table, his head lowered between
his shoulders, Mickey Gavegan
stared at him with glittering eyes.

For a moment Bohannon con-
sidered him. Then he said in an
edged voice, “Or maybe I got to
get tough with yeu. You want
that, Gavegan? After that guy was
shot last nlght I saw yeu runping
away, seared a5 hell. Say the eeps

got that dp phoned in to them to-
night. You think they'd want to
know why ?”

“What?"” Mickey Gavegan asked
thickly. “You can’t pull that. I
never—"

“The cops might believe youw,”
Bohannon said. He showed his
teeth delicately, like a cat smiling.
“And maybe they won't.”

His voice stopped carelessly
there. Cold inside, not scared, but
upset and uneasy, Mickey Gavegan
tried to think this out. But it was
eonfused in his head, offering Re
place from whieh to start,

Bohannon gave him no time.
Lifting his left arm, he glanced at
his wrist watch.

“I got a black coupe parked
downstairs with the keys in it. You
get into it with Daly's uniform on
in fifteen minutes or that call goes
in to headquarters.” Loeking up,
his eyes narrowed. "Of den't yeu
think it weuldr

Shaking his head, Mickey Gave-
gan said slowly, “I guess it would
go in all right, Bohannon.”

“I guess so too,” the pale man
added. He threw a piece of paper
to the table. “The first address is
where this sister lives: the second is
where you bring this Joe Larkin
when you get him. If he squawks
abeut net gelag to headguarters
you say the D.A. wants te see him
personal; he's net takiﬁ%w}aaﬁ@es
eR any leak frem his effice” He
@EEH@Q the doer, nedded, said,
“Fiffieen miRutes,” and left.
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Even after Mickey Gavegan was
alone, it seemed hard to get it all
straight in his head. He thought of
those guys in the cell block—how
many claimed they had been
framed? Say some of them lied; a
few had teld the truth, They'd dene
it to the other men and they'd de
it to Gavegan, Unless . . .

He walked into the bedroom,
opened the closet door, and looked
at Luke Daly’s uniform. Blue shirt,
blue pants, blue coat, blue tie—
some buttons, a shield, a holster, a
gun. Then he looked at the paper
Bohannon had left, which he held
mechanically new in his hand, Ann
Larkin, 441 Ceurt Texfaee; and un-
der that 64 Arverne Read, Rah-
sem’s Beaeh.,

He put the paper on the dresser,
next to the jeweler’s box that held
the bracelet Luke Daly had shown
him. Luke had forgotten that, he
thought; but he'd be over at his
girl's house probably before he
found it out. Too late anyway te
come back for It; he weuldn't be
heme new till twelve er ene. Ard
Miekey Gavegan eould be thr@u%h
then, and safe; the suit weuld be
hangin u% the way Luke had left
it as if it had never been teuehed.
Only=

Mickey Gavegan forced his mind
away from that only. He kept it as
empty and thoughtlless as he could.
He took off his clothes and put on
Luke Daly's. Thea he went out .t
the hall, listened there, and started
down quiletly, his head lowered.

Nobody met him in the hall; no-
body noticed him on the street. He
got into the black coupe that was
parked where Bohannon had said
it would be and drove across town
to 441 Court Terrace, The Aumber
and the pame were very elear Ia
his mind; he did net have te leek
at Bohannen's paper. The AuUmber
and the name, ARR Larkin—they
might have been painted on a
beard befere his eyes.

When she came into the front
room where the landlady had asked
Mickey Gavegan to wait, this Ann
Larkin had a tension in her features
that showed mostly in the tremb-
ling line of her lips.

“Yes ?" she said, in a shaky voice,
looking at him as he sat on the
couch, in Luke Daly’s uniform,
with Luke Daly’s cap on his knee,
She was a tall girl, with steady,
rather serious brown eyes, very
slender in a dark blue dress. Her
eyes were bright new with anxiety
or fright, he eould net tell which;
but the morment he saw her, Miekey
Gavegan knew he weuldn't have
any trouble here.

Bohannon had been right: the
uniform was enough. Mickey Gawve-
gan repeated what Bohannen had
told him to say, calm now, sure of
himself, everything eonquered, even
the shame; and she listened te him
guietly, her eyes meeting hls, drop-
ping away from them, all the while
he spoke.

For a moment after he stopped
she was silent; then she looked up
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at him again and said what, of all
things, Mickey Gavegan had not
expected her to say. She said in a
soft breath, as if she weren't fright-
ened any more: “I'm glad you came.
It's—Joe will be glad too. He want-
ed to go to the police before—I told
him te. But always, at the end, he
was afrald to. Afraid of what that
man weuld de. Jee wouldn't even
tell me where he was living. All 1
have is a phene number.”

When Mickey Gavegan asked her
what that was, she shook her head
at him.

“No. He wouldn't be there now
—he never is before eleven. I think
it's a restaurant where he goes to
eat. Tihey always have to see if he’s
tliere. But I'll go with you now,
wherever you want; I'll call you
for him at eleven. You see—" she
leoked at him with a timid, painful
smile="1t fay help hlm If I'm
gliere. Please take me, t66.”

“I can't do that,” Mickey Gave-
gan said. Bohannon wouldn't like
this at all. “Sorry, lady.”

“But I'm going,” she told him, in
an unsteady voice. “Wihy not? He
hasn’t done anything wrong. If
they just want to talk to him I can
be there. I ean help.”

It struck Mickey Gavegan that if
he protested too much she might
get obstinate; she might insist on
calling the DA s office herself.

The fall night, damp and rainy,
seemed to seclude them very close
together in the little coupe. As soon
as they started off, she began to talk

about her brother and that man he'd
met. After a while Mickey Gave-
gan realized who she meant: Bo-
hannon.

Moving around in his seat, grunt-
ing answers, he began to wish sav-
agely that she'd shut up; he wasn’t
asking her life's history. How she'd
left the small tewn upstate when
her mether dled, hew she eame
here, got a job, and sent for Jee.
Maybe, she sald, it was all Rer
fault, beeause if she hadn't sent
for him he'd still be baek heme;
he'd Rever have met that man. Did
he=her faee turied dimly te him—
did he think this weuld be very
serieus ?

Maybe not, he said shortly. He
thought they could fix this up all
right. Yes—her voice lifted there.
They could, couldn’t they? It
wasn't as if Joe had done anything
terrible; he'd just taken the bag
Bohannon had given him and put
it in a safe-depesit bex dewntewn.
He didn't knew what was in i;
and when he suspeeted, frem what
Bohannen let slip ene night, he
was afraid e ?9 t@ the peliee, he
slipped eut of sight beeause he
aidﬂ’t want te have anything te ds
with it. That was all he'd dehe, and
they eeuldn't punish him fer it
when they wnderstesd hew it was:
Tihe bag? Tie gne with the meney
—the meney Bohannen and Ris
fH‘éHEE Haq stolen last meAth iA the
payrell heldup:

Mickey Gavegan remembered
then what Luke Daly had said
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about the holdup, and Dingbat
Green and the leader who must be
Bohannon: and he remembered the
car that had passed him last night.
That’s where Bohannon had seen
him, frem the cafr, after he'd killed
the ether man. And he'd heeked
in Jee Larkin the way he'd heeked
in Mickey Gavegan years age—a
ehump e held the bag, a suekef
whe didn't khew what was geing
ef.

Mickey Gavegan's lips were
strangely colorless in his set face
went they came to the little village
of Ransom’s Beach, and he stepped
under a light to look at the address
on Bohannon's paper again.

Around them all the store fronts
were dark, the streets deserted:
rows of cottages sloped desolately
away under the indifferent pale
pools of street lights, He looked
threugh his pockets for Behannen's
paper enee, twiee, a third time; he
didp’t find it In his ether suit
maybe, left there When he ehanged.
But Arverhe Read anyway, and a
lew nufiber; he remembered that
fyeh. The eeupe went eR mere
slewly then, until en a esrner sigh-
post he saw the letiers he was
watehing fer:

There was only one bungalow
lit up, far down near the beach; he
pulled in to the curb before it and
told her to stay in the car, for he
knew he had to see Bohannen
alone, and tell him she was there
too. Because she had said she knew
Behannen; and if she saw hirm first

she'd never call her brother. She’'d
know then that Gave,

“Ill be back,” he said harshly.
“I’m not sure this is it.”

After he rang, Bohannon opened
the door, but his thin body was
sheltered from the car by Miekey
Gavegan's bulkier one. Ia the hall,
with the door closed, Mickey Gave-
gan told him hew it was; he lis-
tened, fretting at his lower lip.

“She knows me all right” he
said when Mickey Gavegan was
done. “You'll have to get her to
put in the call. Tell her yeu're a
little early, and the D.A. wen't be
here for a while. After she ealls
him I'll run things. That eall is all
we want eut of her.”

Outside on the street she was
standing by the car, looking
around. It was dark here, she said
—scary. And her hand elung te his
arm all the way up the stoop—a
small hand he could erush in his,
a hand that weighed nething at all,

Mickey Gavegan seemed to feel
it there even after they got inside,
and he looked at his watch and
said maybe she could call now; it
was almost eleven. Tihe touch of her
hand seemed still on the coat. From
the hall he heard her dial.

He went out to die kitchen and
nodded silently at Bohannon, and
then, when the other man went
inside, he lit a cigarette, After a
moment, when he heard her voice
muted through the walls, he went
eut to the corridor that ran inte
the llving-roorm arch.
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He didn't know what he was
going to do. Why had he left the
kitchen? Tihere was a small room
on his right that he looked into
absently, his head aching—a tiny,
bare pantry with ene window high
up in it-mot wide enough for a
man, It was edd why he examlaed
the reem se very earefully, why he
steed there metionless 1A the hall,
listening to AnA Larkin’s veiee,

fieky and breathless, 1A the Feem

gside hif, Yeu aren't=this isp't
=her ehair pushed baek. Where
was the pelieeman?

“Who?" Bohannon said. Mickey
Gavegan heard him chuckle—low,
not too amused. 11 guugessthige saitit
fits him pretty good at that, baby;
only it ain't his. He's no more a
cop than I am. Gaveganl™

When he stopped in the archway
her eyes watched him with a kind
of incredulous horror.

Mickey Gavegan did not look at
her at all; he stood there rigidly, in
Luke Daly’s uniform, like a statue.

“I guess there ain't a cop within a
mile of here,” Bohannon said, “but
at that I guess you could take a
gander around from upstairs,
Gavegan, See if anybody's getting
nesy abeut the lights.”

The girl never said a word; she
just kept watching him as if she
had lost the power to move her
eyes. They seemed to stay on him
when-he went out to the stairs, and
her hand, too, remained tangible on
his arm. Upstairs, in a dark bed-
roem, be stoed by a windew.,
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A car came down the street,
slowing as it passed the house. A
cheap black sedan, like the one
Luke Daly had, it reached the end
of the block, turned around in a
driveway there, and passed the
heuse enee mere. Oa the beule-
vard it stopped a merment and then
turned left, eut of sight. Semebody
leeking for a Aurmber, he thought;
there were a million edels like
Luke Daly’s areund. Still his heaft
begah te beat unsteadily, and the
gulet areund Rifm beeafie an op-
pressive thing whese weight He
esuld et endtire:

So down the stairs again, into the
living room, where Jack Bohannon
sat on a corner of the table, and
the girl, her eyes shaded darkly,
moved her head aside as he came
in so that she did not have to leek
at him, "All quiet?” Behannen
asked, Gavegan nedded. It wasn't
Luke Daly; it eouldit be. For hew
esuld Luke Daly kaew where he
was?

But while they sat there, waiting
for Joe Larkin, things began to
come together in Mickey Gavegan's
mind. There was the paper Bohan-
non had given him, which he had
lost; and there was the bracelet
Luke Daly had bought for his girl
Had Gavegan put the paper en the
dresser, forgetting It eompletely
after he ehan s0 that Luke
Daly, missing the braeelet befere he
reaehed his gitl's house, eafne baek
for it and feund the paper By its
side?
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If it was there, Luke Daly would
have found it, and he’d have seen
Mickey Gavegan’s gray suit rum-
pled on the bed. He’d have looked
in the closet and found the uni-
form gone, and then puzzled, wor-
ried, he’d have driven over to the
first address, the landlady's. And
she'd have told him Miss Larkin
had gene eut some time ago. Yes.
With a pelieeman, Was there any
trouble?

He could see Luke Daly, cursing
him, perplexed, not wanting to get
him into any mess, coming down
here to see what it was all about.
Impersonating an  officer—they
could send Mickey Gavegan up for
that—

In the house, in the dark kitchen,
there was something that might
have been the creak of a floorboard,
the rasp of a door. Mickey Gavegan
coughed and made the ehalr ereak
under him to eover it; when Be-
hannen leeked at him he sald te
smether it entirely:

“I been thinking, Bohannon. A
car passed me last night, maybe a
minute after the shot; you could
have seen me from inside it. Say
you did—then you’re the guy who
killed the Dingbat.”

“I am?" Bohannon said, in a
lazy voice, as if he was just repeat-
ing the statement. But his eyes
grew watchful—flat and depthless.

“You always used your head,”
Mickey Gavegan went on, trying
to make himself believe that he only
imagined the sound, he was imag-

ining another, fainter, almost in-
distinguishable, that could have
been the scuffle of a shoe on oil-
cloth. “You always had a sucker—
me for that ecigar store holdup,
and Joe Larkin for this, Thats the
way yeu werk, isn’t it?”

“Tihen maybe it's a good way,”
Bohannon answered softly, regard-
ing him with watchfulness, but no
alarm. “I never got picked up, Gave-
gan. I roped you into that holdup—
hell, it's over and dene with now;
you dldn’t knew any more abeut
what was gelng en than a baby.
But yeu want to remernber that
they heeked you feF it all the way,
the way they'd hesk yeu fer killing
the Dingbat if 1 talk. Unless="

He turned his head sharply, as if
he heard something now that
Mickey Gawvegan had net caught,
Getting up suddenly and silently
from the table, he' was past the
archway In twe strides, peering
dewn the hall. Then he sparled
something and the hand iA his eeat
poeket jerked up; seund and smoke
rebeunded frem the wall ia a rell
of elamereus enoFmity.

The girl was on her feet. Had she
screamed? Mickey Gavegan, not
conscious of moving, was in the
archway behind Bohannen’s ereuch-
ing form. “In the pantry,” Behan-
fien sald breathlessly. “A guy.”

Straightening clear of the arch,
with his body pressed flat to the
wall and the gun extended before
him in his right hand, Behannen
moved forward carefully en his
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toes. Behind him, Mickey Gavegan
moved too, one step into the pas-
sage, with Luke Daly’s gun in his
hand, and Luke Daly’s uniform on
his baek.

“Bohannon,” Mickey Gavegan
said. The band at his temple
snapped with tie word; his body
lost its pain and its shame; it be-
came In an instant supple and care-
ful,

The pale man turned, and they
looked at each other, and Luke
Daly's gun was solid and sure in
Mickey Gavegan's hand. For a me-
ment Bohannon just watehed him;
then iR a qulet and persuasive tene
he said, “If yeuw'll use yeur Head,
Gavegan, if yeu'll let me handle
this the safe way="

His voice was so quiet, his eyes
so steady and sensible, that Mickey
Gavegan did not watch his gun.
The reports came, one, two, three,
rapld and wild, even while Bohan-
nen speke.

The hall was quiet then. Smoke

whitled and eddied in it like lazy
fog. And Jack Bohannon lay very
still, elumsily sprawled out, on the
floer . . .
In the living room Luke Daly
made him tell it all—how he got
scared and ran at the shot last night
because he didn’t want to get mixed
up in anything, how Bohannon
eamme to see him, how he thought
that if he didnt do what Bohan-
fien wanted himto . . .

“You couldn't tell me," Luke
Daly said bitterly. “You couldn’t

do anything as brilliant as that.
This mess now—" He went to the
window and looked out; coming
back he said, “I don't think any-
body heard us; I didn’t see a light
for bleeks areund. Give e the
gun, Gavegan. I killed hif. I heard
him eall the girl frem a saleen
and 1 fellewed him here and shet
him when he fired at me.”

“What?” Mike Gavegan asked
huskily. “You can't do that. I won’t
let you.”

“Who shot Bohannem?” Luke
Daly asked the girl. His voice was
tight and savage. “You know, sis-
ter. You're the only one who does.
They sent him up once for some-
thing he never did—you heard Be-
hannen say that. And now thls goes
the way you tell It. Whe shet Be-
hannen?”

“You shot him,” she said. But
she had turned to Luke Daly then,
“I saw you. You came in and—"

“Sister,” Luke Daly said, with his
eyes gleaming, “we’ll cook some-
thing up. Get into the coupe and
scram out of here. Mike, take off
the cap and the shield and no ene
will spet yeu., I'll glve you five
minutes befere I eall the presinet”

Half pulling Mickey Gavegan out
across the porch, he said something
else—that maybe they could clear
the other business up. The holdup
three years ago. And if they did, if
the eommisslon believed what Luke
Daly and the girl would have to
tell them abeut what Bohannen
had admitted baek there, that he
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didn't have anything to do with
that. holdup at all, that he hadn't
known anything more about it than
a

“Maybe,” Luke Daly said, shov-
ing him into the car, “maybe you're
not too dumb to make a pretty
good cop.”

He bounced back up the stairs.
Mickey Gawegan stared after him
and then got the coupe in gear.
Driving off through the rain, he
thought of unbelievable things.

Gavegan the eop—and the girl4-

He drove on faster, once touch-
ing the cap beside him. There was
a curious lightness in him, a prick-
ling like bubbles in all his veins.
Say he made the list—say, one day,
he got in touch with her again. He
remermbered her fingers on his
arm. Would they ever be there
agala?

Maybe they would, he thought.
Just once—that was all he wanted.
For even now, sure in his mind,
was the knowledge that he would
never let them go.
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E CAR WAS A TWO-TONE GON-
I vertible, red and white, with
dolphin-like fins and lots of ginger-
bread, Garish, John Carter thought
—too gaudy even for Florida’s win-
ter season which, this being De-
eember, would not start for another
menth, The ear was Marla’s choice,
net his. A natlve Fleridian, he did
net feel the need of eelebrating hls
eseape frem dreary-eeld by indulg-
1Ag esstfavagamly iR eslef, The suR
was eneugh fer him—the gelden
suR, the warm, gray Beaeh with its
eurieus interlacings of vislet shade
ahd the guiek FuR aeress the san
{3 plunge inte azure water. Onee
1{5 Rad Been like that—onee 4pen a
iHe ... :
Once upon a time, he thought,

there was this here lucky prince
that had it made. He had enough
money, inherited, to get along on,
he had an attractive wife and a
good strong body, and his reflexes
were normal and his mind was
okay, too. Then one night he
tripped over an . empty orange
crate, and whami! . . .

It was nine thirty in the morn-
ing and he and Marla were driv-
ing east along the Beach Reoad
straight lnte the sun, He opened
the gleve compartment, got eut
a palr of dark glasses, and put
them en.

“Want me to put the top up?*
Maria asked.

“Wiy bother? We're almost
there.”
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Sitting on his left hip, as he was,
and with his eyes shielded by the
glasses, it was easy to study Marla
without her knowledge. Except for
her variable hair, she was a pleas-
ant-looking girl, quiet in veice and
appearance, and quite predietable.
Tuventy-elght years old—three years
younger than himself—with high
eheekbones and large gray eyes that
sheuld have been serene but, at the
mement, were nething ef the kind.,
Woerried abeut her marketing, jehn
theught, and the new shp eavers 6F
drapes of something, ahd an ap-
peintment with H@f hairdresser,
afd hew she esuld pessibly gBeE
6V€MRIH§ dene B@fefé it wetld
time to eome back for Rim at the
Beach: Mementous affairs; all thesg,

articularly the & BQ!HHHEHE WIEH

8H§lfﬁf€§§8¥ He wendered what
gSiHﬁq 8 B@Hlﬂﬂ his wif 5
%HHE 9 Beautifut H?Blﬁ%

rehead, what ESEJéBF égl
W§§ 88H§198HH§ r halF Hhis
In ten months he had seen it
change from its natural, and lovely,
tawny color, to a hennaed cinna-
mon, then to dark red. Now it was
blonde, so fair that it was almost
white, He meditated, but net tee
deeply, on the apparentl z mysteri-
ous changeableness of wemen
whieh, in truth, ls net mysterieus
at all but m@tlvatea by an inRate
and universal dissatisfastion with
themselves, Thea he saw that they

were appreaehing the Cirele Baf
(het degs, hamBburgers, soft drinks,

and beer) and he dismissed the
subject from his mind.

The Circle Bar was on the right,
at the junction of the Beach Road
and a narrower road of hard-
packed shell. The roadstand
bloeked all vision of the latter until
they were actually en it, and
Marla had swerved right witheut
eutting dewn her speed.

“Some day,” John said, “this
circus van is going to wind up so
much junk.”

“Sorry. I keep telling myself to
be careful at that corner. Then I
get to thinking about something
else . ..”

Maria drove the twenty yards
which was the total length of the
shell road and stopped before a
sign that read NO DOGS AL-
LOMEED ON BEMUTH. Beyend
the sign was another streteh of
twenty yards, this one of sloping
sand, and beyend that the water of
the Gulf, The beach was beunded
on the left by a steny prejestin
finger knewn as the Pelpt @
Reeks. It had ne beundary en the
Fight fer several miles. A few
heads floated like eoeonuts in die
water; and a few people were lying
6R the sand: A mah walked By,
helding in twe museular Black
poedies en 2 double leash. A ds
of unspecified bBreed, HRleashed,
faesa feuﬂe and rouRd {H@Pﬂ harc

g Se much foF sighs, gsﬂﬂ

Rought. Maria got 8
FBH d the ¢af; apd 8589@9 EHE
B0F 3 RIS side:

ek R
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“You go ahead, I'll bring the
chair,” she said.

“I can carry it.”

“Probably, but there's no reason
why you should.”

John got out. First he pivoted on
the seat unul he had managed to
worm his legs through the open
door. Then, with the help of his
rubber-tipped cane, he heaved him-
self upright. Fire smoldered in his
hip. He looked away while Marla
wrestled with the deck chair. He
stumped forward when he heard
the ear door slam.

Marla passed him on the sand. By
the time he reached his accus-
tomed spot she had set up the
chair, He let himself down gently,
but the eanvas ehalr was low and
getting seated was always hazard-
ous. He panted a llttle when finally
he managed it.

“Got your book? Okay,” Marla
said. “Now what else will you

need? Cigarettes? Coca Cola?
Beer?”
“I don't need a thing.”

“Nice day. Maybe I'll have a
swim when I come back.”

“Tthe ocean’ll be here. And so
will 1.*

- “Yes. Yes, I suppose that's true.
See you.” She walked back to the
car. He took a paper-backed book
from his pocket. One paragraph
was all he could read. Then he
snapped the book shut and put
it away.

Two young women strolled by.
They were pretty and had nice

figures. He watched them, but
without any twinge of desire.
Gloomily, rather, because he knew
that for them—and for their mil-
lions of sisters—he was no longer
an object of Interested specula-
tlen, He was washed up, threugh,
a eripple. His meuth, whieh weuld
have been a geed meuth had it
net been thinned By bitterness,
epened and elesed as he drew a
sharp, unsatistying breath. The air
was elean, having the ozenie,
healthy eder of weak chlsFineg;
Revertheless he felt stifled:

“Hi,"” a young voice said from
just beside him.

It was Luella, last name un-
known, who lived, vaguely, “down
the beach.” With an aunt, John
had gathered, whom he had never
seen. Luella was eleven. Her
scrawny body was more amply
covered by a bathing suit designed
for a girl a couple of years older
and rmueh plumper than herself,
Two bralds of neutral-eolored hair
hung dewn her baek, and she had
a sharply featured little faee, brewn
eyes toe knewing fer her age, and
grimy knees,

“Hello,” he said.

“Tthat your wife just lefit?”

He nodded.

She said, “Pretty,” and added
thoughtfully, “I guess. Where'd
she go?"

“To the market, maybe into
town to do some shopping, prob-
ably to the beauty parlor. Why?”

“I knew her hair was dyed.”
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Luella plumped down on the sand.
Her back to John, she chewed
one of her braids, staring at a
couple who lay between them and
the water. Tihere was a long silence
before either of them spoke again.

Then Luella said rapidly,
“They’re not married. His wife's
getting a divorce for non-support
and deseruon and uncompatibil-
iw_'.

“In compattilbility.”

“Okay. She used to be a mani-
curist at Rex’s barber shop but
she doesn't have to work now
because she lives with him.”

With some difficulty John un-
raveled the breathlessly complex
information. The girl, not the wife,
had been a manicurist. “Do you
know those peoyplte’”

“Not exactly.”

“Then how on earth did you
find out about them? And about
half a dozen other people you've
pointed out to me?”

Luella, it seemed, had become
conveniently deaf.

“You’re a menace,” he said, half
meaning it. “If you were my little
girl I'd give you a good spaulkimg.”

The small head pivoted on the
long thin neck. Luella’s brown
eyes looked sleepily into his and
John experienced a sensation simi-
lar to a mild electric shock. Before
he eould analyze it, Lwella had
scrambled to her feet and started
teward the water. At a distanee
of three yards she turned and
walked baekward for a memment,

grinning. Then she ran up the
beach, disappearing behind a
clump of colored umbrellas.

Left alone, John tried again to
read. He struggled through two
pages before he put the book back
in his pocket. After that he did
nothing but wait for Marla and,
from time to time, glanee ecuti-
ously at the couple (married? un-
married?) lylng thirty feet away.

Maria arrived at noon, a full
hour before her customary time.
She wore a new and highly reveal-
ing swimming suit completely un-
suited to her personality as John
had always understeod her pef-
sonality, 1t oceurred to him that,
sinee his aceldent, she had ehanged.
She ne lenger seerned to eare espe:
elally for his epinien.

“There’s your wife,” Luella said.
He had not realized she’d come
back. “That’s Shelby Granville
with her.”

John removed his dark glasses
for a better view. Granville, with
his black crew-cut and overly
handsome face, was at Maria’s side.
He wore bathing trunks and
waved to John as they approached,

Marla called, “Shelby had some
trouble with his car. I gave him
a Jiifg.*

“Good enougjn.

“Hello, old boy,” Granville said,
a form of address John disliked
extremely. Beyond that, he really
had nothing against the man. He
was a mental lightweight, but
amusing.
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“Hello,” he said.

“I'm going for a swim.” Marla
kicked off her beach shoes. “The
young lady a friend of yours?"

John was surprised to see that
Luella’s face had suddenly grown
sullen. “Luella, this is Mrs. Carter
and Mr. Granville.”

“Hi, Shelby.” She did not speak
to Marla. So far as she was con-
cerned, Maria wasn't there.

Granville nodded warily, and
Luella muttered, “Gotta go now.
Gotta go on home and get my
lunch.” She walked away.

Maria laughed. “A new facet to
your already multifaceted char-

acter, Shelliny””
Granville shrugged. “I know her

aunt slighdy.”

“Coming?” Marla adjusted a
rubber cap. Followed by Granville,
she ran to the water and waded
in. She stood hip-deep for a time,
getting used to the cooler tempera-
ture, and the receding waves
plastered the wet suit to her body.
Granville, whe had dived in im-
fedlately, returned. to speak to her.
She laughed. He teek her hand
and guided her to deeper watef.
Then they struek eut side by side,
and the ebb tide earried them eut
of sight beyend the Peint ef Reeks.

They were gone for more than
half an hour. John saw Luella
again before they returned. She
came from the direction in which
Maria and Granville had disap-
peared.

“No humdin®”

“Naotbody home. I ate an apple.
Your wife’s down there"—she

pointed—"“on the beach.”

C‘Yes?"

“Wiith Shelby.”

“SO?"

Luella suddenly giggled. She
walked off in the direction of her
home.

Shortly afterward, John saw
Maria and Granville coming to-
ward him. He tried to get up but
couldn't make it. Maria had to help
him from his chair.

They dropped Gramville at the
garage where his car was being
fixed, and went home for lunch.
After lunch Maria took her nap.
Later she would go out again to
finish the day's round of chores
and John, If he dld not go with
her, weuld be left with a bltter
ehelee between readlng and tele-
visien. He hated daytime televi
sien, but usually he preferred it
to belng a helpless p F.
When Matla had redred te her
reem, he timped eut te sit en the
end of the Beat deek in the shade
of an everhanging live 8ak;

The Carter home was on the
edge of a natural canal between
the Gulf and a small bay. They
had a boat, its outboard motor
covered by a tarpaulin; the boat
had been unused new for menths
and was laid away la the earpert
agalnst a more aetive time. Sitting
there, John wendered why ithe
meter had te be inaetive, why
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he had allowed himself to drift
into an inertia as complete as
that of the motor. There were
literally hundreds of things he
could still do. He liked to fish.
Thete was a wheelbarrow in the
tool shed. Tomoiiow he would
trundle the motor down here, set
it up In the beat, and ge eut with
his tackle, Thete were alse plenty
of edd jobs to de around the
heuse. The guard-rall en this beat
doek needed sirengthening. He
had always been hahdy with teels,
and it was merely a guestien of
getting interested again. A ehange
of atfltude—ne mere than that
TOROHBW .. .

Maria came out of the house, a
preoccupied expression on her
face. “Is anything the matter,
John?”

“Not that I know of. Why?"

“The way you act—like a sulky
litde boy. You make me feel as
if I'd done something wrong.”

“Have you?*

“Of course not. Coming into
town?”

He shook his head. “Rather lis-
ten to TV. Good program coming
up. Captain Alligator. It's about—"

“Do you have to be so bitter?"

“I'm not bitter. 1 just want to
listen to Captain Alligator. Do you
mind?"

He went to bed that night and
decided that in the morning he
would skip going to the beach.
There were too many more con-

structive methods of killing tme.
But when he awoke it was to a
familiar condidon of lassitude. It
tired him even to think of the
exertion that would be necessary
to install the eutboard motor and
take the beat dewn to the bay. He
was ready at nlae fifteen when,
followlng thelr established sched-
ule, Marla ran the eaf eut i the
drlve.

Luella did not appear that
morning, but the following day
he had been on the beach only a
few minutes when he saw her
coming toward his chait.

“Hi.”

“Heelllo, Luella. Wihere were you

?)ﬂ

She studied him gravely. “My
aunt locked me in my room.”

“Well, that's the price small
girls have to pay for being
naughty.”

“l didn't mind. I had lots to
think about. And T'll get even.
Don't you worry,” she said. “I'll
get even.”

John shifted his position un-
easily. “See here, Luella. Your aunt
must have had good reason to
lock you up. What did you doe?”

She didn't answer, and it oc-
curred to John that this was her
set pattern. Asked a question she
preferred not to answer, she sim-
ply ignored it. A thoroughly ex-
asperating trait.

“Shelby isn't here today,” she
said abruptly. “Was he here yester-

day?”
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“I didn't see him.”

There was a smudge on her left
cheek. It twitched as she lifted
that side of her face in a small
grin. “You don't like him, do you?
Your wife does. I bet—" She broke
off. A piece of broken glass was
at her feet. She picked it up,
dropped it in a paper sack that
she hauled from under her baggy
swimming suit, and stowed the
sack back 1n its hiding place.

“Wiat do you bet?”

Again she didn't answer, but
her grin persisted. It infuriated
him. “Amswer me, Luellal What
were you going to say #"

She turned and strolled off down
the beach.

Maria whipped into the shell
road at the usual time. She helped
him stand up, folded the deck
chair, then took it to the car. They
were beth silent driving home and
all through luneh. After luneh he
rolled the wheelbarrow to the car-
port. Stralning, he lifted the out-
board etor, Wihen he had it
seeurely In the wheelbarrow, he
had te step and rest.

Maria came out while he was
leaning against the red and white
convertible. “What are you trying
to do?”

“I'm not trying to do anydihiimg™

“Okay, sorry I wused a dirty
word. But if you want that motor
in the boat, why don’t you tell
me? I'm always glad to give you
a handl.”

“I have the normal allotment of

hands. Three would only compli-
cate the job. And if it comes to
that,” he added sarcastically, “how
much do you tell me?”

“About winet?

“Never mind® He lifted the
handles of the wheelbarrow. By a
series of lunges—push a step, set
the barrow down, then push again
—he got it to the dock. Matrla
watched from a distance but when
he stopped beside the boat she
went inslde the house,

The boat lay upside down on
top of the dock. He didn't have
much trouble righting it and let-
ting it down into the water, Get-
ting the motor into place was
harder. He could hardly lift it
and when he did have it cradled
against his chest, his hip gave way.
He fell baeck against the guare-
fail. Wood eracked sharply as the
flimsy rail gave way. He teetered
for an instant en the deelk’s edge,
then drepped the meter ahd
sprawled eut en the planks. Water
splashed Him as the meter struelk
it and sani frem sight.

John sat on a makeshift bollard,
shivering. He probably would not
have drowned if he had fallen in.
Somehow, for a tlme, he eould
have managed to keep afleat. But
frangroves grew Impenetfably en
the banks of the canal and with=
eut help he weuld never have been
able to elimb baek en the deck.
If he had sheuted, and If his
sheuts had gene unheeded eF un:
Heafd 4 4 3
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He studied the guard-rail. At
the point where it had -broken,
the wood showed fresh. The
break, except for an eighth of an
inch or less, was clean. But there
was a scattering of sawdust un-
derneath it. He pushed himself
upright, got his cane, and went
unsteadily te the house.

Marla was in the living room.
She had been watering some
potted plants and had a pitcher
in her hand. She dropped the pit-
cher when she saw his face. The
pitcher broke, spilling water on the
terrazzo floor.

“Wihat happened, Jolm?*

He closed the door and leaned
against it. “Don’t you know?*

“Would I ask you if I didi*

“Somebody," he said deliberately,
“somebody sawed the dock’s rail-
ing almost through. Somebody
came damn close to killing me.”

Maria’s hand went swifdy to her
throat. “Oh, my God!" she said.
“I forgot to tell youl™

“Somehody neglected to tell me
something. Tihat’s obvious

She stepped gingerly over the
spilled water. “I did it this morn-
ing. I've been intending to fix that
rail for weeks—to saw it off and
put a new one in. But I got started
late. Before I could finish it was
time to pick you up.” She tried to
kiss him. “I'm terribly sonmp!™

He twisted his head away.
“Sorry I didn't drowm?”*

She flushed. “You shouldn't say
such things.”

“You'd say such things and
worse if you were in my place.

“Now that is something in
which I'm interested.” Her voice
had suddenly become as cutdng
as his own, “Wiat is your place
exactly?”

“I'm not sure. Suppose you tell
me.”

“As far as I can see,” she said,
“your place is on the beach. Sit-
ting. Or on the boat dock. Sitting.
Or sitting beside me in the car.
Not trying to help in any way.
Just sitting and feeling sorry for
yourself. You've been absolutely
useless ever since that so-called
injury te your hipl”

“So-calledi?”

“You know what the doctor
told me? That hip is three-tenths
bruise and seven-tenths psychoso-
matic condition. But you leave ev-
erything—for me to do!”

“Including sawing off the dock
rail? Including planting an orange
crate where I'd be sure to fall over
it in the dark? Deliberadelky?”

She couldn't have been more
shocked if he had slapped her.
“You think I left that orange crate

in the dirive—diditrratdiy?
“I said so, didn't 12
She squared her shoulders,

standing very straight. “And if I
did—just suppose what you sus-
pect is true—what do you propose
to do about t?*

“Protect myself, of course.’

“I know this scene. It's the one
where the wronged husband packs
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his ‘bags and moves to his club.
Unfortunately the Golf Club isn't
equipped for permanent guests”

“I can go to a hotel.

“How will you get to town?
You don't expect me to drive you,
do yow:”"

“I wouldn't trust you to drive
me. I'll call a cab.®

She stepped aside. “fhere’s the
telephone.”

He walked toward it, furious.
His foot came down in the spilled
water and he slipped. Sick pain
floodedl him as he landed on his
bad hip on the slick terrazzo floor.

Marla got him into bed. He lay
there for three days while his right
leg performed odd little jerking
movements with no direction from
himself. He could tell when a
spasm was coming. For a while,
by grasping both sides of the
frattress and exerting all the pres-
sure he was capable of, he could
stall it off. But eventually it came
baek anyway. His foet would kick
stralght up and try as he might,
he eeuld net restralh the aceom-
panying grean ef ageny.

The doctor came the first day.
“Frankly, I'm puzzled by that hip
of yours” he said. “The x-rays
show nothing seriously wrong
with it. Why don't you forget your

cane and try to wallk?””

“Because I don’t enjoy falling
on my face."

On the second day Marla

brought him a cup of chicken
broth, It tasted bitter, unlike any

broth he had ever known. He
refused to drink it. Indeed, he re-
fused all further food.

“But you must eatl If you're
just trying to punish me—"

“I'm not punishing anyone. I'll
be up tomorrow. Meanwhile, I'm
not hungry.”

But the following morning he
was still unable to get out of bed.
And Shelby Granville came calling
in the afternoon.

“Let’s have the truth, old boy.
You nursing a hangover or just
taking a little rest?” He had the
spuriously  boisterous  manner
which some people assume when
they enter a sick-reom. “You loek
all right to me.”

“T am all right” John said.
“And I don't have a hangover.
Now it's your turn to tell the
truth, Who told you I was laid
up?’l

Marla had followed Granville
into the room. She stood on his
left and John saw what he took to
be an wunspoken warning flash
from her to their guest.

“Well—" Granville said, and
hesitated. He seemed confused.

“Don’t bother telling me. I think
I know.” John got that far before
he stopped. He stopped because,
in ‘the circumstances, he was un-
able to put his suspicions into
words. Not before a man who,
whatever he meant to Marla, was
to him an enemy.

“Time for John’s nap, Shelby.”
Marla’s tone was conciliatory;
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“Let’s go into the living room.
I'll give you a drink.”

“I could use one Granville
backed to and through the door.
“Carter, I want to see you hale and
hearty next time I come around.”

“Il be hale, at least. That’s a
promise,” John told him as Marla
reached back and shut the soor.

There followed a bad ten min-

utes during which John threw
back the sheets and forced himself
to swing his legs out of the bed.
His cane was handy. By leaning
en it and helding en to the bed-
pest, he pulled himself to a stand-
ing pesitien. It hurt but, unex-
ectedly, his leg behaved mueh
etter wheR he was en his feet.
He worked dewn te the feet
of the Bed, supperting himself
with efne hand en the matkress:
Frem there, with his esne, he
shaked 2 straight-backed ehair ih-
{9 the pesition he desired: 1t was
the steady prop he had Reeded
Meving if forward g few inches &
g fime, he made Ris way 0 the
elosed degr. He put Ris eat against
It, listening.

Voices, Marla’s voice and then
Granvilles, but either they were so
muffied by the door, or purposely
had been pitched so low, that he
couldn't make cut more than an
occasional word. But it was hardly
fecessary to hear what they were
saying. It was as though, In seme
previeusly negleeted eorner of hls
mind, he knew the burden ef their
whisperings, had khewa what

they had talked about and plotted
from the beginning. He inched
back to bed.

He dozed a little that night, but
there was no real sleep. And in
the morning when Maria brought
his breakfast, which he did not
touch, he was already dressed.

“Well, this is a surprisg,” she
said. “Glad to see you're feeling
better, but you needn't have put
your clothes on.”

“As a matter of fact, that's ex-
actly what I did need. The author-
ities take a dim view of people
wearing pajamas on the beach.”

“You’re going to the besdir”*

“I have to go somewhere. I can't
lie here forever.”

She hesitated, but only for a mo-
ment. “Maybe you know best.”

This time when Maria raced the
red and white convertible past the
Circle Bar and into the short shell
road, John sat tensely upright,
fighting to control his jangled
nerves, As usual, she hauled out
the deck chair, and as usual she
asked if he needed anything before
she left. On the surface everything
was as It had been befere but, uf-
knewn te Matla, a radieal ehange
Rad entered theif relatienship. He
had feund her eut. He was €en-
vineed she was trying te get fid of
him. She had ne heney eof her
ewh and sifee she esuldn’t reasen-
ably expeet mvel alimeny, she was
geing abeut it in the mest ele
fhentary of all ways:

Two young women walked by.
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ey were pretty and had nice
figures. Perhaps they were the same
two he had seen before. If so, he
watched them this time for a dif-
ferent reason—enviously, because
they were so alive. He watched
them until they reached the Point
of Reeks, then saw them turn and
stroll back up the beach again.
They walked along the water's
edge, meetlng Luella who came
frem the eppesite direction. Luella
elimbed the beaeh toward him.
Her paper saek had been replaced
by a small eanvas bag.

“Wiere you beem?" She halted
in front of him, shifting her weight
from one foot to the other. Her
eyelids were half lowered with a
new secretiveness.

“Hello,” he said.

“WiHene you bezn?*

“At home. Do something for
me, will you, Luell?"

“Depends.”

“Get me a hamburger and a car-
ton of black coffee. No sugar." He
gave her a dollar. “Get something
for yourself,” he added when she
did not move.

She nodded and walked toward
the Circle Bar.

The two young women had
stretched out on the sand. They
lay close together, talking confi-
dentially, and an aura of feminine
mystery surrounded them. Pres-
ently they got up and waded into
the sea.

“Here’s your stuff® Luella had
come back.

“Thanks. Where's youns?

She squatted and laid her canvas
bag on a flat rock. With another
rock she pojmded on the bag.
There was a sound of breaking
glass. “I'll save the money. Got a
lot of meney saved up now.”

“Thet’s nice. Saving for any-
thing in pardiioulber?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”
She pounded on her bag. Her next
question came abruptly. “Where's
your wiifke?””

“Home.”

“She was here yesterday. So was
Shelby,” she added, after a pause.

He changed the subject, irritably.
“Luella, what are you doing with
that bag?”

“Smashing up this glass. It's for
my pictures. I make real pretty
pictures.” She answered unemo-
tionally but, for the first time in
all the weeks he had known hef,
he caught a glint of enthusiasm 1A
the thin, small face. “Got the walls
of my roem almest ecovered. Yeu
sthear paint en first—any kind ef
paint just so 1t's stieky. A yeu
draw a pieture with yeur finger.
Theh yeu ?et the glass all pew-
dery and blew it R the pistre
with 2 bellews. Makes it glitter”
she said. “What yeu sweating $o
FueR for?

“It’s very hot.”

“Don’t feel hot to me.” She kept
pounding with her rock.

He leaned forward, perspiration
rolling down his face. *Tell you
what,” he said. “I'll give you a del-
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lar for that bag. How about it?”

She looked up slowly, amuse-
ment in her half closed eyes. “You
want this glass? What for?”

“Never mind. Here's the dollar.”

“Wdl—"

He gave her a bill. She exam-
ined it carefully, then lifted the
canvas bag with both hands, in a
sort of ritual gesture. He put the
bag in his pocket. She got up and
slowly walked toward the water.
Neo further word was spoken but
at a distanee of several yards she

laneed Back ever her shoulder.

en she giggled, disconcertingly.

Marla had to choose that parti-
cular day to have what she called
a heart-to-heart talk. He sat at the
table while she prepared lunch,
and the sugar bowl was in front
of him. Marla used lots of sugar.
She did net have to worry about
her weight.

She said, “We can't go on like
this. Do you realize you've hardly
spoken a word to me for days”
She paused, then went on. “Wihat's
happened to us? We were so
happy until you had that accident.
The doctor says that all you need
is exercise.”

“Doctorsl”

“You pay their bills. It seems to
me you'd listen to what they say.”

Talk, talk, talk. She was in and
out of the kitchen, but never out
long enough for him to open the
sugar bowl and do what he
planned to do. The suspense was
torture. By the time they finished

lunch John was exhausted and had
to lie down on his bed. And that
afternoon Marila varied her rou-
tine. She stayed at home until four
thirty and then went out for enly
twenty minutes to get a carton of
cigarettes,

Before dinner he was similarly
blocked from unobserved access to
the sugar bowl, and he got no
sleep the first part of the night. He
struggled up shortly after mid-
night. Taking his flashlight he
went quietly to the kitehen, feund
the bowl, and emptied abeut half
of the eanvas bag inte it. Thea he
returned te bed and slept seundly
the balanee of the night.

But in the morning, when Maria
brought him orange juice, he sat
up quickly. “I'll eat at the table.”
He fumbled for his cane. “Have
you had bresitfiaat”

“Just some juice.”

“No coffee? No cered?

“Not yet. Why don't you have
breakfast here? It's just as easy—"

“I'll eat at the table!” he re-
peated loudly, and squirmed into
his bathrobe. Maria was in the
kitchen when he took his usual
place. She brought in two cups of
steaming coffee.

“None for me,” he said.

She started to protest, then
shrugged. She picked up the sugar
to sweeten her own coffee. The
bowl dropped to the floor and
smashed.

“Clumsy!" she said. “Darn thing
slipped out of my hand.” She got
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a whiskbroom and a dustpan and
swept up the sugar. John muttered
inarticulately when she finally sat
down.

“What did you sagy?"

“Nothing."

Nothing, he thought—there was
nothing to be done. Fatalistically,
he accepted the fact that he was
going to die. It was really all rigl:
in such circumstances he didn’t
want to live. For the first time in
days he ate a hearty breakfast. Af-
terward, the expeeted paln and
nausea falled te materlalize. He
was almest relaxed whea Matla
dreve hif te the beach.

There were more people on the
sand that morning—steangers for
die most part, the vanguard of the
tourist season. He did not see
Luella unul three-quartees of an
heur before it was time for Marla
te plek him up, and he weuld
et have seen her then if a weman
lyiﬁg nearby en a blanket had net
suddenly relled ever. Luella was
sitting éust beyend hHer. She waved,
juraped up; and ran e his ehaif.

“Hello,” he said. “You're not col-
lecting glass this morning? No
more pretty pictures””

She shook her head disdizinfully.
“I got better things to do. “How's
your wifie?”

“Mrs. Carter is quite well.”

“She was here yesterday after-
noon.”

“Was slre?*

“Yeah. Her and Shelby.”

He felt suddenly  depleted,

knowing that he wanted no more
of this child. He needed a drink,
but there was no bar or package
store in walking distance. The Cir-
cle Bar sold beer, if he eould get
there. He tried as Luella watched
him, net offerlng te help. He put
ene hand en the weeden bar that
formed the front part of ihe deek
ehair, planted his eane iR the sand,
and pushed. Then §Ufpfi_§iﬂ%ly he
was standing up, unsteadily But in
8 pesitien frem whieh he esuld
g@ en 8 the next step. He was
Uraing teward the shell read
when 2 fash of memery Breught
Rirm 18 2 stop:

Maria had stayed at home most
of the previous afternoon. She had
gone out at four thirty, of course,
and she could have come here to
the beach at that time—but she
hadn't been gone for mere than
twenty mmlnutes, He looked at
Luella. She was still watehing him,
her faee expressionless. He turned
baek te ask her what Hifne Matla
had been Here yesterday.

He didn't get a chance. Seeing
him stop, Luella spoke again.
“Tiwy were here a couple of hourts.
Behind the Point of Rocks.”

He didn't tell her that he knew
she lied. But she must have sensed
it. “You don’t believe me? Ask
anybody! She shows up every day
with Shelpy!”

He left her, limping to the shell
road and making his painful way
to the Circle Bar., He drank two
cans of beer. They had no effect on
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him. He returned to his chair and
caught sight of the picture while
he was stll several yards away.

It lay on the seat, a rectangle of
cardboard covered with sticky
paint- from which shards of glass
reflected the strong sunlight. Won-
dering, he picked it up. His breath
stopped for a moment when he
reallzed what he was helding. A
erude, finger-drawn pieture of a
maa and weman. Even In his dis-
gust he eeuld net help admiring
Luellas talent. There eould be Re
mistaking the twe peeple she had
meant o pertray, nef the sugges-
tive mander A Wwhieh she Rad
meant te pertray them.

He dropped the glob of paint
and turned to face the sea. She was
squatting on a slight elevation just
beyond a group of men.

“Luella!” he called, but she paid
no attention. He had to shout,
“Come heyel”

She got up, but did not ap-
proach him immediately. She
stopped first to speak to the men.
There were three of them. They
rolled over on their stomachs to
look at John. Then Luella strutted
toward him. Strut was the only
word for her complacent little
swagger. She stopped with ene
hand en her hip, pesing like a. gre-
tesgue midget-model.

“Whatcha wanmt?”

He pointed to the picture with
his cane. “Is that thing youns?"

She nodded. “Tthimk it's prextiy?*

“Go away,” he said. “I don't

want you ever to speak to me

again.”
“Say—" She pulled herself up
straight, offended. “You better

watch out. I know about men like
you.” She came a half step nearer,
undulating her thin body. “I bet
you'd like to kiss me, wouldn't
yow?"

“Get away from me!™

Luella giggled. She skipped back
out of reaching distance before she
let the giggle turn into a sharp
scream. She ran to the theee men
and whispered urgently to them.
All three got up and stared at
john. Other peeple were leoking
at him teo—euriously. One of the
men walked over te a neighbering
group. The greup’s euriesity
ehanged suddenly te leathing,
They, tee, got te their feet, all stak
ing fixedly at John. Tiere were
seven of them Rew. Thry staried
walking teward Rim.
pledded threugh the sand, theif
arms swinging §llght!z ahead of
them. They walked, he theught,
like ape§

He called out, “Now - wait a
minute—" But they did not stop.
They were no more than six yards
away when he started backing up.
“Now wait—" They kept on com-
ing. Luella trailed behind. The in-
stant before he broke and tried to
fun, he saw her eyes. They were
exeited, and her mouth was open
wide.

His cane sank deep into the
sand. It was now a hindrance more
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than a help. On the shell road he
was able to go faster but when
they noticed his increased speed,
they also spurted forward and two
of them came up to walk abreast
of him, one on either side.

“Witere you think you're going,
Jack?" the man on the left asked,

“Now listen—"

“You son of a—" growled the
one on the right. “We ought to
turn you over to the cops™

“Hell with the cops said the
other. “We’ll handle it ourselves.

The two men started closing in.

Maria, he thought, instinctively
identifying her with sanctuary.
There was a telephone at the Cir-
cle Bar. If he could only reach it—

“Let's get him!" someone
shouted from behind. There was
a growing murmur of agreement.

John broke into a panicked run.
After the first few steps he dropped
his cane, abandoned it, and kept
on. He hadn’t known that he could

walk without it, but he was mak-
ing good dme now. The Circle Bar
was on his left, ahead. He had al-
most reached it when his hip, un-
used to the exercise, gave way. He
fell, sprawled out in the middle of
the shell road as the red and white
convertlble raced around the eer-
ner. He caught a single glifapse of
Marlas faee through the wind-
shield. The eonvertible was gelng
fifty miles an heur when it hit him.

Maria screamed at the initial im-
pact. She slammed on the brakes,
skidded to a stop.

The man beside her nodded his
approval. “Quick thinking, baby.
Keep it up. We'll climb out now
and you start throwing hysterics,
Understandi?"

“Of course.” The words were
spoken in a controlled voice at sin-
gular variance with the piercing
screams.

“Let's go, baby,” Shelby Gran-
ville said.

ﬁonmtimg so0Om . . .

Jak Londom’s Advertare Magazine, an exciting new companion for
EQMM, will make its appearance on the newsstands soon. Tt will be
brought out by Davis Publications, Inc., the publishers of EQMM, and
its format will be the same as EQMM's—only the best stories in its
field], baath reav aar o). e ffisst iisude, fior excanyiits, willl Haanee flitee nsw
adventure stories by such authors as James M. Cain, J. C. Fuenas, and
Garland Roark, as well as special finds from the past by Ernest Hem-
ingway, C. S. Forester, Roald Dahl, Jack London, and others. See next
month's EQMM for the full ammmincesterent... and don’t miss the fiest

Issue!
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I WAS STANDING AT THE BAR,
Sojust kind of doodling in my
mind, when the man next to me
announced that he guessed he'd
go home and- see what Erily was
up to. I glaneed around., He was
leoklng at me. And smiling. A
middle-aged, plump little mman.
Mild blue eyes, frieadly and blink-
ing behind Fimless glasses. Aq eld:
fashiened stiff esllar apmehlﬁg off
a round, pink-jewled faee. The
land of a meek little guy yeu'd
expect 0 see elutehing an um:-
brella:

“Emilly is a mouse,” he explained
brightly. “Don‘t know wiky I called
her Emily. But she's been in my
apartment quite a long time now.
Quite a long time, sir. I'd like to
tell you about her. By the way,
my name is Edwin Hoffman. I'm
a bookkeeper, Work for Halpert

and Brown. A dress house. Splen-
did people to work for, too.”

He paused, his head cocked to
one side, evidently waiting for
data on me. Against my Dbetter
judgment, I told him my name
was Fartell, and he immedlately
insisted on shaking hands. Yes, ap-
parently it was geing to be ene ef
these things. A gareulous bere,

It was rather unpleasant, 1
learned, to shake hands with Mr.
Edwin Hoffman. His palm was
moist, clammy, and somehow you
couldn’'t feel the bones in hls
pudgy little hand. Just to say
something, sinee this little serew-
ball was standing there beaming
at me, 1 told him that 1, tee, enee
ewned a pet meuse.

“Oh, Emily isn't a pet mouse”
he said. “Good Heavens, no! Far
from it, Mr. Fareell. She just
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moved into my apartment one
day, and at first I didn't mind, but
after a while I became quite un-
happy about Emily. You see, sir,
I've always lived alone. I enjoy
living alone. Ernily is terribly—
well, distraeting. She seratches.
Practieally all the time, you ecan
hear Her serateh, serateh, serateh.
And she sgueaks, tee. Come to
think ef it, I den’t knew whieh Is
fiere faddening, her seratching
F her squestking,”

I could swear that he wasn't
drunk.

“Wihat’s wrong,"” I said, “with
permanently  stopping  Emily’s
scratching and squeaking? There
are certain efficient gadgets made
for that purpose, you know.”

You could see that he was just
delighted to explain. “Oh, I know
all about thems,” he replied with
an amused flutter of his hands.
“Right this moment, sir, I've many
teaps in my apartment. All differ-
ent kinds. But I haven't set them
yet, you see. I don't want Eraily
to have the least suspiclon that
they are traps, Se I've been puiting
feed where yeu're suppesed o bait
the traps. And she’s been eating
it Yes, Emily has been getting fat
eating the feed right eff=well, yeu
m?h say Fight e the bait heoks.
Of eauirse; they aren’t really Anshs!

I glanced around to check how
the other people were taking this.
Theee were only two other men at
the bar of that dingy Third Ave-
nue bar, One was making a crystal

ball of his glass of beer, and obvi-
ously didn't like what he was sees
ing in it. The other man, farther
over, was a more optimistic and
energetic crystal gazer; he was in a
huddle with a raelng form. And
the baldheaded bartender had Hhis
fnese In a Rewspaper. I might have
been alene with M¥. Bdwin Heff:
fan.

“Look, if it's a gag, I don't get
it,” 1 said. “Why haven't you set
those traps?”

He looked surprised. “The rea-
son is obvious, I should think. The
first time that Emily saw a trap
she’d be wary, wouldn’t she? Be
cautious about taking the bait. Well,
supposing she sprung the trap—
and It didiae get her? Which, yeu
must admit, dees happen some-
times. 1 knew that Ernily s quite
elever. Once Her suspielens were
areused, ence- she found eut that 1
was determined to get rid of her=
well, itd be mueR rmere diffieult
then, weuldn't it? But, Mr. Farell,
the time is drawing nezs”

“To set the traps?”

“Yes. Maybe I'll do it tonight.
Or tomorrow night. Or possibly
next week. Now Ernily Is used to
the traps. Thinks nothlag ef them.,
She’ll take the balt eonfidenily,
And then It'll happen. Bang!” He
breught the side of his hand dewn
en the bar, "Se! Dowa will este
the spring. And I'll be rid of Emily
torever. Wea't I, MF. Farrelll®

“Yes, I guess you would.”

“But perhaps I won't use the
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spring traps,” he went on, a moist
glitter now in his eyes. “I've got
those others, too, you know. The
cages with the trap doors. Once
Emily is squeaking helplessly in-
side of ene, I eould attach a string
to it, and then I'd fill the bathtub
and lewer the eage with Emily -
sidle right dewn inte the tub.” His
aFM went up, descended slewly,
went up again. “AR, Emily is still
wriggling a bit, is she? Very well,
we'll just submerge her again. Se!
.« . And then, of eeurse, MF. Far-
rell; there's always peison, eh? We
must't ferget B’i% 've Made
guite 8 study of—="

I jerked uwp from the bar stool,
and he backed away a bit, his
eyes puzzled as he peered at me
through his glasses.

“Wihy, what's wrong, Mr. Far-
rell?”

I said, “I think I've heard just
about all I want to hear about
Emily.”

He smiled, then nodded. “Yes,
I do get to be a bit of a bore when
I start talking about Emily. Well,
I've got to be running along. Good
night, Mr, Farrell.”

He nodded again and walked
out. I pushed aside my glass of
beer and ordered whiskey. When
the bartender served it, I asked him
if he knew-the little guy who'd
just left.

“No,” he. replied. “Like you, it's
his first time here. What were you
two talking about? A mouss”

“Yes, a mouse called Emily.”

“My nephew’s got some white
mice,” the bartender said. “They
sunk.”

After that succinct contribution
he went back to his newspaper.

I couldn’t get it out of my mind.
It was easy enough to play ama-
teur psychiatrist and figure out
what was motivating Edwin Hoft-
man. He had a streak of sadism In
him. He delayed killing the mouse
because, enee It was dead, the antl-
elpatory thrill ef killlag it weuld
be gene. Got a perverted kiek eut
of talking abeut it. 1 weuld have
let it go at that=if it weren't fer
just ene thing that Re had said. The
usiness abeut filling a bathtub iR
grder t8 drewn the trapped meuse
in the eage.

Maybe my reasoning was screwy,
but it seemed to me that Hoffman
should not have had the mental
image of a batitiuaiZz. Not for a little
thing like a mouse. A bucket, yes,
Wouldn't one almost automatieally
be guided by the cliche of drown-
ing like a rat in a bucket? Perhaps
net. Perhaps Hoffman didn't ewn
a bueket. All fight, so he saw a
bathtub—and new let's drep it
for God’s sake!

I made the mistake of trying to
anesthetize with more drinks the
memory of that Charles Addams
version of Walter Mitty. It had, of
course, just the opposite effect. Af-
ter a while, I found myself looking
him up in the phene beok. Yes,
there was an Edwin Hoeffman list
ed. Twe-hundied bleek on East
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Thinty-eighth  Street. Maybe a

three-minute walk from here.

I was angry with myself when
I returned to the bar. And deter-
mined to stop behaving like a fool.
1 was going to finish my drink, go
home, and forget about it. But the
bartender decided that it was time
for me to get a drink on the house.
And there’s a certaln delicate peoint
of ethies that prehiblts you from
leaving after gettlng a free drink.
S8 1 had anether Beurben and
§643.

And that was why, when I
walked out of the place, I turned
right instead of left. Tuwwo blocks
north to Thirty-eighth Street, a
half block east—and there was the
trlm  little apartment building
where Hoffman lived. I rang his
bell, and there was a buzzing
seund 1A the lock of the vestibule
door. 1 went up to the third fleor
in the self-serviee elevater witheut
the faintest idea of what 1 weuld
de oF say when Heffeman epened
the deer.

Edwin Hoffman did not open
his door when I rang die apart-
ment bell. A woman did. A plump,
powdery woman, with an aging
little-girl face,

“Mrs. Thompsom?” I said, re-
membering one of the names on
the bells in the vestibule.

From farther back in the apart-
ment, Hoffman’s voice called out,
“Who is it, Emily?”

“Just someone who has the
wrong apartment, dear,” the wom-
an said. And added to me, “The
Thosmpsons live on the floor be-
low.”

There was a squeak in her voice.
She shut the door, and I was glad
that the cage of the self-service ele-
vator was still on that landing . , .

Well, I've been watching the pa-
pers. Nothing has happened yet.
And nothing probably will hap-
pen. Hoffman just liked to think
about it, to talk about it. He'd
never have the nerve to do it. Just
the same, I've been watching the
papers.
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N MEDICINE,” SAID DR. NED THOMP-

son, pouring his fourth cup of
coffee for the evening, “there are
no absolutes. There are light grays
and dark grays, and mauve pinks
and lime greens until you want to
scream, but just try to find a rich
jet black, or a goed pure white.
You can spend your life looking,
but you’ll never find it.” He stirred
In eream and sugar and glared
aeress the table at Betty Gibsen,
the little blende evening super-
viser.

“Now what's wrong?” asked
Gibby. “Patient bite yow?*

“A medicine bit me,” said the
intern, looking at her strangely.
His white jacket was mussed and

soiled from two days use; the
curved ends of a weary stetho-
scope drooped from a slightly tora
side pocket. “It just makes me
tired, that's all. Here we have three
hundred thousand men in medi-
cine trying to find just one pid-
dling answer that adds up the
same way twice—any answer—and
they can’t even eeunt on thelr teols
to be the same from one heur to
the next.” He sipped coffee and
hunehed hls long sheulders ever
the table. “Now take pain-relieving
drugs, for instanee. You use
Dernerol, or Dilaudid, ef Panta-
pon, of Leve-Dromefan, of €6-
delne, and yeu den’t expeet tee
mueh. You're sepding a bey te de



52 ELLERY QUEEN"S MYSTERY NMAGAZINE

a man's work, and if the job only
gets half done, you can't complain.
But when you've got real pain to
deal with, you send a man and
not a boy. And there are very few
kinds of pain that a dose of the
poppy won't take care of.” He sat
back. “At least, I thought so until
now.”

The evening nurse was sud-
denly watching her coffee very
carefully, and not looking at the
intern at all. They were alone in
the dimly lit basement dining room
of the hospital, the tiny pink-
cheeked nurse and the tall, loose-
jointed intern, and they knew each
other far too well by new for
embarrassing silences. But for a
mement the silence was embar-
rassing. Then Gibby said, “What
are you trylng to say ?”

“Im trying to say that old Mr.
Canlee on Fourth only got a half
an hour's relief from his morphine
shot tonight” said Dr. Ned

on. “A sixth of a grain
always lasted him four or five
hours—until now. Tonight it
didn’t hold him for an hour.” He
set his cup down with finality, “I
den’t kaew how you figure it, but
to me it adds up to something
very fishy.”

Gibby nodded, “I know," she
said.

“Others, too?"

I‘Y’es.”

“A week, more or less.” The girl
shook her head unhappily. “I
couldn't be sure until the last cou-

ple of nights, but there can't be
much doubt any more.”

The intern stared at her. “Do
you know who it is?”

“It's Davis, obviously. She has
the medications on Fourth floor,
three o'clock to eleven. Thefe’s no
one else it could be.”

“Well, don't we have any cops
in this town? My God, girl, what
are you waiting for?”

“Proof,” said Gibby. “It isn't
enough to know it, not with this.
You've got to prove it. But just
try to prove it, and see hew far
you get.”

For a moment the intern just
blinked at her, shaking his head.
But he knew she was perfectly
right.

It was a vicious thing to have
to prove.

It was a horrible, frightening
thing. It happened so rarely as to
be unimaginable—yet every hos-
pital had seen it at one time or
another. St. Christopher’s Hospi-
tal was not the first, nor the last.

And when it happened, it was
unbelievable, and sickening.
~ How and when it would siart
nobody knew. Nutses are close to
sickness and death; pain is the
enemy, healing the goat. The
drugs and medications for relief
of pain are part of the nurse’s daily
work, and she knows them well,
But who ceuld tell what pain the
Aurses suffered, too? To some of
them, nursing is merely a jeb to
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be endured; to others it is a way
of life, a glorification. But to a
few it is a day’'s work to be
dreaded, an empdness and a lone-
liness with nothing for fulfillment.
A healthy mind would find a
healthy answer—adjust to the way
of life and find econtentment, of
leave dlie profession. But en rare
eceaslens an unhealthy mind
weuld find a different kind of
fulfillesent . . .

She would come to the hospital
as an experienced medications
nurse. She would probably not be,
but she would be efficient, would
know her job. A confident voice,
an aura of solid reliability—not
like the giddy senior students
about te graduate. References?
Perhaps—but the hospitals she
pares s0 firmly are goeed hospi-
tals, and with nurses se badly
needed these days—

She might not start as a medi-
cations nurse, but she would soon
end up there, or her interest in
the job would quickly fade and
she would be gone—to another
hospital. A week after she was
hired, you would find her, quietly
and efficiently dispensing medica-
tlons oA the surgical floor, or pet-
haps en a medical floor caring
for patlents with heart disease or
eaneer of gall bladder trouble. She
weuld be working the shift from
three 1A the afternoen until eleven
at night—se ebliglng of her to fill
in en the shift the yeunger girls
flnd se unpepular, fet te mentien
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that this is the shift when the
morning’s new surgical patients
are recovering from their analge-
sics and hypnoties, and feeling the
first bite of postsurgical pain—the
shift when mueh nareetie s used,
often freely used. And her nat-
coties-cheek with the evenin
supervisor before she went of
duty each night weuld always be
serupuleusly aeeurate . . .

But' presently, insidiously, the
complaints would begin. Mr.
Thorntons leg must be bothering
him again—he needed twe hypes
between six and nine this evening
before he got rellef. Aad Mrs.
Findlley, eomplaining that her
hypes aren't relieving her the least
blt (although ene has beed
ternpted to think that nething
shert of a tap with a sledge ham-
mer weuld effectively silenee MFs.
Findley for mere than half an
heur at a sireich). But Mis. Cen-
way, alwag% 6 guiet, new Hesi-
tantly and almest apelegetically
asking fer just a Hiny hype befere
she gees to sleep tenight—her back
Has Been aeting uUp semething ter
Fible this afterdeen, fer seme rea-
$6H1=~

Once or twice it could be ig-
nored. All patients had different
needs, different pain thresholds.
A cry-baby with an appendectomy
might demand more narcotic than
a stolid old trooper with massive
cancer resection. But gradually the
trend would appear, and the even-
ing supervisor (who has been
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through this mill before, painfully
and wearily, somewhere, sometime)
knows without any possibility of
doubt that a nurse drug addict is at
work in the hospital.

“Davis!” said Dr. Ned Thomp-
son. “You mean Jane Davis? The
little brown-haired girl that started
on Fourth last month ?*

“That’s the one.”

“I’d never have thought it.”

Gibby grimaced. “Nobody ever
does. She seems so—well, colorless.
She’s never been particularly
friendly with any of the girls, no
gessiping about the doctors or the
patients, She just keeps to herself
mest ef the time, as quiet as can
be. And new this.”

“Have you talked to Benedict
down in the office about it?”

llYes.”

“Wiy doesn’t he fire her”

“Because I talked him out of
it,” Gibby snapped, suddenly
angry. “I beggee! him not to fire
her. That won’t solve the prob-
lem. She'll just go on to another
hespital, get the same job there,
do the same thing there. And then
what abeut us? How do we know
we aren’t hirlng anether one to
take her place?” She sheek her
blende head emphatieally. “Fire
her, and yeu just turA her leese.
Tis kined of persen is herrible
and eruel and yeu have te &aieh
Rer te stop her, dop’t yeu see?
You have {8 achelly cateh her iR
the aet of §€_6§Hﬁgﬂ Re stuff, eateh
Rer giving it te herself, in erder

to stop her. Te» you can do
something—you can charge her
and prosecute her and ptit her
away soimewtere,”

The girl took a deep breath
and stamped out her cigarette.
“But if you get excited and accuse
her without proof—oh, brother!
That's what she’s waiting for. It's
the worst possible charge. A hun-
dred theusand dellar suit against
the hospital for slander and defa-
matlen of eharacter, her ehelee of
the slickest lawyers in- town i
help her win it—=she'd leve that!
She'd win It tee. And a hundred
theusand dellars weuld Buy her

an awful 1ot of merphine.”
“You really hate her, don't
ymm?.)n

“You bet I do,” said Gibby.
“Wouldnt you if you were a
Aurse ?”

“So what are you going to do?”

“Watch her. Mr. Benedict said
he'd hold off for a few days. If we
could catch her before the end of
the week, he'd sit on my report
without any action until then. But
if we're still sure then and can't
prove it—" she shrugged. “He
ean’t do any more than that. The
hespital ean’t afferd to keep her.”

“All right,” said Ned Thomp-
son, grimly. He poured more
coffee, and stared up wearily at
the clock. “If you're going to nail
her in that time, you're going to
need some help. You've got it.”

She was small, and wiry, and
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tied her brown hair into a bun
on the back of her neck—which
did nothing whatever to enhance
her beauty. As Ned Thormpson
blinked at her across the nursing
station he realized that he had
simply never netleed her before.
He had knewn she was there,
he had seen her a dezen times—
in the eerriders, in the mmediea-
tlons aleave, iA the ehart reem.
But there had been Rething abeut
her to draw his aetive adtentien.
She seerned deliberately a frifle
dowdy, a quiet brewd bleb ef
Rething, standing at the eounter,
afranging medieatians iR little eups
B8R & fray. ‘Thtee small syringes
lay R the tray alsg; prepared for
Hse, With litele’ pledsets of aleshel
sponge araund the peedles:

Jane Davis. A name as devoid
of sparkle as the girl herself.
Thiity-five years old, she looked
forty-five. With a little care, Ned
reflected, she could have loeked
twenty-five,

His eyes slid down to her arms,
and looked quickly away. She wore
a long-sleeved sweater of white
wool, tight at the wrists. Nothing
would be learned from her arms.
She gave him a vaeant smile as
she meved eut Inte the corrlder
with her tray. His smile was a
barely eeneealed grimace.

Watch. her, Gibby had said, and
they had planned how to divide
the job. Now he realized how im-
possible the plan would be to
carry out. Fourth floor was mixed
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medical and surgical, but he had
patients and obligations on all five
floors of the hospital. Gibby had
five floors of Aurses to supervise,
Even when he was en Feurth
and free to watch, there were lifi-
tatiens. He eould hardly walk inte
the nurses’ leunge. He esuldi't
fellow the weman iAte every reem.
He eeuldn’t be sure when a pa-
tient was to have a Hyps, apd
then be there t8 see it given. He
eouldn’t eveR Be sure that any
hype he happened {9 see given By
her aetually contained the Rarcotic
in the ameunt that was charied.

He knew only one thing for
certaim: somewhere on her person
she carried a small vial with a
rubber stopper. Some of the nar-
cotic ordered for some of the pa-
dents went inte that vial, the pa-
dent recelving enly a half er a
third of the dese ordered, Some:
times all the medieatien went inte
the vial, with the patient reeeiving
sterile water of saline i substity:
tieh. But the ehart weuld say
MS. gr. Y or perhaps Denwsl
109 mg. or Dileidis oF. -5, Siven
per hypo, 3:40 BM.

Search her handbag or her pock-
ets? Gibby was very hesitant. She
could try, if che opportunity pre-
sented itself. But It would have te
be done with the utmest cautien.
Give the weman the falatest hint
that she was being watched, and
the game was ever, Miss -Davis
weuld beeore ill, miss a day er
twe, perhaps-eame baek for a day,

THE MIND
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and then express her -regrets to
the hospital and leave for good.

“That’s why we can't alert the
whole staff on the floor,” Gibby
had said. “Only you and I and
Mer. Benedict know. We mustn’t
let anybedy else know.”

“Wihat about the other intemns?"
Ned Thompson said. “Endicott
spends a lot of time on Fourth.
And Fischer could keep an eye
on her.”

Gibby shook her head. “She'd
get on to it too soon. She'd know
she was being watched from the
first day. Ned, this girl has been
through this time after time. She
knews all the trieks, belleve me.
I just hepe she doesn't know tee
many that [ den’t know—"

Endicott was not told, and
neither was Fischer. Ned had fin-
ished his rounds on Third and
Fifth by noon, saw three new pa-
tlents after luneh, and completed
rounds en Fourth just at 3:00 when
the shift of Autses ehanged.

Now he placed the chart he was
writing back in the rack and
walked down the corridor toward
the surgical Solarium at the end
of the wing. Davis was there, pass-
Ing eut medleations, She didn't
even leek at him., He stopped te
tallc to Mrs, Cartwright with the
gall bladder, a large lady snering
iR the eerner bed. He eheeked her
heart rate and examined lfiéf eyes
and fAngernails, and inquired
abeut the itehing that had bethered
her, He wrete foF @ repeat serum

bilirubin to be done in the morn-
ing, and added a homeopathic
fraction to Mrs. Cartwright's bed-
time sedative dose (“I haven't slept
a wink for the last three nights,
Doctor,” she eomplalned, and he
valiantly resisted the impulse te
suggest that If she slept less during
the dagﬁme she weuld sleep mere
at night.) He eheeked Mrs. Cart:
wright very earefully, but his eyes
never left jane Davis.

And he saw nothing. Mrs.
Barnes, back from surgery that
morning, had received her first
hypo. Ned made a mental nete to
check back In an hour and see
hew it was helding. But he knew
he probably weuldn't be able te
If things suddenly get busy.

At the other end of the hall he
stopped to see Mr. Wilkox, a
routine visit with a conversation
so well rehearsed that Ned eould
repeat it in his sleep.

“About time you got up here”
Mr. Wilcox roared. “I tell you,
Doc, I ain't staying in this bed
another minute, so help me if 1
drop dead! Damn’ foolishness, ly-
ing around here running up a
bill.” He beat hammy paws oA &
masslve glrth of ehest. M. Wil-
eox’s eoronary reglmen dld net
agree with him, and Rever had
sinee the night he was breught
o the hespital,” gray-faced and
sheeky, eleser to death than he
had ever dreamed he weuld ven:
ture. ‘He had been eajeled, rea:
soned with, and Browbeaten inis




DOORS 1IN

complete bed rest for thirty days,
but he had fought every inch of
the way. “I tell you, if you don't
let me up today I'm going to pile
out of bed and run the hundred
yard dash up the hall.”

Dr. Thommpson grinned. “You
might make it up there, but you'd
never make it back. Why not relax
and enjoy i7"

“Relax! So help me, Doc, 1
haven't moved a finger in two
weeks!”

“Fine! You're an awful liar,
George, but fine! Maybe if the boss
okays it we’ll let you up in a chair
this weelk.”

George Wilcox’s florid face was
suddenly serious, “No kidding,
Dac, is everything really ‘going all
righd?”

“We sure hope so. Looks like par
for the course.”

“The cardiogram was all righnt?”

“It showed changes—the right
kind, this time. Let's keep it that
way-!l

Ned grinned and pushed out
into the corridor. Back in the
nursing station, Davis was return-
ing again with her tray. Titee new
patients had arrived for him to
see, two of them admitted for com-
plete diagnestle werkups. He
sighed, and turned to the new
eharts. If enly he esuld take her
by the eellar, tura her upside
dewn, and shake that little vial
Buit=

But he couldn't. He glared at
her back and headed down the
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hall to see the first new patient.

THE MINND

He found Gibby on Second an
hour or so later and said, “Let me
see your keys."

“What for?”

“I'd like a look at the narcotics
drawer.”

Gibby found the tiny master key
on her ring, and pulled open a
large drawer in the medications
aleove. “It isn't just narcotics—we
keep our emergency box in here,
as well as all of our injection-
type medicatlons. Keeps them all
under the contrel of a single nurse
s she knews what's where, and
what sheuld be stocked. Take a
leek.”

He had seen the drawer open
before, of course, but had never
paid much attention to it. In a
busy hospital the intern’s job was
to decide when a sixth grain of
merphine sulphate was to be given
te a patient, and how often, and
to write the order on the patient’s
ghart accordingly. It was the re-
sponsibility of the medieatiens
Aurse to see that it was given, He
had never, he reflected, even seen
fhany ef the medieations he had
ereered QUHH% his interaship
menths. New he lified the Rar-
goties tray eut eof the drawer,
Blinking &t the tubes and ampules
eritieally.

There were the long, thin, pen-
cil-like glass tubes with red-lettered
labels saying MORBHNNYE SUL-
PHAMEE GR % or GR Y. Inside
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the tubes the tiny dead-white tab-
lets were lined up in a row. A
box marked DEMEIANL (100
MG)) contained a dozen or more
clear glass ampules, heat-sealed at
the top, with the drug name im-
printed iR blue ik 6 the eutside
of each ampule. Here the drug
was already iR selutien, quite
eelorless; like & ee of twe of Waier.

“I thought Demerol came in
tablets,” Ned grunted.

“It does, for oral use. This is
for injection.”

“Is this more of it?" He picked
another ampule from the drawer.
“I guess not. The name's differ-
eﬂt,”

“You're -getting into the emer-
gency box now. That’s Coramine,
a heart stimulant. And here’s
adrenalin, and nor-adrenalin, and
Mecholyl. And those tabs in the
pareotles tray are Dilaudid, and
that's Pantapon—"

He examined each tube care-
fully. “What do you do with the
M.S. in tablets—dissolve it in a
spoom?”

“Somnetimes. Usually it's a lot
easier to pop the tablet into a
clean syringe and draw up a cc
of water on top of it. It dissolves
pretty quickly.”

Ned 'nodded. “And suppose you
were to give 50 mg. of Demerol
imstead of 1007 You can't leave
half the dose in the ampule and
use it again, can yow?”

“No, of course not. The other
half is discardied™

Dr. Thompson raised his eye-

brows.

“Oh, that’s perfectly legitimate.
It's just recorded as ‘wastedf.”

“Yeah, that’'s nice. How much
has been ‘wasted’ on Fourth in
the past week or so?°

“Some—but very little. Certainly
not enough to supply—" She
glanced aside and shrugged,

“And you actually count all this
stuff with the medications nurse
at the end of a st

“After every shift. Every tablet
and tube, three times a day, in-
eluding Christmas.”

“Supposing the nurse can't ac-
count for same?"

Gibby shook her head grimly.
“She can. If she can't, we hunt
for what’s missing until she can.
If we just can’t find it anywhere,
it's reported to the nursing office,
and a report is filed with the
Federal Narcotics Bureau, and
that medleations nurse Isp't en
medieatlens any mere. Peried, We
haven’t had any missing en the
repert sinee that idiet Lesswing
get married.”

“Whiich just goes to prove that
all that glitters is not gold,” said
Ned Thormpson.

“Wirong proverb, but right idea,”
said Gibby. “Amny luck at all y&t?

“Not a bit.”

“Well—" She snapped the drawer
closed and locked it carefully. “I

guess we just keep trying.”
By five o'clock he was weary
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enough to welcome the early hos-
pital supper. He had the duty to
look forward to, covering all
medical patients in the house, so
he strolled down to the intern’s
quarters, waved Endicott off en
foute to a dinner date, and
sprawled en the sefa in the leunge
iR hepes of eatehing an heur’s
sleep befere the evening rush be:
gan. After three ealls abeut ene
ﬁH@HE and ene eall apieee abeut
HEES thers iR the Rext half heuf,
g gave 4P iR disgust. He rang
EH@ operater and “ehecked out” foF
feR minutes=his dsual dodge 18
{AsHre 3 few MHOHCAR W HBHE
nieruption—and 100K 3 guick
§H8W8 EHQ shave, 8183 §Hi
fd 383888 HA HHE
gﬁ %ﬂ ISBBng 8 {HL%H EFSV%{SE
8H %HHE

The floor seemed quiet. Miss
Allison, the little gray-haired,
birdlike charge nurse, was churn-
ing with activity at the desk
(“Tihat woman,” De. Endicott had
once said in his soft southern
drawl, “can werk harder to get
less done than any ether weman
I ever knew”). She greeted him
with her usual effusiveness. “OR,
¢, Thompsen, I'm so glad yeu
eattie 4p: 1 was just abeut o page
you="

“I felt sure you were, Allisom,”
said Ned. “I could feel it in my
bones. I said to myself, ‘You
might just as well go up there
now, because you're going to be

Pﬂ“ll
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called in five minutes anywayy—e *
Allison blinked at him for a
moment. “Well, I think somebody
ought to go see Mrs. Conway.
She's been lying there ssifiering
since five o’clock, poor soul.”
“Oh? What's on her

shest?”

Allison handed him a chart,
“You know, Dr. Morton was in
and put her on half a grain every
two hours if she needed it—but
¥ think she needs more. Half a
grain just doesn’t hold her—"

“Half a grain of what?” Ned
broke in.

IIM,S"’

“And that doesn’t hold her?”

“It certainly does not! She had a
hypo not twenty minutes ago—"

Ned was already halfway dewn
the hall, Mrs. Conway was a fa-
vorite of his—an eld friend, iA
a way. He had seen her first dut-
ing her initial admissien fer sur-
gery menths befere; sinee then
she had been baek fve times. This
was her fnal admissien 9 St
Christephers Hespital. She kﬁew
it, 3nd Dr. Thompsen kiew ik
She had Been failing rapidly in
recent weeks, sHll Ned “was
shoeked Whed he saw her. She
seemed {0 have grawn Mg g@{EgHH

[
nd §HFN%!%ﬂ I w@{ the
e thin sallow face W &‘HQ
gflgﬁﬁg ;ﬁ’ %f gimg IS QH
¢ stopped wﬁg nggag
“Little trouble tonight, Mar-
garet?’

order
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She shook her head weakly. “I
just don't know what's wrong
with me. You know, I was doing
so well yesterday. And now every
time I move a muscle—Dr.
Monipson, isn't there anything
you ean do? I've irled to fight It

ou khew 1 have, but when It

reaks leese like this=" She
turfed her face away. "I den't
think 1 ean take it mueh lenger.”

“Did that last hypo heljp?*

“It didn't even touch it. It might
as well have been water.”

Ned stared at her. “I see” he
said.

“If there were only something
to give me an hour’s rest—"

“Yes, ma'am. Tiere is some-
thing,” said Ned Thompson
softly. “You just rest a minute
and we'll get you straightened
out.”

His face was white when he
reached the nursing station, but
somehow he kept his voice under
eontrol. “Get her a half grain of
MS. right now,” he said to Alli-
son, scribbling the order on the
chart.

“All right. I'll have to get Da-
vi'ss__lﬂ

“Well, get her." He waited until
the medications nurse came into
the station.

“A half grain, Doctan?®"

“That’s what it says on the or-
der sheat”

She opened the drawer, slowly,
began to prepare the syringe. Ned
watched her take out the two quar-

ter-grain tablets, drop them into
the syringe, draw in a cc of water.
She took a small alcohol sponge
in one hand, picked up the sy-
ringe.

He held his hand out. “I'll give
it,” he said tighdy.

Her eyes widened for just an
instant. Then: “If you wish.”

“I wish.” He took the syringe
and turned to Allison. “Aftee I
give this I want you to check Mrs.
Conway every fifteen minutes
without fail until you go off duty
.... ] mean you, net somebody
else, okay? I want that weman
kept out of paln tonight if yeu
have to give her a half a grain
every guartef heur until dawn.
Got that Aew?”

“Check her every fifteen min-
utes,” said Allison, her eyes wide,
“I'll take care of it.”

“Fine,” said Ned Thompson. He
glared at Davis, then turned on
his heel and strode down the hall.

He was still fuming when he
met Gibby for coffee at 11:00. “I
spilled it,” he said. “I'm sorry, but
if she doesnt know we're onto
her now, she's an imbecile.”

Gibby looked stricken, “I
thought she gave me a funny look
when she checked out the drawer
with me a little while ago. And
you know, there haven't been any
complaints all evening. But she
didn’t seem seared. She kept giv-
Ing me that weird little grin of
hers. Patronlzing, almost.” The
glrl stirred her eeffee in silenee for
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a moment. “Oh, Ned, why did
you have to do it that way ?”

Thompson shook his head, “I
couldn’t help myself. Of all the
vicious—" He broke off helplessly.
“Gilbby, Margaret Conway has had
the Bad Disease for a long time,
and she's put up a real fight, right
from the first, I just couldn’t stand
areund and knew what was hap-
pening and let that ereature get
away with It Net with Margaret,
If it blews-off the lid, it blews
off the 1id. ' 56¥Fy.”

Gibby shrugged. “I just hope it
doesn't do worse than that. If she
stays, she’s going to get her stuff—
somehow. But if she can't with-
hold it from die patients, what can
she do?” She dug into her hand-
bag and produced a small envel-
ope. “I filched this out of her
hanelbag thls evening. Took it
from a pillbex helding a dozen or
mere just like it.”

Ned rolled the dny dead-white
tablet out on his palm, and whis-
tled. “It sure looks like the real
stuff. But it could be nitroglyce-
rine or atropine or half a dozen
other things that aren’t narcotic—"

“It could be M.S. that she's just
stolen, too," said Gibby. “You're
the doctor. How do you tell

Ned dropped the envelope in
his pocket. “I'm not sure,” he said,
“But don't worry. We'll find out.”

At 3:00 AMl they called him to

see Mr. Wilcox. “He’s had a bad
night ever since we came on," the
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night floor nurse said on die
phone. “Fiirst he had some trouble
breathing, and now he's complain-
ing of chest paiim—"

Ned sighed and slipped on his
clothes in the dark. The corridor
in the quarters was dim; as he
stood waiting for the elevator he
tried to shake away sleep and
orient his thinking. George Wileox
had been doing well—but so seen
after a coronary anything could
happen. On Fourth he found the
man meanlng quletly, his faee
ashen, ene hand te his ehest.

“Wien did it start, George?”

“Couple of hours ago, Doc. I
thought maybe I could sweat it
out, but it's getting worse, Took a
couple of my nitroglycerine like I
used to, but it didn’t ease up a
bit.”

“Weldl, this isn't a job for nitro-
glycerine.” Ned listened to his
chest and checked his blood pres-
sure, then attached the electrocar-
diograph leads. After a few mo-
ments he rolled up the tracing.

“Can you give me something for
it, Doc? It's really hurting.”

“We'll take care of that, don't
worry. This will probably pass—
the tracing doesn’t look bad at
all.”

It didn't look good, either. Ned
could not tell whether the changes
indicated fresh damage or merely
an extension of the old—an expert
reading in the morning would tell
that; but George Wilcox was in
trouble, Back at the nursing sta-

THE MIND
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tion Need made a note on the chart
and wrote orders with the night
nurse peering over his shoulder.

“He gets sick with M.S. you
know," the nurse said.

“So he does. We'd better make
this a hundred milligrams of
Demerol, and put him in the oxy-
gen tent for the rest of the night.
We'll see how he looks in the
morning.”

In the intern's quarters he sat
staring at the clock, and out at
the growing light in the East. He
was wide-awake now. With a dis-
gusted sigh he went out te the
leunge and peured himself a eup
of coffee.

Presently he took the white tab-
let Gibby had given him out of
his pocket and stared at it. It
looked like a sixth-grain tablet of
morphine sulphate. But there was
no mark to distinguish it from
non-nareotic drugs like nitroglyce-
rine, used for relief of the pain of
angina pectoris—or atropine, given
pre-operadvely to reduce secretions.
The Narcotics Bureau could anal-
yze It, of course, and tell them
what it was—but that might take
weeks, and even then it weuld be
evidenee that hae been illegally eb-
tained . . .

He stared at the tablet, and then
suddenly popped it under his
tongue. He waited for a few mo-
ments. Nothing happened. Then
his fingers began to tingle as a
feeling of warmth crept down his
arms and legs. He felt suddenly

light-headed as he stood up. In
the mirror his face was flushed,
his pupils large and black.

He didn't have a blood pressure
cuff on, but he knew what it
would show. The tablet was not
morphine sulphate. Nitroglycerine.
A vascular dilator, used by pa-
tients with angina pectoris to ease
the pain of their hungry heart
muscle. About as dangerous as a
shot of good whiskey, and not
even remotely as narcotic.

He shrugged in disgust and
went back to bed.

He was tired the next day, and
by afternoon he felt it in every
bone. It was a day of heavy ad-
missions, with too many little
decisions to make, too much
rapid dhinking-deciding-forgetting-
reconsidering- remembering - check «
Ing whieh is the intera’s werk,
When Endieott relleved him at
5:30 he drove dewntown to Sup:
per, teek 1a a very dull mevie, and
was back at the hespital by hiRe,
determined to sleep and angry be-
eause he was still wide-awake.

Instead of sleeping he read, or
pretended to read, but his mind
kept coming back in anger and
bafflement to the thin brown
nurse on the Fourth floor.

How was she getting her drugs?

He had checked with Gibby
when he returned, and heard what
he had dreaded hearing. No sig-
nificant complaints.. A tight, pa-
tronizing smile on Davis’s lips—
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and no sign of any narcotics with-
held.

But something more fundament-
al lay deeper: wiy did she do it?
That was the question that was so
baffling, the thing that made it so
sickening and shameful. What she
was deing was eruel and vicious,
eertalaly, but it was not the cruelty
of meanness. It was net cruelty for
the sake of eruelty, It was, ultl-

mately, the eruelty of selfishness—

utier, abysmal, seul-consuming
selfishness. She Elutted herself at
the expense ef the pain and Reed
of athers. She dranlk, and in drink:
ing feuled the spring. But surely
she had net always Been that way.
What strange doer in her mind
had opened and staried her need?
e door of idle curiesity? Of Bit:
ferness and Runger? The hope of
Alling ever-so:Briefly some ag
well of leneliness? Bf BH H@

fOF 2 few MOMERL SOME Barred:
ness of life? Berhaps . . . but ow
el Mare 19Re §H€ Was paw.
oW e FH8E8 EHSHi she must
ave IGHORE If onee—faught 13

8§8 & 588 é\‘@‘@é spé &% 8H§E¥
Qng =he i §
't E%ES ottt EHe Bl &R
DCC OE .lS ‘e

And that, of course, was what
made her so dangerous. She didn't
care any mone. Normal restraints
of common humanity had been
sidetracked, somehow. They didn’t
apply to her any more. That was
why she couldn't simply be sent
away.
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And always you knew she’d be
back, someday. Another face, an-
other body, but she’d be back—

He growled at himself and
picked up the phone, even though
it was barely 10:00. “Got the chow
hall open, Gibby? Be a goed gifl,
huh? I'm starvimng.”

He met her in the basement cor-
ridor, and there was trouble in
her eyes. Her blonde - hair was
rumpled, her cheeks very red. She
looked close to tears. “I don’t like
this, Ned. I'm beginning to get
scared.”

"No complaints, etn?”

“Nothing.” She pushed back a
stray forelock wearily. “I pushed
this thing, and now I'm afraid it's
getting out of control. Maybe we
should have fired her, right at the
start, just got rid of her and for-
gotten the whole mess.”

“It won't go away just because
we close our eyes, Gibby, You
know that.”

“But what can we do?”

“Watch and wait."

“That’s what scares me, What
are we waiting féor?"

“If we knew that wed have
her  right where we want ber.”
Ned sighed. “If only there were
some way we eould really put the
screws on her, shake her dewin—"

“Well, there ism't.”

“No, I mean unofficially. Get
Endicott into it with me, and the
two of us can take her out some-
where and break her apad.”

“Ch, that would be just greas,”

THE MIND
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said Gibby heatedly. “Get right
down in the gutter and fight it out
on her level, I supposel And
you're supposed to be a doctor.™

“Wedl, damn it, Gibby—"

“Now look, Dr. Thompson—
you either forget about that sort
of thing, or else you can forget I
ever thought you were worth spit-
ting at. If you so much as lay a
hand en her you can eount me out,
de yeu understand? I won't play
it that way, that's all. I just aeatV
She blew her nese and tried to
wipe her eyes with her starehed
euHf. “1 leve my werk mere than
anything else 1 kaew. I weuldn't
ver waht te ds aﬁyelun%_ exeept
Rursing, and 1 hate pesple like that
weman whe esme in and dirty it
aRd degrade it. But 1 wen't let
3@&1 get me dirty trying 8 sop
M.

=t Pt

He watched her across the table,
then suddenly grinned and tossed
her his handkerchief. “Blow,” he
said. “Go ahead, don't be afraid,
wake up the whole first floor.
We'll sweat it out a while longer.”

“None of this strong-arm stuff?™

“Not a bit of it.”

She grinned back, and blew
with vigor. “Maybe you're not
such a slob after all,” she said.

He took Gibby's master key to
the narcotics drawer—an infringe-
ment of the strictest of all hospital
rules—after promising faithfully to
return it to the nursing officc when
he was through, and made his way

to Fourth floor after the shift
change at eleven o'clock. Some-
where there was an answer; there
had to be, yet in three days they
were further from the answer than
when they started.

He walked into the medications
alcove, took a stool, and sat star-
ing at the high wall cabinets filled
with stock medications, at the
gleaming stainless-steel sink, the
syringe sterilizer, the sterile tray
with needles, sponges, tourniquets,
forceps, This was where she
werked, her niehe, her esrhef IR
the busy aetivities of the place—
but the walls did net repeat the
eehees of her theughts.

Murky thoughts, Ned Thosnp-
son reflected. Desperate and empty
thoughts. No escape from the ever-
present fear of all drug addiets,
even here in the midst ef plenty.
He opened the drawer, stared
down at the tubes and vlals and
ampules. Pleee by plece he emp-
tied ¢lie drawer, Rarestics tray,
efergency tray, injeetieR Mediea-
tiens of all serts, irying te think
as she weuld think, te see what
she might see, trying te find the
simple answer he knew eeuld be
feund here. Thinking—=

But what does a drug addiet
think? A preoccupadon with two
principles, with all else cast aside.
First: get the drug, at any cost
whatsoever; second: den't get
caught. Siraple, and imponderable.

And then, quite suddenly, an-
other kind of door opened in his
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mind—and he knew what Jane
Davis was doing. It was obvious—
and fearful. He blinked at the
drawer open before him, and
smoked a cigarette, and then
smoked another, Then, quickly, he
replaced the drugs and slammed
the drawer shut, as though he had
te get It clesed quiekly, qauickdy,
while there was still time. He
wiped large wet drops from hls
forehead,

He knew now that they couldn't
go on waiting any longer. They
wouldn't catch her because they
eouldn’t risk it at this price. Fire
her, yes, get rid of her, fast, while
there was still time. But ne more
waiting—

He started to call Gibby, then
realized how foolish it was. She'd
be in bed, tliere would be plenty
of time to warn her in the morn-
ing that Davis mustn’t come to
work another day, not another
heuf, By three o’clock the formali-
tles eould be taken care of.

He went downstairs and fell
asleep like a rock. At breakfast he
would tell Gibby . . ,

But he never got to breakfast.
His day started at 5:15 Al with
a call to the emergency room that
drove every other diought from
his mind. There are few true med-
ical emergencies that demand im-
mediate action, on the spot, zwow,
but diabetic acidosis is that kind
of emergency. The patient was a
bey of seven years who had never

been suspected of diabetes before.
When he arrived at St. Christo-
pher's emergency room, he was
nearly dead. Ned Thompson met
Dr. Morton, the attending man,
eoming in the door to the hospital
as Ned ran upstairs; they nodded
witheut words, because they knew
what lay ahead for both of them.

After six hours of solid unbrok-
en work, they knew the child
would not die if they kept at it.
Morton took a break for lunch,
and brought Ned back a sand-
wich, Later, Ned siepped out into
the corrider for a stoke, and
nearly tripped over the floor Aurse
eoming te feteh him. “Tiey've
been paging yeu fer half an heur,
Deetor. Yeu have a new eerenary
in 301, just eame iA in the ambu-
lanee, and three other new patlents
te see="

It was one of those days. He
saw the coronary just long enough
to assure himself that an expira-
tion was not imminent, and got
back to the diabetic. By four
o'clock in the afternoon Dr. Mor-
ton nodded, glanced over the chart,
and then at the boy, who was sit-
ting up 1n bed, wan but cheerful.
“Well, 1 think we're out of the
weods, Tiese juveniles are tough.”

“You're telling me,” said Ned.
“You think these fluid orders will
hold him for an hour or so?”

“I think so The older man
slipped on his jacket. “And Ned—
thanks. Hope you haven't got too
much piled up on you.”
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He left as Dr. Endicott stuck
his long nose into the room. “Say,
Ned-—old Wilcox is having trouble
up on Fourth. Will you have a
chanee to look in on hiiwo?”

Ned stepped into the corridor
with him, “What’s :

“Well, you know as well as I do.
Dr. Frank read yesterday's tracing
and figured he was extending, and
he just hasn’t got much anterior
cardiac wall left to work with, I
talked to Frank about it, and he’'d
like you to look In, then give him a
call.”

Ned nodded. “Heavy schedule
upstairs "

Endicott’s face settled into a
grimace. “It's the Chopper’s day
to scream, you know. He’s starting
one of these subtotal disembowel-
ments in about ten minutes and
I'm anchor man on the retracion.”

Ned was checking the boy again
when he heard himself being
paged. It was Allison on Fourth.
“You'd better come up right away,
Doctor. It's Mr. Wilcox. He's very
bad.”

“But Dr.
hiirm—"

“He’s got much worse in just
the last few minutes.”

“Chest paiin®”

“Temible pain., He had a hun-
dred milligrams of Demerol at two
o'clock and then fifty more an
hour ”

“Give him another hundred. I'll
be right up.” He slammed down
the telephone, swearing under his

Endicott just saw

breath. The diabetic's chart was
still in his hand; he scribbled some
orders, studied them a moment,
trying to forece Mr. Wilcox out of
his mind, then grunted in approval
and started for the stalrs. On the
way he met another ef the attend-
ing men, and was stepped for a
repert en anether patient. It was
almest ten fiinutes befere he
reached the Foufth Heer, and near:
ly tripped ever jane Davis emerg-
ing frem MF. Wilkox's reom—

He stared at her, unbelieving,
then remembered with a jolt. He’
hadn't told Gibby. He hadn't even
seen Gibby. The nurse’s eyes
caught his, held them for an in-
stant—Dbottormless,  expressionless
eyes.

“Ihat the Demerol for Wilcox®"

She nodded, and moved past
him down the hall.

On the bed George Wilcox was
gasping, his hand pressed tight to
his chest. He looked bad. A single
glance at the gray-faced man told
Ned n more than a doz-
en questions. Allison was there i
the room, moving birdlike, twitters
ing in her over-efficient way, Ned
ehecked the man’s bleed pressure,
"Get an ampule ef ner-epinephiine
18 500 ee of water. Quild™

She started for the door. The
man in the bed gave a sudden
loud gasp, turned blue, con-
vulsed—

“Wait,” said Ned Thompson.

“It'll only take two minutes,
Doctor.”
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“That’s two minutes too long.”
He stared at the pinprick in the
man’s arm, the tiny trickle of
blood already congealing, the
stained sponge fallen down from
the injection site.

And then with a snarl he was
out the door, pelting down the hall
to the nursing station and into the
medications alcove.

The woman there whirled, her
eyes wide. The syringe still lay on
the tray, the tiny glass ampule sit-
ting on the counter nearby . . .

She kicked him hard in the shin,
cursing as her hand flashed out
for the ampule. Ned's hand
crashed down on her wrist until
she screamed out, her fingers open-
ing to release the tubule. Swiftly
he plunged his hand into her pock-
et, felt another ampule there, un-
breken. He tessed It out en the
eounter beside the ether. "All right
new,” he panted, “thats all fer
you. Youve g@i 2 murder t6 an-
SWer far Rew:

“I should have seen it as soon
as I knew it was nitroglycerine in
her purse,” he said later to Gibby.
“Tthe only people who carry nitro-
glyeerine are people with angina
pectorls, and she didn't have that
treuble, net at her young age.
There was enly ene other thing
she eeuld have wanted it fer—and
I made my mistake when 1 didn't
realize what fantastic ehances she'd
take, We khew she was withheld-
ing drugs, ef esurse. 1t didn't even
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occur to me that she might start
Su )

“But why the nitroglywsaiine?

“It’s indistinguishable from mor-
phine, in tablets like that. It dis-
solves like morphine. There are
plenty of coronaries on this fleor
getting morphine wheo might even
get some pain relief from the nlire
she gave them when she peeketed
the merphine. But Derierel was
different—its already disselved, in
sterile ampules, in selutien. And
in the emergeney tray Fight in the
same drawer, anether drug, alse
disselved, in sslutien, i identieal
ampules.” He sighed and rubbed
his ferehead. “I knew last Right
that she must be substituting €e-
ramine for Demersl. A powerful
eardige stimulant. AS geed & way
te kill 8 man with 7 siek, weak:
ened heart mMusele as a Bullet
threugh- the Brain. She's HRASWBE:

THE MIND

gdly Hsed it Befgre apd ggt aw
with it This Hme §Hs§%\1§l§%€i
man Whe was 3 little 198 sk

Gibby sighed and turned back
to her coffee. “Feels funny,” she
said. “It’s such a relief to have it
over—but now there's nothing to
watch.”

“Come watch a movie with me
tonight, then. You need a rest.
There’s one downtown that will
rest you just fime.”

‘ioh?ll

“They say it’'s a great picture,*
said Ned Thompson. “All about
this doctor that strangles his pa-
tient, see—"
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ABEL WALSH STARED UNHAPPILY AT
the body sprawled in the
barnyard. It lay face down in fallen
leaves, one leg angled, the other
stretched back until the heavy, ma-
nure-caked boot touched the wall
of the barn. Theee were brown
leaves on the grizzled hair and
over the baek, and one leaf that
was dyed at the edges near a hele
iR the dirty gfa?/- sweater, The
newly risen sun slanted aeress the
enelasure, threwing shadews frem
8 wind-stripped Oak against the
faee of the Barn, but it was pallid
light with ne warmth iR it fef
158 2nd the twe men Beside hif.

The sheriff's unhappiness had
nothing to do with the cold, nor
with sentiment for the dead Matt
Keeshaw. It sprang from the hum-
bling suspicion that this was some-
thing he couldn’t handle, that ne
gfevlous experlence had prepared

Im te eope with murder, It was
iFritating te knew that Dee Haas-
lew weuild agree; the doubt A the
eerener's eyes had inereased the
sheriff’s ewn self-distrust.

He lifted his head and turned
to the big farmer in milk-splashed
overalls and windbreaker.

“What brought you down here
so early, Mullkar”*
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“He’s my brother-in-law, ain't
heP” retorted the farmer, as
though that were answer enough.
“I found him and called you from
the house, then waited till you
come. Now I got to get back and
finish the ehores.”

Walsh looked beyond the yard to
the farmhouse and its smokeless
chimney.

“Wheere’s his wifke?”*

“Don’t you read the
asked the doctor. “Tihey buried her
yesterday. Pneumonia. Nancy and
I were in high school
Lotd, what a long time age! She
was a pretty little thlng, full of
laughter.”

“Not now she wasn't,” growled
Muller. “Not after fourteen years
with him. Look, Sheriff, I told you
I have chores waiting. Hunt me
up at home if you need me.”

He turned on his heel, ignoring
the coroner’s disapproving stare,
jurmped into a pick-up, and rattled
off down the driveway. The dry
leaves rustled, stirred by a puff of
wind. Beyond the barb-wire fence
a red cow mooed piteously, beg-
ging rellef for overloaded udder
and eozing teats.

“A chore that's waited too long,*
remarked the coroner. “She’s hurt-
ing, poor beast.” He blew his fin-
gers for warmth, then thrust them
deep in his overcoat pockets.
“Come on, Walsh, let's finish this
up before I freeze.”

Funiatli! thought the sheriff. I
dom'’t evem know how to stert.
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Pride stiffened him. Pul} your-
selff togettierr—eddo sometihing, any-
thimg at all. He stooped and lifted
the stained leaf. It came reluctantly,
bringing gray fibers from the
sweater, He brushed off the ethef
leaves and theught ef the wind
that had siripped an eak tree and
threwn a Brewn eeverlet ever beih
the yard and the eerpse.

“Here’s your weapon,” Hanslow,
tramping to keep warm, had made
a discovery. “Matt’s own rifle, by
the nameplade.”

Walsh lifted the gun by the stock,
then, remembering fingerprints,
hurriedly shifted his hold to the
trigger guard. He propped it
against the barn and said, “There’ll
be a bullet somewhere,” and felt
the wall untll he found 1t. He dug
It eut with his knife, juggled it
theughttully, then drepped it inte
his peeket. "Okay,” he said. “Let's
tura him ever”

Tihey rolled the body off the bare
ground and onito a drift of leaves.

Hanslow gasped. “Look at his
face! He knew, poor devil.” Then
the doctor's fingers moved swiftly,
unfastening buttons, probing the
weound.

Walsh asked without much hope,
“Amy chance he did it bimsdf>

“Not Matt Kershaw! And don’t
ask me when—he'’s been lying in
frost all night. Probably not later
than seven yesterday evening, and
certainly not earlier than areund
five because I was doewn here talk-
ing te him.”
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“I didn't know you knew Ker-
Shm.”

“I didn't, but I knew Nancy and
once I even imagined I was in love
with her, in the idiotic way boys
do imagine they are in love. She
didn’t reelproeate, worse luek, so
1 weeed the family, Ran dewn te
the farm oA Saturdays and blis-
tered my palms heeing her father's
weeds. 1 was iR eellege when she
get married. The Rews threw e
inte 2 twe-day drunk and a bitter
FeRuneiatien of all weomen. Life is
teugh fer kids”

“You married yourself,” com-
mented the sheriff.

“Puppy love doesn't last. Being
coroner and staff doctor at the hos-
pital keeps me pretty busy. I'd al-
most forgotten Nancy until I read
the funeral notice, but for . old
times' sake I dropped in on the
services.”

“Matt asked you home after the
funerall?”

“He did not. I came,” said Hans-
low disgustedly, “because I was a
sentimental fool. I couldn't get
Nancy out of my head. I wallowed
in tender memories. After finishing
at the hospital I drove out to see
the grieving widower. God knows
why. I suppose I theught we eould
weep together, A mlstake, because
Matt wasn't grleving—net mueh he
wasa't.”

Walsh looked down at the body
on the leaves. “Was he out here?"

“No, in the barn, feeding the
horses. He was shedding no tears

and made it offensively plain that
he desired no consolation. I washed
out sentiment and came home. For-
tunately, as it happened, because
Belle had invited company for din-
ner.”

“You left here at five?"

“THeneatbouts. Muller may know.
That’s his pasture beyond the stub-
ble field and I saw him on die
hill driving home his cows. Here's
the wagon come for Kershaw.”

Men in overalls picked up the
body and, whistling cheerfully, car-
ried it in a basket to the waiting
van.

“Sic transit Kershaw," -mur-
mured the doctor. He pulled
thoughtfully at his lower lip.
“That’s the first homicide since ei-
ther of us took office. Are you
worriedi?”

“A little,” confessed the sheriff.

Wornizd—but not so much as be-
fore, because of what he'd picked
up just by keeping his eyes open
and noticing things. Maybe he
wouldn't get very far, but at least
he new had a start.

Hanslow zippered his bag. “I'll
be getting back to town.” He
winced as the cow, bellowing now,
swung sideways to rake her flank
against the barbed wire, “Fot God's
sake, Walsh, put that peor brute
eut of her misery.”

Walsh stripped the cow—giving
the milk to the hogs for want of
a human recipient—and then
turned the horses out to pasture.
It did net seem to him incongru-
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ous that a county official should
postpone his own job to finish a
dead man's chores, because as a
countryman he knew that was the
way It had to be on a farm. Neither
erlsls ner calamity can break the
fhythm ef farm life. Cheres went
68 at their appeinted tifmes In spite
of illness or daylight saving—er
even murder. The rhythm neither
guickened ner slewed; it was as
immutable as the rhythm ef the
earth itself. Outsiders, aeeistomed
te gulek’: ehanges and HAgven pace
seldem understod this: Dr. Hans-
low had theught it edd that the
sheriff had allowed Muller {8 re:
IWrR home 8 HRish what Rad 8
Be d6Re:

But Muller must be questioned
sometime and Walsh now set out
to find him. He worked at the
problem while his hands automati-
eally guided the car along the
country road between stubble fields
and rolllng, oak-dotted pasture
land. Muller had been en the hill
near the barn, He eould have seen
the murderer, 6r he eould have
shet Kershaw himself. Either way,
what he said—er what he didn't
say—weuld be imperiant. But the
sheriff had never seen Muller be:
fere that merning=se hew esuld
he tell if the farmer was lying if
he didn't knew hew the man acted
when he was telling the truth?
The sheriff wished He knew mere
sbout Muller, that he'd had the
Sense 18 ask Hamslew about Bim.

He could have learned a lot about
Nancy’s brother from Dec, only
like a fool he hadnt thought to
ask. Walsh sighed, depressed anew
by the conviction of his own inade-
quaey.

A mailbox, black-lettered ED
MUILERBR, jutted into the road.
Walsh braked and studied the
white house at the end of the drive,
liking the green window-trim, the
chrysanthemums bleoming by the
steps, the shade trees that blecked
a view of the barn. He lowered his
eyes te the drive and grunted ap-
preval ef the smeeth, graveled bed.

He parked at the house, not be-
cause he expected to find Muller
indoors in mid-morning, but be-
cause talking to the wife might
help Walsh’s understanding of the
husband. If there was a wife. He
wasn't even sure of that.

There was. He found her in
the backyard hanging out the wash.
She was a flat-chested, sharp-fea-
tured woman who heard his er-
rand without stopping her work,
and then said that Ed was at the
barn.

She asked grudgingly, “Want I
should call him on the extemdian

“Ill find him, thanks” He
sensed hostility and worked to
counter it. “You got a pretty place,
flowers and all, and everything so
neat. Must take a heap of werk.”

He had touched the right chord.
She tossed her head and said
proudly, “Werxk or not, that's how
I like it. So does Ed. Even in bad
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times—that drought five-six years
back—even then Ed never let
things get run dowmn.”

“The drought hit you haudi?

“It hit everybody hard. But we
come through all right.”

Walsh hunkered down by the
clothes basket and held up a mini-
ature pair of jeans.

“How old's the boy”™"

“Going on four. That’s another
reason. No matter what, that kid's
going to remember a decent home.
Good house, nice garden, clean
fields, and straight fences. Not
weeds and tln cans and an old
shack like soime.”

“It'll be a good memory,” said
the sheriff, rising.

As he turned to leave she asked
abruptly, “You know who did for
Matt?™

“I’m working on it.”

The thin lips tightened. “Don’t
work at it too hard. Matt was a no-
good.”

Ed Muller switched off the ig-
nition and climbed reluctantly out
of the pick-up.

“Let’s get it over quick. Every-
thing’s behind this morning, and
I got to get back to Kershaw's."

“I took care of the cow and the
horses and the hogs. Anything
else?”

“Thhanks,” said the farmer, ob-
viously relieved. “No, that's all till
evening. There’s been a wire sent
to Matt's son by his first wife, but
he can't get here till tomorrow.”

Walsh held out a key. “Better
keep this—I locked the house. If
Nancy and Doe were schoolmates,
she must have been a lot younger
than Matt. How come she married
a widower twiee her age””

Muller flared into sudden anger.
“Because she was a crazy kid and
couldn't see the meanness under his
soft-soaping ways. Pa argued, but
when a girl’s nineteen she's of age.
Maybe if Ma'd been allve ‘tweuld
have been different. Fourieen years
of hell she got. Now Matt's dead,
and tee late to de Naney any geed.

1t ain't »ighs”
“It ain't right Matt should be
dead—not murdered, . anyhow.

Which is why I have to ask ques-
tions. When'd you ride past with
your oouss””

“To hell with the way he died!
I'll answer questions, I'm no fool
to buck the law, but I ain’t going
to break my neck trying to help
you none, It must have been late,
because the sun was low and it'd
turned eold, Maybe a mlnute or
twe after the 4:55 mall plane went
ever.”

“Did you see Mant?"

“You can't see into that .yard
from the hill—the barn hides it
and the oak tree. All you can see is
the house and the driveway, Any-
how, 1 ain't seen that skunk—alive
—sinee Naney’s funeral. Nior heard
hls squawky velee, neither, He
phened last night areund six thirty,
enly 1 was up here in the bara and
the wife teek the message.”
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“See anybody at all»*

“Omnly Doc rassling the gate at
the end of the drive. Right then
was when the wind first sprung
up. It pretty near tore the gate
away from him.”

“Why'd Matt phone yow?*

“Womndered if a couple of miss-
ing steers had broken into my pas-
ture.”

“Ihat why you went down this
mornimg?"

“No,” said Muller shortly.
“*Twas private Iusimess’”

“Wihen it’s murder nothing’s pri-
vate."

It was not easy to break down
the reserve that self-respect had
put up between a man's personal
concerns and prying outsiders.
Somehow it didn't seem decent.
The sheriff wondered if what
you got was worth the price, The
big farmer was new scowling sul-
lenly at the ground and repeating
that he was ne feel to buek the
law, The stery weuld esme—truth-
fully eneugh in sueh parts a5 Mul-
ler knew eeuld be eheeked=but
at best there weuld be evasiens and
emissiens, and in the telling ef it
2 desp Ruft to the Man's pride.

Still scowling, Muller said, “It
was this note he bought up for
money I'd borrowed to carry us
through the drought, I thought
to pay it off right away, but seems
like, every year there’s something

Short crops. Stock hit by black-
leg because of poor vaccine. Squir-

rels that ate off the barley . ... all
bad enough in the telling, but prob-
ably much worse in reality. Walsh
wondered how much the wife
knew. He pitied Muller's embar-
rassment and mendaciously in-
vented simllar misfortunes of his
6wnh.

“If you've been a farmer, you
understand,” said Muller, reas-
sured. “You know bad luck runs
in streaks sometimes—nobody’s
fault, it just does. The note's due
again pretty soon and yesterday
after the funeral Matt said he
weuldn’t renew. We'd had a row,
I'd teld him everwerk had put
Nangey iR her grave and ealled him
a damned wife killer, so he get
mean. 1 ain't get the meney, I'm
sirapped. Matter of faet, there's an-
gther nete at the bank.”

He had worried through a sleep-
less night, had even thought of sell-
ing out and trying elsewhere.

“Omly it's our home, we got a
feeling for it. I thought about leas-
ing but right now it's hard to find
renters. Come dawn, 1 decided to
try making a deal with Matt—let
him use some of the pasture for
free, of something like that. Only
he was already dead.”

“THene’s the som.”

“He won't give no trouble, I
know him. Listen, hustle this up,
will you? I got work—"

“Get along with it, then. I want
to visit with the neighbors,*

The sheriff called at farmhouses
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and talked to the farm women.
Everywhere he asked the same
questions, and always in the back
of his mind were thoughts- of a
blood-stained leaf and of a suffer-
ing eow that had raked her flank
agalnst barbed wire, At the fifth
heuse a breezy weran eonfessed
witheut shame te eavesdropping
6n the party line and teld him
what he Reeded t6 knew.

The sun was high when he re-
turned to the Kershaw farm. Here
he found one of his deputies shov-
eling a portion of the yard into a
cardboard box.

“Photographer just left,” re-
ported the deputy. “You're in luck.
The ground's just right—not too
hard, not too soft, I got it out all
in one chunnk.”

He fastened the box with
gummed paper and handed it to
Walsh who scribbled his initials
on the brown strip. The deputy
added his own, then carried the
shovel and bex to his ear and de-
parted, Walsh followed him with
his eyes untll the ear disappeared
areund a bend iR the driveway,
Then He eressed the stubble fleld,
erawled threugh the shx-wire fenee
that marked the beundary ef Mul-
ler's pasture, and elimbed the hill.

Halfway up the slope a cow path
meandered across the face of the
hill. Walsh stopped on the trail
and turned to look back across
brittle yellow stubble to where barn
and oak tree shut off all view of
the yard. He shifted his eyes to

the ugly, boxlike house some hun-
dred feet to the right of the barn,
then followed the length of curv-
ing driveway down to the heavy
wooden gate. Doe had had trou-
ble with that gate when the wind
sprang up.

He looked back at the house. He
had been through it that morning
before locking up, and in the
front hall he had seen the nails and
patch of faded wallpaper that
marked where Kershaw's gun had
hung. How long woeuld |t take a
man to get from the eew path te
the frent hall, grab the gun, and
sheak baek te the yard? d be
a step for the fenee, and prebably
anether t9 peek eautleusly arevnd
the eorner of the Barn. three
minutes altegether, give of take a
little either way.

Tlineee mimatess, thought Walsh;
now [ Rjpow who shott Keershaw,

He drove back to the county
seat and telephoned the coroner for
an appoiiniment.

“After dinner,” suggested Hans-
low. “Bellle’s going to some shindig
but I'll beg off. Il be a relief—
I'm sick of shindigs.”

Several hours later, in the doc-
tor’s comfortable study, the host
was glaring indignantly at his
guest. Between them a log fire
erackled cheerfully.

“Utter nonsense,” snorted the
doctor. “Ed hated Matt, sure—but
he wouldn't kill him! I know, I
know, you haven't said he did, but
you might just as well have. Metive
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and opportunity, you say. What op-
portunity? Because he rode past
with his cows? Matt's phone call
at six thirty knocks opportunity
into a cocked hat, but you say
anyone eotuld have Imitated hlis
sguawky velee, You fake the pre-
rous staternent that Mait
didn’t telephene beeause he was
already dead. Of all the idietie—
Ed phened himself, I suppese?
Anyhew, where's yeur evidientes?

“You didn’t give me time to tell
it,” said the sheriff mildly. “A let
of things point to Matt’s being al-
ready dead by then. The cow, for
one, She wasn't just a few hours
overdue, she was full te bursting.
She hadn'’t been milked for twenty-
feur heurs. Why? Hoerses, hegs,
and ene eew—that’s all the eheres
there were—and he was already
at the herses when yeu saw him.
If he was alive at six thirty, why
hadne e ke Ehe cop?”

Hanslow stared. “You call that
evidanee? He swung out of his
chair, walked across. to the bar,
and mixed two highballs. He
handed one to Walsh.

“Deoctor’s prescription. You're
tired and can’'t think straight or
you'd realize that almost anything
could have interfered. Maybe the
ecow had wandered off. Or the
herses had broken leese. Or Matt
had a dizzy spell. I den't know
=l just knew yeu ean’t make a
timetable en the evidence of ene
unmilked eowr.”

Walsh sipped his drink grate-
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fully. He wasn't really tired, just
depressed. A while back, up there
on the hill, he'd felt pretty pleased
with himself. He'd forgotten about
all the mess that had to follow—
“It wasn't just the cow. There’s
something else that I'll explain
later. I'm telling this bit by bit the
way it worked out. At first I
thought Muller'd made up that
phone eall, but he didn’t. I found
a woman who'd listened in. She'd
recognlzed  Matt's  veice—or
theught she had—and what it said
was just abeut what Ed had teld
fAe. But there’s an exiensien be-
tween Muller’s heuse and the barn
56 he eould have made the eall
himself. Bor an alibi it weuld have
Been better if he pieked somebe
Besides his ewn wife, but he might:
R't have theught of that. He apd
Ris wife are pretty elose; mest likel
she'd come t8 His mind first. Bt
1 d9 kngw that Mait didn't call
because he was already dead: 88
% eiéf/igw when he was Killed, apd
“How is easy—he was shot. But
when?” Hanslow smiled ironical-
ly. “Don’t strain my credulity. Did
you read it in the cards, or was it
the Lord Almighty who told youw?”
“I never thought of that,” said
Walsh slowly. “The last, I mean.
Maybe that's it. When a dumb
cluck like me doesn’t know what
to do, maybe God dess speak out
to point the way to truth. Not in
words. But through things. Like a
leaklng udder, Of a bullet hole in
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a barn. Or dead leaves. Or a body
in the wrong place.”

“It can't be the highball,” mused
the doctor. “It wasn't that strong.
What are you talking alvowtt””

“Im talking about footmarks
under the leaves that show where
two men had stood, one against
the barn, the other some yards in
front. They stood for maybe five
minutes. I'm talking about a mur-
der that was like an execution.
This morning the sun shone full
on the barn, but in late evening
there'’d be shade. A man wouldn't
stand against a shadowed wall, net
6R a bitter evening when the suR
was lew. But if semebedy with a
fifle ferced Him to—semebed
with murder IR his heart but wit
a efagy idea of justice in his mind
=#hen he'd stahd there, waiching
EHS_EH%Q@E finger, dying ten deaths
while his sins were told ever and
ever and sentenee fnally passed”

“You mean Ed had some fantas-
tic notion of avenging his sister?
That’s impossible—Ed isn’t the
melodramatic type. Anyhow, I
maintain Matt was killed later.”

“With dead leaves all over the
yard and all over the body—but
nome undemeeth?? We rolled him
over and the ground was bare.
With the ground bare underneath
his body, that means he was killed
beffoee the wind eame up—but net
so long before but what the bloed
was still wet enough te staln one
of the leaves. No, he was not kllled
by Muller=Muller eeuldn’t have

got there in time. He was still on
the hill, because he saw you at the
gate and the hill’s the only place
you can see around that bend in
the driveway. There was a chance
somebody hid in the house till you
were gone, the only ene Muller
might have seen and not reported.
His wife would de a let to save
that geed heme and have seeufity
for their bey.”

“Not Kate Muller. It just could-
n't have beemn.”

“It wasn't, because right then she
was delivering eggs to a neighbor,
I talked to the woman who bought
them. That leaves only one per-
son. Doe,” said the sheriff dejected-
ly, “why did you do it? Because
of Naney?

For a moment the doctor sat
very still. Then, unsmiling, lie
lifted his glass in salute.

“I underrated you, Walsh.” He
emptied the glass and rolled it be-
tween his hands. “Yes, Nancy. I
lied about it being puppy love. It
was real. Fuany hew the real thing
sticks long after you think yeu've
forgotten, Yoeu plug away at werk
you like, yeu marry a weman whe
fakes you comfertable and sees
that yeu meet the right peeple, yeu
g@i ahead. DamA it, yeu're even

appy. TheR ene day yeu read of
the death of a farm girl yeu
haven't seen for feurieen Ears, and
suddenly Rething else matters”

He went to the bar, poured him-
self a stiff shot, drank it, then re-
plenished the glass.
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“I saw her in the coffin. Not my
Nancy, but a thin, worn-out old
woman. Old—at thirty-three. 1
went to Kershaw's to find out
why, I tried the house first, and
when nobody answered the door 1
pushed it epen and ealled out . . .
I feund him in the barn, A vile
brute, Naney had been a bad bat-

aln te him— he admitted it and

e bragged that new he eeuld get
s6meene yeunger _aﬁd stronger. 1
den't remember ?@mg bask for the
?HH; just that all at enee I had it

herded him against the barn and
fold him why he had e die. He=
he was frightened. Ed didn't hear
fhe shet=a plane Hew over just
then. hening was as muel an
alibl for £d 25 f8 mei | wouldR't
want peor Ed 8 Rave troble”

“Is this a confession ?”

“You've no witness. I'm safe
enough—if . that's what 1 want. [
don’t know—I wiped the gun. I
was at home with guests from six
oclock on. Ed and your farm
woman will swear that It was Matt
whe telephoned.”

“Tte leaves say different.”

“You say there were none under
the body. I can say there were.
You've made mistakes, Walsh. You
let Ed go here before we turned
the bedy, and yeu forget abeut
teehnielans, so there are A phete-
graphs. It ean be yeur werd
agalnst mine.”

“I was pretty dumb,” admitted
the sheriff. “But I caught on later.
We've got molds of the footprints

and pictures of the ground where
he’'d bled, and we have a piece of
the ground dug up ready for  the
D.A. Oak leaves are waterproof,
Doc. Blood could spill ever them
and leak through eracks—but it'd
be spetty, aet 1A ene big pateh like
this. Yout werd wen't stand
against all that.”

“I see,” said the doctor. “I didn’t
know that about oak leaves.” He
gulped his drink and rose to lean
against the mantel.

He said at last, “Matt was a
skunk. Who cares if somebody
shoots a skuk?’

“You do, Doc. When a temper-
ate man tries to drink himself
blind he cares a lot.”

Yow care becassee youw're no irue
muvdbreer, just a decent: kindly
man who lost his headl, You core
becaunte you're a doctar;, and your
joip is to save lives, not take :Hem.,
Wik the real bad boys, the foughl-
ies, the only woiry weidl be Hot
to gt eauglis. For a sensitive Man
like you Ik woullll be seomething
dewpsr. Dvinidogg wouliDit Al
mucn, you'd stll have o live Wit

it I» prson oF oub, it Meldd
@ be with yow. Tl veuig
Be e Fedl PWRISTSRAT=DAb: bars

But e fock Hiak i et Aays
e With V&Y.

The sheriff wanted to tell Doc
that he understood, but he couldn’t
find the right words.

He cleared his throat.

“Okay,” he said, “Doc, get your
hat and let's go.”
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ACH MORNING AT SEVEN THIRTY

the alarm clock on the table be-

side their bed awakened the Stemlers

to perform their daily comedy —a

comedy that varied from week to week
in degree only.

Louis Stemler, disregarding the
still-ringing clock, leaped out of bed
and went to the open window, where
he stood inhaling and exhaling with a
great show of enjoyment — throwing
out his chest and stretching his arms
voluptuously. He enjoyed this most
in the winter, and would prolong his
stay before the open window until his
body was icy under his pajamas. In
the coast city where the Stemlers
lived the morning breezes were chill
enough, whatever the season, to make
his display of ruggedness sufficiently
irfitating to Pearl.

Meanwhile, Pearl had turned off
the alarm and closed her eyes again
in semblance of sleep. Louis was rea-
sonably confident that his wife was
still awake: but he could not be
certain. So when he ran inte the bath-
room to turn on the water in the tub,
he was none too quiet.

He then re-entered the bedroom
to go through an elaborate and com-
plicated set of exercises, after which
he returned to the bathroom, got
into the tub and splashed merrily —
long enough to assure any listener
that to him a cold bath was a thing
of pleasure. Rubbing himself with
a coarse towel, he began winisting:
and always it was a tune reminiscent
of the Fitst World War. Just now
Keep the Home Fives Burning was his
choice. This was his favorite, rivaled

1022 Hy Dadicl emmett; ranoend

78



THE BARBER AND HIS WIEE 79

only by "Till We Meet Agaiin, though
occasionally he rendered Katy, Wihat
Hre You Going to Do to Hellp the Boys,
or How've You Going to Keep Them
Dowmn on the Favm. He whistled low
and flatly, keeping time with the
brisk movements of the towel. At
this point Pearl would usually give
way to her irritation to the exient
of turning over in bed, and the
rustling of the sheets would come
pleasantly from the bedroom to her
husband's ears, This morning as she
turned she sighed faintly, and Leuls,
his eager ears eatehing the sound, felt
a glow of satisfaction.

Dry and ruddy, he came back to
the bedroom and began dressing,
whistling under his breath and pay-
ing as little apparent attention to
Pearl as she to him, though each was
on the alert for any chance opening
through which the other might be
vexed. Long practice in this sort
of warfare had schooled them to
such a degree, however, that an
opening seldom presented itself, Pearl
was at a decided disadivantage in
these morning encounters, inasmuch
as she was on the defensive, and her
only weapon was a pretense of sleep
in the face of her husband's posturing.
Louis, even aside from his wife’s
vexation, enjoyed every bit of his
part in the silent wrangle; the pes-
sibility that perhaps after all she was
really asleep and not witnessing his
display of manliness was the enly
damper on his enjoyment.

When Louis had one foot in his
trousers, Pearl got out of bed and

into her kimono and slippers, dabbed
a little warm water on her face, and
went into the kitchen to prepare
breakfast. In the ensuing race she
forgot her slight headache. It was
a point of honor with her never to
rise until her husband had his trousers
in his hand, and then to have his
breakfast on the table in the kitchen
— wihare ate it — by the dime
he was dressed. Thanks to the eare
with whieh he knotted his necktie,
she usually succeeded. Louis's aim,
of course, was to arrive in the kitchen
fully dressed and with the mernin
paper In his hand before the fmea
was ready, and to be extrermely affable
over the delay, This merning, as a
eoneession to a new shirt —eaawhiite
sl ene with bread eerise stripes —
he went In te breakfast witheut his
eeat and vest, surprising Pearl In the
aet of peuring the esffee.

“Brealkfast ready, pet?" he asked,

“It will be by the time you're
dressed]” his wife called attention
to his departure from the accepted
code.

And so this morning honors were
about even .....

Louis read the sports pages while
he ate, with occasional glances at his
cerise-striped sleeves. He was stimu-
lated by the clash between the stripe
and his crimson sleeve-garters. He had
a passion for red, and it testified to the
strength of the taboos of his kind that
he did not wear red neckties.

“Hiow do you feel this morning,
pet? he asked after he had read
what a reporter had to say about
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the champion’s next fight, and before
he started on the account of the
previous day'’s bail games.

“All gl

Pearl knew that to mention the
headache would be to invite a dis-
play of superiority masked as sym-
pathy, and perhaps an admonition
to eat more beef, and certainly one
to take more exercise; for Louis,
never having experienced any of the
ills to which the flesh is heir, was,
naturally enough, of the opinion that
even where such disorders were really
as painful as their possessors’ manners
would indicate, they could have been
avoided by proper care.

Breakfast consumed, Louis lighted
a cigar and addressed himself to
another cup of coffee. With the
lighting of the cigar Pearl bright-
ened a little. Louis, out of considera-
tion for his lungs, smoked without
inhaling; and to Pearl this taking of
smoke into the mouth and blowing it
forth seemed silly and childish. With-
out putting it into words she had
made this opinion known to her
husband, and whenever he smoked at
home she watched him with a quiet
interest which, of all her contrivances,
was the most annoying to him. But
that it would have been so signal an
admission of defeat, he would have
given up smoking at home.

The sports pages read — with the
exceptions of the columns devoted
to golf and tennis — Louis left the
table, put on his vest, coat, and hat,
kissed his wife, and, with his con-
sciously buoyant step, set out for his

shop. He always walked downtown
in the morning, covering the twenty
blocks in twenty minutes — a feat to
which he would allude whenever the
opportunity arose . . .

Louis entered his shop with a feel-
ing of pride in no wise lessened by six
years of familiarity. To him the shop
was as wonderful, as beautiful, as it
had been when first opened. The row
of green and white automatic chairs,
with white-coated barbets bending
over the shrouded occupants; the cur-
tained alcoves in the rear with white-
gowned manicurists in attendance;
the table laden with magazines and
newspapers; the clothes-trees; the
row of white enameled chairs, at this
heur helding ne waiting customers;
the two Negro bootblacks in their
white jackets; the clusters of colored
bottles; the smell of tonics and soaps
and steam; and around all, the sheen
of spotless tiling, porecelain and paint
and pelished mirrors. Louis stood just
within the deer and basked In all this
while he acknowledged his employees’
greetings. All had been with him for
fiere than a year new, and they
ealled him “Leu” In just the correet
tone of respectful famillarity —a
telbute beth te his pesition In thelr
werld and te his gemality.

He walked the length of the shop,
trading jests with his barbers —
pausing for a moment to speak to
George Fielding, real estate, who
was having his pink face steamed
preparatory to his bi-weekly mas-
sage — and then gave his coat and hat
to Percy, one of the bootblacks, and
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dropped into Fred’s chair for his
shave. Around him the odor of lotions
and the hum of mechanical devices
rose soothingly. Health and this . . .
where did those pessimists get their
stuff?

The telephone in the front of the
shop rang, and Emil, the head-barber,
called out, “Your brother wants to
talk to you, Low.”

“Teell him I'm shaving. What does
he wantt??”

Emil spoke into the instromemt;
then, “He wants to know if you can
come over to his office some time this
mormimg,”

“Tell him ‘all right!'

“Another big deal?" Fielding asked.
“You'd be surprisad]”’ Louis re-
plied, in accordance with the tradi-
tional wit of barbers.

Fred gave a final pat to Louis's
face with a talcumed towel, Percy
a final pat to his glowing shoes, and
the proprietor stepped from the chair
to hide the cerise stripes within his
coat again.

“I'mn going over to see Ben,” he
told Emil, “I’ll be back in an hour
or so*

Ben Stemler, the eldest of four
brothers, of which Louis was the
third, was a round, pallid man, always
out of breath —as if he had just
climbed a long flight of steps. He was
district sales-manager for a New York
manufacturer, and attributed his
moderate success, after years of strug-
gling, to his doggedness in refusing- to
accept defeat. Chronic nephritis, with

which he had been afflicted of late
years, was more truly responsible for
his increased prosperity, however. It
had puffed out his face around his
protuberant, fishy eyes, subduing
their prominence, throwing kindly
shadows over their fishiness, and so
giving to him a more trustworthy
appearance.

Ben was dictating pantingly to
his stenographer when Louis entered
the office. “Yaur favor of the . .
would say , . . regret our inability
to comply . . . your earliest con-
venience.” He nodded to his brother
and went on gasping. “letier to
Schneidet . . . are at a loss to under-
stand . . . our Mr. Rese . , .”

The dictation brought to a wheez-
ing end, he sent the stenographer out,
and turned to Louis.

“How’s everything?' Louis asked,

“Could be worse, Lou, but I don't
feel so gomdi™

“Thouble is you don't get enough
exercise. Get out and walk; let me
take you down to the gym; take cold
baths.”

“I know, I know,"” Ben said wearily,
“Mimythe you're right. But I got some-
thing to tell you — something you
ought .to know — but [ don't know
how to go about telling you. I — that
ls _’ﬂ

“Spit it out!” Louis was smiling,
Ben probably had got into trouble of
some sort.

“It’s about Pearl!” Ben was gasping
now, as if he had come from an un-
usually steep flight of steps.

“Well?” Louis had stiffened in his
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chair, but the smile was still on his
face. He wasn't a man to be knocked
over by the first blow. He had never
thought of Pearl's being unfaithful
before, but as soon as Ben mentioned
her name he knew that was it. He
knew it without another word from
Ben; it seemed so much the inev-
itable thing that he wondered at his
never having suspected it.

“Well?" he asked again.

Unable to hit upon a way of break-
ing the news gently, Ben panted it out
hurriedly, anxious to have the job off
his hands, “I saw her night before last.
At the movies. With a man. Norman
Becker! Sells for Litz & Aulitz. They
left together — in his car. Bertha was
with me — she saw ’em towl

He closed with a gasp of relief and
relapsed into wheezes.

“Night before last,” Louis mused.
“l was down to the fights — Kid
Breen knocked out O’Taole in the
second round —and I didn't get
home until after ome.”

From Ben’s office to Louis's home
was a distance of twenty-four blocks.
Mechanically timing himself, he found
it had taken him thirty-one minutes
— much of the way was '
pretty good time at that. Louis had
elected to walk home, he told himself,
because he had plenty of time, not
because he needed time to think the
situation over, or anything of that
sort. There was nothing to think
over. This was a crystal-clear, tangible
condition. He had a wife. Another
man had encroached, or perhaps only
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attempted to, on his proprietorship.
To a red-blooded he-man the solution
was obvious. For these situations men
had . fists and muscles and courage.
For these emergencies men ate beef,
breathed at open windows, held mem-
berships in athletic clubs, and kept
tobaceo smoke out of their lungs. The
extent of the encroachment deter-
mined, the rest would be simple.

Pearl looked up in surprise from
the laundering of some silk things.

“Where were you night before
last?' His voice was calm and steadty.

“At the movies" Pearl’s voice was
too casual. The casual was not the
note she should have selected — but
she knew what was coming anyway.

“Who wiidtin?"

Recognizing the futility of any at-
tempt at deception, Pearl fell back
upon the desire to score upon the
other at any cost — the motive un-
derlying all their relations since the
early glamor of mating had worn off.

“With a man! I went there to meet
him. I've met him places before. He
wants me to go away with him. He
reads things besides the sporting-page.
He doesn't go to prizefights., He likes
the movies. He doesm’t like burlesque
shows. He inhales cigarette smoke.
He doesn't think muscle’s everything
a man ought to have Her voice
rose high and shuill.

Louis cut into her tirade with a
question. He was surprised by her
outburst, but he was not a man to
be unduly excited by his wife's dis-
play of nerves.

“No, not yet, but if I want to |
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will,” Pearl answered the question
with scarcely a break in her high-
pitched chant. “And if I want to,
I'll go away with him. He doesr’t
want beef for every meal. He doesn’t
take cold baths. He can appreciate
things that aren’t just brutal. He
doesi’t worship his body. He ”

As Louis closed the door behind
him he heard his wife's shrill voice
still singing her wooer's qualities.

“Is Mr. Becker in?' Louis asked
the undersized boy behind a railing in
the sales-office of Litz & Aulitz.

“Tihat’s him at the desk back in the
corner.”

Louis opened the gate and walked
down the long office between two
rows of mathematically arranged
desks — two flat desks, a typist, two
flat desks, a typist. A rattle of type-
writers, a rustling of papers, a drone
of voices dictating: “Your favor of

. . our Mr. Hassis . . . would
say . . ." Walking with his con-
sciously buoyant step, Louis studied
the man in the corner. Built well
enough, but probably flabby and un-
able to stand up against body blows.

He stopped before Becker’s desk
and the younger man looked up at
Louis through pale, harassed eyes.

“Is this Mr. Becker?"

“Yes, sir. Won't you have a seat?”

“No,"” Louis said evenly, “what
I'm going to say ought to be said
standing up.” He appreciated the
bewilderment in the salesman's eyes.
“I’'m Louis Stemlier!

“Oh! yes,"” said Becker. Obviously

he could think of nothing else to say.
He reached for an order blank, but
with it in his hand he was still at sea.

“I'm going to teach you,” Louis
said, “mot to fool around with other
men's wives”

Becker’s look of habitual harass-
ment deepened. Something foolish
was going to happen. One could see he
had a great dread of being made
ridiculous.

“Will you get up?" Louis was un-
buttoning his coat.

In the absence of an excuse for re-
maining seated, Becker got vaguely
to his feet. Louis stepped around the
corner of the desk and faced the
salesman.

“I'm giving you an even hresi*
Louis said, shoulders stiffened, left
foot advanced, eyes steady on the
embarrassed ones before him.

Becker nodded palitely.

The barber shifted his weight from
right to left leg and struck the younger
man on the mouth, knocking him
back against the wall. The confusion
in Becker’s face changed to anger. So
this was what it was to be! He rushed
at Louis, to be met by blows that
shook him, forced him back, battered
him down. Blindly he tried to hold
the barber's arms, but the arms
writhed free and the fists crashed
into his face and body again and
again. Becker hadin't walked twenty
blocks in twenty. minutes, hadn't
breathed deeply at open windows,
hadiv’'t twisted and lowered and raised
and bent his body morning after
morning, hadin’t spent hours in gym-
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nasiums building up sinew. Such an
emergency found him wanting.

Men crowded around the com-
batants, separating them, holding
them apart, supporting Becker, whose
legs were sagging.

Louis was breathing easily. He re-
garded the salesman's bloody face
with calm eyes, and saidi: “After this I
guess you wom't bother my wife any.
If I ever hear of you even saying
‘how do’ to her again I'll come back
and finish the job. Get me?”

Becker nodded dumbly.

Louis adjusted his necktie and left
the office.

The matter was cleanly and ef-
fectually disposed of. No losing his
wife, no running into divorce courts,
no shooting or similar cheap melo-
drama, and above all, no getting into
the newspapers as a deceived husband
— just & sanitills, matlly sslution of
the problem.

He would eat downtown tonight
and go to a burlesque show after-
ward, and Pearl's attack of nerves
would have subsided by the time he
got home. He would never mention
the events of this day, unless some
extraordinary emergeney made it
advisable, But his wife would know
that it was always in hils mind, and
that he had demeonstrated his ability
to protect what was his,

He telephoned Pearl. Her voice
came quietly over the wire. The
hysteria had run its course, then.
She asked no questions and made
no comment upon his intention of

remaining downtown for the evening
meal.

It was long after midnight when
he arrived home. After the show he
had met “Dutch” Spreel, the mana-
ger of “Quikland Kid McCoy, the
most promising lightweight since the
days of Young Tetey Sullivam,” and
had spent several hours in a lunch-
room listening to Spreel's condemna-
tion of the guile whereby the Kid had
been robbed of victory in his last bat-
tle—a victory to which the honest
world unanimously conceded his
fight, _

Louis let himself into the apart-
ment quietly and switched on the
light in the vestibule. Thiough the
open bedroom door he saw that the
bed was unoccupied and its surface
unruffled. Where was Pearl, then?
Surely she wasr't sitting up in the
dark. He went theough the rooms,
switching on the lights.

On the dining-room table he found
a note.

1 nevest wamt 10 see you again, you
brutes It wasjpst: like you — as bf beat-
ing Normam would do any goadl, I have
gone away with him.

Louis leaned against the table while
his calm certitude ran out of him. So
this was the world! He had given
Becker his chance; hadn’t taken the
advantage of him to which he had
been entitled; had beaten him se-
verely —and this was the way it
turned out. Why, a man might just
as well be a weakding!
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B Beisey Blake Still Alikve?

Hollywood, California

By Hallipmoodd standandks, Betseyy Hilde—ihe
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died at exactly the wromy time. But it hed
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lapsed without anybody etdng ex-

cited. So Steve had broken with
his agent after one of those stand-
ard “To hell with Hollywosd!”
routines and retreated to the beach.
Semetimes he thought he was ge-
ing to wrlte the Great Ameriean
Nevel, At other times, when the
feg relled in, he'd stand at the
windew and gaze dewn at the
water, thinking hew easy it weuld
be t8 jump:

Then he met Jimmy Powers, and
things got worse.

Jimmy Powers had a cottage
right down the line from the one
Steve had rented. He came rolling
up four or five nights a week in a
big new Buick convertible. He had
a nice collection of Itallan silk
suits, but when he was at the beaeh
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he preferred to lounge around in
matching shorts-and-shirts outfits,
all of which had his initials mono-
grammed on the pockets. Often he
came for the weekend, hauling a
case of champagne in the trunk of
the ear. On such oeeaslons Jimmy
was usually aceempanied by a
stoek-eontraet girl from the studie
where he was empleyed as a pub-
lie relatiens man.

The thing that got Steve down
was the fact that Jimey Powers
(Buick, silk suits, monogrammed
shirts, champagne and starlets) was
only twenty-three.

“How does he do it?" Steve
asked himself over and over. “The
guy's got nothing on the ball. He
can’t write for sour apples. He's
not even a good front man. It
isn’t charm, or personality, or good
leoks, or anything like that. What's
his secreat?”

But Jimmy Powers never talked
about his work at the studio; and
whenever Steve brought up the
subject, he’d switch to another
topic. But one evening, when both
of them had half a load on, Steve
tried again.

“How long you had this job,
Jimmy?”

This ume it worked.

“Almost three years.

“You mean you started when
you were twenty? Just walked into
one of the biggest outfits in the
business and snagged a public re-
lations joltb?”

“Thest’s rigint.”

“No previous experience? And
right away they let you do promo-

tion puffs on their top stars?”
“Ihat’s the way the ball
bounced.”

“I don't get it" Steve stared at
him. “How does a guy fall into
something like that?”

“Oh, it isn't so much, really,”
Jimmy told him. “Only three bills
a wedk

“Only three bills.” Steve grunt-
ed. “For a kid like you? I've never
come close to a steady three hun-
dred a week, and I've knoeeked
around the Industey for years,
What gives, Jimmy? Level with e,
De you knew-where the bedy is
buriedi®”

“Something like that,” Jimmy
answered. He gave Steve a kind of
funny look and changed the sub-
ject, fast.

After that evening, Jimmy Pow-
ers wasn't very friendly any more.
There were no further invitations
to the handsomely furnished eot-
tage. Then for about three weeks
Jimmy stopped coming dewn te
the beach altogether. By this time
Steve was actually in preduetien,
grlnding away at a beek.

He was hard at it that evening
in June when Jimmy Powers
knocked on his door.

“Hi, sweetheart,” he said. “Mind
if I barge im?*

At first Steve thought Jimmy
was drunk, but a double-take con-
vinced him that the guy was just
terribly excited. Powers paced up
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and down, snapping his fingers
like a cornball juvenile in an eex-
t-father routine.

“Still writing the Great Ameri-
can Novel, huh?” Jimmy said.
“Come off it, chum. Maybe I can
steer you onto some real moola.”

“Like three bills a weelk?" Steve
asked.

“Peanuts. I'm talking about big
money. The minute I hit this angle
I thought of youw.

“Very kind, I'm sure. What do
I have to do—help you stick up the
Bank of America ?”

Jimmy ignored the gag. “You
know where I just come from?
M.P.'s office. That’s right—for the
last five hours, solid, I've been
sitting in Mr. Big's office preaching
the Word. Ended up with cart
blank to handle the whele deal.
Any way I wand.”

“Wihat diead

Jimmy sat down then, and when
he spoke again his voice was softer.

“You know what happened to
Betsey Blake?” he asked.

Steve nodded. He knew what
had happened to Betsey Blake, all
right. Every man, woman, and
child in the United States had been
bombarded for the past two weeks
with news reports about the Bet-
sey Blake tragedy.

It had been one of those freak
accidents. Betsey Blake, the Screen’s
Blonde Baby, the one and only
Miss Mystery, was piloting her
speedboat just outside Catalina

, Channel around twilight on the

evening of June 2nd. According
to the reports, she was preparing
to enter the annual racing event the
following Sunday, to try for her
fourth straight win. Nobody knew
just what had happened beecause
there were ne witnesses, but ap-
parently her speedbeat rammed
into anether beat head:-en, killing
a Mr. Leuis Fryer of Pasadena
And herself.

Both boats had gone down im-
mediately, and divers were- still
making half-hearted efforts to recov-
er them from the deep water out-
side the choppy channel when, twe
days later, Fryers bedy was
washed up 6n a lenely beaeh. The
Aext day Betsey Blakes eorpse
fRade a farewell appearanee iR the
safne place.

Betsey’s identification took an-
other few days to be established
definitely enough to satisfy author-
ities, but there was no doubt abeut
it. The Blonde Baby was no more.

It was a big story, because The
Blonde Baby had been up there
for a long time. The “Miss Mys-
tery” tag had been pinned on her
when she first rose to prominence
in pictures, and she'd always lived
up to it, taking unusual care te
coneeal her private life, which Fu-
mer had It was just ene lurld
eseapade after another.

So the papers had had a field
day digging up her past. They
managed to ring in the name of
virtually every important male
star of the past twenty years. Some
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of the scandal sheets hinted that
they could also mention the names
of most of the studio set-dressers,
gaffers, and truck-drivers over the
same period.

“What happemsd?’ Steve asked
Powers. “Did your boss have a
heart adiaie”"

jimmy nodded. “Just about. Her
death puts us on a real spot. The
Friday before, she'd just finished
her part in Spkadfyr. Studio
wrapped the picture up, four mil-
llen bucks’ worth of Technicolor,
Super-Clnemascope, three top stars
=the works, It's all finished, ne
mere fretakes, the sets are struek,
the film is in the ean. And thea
Betsey kieks off.”

uS 0?”

“So? M.P. is sitting there with a
very cold turkey. Sure, if he could
push Spkmdfsr out to the exhibi-
tors right away, maybe he eould
eapitalize en the headlines a little.
But this is eur blggest pleture for
the year. We already set it up for
late Fall release, areund Nevem:
Bet, to eateh the heliday trade and
fake a bBid fer the Awards. Yeu
begin te see the grief? Comes Ne-
vember, and Betsey Blake will Be
dead six menths. By that time all
the excitement is ever. Wine's geing
t8 plunk dewn & dellar-twenty t8
§66 somebedy whe's putting euf
free IURER o the werms? M.P. has
I3 gress af least five millisn I8
Bredks even. Hews he geing {8 ds
b{?. S8 f9F the past twd weeks hes

ER BHFSIAG 2 feal Readache.

Takes a lot of aspirin to cure a
headache like that.”

“But where do you come in ?”

“Wiith the U.S. Marines,” Jimmy
said. “Here M.P, and all the big
wheels have been batting their
bralns out trying to come up with
an angle—naturally, they had te
juak the whele publicity eampalga
—and all the{’ve got for their palns
Is sweat. Well, I get busy, and te-
day 1 walked inte M.P.s offiee and
laid five millien petatees right iA
his lap=—taybe seven er eight.”

“You found a solugimm?” Steve
asked.

“Dammed right I found a solu-
tion! It was sitting there staring
them in the face all the time. I
say it—right on M.P.Ss wall, I
walked over and pointed to the
picture. That’s all, brother.”

“Picture on the wall?”
said. “Whose picture?”

Jimmy made with the dramatic
pause.

“Valentino.”

“Corne again?”

“Rudiolph Valentino,
heard of hium?”

“Sure I've heard of him.”

“Yeah. Well, chances are you
wouldn't have if some bright boy
hadn’t pulled the same stunt baek
in 26"

“What stwntt?”

“Vallentino went up like a sky-
rocket, but he was coming down
fast. Then, just when he'd finished
TWe Som of the Sheide— bingo! he
gets appendicitis or something and

Steve

You've
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croaks. So there the studio sits—
with a dead star and a dead flicker.
That’s when some genius pulled
a rabbit out of the hat.”

Jimmy Powers snapped his
fingers again. “Tiey staged the
most sensational funeral you ever
saw, Poured out the puffs abeut
the passing of the screen’s Greatest
Lover, Filled the newspapers,
jamimed the magazines, floeded the
esuntry with Valeatine. Made eut
that all the dames whe used to
flip ever him en the sereen were
soaking theif handkerchiefs new
that he was gene. By the time his
pieture was released they had ev:
eryBady so het t8 see it there was
A8 helding them. The picture and
fhe Fe-releases made so Much dough
EH@E svea me Val%mme sata{e 319

its debts and showed 2 Profit.
e é
?%liﬁ@ﬁ—- Sﬁﬂ QEQBH

Jimmy Powers grinned. “We:lll I
guess you get my angle. M.P. sure
latched onto it! And I pointed out
to him that we had an even better
deal going for us. Because we had
this Miss Mystery gimmick to play
with, and a real mysterlous death.
We can even start a story that
Betsev Blake Is still alive—siuff
like that.”

“But she was positively identi-
fied—"

“I know, I know! So was Booth,
and Mata Hari, and this Anasthe-
sia dame, or whatever her name

was, over in Russia. But the suck-
ers go for that angle. Is Betsey
Blake Still Allive? We plant articles
in all the rags. Maybe even pony
up some loot to get out special
ene-shets, Thi Bia¥e Mag-
aziae. You knew, like they did en
this kid Presley, and a let of others.
Hire seme kids te start Befsey
Blake fan elubs. Get some 6f the
high-prieed talent te write sob stuff
for the wemen's magazines. Like
hew Betsey Blake was & symbsl
6f Amerieah girlhosd”

“But she wasn't a symbol,” Steve
objected. “And she wasn’t exactly
a girl, either.”

“Sure, sure, she was past forty.
And 1 happen to know M.P.-was
going to axe her the minute her
contract ran out. But she was well-
preserved, you got to admit that,
and .a lot of the kids still went
for her. We can build it up—yes
sir, man, we €an build it wpl™

No doubt about it, Jimmy Pow-
ers was very excited. “And think
of what we can do with her pastl
Nobody has dope on her real
name, of just hew she get started
in show biz baek in the Thirties,
Wait'll Wl; get t@d m";%g en The beg
Beisoy Blaike an By B
Nepslyy Konsps”

The excitement was contagious.
In spite of himself Steve found
himself saying, “Say, that's a pos-
sibility, isn’t it? You might be able
to uncover all sorts of things.
Didn’t T onece hear a rumor that
she'd had an lllegitimate child



IS BETSEY BLAKE STILL ALIVE? 91

by some producer? And that she
was once married to—"

Jimmy Powers shook his head.

“No, that isn't the kind of stuff
we want at alll You hear that stuff
about everybody in the Industry.
I'm glving strict orders to lay off
any Investigation, get me? We'll
goek up eur ewn storles, Make any
kind of a past we want. Maybe
get her mixed up with some of
these mystie eults, you knew what
well have a balll”

“We? I thought this was just
your baby.”

“It is—M.P. gave me the green
light all the way. But it's a big job,
Steve. That’s why I thought of you,
sweetheart. You'd be a natural on
this - kind of ion—doing
some of the high-class stuff—like,
say, for those women's rags I men-
tioned. Se how's about it, Stevie-
burger? How'd you like to be a
gereat blg legendirmdiear?”

Steve sat there for a moment
without opening his mouth. And
when finally he did open it, he had
no idea what was going to come
out.

“You know Betsey Blake when
she was alive?” he asked.

“Of course I did. Handled most
of her promotion—Stalzbuck was
in charge, really, but I did a lot of
the work. I thought you knew
that.”

“I wasn’t sure.” Steve hesitated.
“Wihat kind of person was she,
really?”

Jimmy Powers shrugged. “An
oddball. What difference does it
make?”

“Was she friendly? Would you
say she was a kind person?

“In a way. Yes, she was. So why
the District Attorney bid?"”

“Because she's dead, Jimmy.
Dead and gone, in a tragic acci-
dent. And the dead should be al-
lowed to rest in peace. You can't
just go and pitch a sideshow over
her grave.”

“Wiho says I camitt?

It was Steve's turn to shrug. “All
right. I suppose you can. And
nothing I say is going to stop vou.
is #t?”

“Damned right it woum't™

Steve nodded. “Then go ahead.
But, in the classic phrase, include
me out. And thanks all the same. 1
can't be a ghoul.”

Jimmy stared at him. “So I'm a
ghoul, huh?” he muttered. “Well,
I've got news for you. I'm a ghoul
and you're a fool. A damned fool.”

“Kmock it off, please.”

“Okay.” Jimmy paused at the
door. “You were always asking me
what it takes to get along in this
racket. Well, Stevie, it takes guts,
that's what it takes. Guts to see
your blg opportunity when It
eomes along, and guts te follow
threugh. Guts that yeu haven't
get, Steviebey.”

“Maybe I was brought up dif-
ferently.”

Jimey laughed harshly, “You
can say that again! Brother, if you
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only knew how differendyl I got
the perfect training for this partic-
ular job, believe me. And just you
watch how I make good on it.”

Then he was gone, and Steve
tried to go back to work.

Jimmy stayed away from the
beach for a long time—right
through the height of the summer
season. Steve figured he was work-
ing on his promotion, but there
was no word from him.

Then the news started trickling
in. The trickle became a stream,
the siream became a fitaal.

The Betsey Blake legend burst
open the American public during
the latter part of August. By Sep-
tember the first magazines hit the
stands, carrying their planted sto-
ries. By October the specials were
out, the fan clubs were formed,
and the televislon people were
eombing their files for old klne-
scopes of Betsey Blakes few live
shews,

The whole thing was just as
Jimmy Powers had outlined it,
only more so. I Was Betsey Blede’s
Lastt Date vied for attention with
Thee Lowss of Betsey. And there
was The Tk Abasl:—, and The
Reall—, and Whatr TWey Don't
Dare Print Abailz—, and a hun-
dred others. The studie, mean-
while, was d@iﬂg an indefatigable
%ab ty m% Spladtsr. Betsey

lake in her last aﬂa greatest per-
fermanee! The greatest aetress of
the American screan!

On a different level there was
the Betsey Bla%e—hee Wiman
Nelinolyy Khasws approach. In this
series it was possible to learn that
Betsey Blake had herself been the
daughter of a reigning eelebrlty of
the silent screen, or of reyal Eure-
pean bleed, or merely a youngster
eut ef Hellywoeed High Seheel
whe deliberately set eut t8 fashien
a eareer for herself.

There were as many, and as con-
flicting, details as to her love life,
And there was much speculation
about why she had maintained
such an air of secrecy concerning
her personal affairs. She was a de-
veut ehurehgeer, she was a free-
thinker, she was a secret Satanist,
she dabbled in astrelegy, she at:
tended Veoodee eeremenies iR
Haiti, she was really an eld weman
whe had diseevered the secret ef
gternal yeuth. She was seeretly an
intellectual and her levers inelud:
ed mest of the celebrated literary
figures of sur generation; she was
aetually 8 shy, sensifive persan:
whe cBuldn't faee her ewn Image
BR fhe screen; she was a2 devoied
student of the drama whe had

1§HHEQ I8 refire from the screen

d estaplish her own fe QFEBFg
EH@E%EF She iSVSQ EHligF% %
i o il

hwngdmﬁf JﬁgigEg BBt half 2 dezen;
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All thls and much more, could
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be learned by any reader during
early fall.

But Jimmy Powers had prophe-
sied correctly when he said that
the mystery angle would prove to
be the most attractive part of the
legend. There was the Betsey
Blwtee Didl Noiz Di@l! theory, whieh
played up the ‘“strange eireum-
stanees’ suffeunding the ease, the
“unexplained disa anee” of the
twe beats, the “reluctance” of the
studie te exhibit the bedy iR a
publie funeral. This angle fastened
B8R every eoneeivable eireumstanee,
real or rumered, whieh esuld Be
gffered as “prosf.”

As November approached, the
volume and tempo of the articles
neared a crescendo.- For now the
Betsey Blake legend was public
property, and the fake fan clubs
had given way to real fan clubs.
Seme of the seandal rags were
printing the “inside story” and the
“real lowdown"= Blake had
been a tramp, she had been an al-
eehelie, she had started eut pesing
for “art studies” and werse—=but
nene of these allegatiens affested
the 18%6[-!6; Rather, they served t8
strengthen it. Te her grewing
army of devetees came the teen-
§§€F§; and that was the final vie
{oFy: Everyene frem eig Hgf
was Bred %}% awaiting the ad:
vet of Spkodes, on thelr local
SCEEERS:

JOC
[==3
umd
-+
@D
am
o2

It was early one night in No-
vember, as Steve sat typing the

second draft of his novel, that
Jimmy Powers reappeared.

Once again he hailed Steve from
the doorway, and once again Steve
thought he might be drunk.

This time, however, he had more
grounds for his suspicion, because
as Jimmy entered the room he
brought an alcoholic aura with
him.

“How ya doing, boy?” he shout-
ed

Steve started to tell him, but
Powers wasn't really listening.

“Guess I don’t have to tell you
how I'm doing,” he exclaimed. “We
open nation-wide next week, Na-
tion-wide, get me? No previews, no
test spots, no New York first run
—just solld beokings straight
across the beard., Every key elty,
and the highest pereentage of the
gross we ever seld a pisture for!
And whe did it, Stevie-burger?
Me, that's whe.”

Steve lit a cigarette to avoid hav-
ing to make any commeit,

“And don’t think the Industry
doesn’'t know it! Man, are the of-
fers pouring in. Of course, M:P.’s a
smart old buzzard—hes not going
to let -me get away from him.
Two grand a week, five years nen-
eaneellable, apd that's net all.
When the pie opens 1 get a benus.
Fifty Gs under the table. Yeu
imagine that? Fifty Gs, eash, that
nebeey will ever kiew abeut. Ne
taxes, HQEHIH%; Let me tell yeuy,
M.P. knews hew te make a ges:
ture. OF eeurse; it's werth it 8
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him. I been sweating blood on this
thing, Stevie. Nobody will ever
know the throats I had to cut—"

“Don’t tell me,” Steve said.

“Still playing it simon-pure, huh?
Well, that's okay by me, no hard
feelings. I just wanted you to know
what you missed out on, sweet-
heart. This was the biggest coup
of the century.”

“You can say that agaim.”

Both Jimmy Powers and Steve
stared at the woman in the door-
way. She was short, brown-haired,
and plump enough to fill out the
rather  bedraggled  slacks-and-
sweater eomblnation she was wear-
ing. Her feet were bare, and she
had some diffieulty balanelng en
thern, beeause she was ebvieusly
tight as a tiek,

“Wihat the hell—?" Jimmy began
as she weaved toward him with a
smirk.

“Saw you leave your shack just
as I came along,” she said. “So
I just sneaked in there by myself
and had a little drinkie. I eould
hear you talking over here, so I
thought why not come over and
join the paxtiy?”

“Mind telling me who you are?
Steve asked, a premonition grow-
ing in him.

The woman grinned and point-
ed at Jimmy Powers. “Ask him,”
she said.

Jimmy Powers just stood there,
his face going from red to white.

“No,” he said. “No, it isritit
can’t be—"

“The hell it isn't” said the
woman. “You know better than to
try and get away with that.”

“But what happened? Where
have you bean?”

“Took myself a little trip.” The
woman giggled. “It's kind of a
long sh-story.” She turned to Steve,
“Got anything to driik?”

Before Steve could answer, Jim-
my stepped forward. “You've had
enough,” he said. “Tell your story
and make it fast™

“All right, all right, hold your
horses.” Tihe woman flopped into
an armchair and for a moment
stared at the floor.

“I saw the papers, of course”
she said. “Tley got it all wrong.”

“Tien why didn't you do some-
thing?” Jirmy growled.

“Begause I was on a trip, re-
member? I mean I saw them all
right, but they were a couple of
months old.” She paused. “You
going to let me tell this my way?”

“Go ahead.”

“Sure, I cracked into this other
boat, like they said. Damn thing
running without a light, motor
throttled down so's I never heard
a- thing. This Louis Fryer was on
board, like they sald—I knew eold
Louie from 'way baeck, What the
papers didn’t know, of eeutse, I8
that he wasn’t alene. He rust
have pieked up seme tramp off
the beach, some blende fleozy
hanging areund the Yaeht Club.
Anyway, whea we hit she get It
tes. At least that's the way it fHg-
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ures. She got it and when her body
came lip they identified her as me.”

“And what happened to—”"

“I'm coming to that part. I
passed out, I guess. But I had
sense enough to hang onto the
bo ”»

“The boat went down. They
never found it.”

“Tihe boat didn't go down. And
the reason they never found it was
that it got picked up that night.
With me with it. Little Mexican
freighter spotted us just outside
the channel and hauled us on
board. Me and the boat. I was out
eold—guess I had a concussion.
When 1 eame te, I was 6n my way
te Chile”

“Chile?"

The woman nodded. “Sure,
Chile. That’s in South America,
you know? Valparaiso, Santi
we went everywhere. Tiese little
wildeat freighters, they take their
ewn good-natured time when they
make a trip. Besides, I sold the
beat dewn there for a good price.
Made eneugh to pay my way and
plenty left ever for tequila. Captaln
was a goed friend of mine. Whele
grew, for that matier, You see,
they didn’t ever eateh en 68 whe
I was. All they esuld see was a
Blende. At least; after 1 get anether
bettle of rinse and teuehed it up
2 bit” The weman ge&ufee te-
ward her tausled haif. “you knew
hew they fip fer & blonde” She
giggled 4g2iR.

Jimmy Powers stood up, “You

mean to tell me you've spent the
last five months helling around
on a freighter with a bunch of
Mex grease-momkeys?” he shouted,

“And why not? First real vaca-
tion I've had in-years. And believe
me, it was one long party. When I
found out in Santiago what the
score was, I thought the hell with
it, let 'em suffer. This was my big
chance to get off the hook for a
while and live a little. Se I lived.
But we ran eut of eash, the Cap-
taln and I, s6 when we docked at
Long Beaeh teday I eame ashore,
I knew M.P. weuld blew his staek
if 1 walked in en him eeld. 1 fig-
ured I'd see yeu first. Maybe we
€an eedl Up & publieity angle te:
gether, s6 when we hit M.B. he
wen't ge threugh the reof”

The woman turned -to Steve.
“You sure you haven't got a drink-
ie?” she asked. “Jeez, look at my
hair. Got to get to a beauty parlor
right away. Nobody'd recognize
me. Isn't that right, pal? Go ahead,
admit lt—you didn't recognize me
either at first, did you? Galned
fifteen peunds, halr grewn out.
And next week the pieture
epen—=="

“Thet’s right,” Jimmy Powers
said. “Next week the picture
opens.”

The woman stood up, swaying.
“One thing I got to hand you,*
she said. “You did a wonderful
promocdon job. Even in Chile they
knew all about it. And when I hit
tewn today, first thing I did was
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hike over to the magazine racks.
There I am, all over the place. A
wonnerful job.”

“Yeah,” said Jimmy.

“Well, don't just stand there.
Now you gotta do even a more
wonnerful job. Because I'm back.
That's the real topper, isn't it?
Wait until this one hits the good
old puthliid™

“Yeah,” said Jimmy.

“Of course, this time I'll be
around to help you. I got a line all
cooked up. The Captain, he won't
do any talking—hes shoving off
agaln for Mexico tomorrow morn-
ing. We ean handle it any way we
like. Hah, I ean just see the look
on the face of old Loule Fryer's
wife when she finds out he had a
blende en beard! But it's a axon-
nerldl story. Itll be a big needle
for the picture”

“Yeah,” said Jimmy.

She turned away and faced
Steve again. “How about that
drinkie, lovertimy”*

“I'll give you a drink,” Jimmy
Powers said. “Owver at my Dplace.
Come along now.”

“Betcha.”

He placed his arm around the
woman and guided her toward
the door. Then he paused and
looked at Steve. “Stick around, will
yow?” he said. “I want to talk to
you later.”

Steve nodded.

He saw them disappear into
Jimmy's cabin. It was the only
other cottage with lights on all

along the beach—November is off-
season.

He could even have listened and
caught some of their conversation.
But Steve couldn’t concentrate. He
was too busy calling himself
narnes.

Was this the woman he'd been
too noble to help turn into a
legend? Was her reputation worth
protecting at the sacrifice of his
own future? Jimarny had been right
—the trouble with him was he had
no guts. His ehance had come and
he'd muffed it. For what?

Steve was too wrapped up in
name calling to notice what time
it was Jimeny and the woman left.
When he finally glanced across
the way he saw that the lights of
the cottage had gone out.

Jimmy Powers had said he was
coming back. Where was he? Steve
started for the door. He was quite
sure Jimmy hadn't driven away,
because he weuld have heard the
sound of the ear.

Just then Jimmy came stumbling
up the walk. He seemed to have
taken on quite a bit more to drink.,

Steve said, “Wihat’s the matter?
Where's Betsey Blalke?”

“Who?" Jimmy staggered in the
doorway, then steadied himself
against the side of the screen. “You
mean the old bat who barged In
here? I hope you didn't go for that
line of malarkey she tried to hand
out.”

“But it figures, Jimmy. You can
check up on it—"
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“I don’t have to. When I got her
over to my place I started asking
a few questions and she broke
down. She was just running a
bluff—made the whole thing up.
She's no more Betsey Blake than
you are.”

“Whatl"

Jimmy Powers wiped his fore-
head. “I think she was figuring on
a shakedown. You know—come
out with the story just before the
picture’s set to break, and threat-
en to queer the works unless the
studie pays off” He shoek hls
head, “Amyway, it deesn’t mattef,
new.”

“You scared her offf”*

“No.” Jimmy gulped. “Don’t get
me wrong, pal. Nobody seared
her. She just left of her own free
will, and under her own steam.
You got to get that straight, see?
Because I—I think there’s been sort
of an aceident.”

“Accidemt?”

Steve stiffened, and Jimmy went
limp.

“I'm not sure yet. That’s why I
came over. I wanted you to come
with me and look—"

“Look at what? Where is sine?”

“Well, you must have noticed,
she was crocked, wasn't she? I
happened to be at the back win-
dow after she left, and I saw her
stumbling along the edge of the
cliff, like, I was all set to holler
at her—listen to what I'm telling
you, Stevie-boy, you got to get this
—I was all set to heller at her

when she sort of fell. Bingo, like
that, she’s gone.”

“You mean she .
a sixty-foot diroy™

Jimmy gulped again. “I know. I
haven't looked. I'm afraid to,
alone.”

“We'd better call the cops,” Steve
said.

“Yeah, sure. But I wanted to
talk to you first. Alone, see? I
mean, we call them, right away
they'll ask a lot of questions, Whe
was she, where did she come from,
what did she want areund Hhere?
You knew cops.”

“Tell them the trudh.™

“And queer the p:mnme?f’

“But you say she wasn't Betsey
Blake.”

“She wasn't, but the minute they
find out she efaimee! to be, the
whole campaign is in the soup.
Don't you understand, Steve? Peo-
ple will start wondering—was she
or wasn't she? 1 worked my tall
off building up a legend, and new
It ean all tumble dewn just be:
cause some dizzy old bag takes a
header off a eliff.”

Steve tried to get Jimmy Pow-
ers to meet his stare, but the blood-
shot eyes kept rolling. “What I
mean to say,” he was muttering, “is
why not just forget the whoele
thing?”

“But we've got to nodfy the au-
thorities. Who knows? She may
still be alive down there.” Steve
started for the phone.

“I know, I know. You got to tell

. But that's
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them. But she isn't alive, she could-
n't be. And all I want is that you
don't say anything about her com-
ing here tonight. Or that she said
anything. Make believe it never
happened. I just looked out the
window before I went to bed and
I netleed this beach bum stagger
ever the edge. Thats the way it
was. No harm dene, is there,
Steve? I rmean, leek at all that's at
stake.”

“I'm locking,” Steve said. “And
I'll think about it.” He went to
the phone and dialed. “Helllo, get
me police headquarters. I want to
report an aceident . . .”

He didn’t waste words. No de-
tails—a woman had apparently fall-
en over the cliff, such-and-such an
address; yes, he'd be waiting for
them.

When Steve hung up, the pub-
licity man expelled his breath in a
deep sigh.

“Thet’s the way to do it,” he
said. “You handled it just right. I
won't forget you, Stevie-boy.”

“I'm still thinking,” Steve said.
“Wihen they get here I'll make up
my mind what to say.”

“Now, liss¢an-"

“You listen to me. What makes
you so sure that woman wasn’t
who she claimed to be? No, don’t
give me that blackmail argument
again. Nobody gets drunk when
they're out to pull a shakedow.”
He walked over to Jimey Powers.
“Let me ask you anether guestion.
Suppese she really was Betsey

Blake. Then what? Why couldn't
you have made the announcement
tomorrow, the way she said?
Think of die sensation it would
have made, what it would have
done for the picture.”

Jimmy drew back against the
door. “To hell with the picture,”
he said. “Its me I'm thinking
about. Don't you understand that,
meat-head? This is my promodon,
mine all the way. I cooked it up.
I nursed it. It's my baby, and
everybody ln this tewn knows it.
The pleture’s genna be a smash,
and whe gets the eredit? Me, that's
whe.

“Figure it your way and see
what happens. So she breaks the
story, and there's a sensation all
right. Maybe even a bigger sensa-
tion, a real sockeroo. But it's not
golag to do die picture any more
goed—we've got It made already,
just the way It Is. And so Betsey
Blake turas up alive, then what?
She’s still an eld bag—she ean't
play leads any mere, net even if
they phetegraph Her threugh a
serim to take the wrinkles eut.
Alive, she's just a riddle-aged
tramp whe hiis the sauee. Dead,
she's 3 legend. She's Fight up there
with Vvalentine and Harlew 2and
james Peah. Herr old pietures are
worth 2 foriune iR Fe-FuR Fights:
1 te1l you, it 2dds p!

“Brsides, if she breaks the story,
what happens to me? I'm the fair-
haired boy right now. But if she
tops me, then she gets the credit.
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You heard her say it yourself, how
‘we’ were gonna figure out an an-
gle together. I know that ‘to-
gether’ line from way back! She'd
take all the bows, steal all the
scenes. Believe me, Steve, I know!
She was always like that, eouldn’t
stand to have anyene else share
the spet with her. It was Betsey
Blake, first, last, and always. The
things she pulled with me person:
ally! 1 weuld have retied in the
publielty department the rest of
my life if this break hadn'’t eeme
aleng: Yeu den't get this kind of &
ehanee often sut Here, Steve. 1 teslk
it, and 1 werked 6d It and Re:
bedy's genna graB it away frem
me 3t the last mindie. t wouldn't
et HegL*

Steve put his hand on the man’s
shoulder. “You told me what I
“wanted to know,” he said. “She
was Betsey Blake, wasn't sitie?”

“I ain't saying. And you don’t
have to say anything either, when
the cops come. I mean, Steve, have
a heart—what good can it do
now? You don't know anything
about it, that's all you tell ’em. I've
got five grand I can bring over
here tomorrow morning. Five
grand in cash that says you don’t
know anything. Hell, ten grand.
And a job at the studic—"

“So she was Betsey Blake,”
Steve murmured. “And she just
walked out of your place and fell
off the cliff.”

“Thhose things happen, you know
how it is, a drunk dame and her

foot slips. It was an accident, I
swear it was! All right, if you must
know, I was with her—I didn't
want to tell you that part. I was
with her, I was going to drive her
home, and then she let go of my
arm and stumbled off.”

“There’ll be footprints in the
sand,” Steve said. “Amnd they'll
check anyway, they always do.

‘Il find out who she really is,
and they'll investigate from start to
finish. They'll go all the way
back—"

Jimmy Powers wilted. Steve had
to hold him up.

“I never figured,” he said. “Sure,
they’ll go all the way back.”

“You shouldn't have killed her.”

“Don’t say that, Stevi!™

“It’s true, isn’t it? You did kill
her. You knew she was Betsey
Blake, but you killed her anyway,
because you thought she'd queer
your big deal.”

Jimmy didn't answer. Instead he
hit out at Steve, and Steve twisted
and brought up his arm. Jimmy
sagged. Steve held him there, lis-
tening for the sound of a siren in
the distance.

“Fiifity grand,” Jirnmy whispered.
“[ told you I had it coming. Fifty
grand, all in cash. Nobody'd ever
know.”

Steve sighed. “When I heard
about the money I was ready to
kick myself,” he said. “I thought
I was a sucker because I didn’t
have your kind of guts. But now
I know what it means to have
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them. It means you don't stop at
anything, not even killing.”

“You don't understand,” Jimmy
whimpered. “I wanted to live it up,
I wanted my chance to be a big
shot, She never gave it to me while
she was alive, and when she disap-
peared I thought my big break
had finally eeme. But what's the
use new? Like yeu say, they'll find
eut seener or later. 1 eught te have
doped it eut. I eouldn’t get away
with it. Aad new el kill the
legend, t66.”
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“Niever mind the legend,” Steve
said. “You killed a woman.” The
sirens were close now; he could
hear the tires squealing to a halt.
“I guess I dont understand at
that” Steve said. “I don't under-
stand your breed of rat at all. Call
yeurself a big-shet publielty man,
do you? Why, yeu'd murder yeur
ewn mether for a stery.”

Jimmy Powers gave him a funny
look as the cops came in. “That’s
right,” he whispered. “How’d you
guess?”
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LLERY HURRIED DOWN WEST 92ND
Street toward the main en-
trance of Henry Hudson High
School stealing guilty glances at his
watch, Miss Carpenter had been
crisply specific about place, date,
and time: her home room, 109; Fri-
day morning, April 22nd; first pe-
riod (“Bell at 8:40, Mr. Quesri").
Miss Carpenter, who had come to
him with an unusual request, had
struck him as the sort of dedicated
young person who would not take
kindly to a hitch in her crusade.
Ellery broke into an undignified
lope.
The project for which she had

enlisted his aid was formidable
even for a crusading young teacher
of Social Studies on the 9th Grade
Junior High level, Foe two menths
merchants of the neighborhood
had been repercng stores broken
late by a teen-age gang. Beyend es:
tablishing that the erimes were the
worl of the same beys, whe were
prebably students at Heary Hud-
$6n High Seheel, the peliee had
g6t hewhere:

Miss Carpenter, walking home
from a movie late the previous
Monday night, had seen three boys
dive out of a smashed bakery win-
dow and vanish into an alley. She
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had recognized them as Howard
Ruffo, David Strager, and Joey
Buell, all 15-year-old homeroom
students of hers. The juvenile crime
problem was solved.

But not for Miss Carpenter. In-
stead of going to the police, Miss
Carpenter had gone to Ellery, who
lived on West 87th Street and was
a hero to the youth of the neigh-
borhood. Howard, David, and
Joey were pot hardened delin-
guents, she had teld him, and she
eould not see their arrest, trial, and
imprisenment as the seolutien te
anything. Tiwe, they had subst-
tuted gaﬂg leyalty foF the leve and
seeurity they were denied in their
UnRappy slum hemes;, But beys
whe werked at after-sehesl jebs
and turned every eent iR &t home
were Rardly beysnd reeall, were
they? And she had told him just
Where each bey worked, and af
what.

“They’re only patterning their
behavior after - criminals because
they think criminals are strong,
successful, and glamorous,” Miss
Carpenter had said; and what she
would like him to do was visit her
class and, under the pretext of giv-
Ing a talk en the subject of Note-
fleus Crlminals I Have Knewn,
paint sueh a pieture of weak, fat-
ting, empty, and vielently ending
eriminality that David and Jeey
and Heward would see the errer
of their ways.

It had seemed to Ellery that this
placed a rather hefty burden on
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his oratorical powers. Did- Miss
Carpenter have her principal's per-
mission for this project?

No, Miss Carpenter had replied
bravely, she did not have Mr. Hins-
dale’s permission, and she might
very well lose her job when he
heard about it. “But I"m net gelng
to be the one whe glves these beys
the first shove toward referm
scheel and maybe eventually the
electrle ehair?” And besides, what
did MF. Queen have t6 lese but an
heur ef his time?

So Mr. Queen had feebly said
yes, he would come; and here he
was, at the door of the determined
young woman's classroom . . .
seven minutes Aate,

Ellery braced himself
opened the door.

and

The moment he set foot in the
room he knew he had walked in
on a catastrophe.

Louise Carpenter stood tensely
straight at her desk, her pretty face
almost as white as the envelope she
was clutching. And she was glaring
at a mass of boy and girl faces so
blankly, so furtively quiet that the
silence sizzled.

The first thing she said to him
was, “["ve been robbed”

The terrible mass of boy and girl
eyes followed him to her desk. In
his nose was the pungent smell of
ink, glue, paper, chalk, musty
wardrobe closets; surrounding him
were discolored walls, peeling
paint, tarnished fixtures, warped
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window poles, and mutilated desks.

“Robbed in my own classronm,”
Miss Carpenter choked.

He laid his coat and hat gently
on her desk. “A practical joke?"
He smiled at the class.

“Hardly. They didn't know you
were coming." They had betrayed
her, the sick shock in her voice
said. “Class, this is Ellery Queen,
1 don’t have to tell you who Mr.
Queen is, and how honored we
are to have him visit us.” There
was a gasp, a buzz, a spatter of
applause. “M¥¢, Queen was kind
enough to come here today as a
special treat to give us a talk en
erime. 1 didn’t knew he was geing
te walk 1A en ene.”

The spatter stopped dead.

“You're sure there has been a
crime, Miss Canpenttar’?”

“An envelope with seven one-
dollar bills in it was stolen, and
from the way it happened the thief
can only be someone in this room.”

“I'm sorry to hear that.”

He deliberately looked them
over, wondering which of the 41
pairs of eyes staring back at his
belonged to Joey Buell, Howard
Ruffo, and David Strager. He
should have asked Louise Carpen-
ter to describe -them. Now it was
too late,

Or was it?

It seemed to Ellery that three of
the 20-odd boy faces were rather
too elaborately blank. One of them
was set on husky shoulders; this
boy was blond, handsome, and

LESSON 163

dead-white about the nostrils, The
second was a sharp-nosed, jet-
haired boy with Mediterranean
coloring who was perfectly still ex-
cept for his fingers, and they kept
turning a pencil over and over al-
most rituallv. The third, thin and
red-halred, showed no life any-
where exeept in a frightened artery
in his temple,

Ellery made up his mind.

“Well, if it's a real live crime”
he said, turning to Louise, “I don't
imagine anyone wants to hear me
ramble on about crimes that are
dead and buried. In fact, I think
it would be more interesting if I
gave the class a demonstration of
hew a crime is actually solved.
What de you think, Miss Carpen-
ter?”

Understanding leaped into her
eyes, along with hope.

“I think,” she said grimly, “it
would be lots more interestimg."

“Supppose we begin by finding
out about the seven dollars. They
were yours, Miss Carparttar?*

“One dollar was mine. Miss Mc-
Doud, an English teacher, is being
married next month. A group of
us are chipping in to buy her a
wedding present, with me as bank-
er, All this week teachers have been
dropping in to leave their dollars
i an envelepe I’ve had en my desk.

This Mmerning—="
for background,

“That’s fine
Miss Carpenter. Suppose we hear
testimony from the class” Ellery

surveyed them, and there was a
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ripple of tittering. Suddenly he
pointed to a little lipsticked girl
with an Italian haircut. “Would
you like to tell us what happened
this morming?”"

“l don't know anything about
the money/!™

“Chicken.” A boy's jeering vaice.

“The boy who said that” Ellery
kept his tone friendly. It was one
of the three he had spotted, the
husky blond one. “Wihat’s your
name, son ?"

“David Strager." His sneer said,
You dom’t seare me. But his nos-
teils remained dead-white. He was
the boy Miss Carpenter had said
worked after school as a stock boy
at the Hi-Kwality Supermarket on
Awsterdam Avenue.

“All right, Dave. You tell us
about this morming.”

The boy glanced scornfully at
the girl with the Italian haircut.
“We all knew the money was in
the envelope. This morning before
the bell rings Mrs. Morrell comes
In with her buek and Miss Carpen-
ter puts it with the other money
and lays the envelope on her desk.
Se afterward the bell rlags, Mrs.
Merrell beats it eut, Miss Carpen-
ter pieks up the envelepe and
takes a leek inside, and she hel:
lers; ‘I been retsthat:”

The thin boy with the red hair
called out, “So what are we sup-
posed to do, drop dead?” and
winked at David Strager, who had
already sat down. The big blond
boy winked back.
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“And your name?” Ellery asked
the redhead.

“Joseph Buell,” the boy an-
swered defiantly. He was the one
who worked at Kaplan's, the big
cigar, candy, and stationery store
on 89th Street. “Who wants their
old seven bughks?

“Somehody not only wants it
Joey, somebody’s got it.”

“Aaa, for all we know she took
it herself.” And this was the third
of the trio, the sharp-faced dark
boy. If Ellery was right, he was
the one who delivered part-time
for O’Donnel’s Dey Cleaning on
Columbus Avenue.

“And you are—"

“Howard Ruffo.”

The Three Musketeers, rushing
to one another's suppaort.

“You mean, Howard, you're
charging Miss Carpenter with hav-
ing stolen the teachers’ momey””
Ellery asked with a smile.

The boy's dark glance wavered.
“I mean maybe she took it like by
mistake. Mislaid it or somepiia!.”

“As a matter of fact” came
Louise’s quiet voice, “when I saw
the money wasn'’t in the envelope,
my first thought was exactly that,
Mr. Queen. So I searched myself
thoroughly.”

“May I see the envellype?

“This isn’t the one I was keep-
ing the seven dollars in—" she
handed him the envelope—
“though it looks the same. I have
a box of them in my locker there.
The loek hasn’t worked for ages.
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Tiris one must have been stolen
from my locker yesterday, or earlier
this weelk.”

<It¥sabhinkkennebippe MilissGaed-

penter. How do you know it isn’t
the one that contained the money””

“Bevause the original had a no-
tation in ink on the flap—Gift
Fandd! fo Hetber MelDuud?” She
looked about and glances fell in
windrows. “So this theft was
planned, Mr. Queen. Someone
eame to class this morning armed
with this duplicate envelope, pre-
vieusly stolen and filled with
werthless paper, prepared to fhake
a guiek exeRange if the eppertu:
pity arese. And it did. The elass
was milling areund while Mrs.
Merrell and 1 chaited”

The paper in the substitute en-
velope consisted of a sheaf of rec-
tangular strips cut to the size of
dollar bills.

“At the time you placed Mrs.
Morrell’s dollar among the others
in. the original ‘envelope, was ev-
erybody here?”

“Yes. The door opened and
closed only once after that—when
Mrs. Morrell left. I was facing the
door the whole time.”

“Could-Mrs. Morrell, as a. prac-
tical joke, have made the switdiy””

“She wasn't anywhere near my
desk after I laid the envelope on
it.,!

“Then you're right, Miss Carpen-
ter. The theft was planned in ad-
vance by one of the boys or girls
in this room, and the thief—and
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money—are = both  still here.”

The tension was building -beauti-
fully. The boy must be in a sweat.
He hadn't expected his theft to be
found out so soon, before he got
a chance to sneak the money etit
of the room.

“Wihat time does the first period
end, Miss C 17

“At 9:35."

Every head turned toward the
clock on the wall.

“And it's only 8:56.” Ellery said
cheerfully. “That gives us thirty-
nine minutes—more than enough
time. Unless the bey of glfl whe
planned this erife wants to return
the leet to Miss Carpenter here and
Row >

This time he stared directly from
David to Howard to Joey. His
stare said, I hate to do this, boys,
but of eowse I'll have 1o if you
think you can- get away with i,

The Strager boy’s full lips were
twisted. The skinny redhead, Joey
Buell, stared back sullenly, How-
ard Ruffo’s pencil twirled faster,

It's one of those three, all right,

“I see we'll have to do it the
hard way,” Elleey said. “Sorey I
can't produce the thief with a fliek
of my wrist, the way it's done In
books, but in real life, detection—
like erime—is pretty unexciting
stuff. We'll begin with a bedy
seareh. It's veluntary, By the way.
Anybedy rather net ehanee a
seareh ? Raise youf hand.”

Not a muscle moved.

“Ill search the boys, Miss Car-
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penter. You roll those two bulletin
boards over to that corner and
search the girls.”

The next few minutes were
noisy. As each boy was searched
and released he was sent to the
blackboard at the front of the
reom, The girls were sent to the
fear.

“Find anything, Miss Carpen-
ter?”

“Rose Perez has a single dollar
bill. The other girls either have
small change or no money at all.”

“No sign of the original enve-
lope?”

((NO.II

“I found two boys with bills—
in each case a single, too. David
Strager and Joey Buell, No enve-
lope.”

Louise’s brows met.

Ellery glanced up at the clock.
9:07,

He strolled over to her. “Don't
show them you're worried. There's
nothing to worry about. We have
twenty-eight minutes.” He raised
his voice, smiling. “Natwrally the
thief has ditched the money, hop-
Ing to recover it when the eeast s
clear, It's therefore hldden some-
where in the elassroem. All right,
Miss Carpenter, we'll take the desks
and seats flrst. Look under them
tee—ehewing gum makes a handy
adhesive. ER, !

Four minutes later they looked
at each other, then up at the clock.

9:11.

Exactly 24 minutes remaining.
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“Well,” said Ellery.

He began to ransack the room.
Books, radiators, closets, lunch-
bags, schoolbags. Bulletin boards,
wall maps, the terrestrial . globe.
The UN poster, the steel engrav-
Ings of Washington and Liacoln.
He even emptied Louises three
pots of geranlums and sifted the
earth,

His eyes kept returning to the
clock more and more often.

Ellery searched everything in the
room, from the socket of the Amer-
lean flag to the insect-filled bowls
of the old light fixtures, reached
by standing en desks,

Everything.

“It’s not here!"” whispered Louise
in his ear.

The Buell, Ruifo, and Strager
boys were nudging one another,
grinning.

“Well, well,” Ellery said.

Imtevestingg. Sometbhogg of a farob-
leon at Ahat.

Of coursel He got up and
checked two things he had missed
—the cup of the pencil sharpener
and the grid covering the loud-
speaker of the PA system. No en-
velope. Nlo money.

He took out a handkerchief and
wiped his neck.

Readliy its a hvde silly. A sohool-

i/

Ellery glanced at the clock.

9:29.

Six minutes left in which not
only to find the money but iden-
tify the thief!
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He leaned against Louise’s desk,
forcing himself to relax.

It was these “simple” problems.
Nothing big and important like
murder, blackmail, bank robbery.
A miserable seven dollars lifted by
a teen-age delinquent in an over-
erowded classroom . . .

He thought furiously.

Let the bell ring at 9:35 and the
boy strut out of Miss Carpenter’s
room undetected, with his loot, and
he would send up a howl like a
wolf cub over his first kill. Who
says these big-stelr law jewds ain’t
menkyss? The biggesd! HE'S a lot
off nokhisx", Wind. See me stand him
en his ear? Amfy this Is just ;@F
epengsss, Wik Il | gon” for
reall, hek any ef My kW siuff . . .

No, nothing big and important
like murder. Just seven dollars,
and a big shot to laugh at. Not im-
portant? Ellery nibbled his lip. It
was probably the most important
ease of hls eareer,

9:30%.

Only four and a half minutes
left!

Louise Carpenter was gripping a
desk, her knuckles white. Waiting
to be let down.

Ellery pushed away from the
desk and reached into the patch
pocket of his tweed jacket for his
pipe and tobacco, thinking harder
about Helen MeDoud's seven dol-
lar gift fund than he had ever
thought abeut anything in his life.

And as-he thought . . .

At 9:32 he was intently examin-
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ing the rectangles of paper die
thief had put into the substitute en-
velope. The paper was ordinary
cheap newsprint, scissored to dol-
lar-bill size out of a colored comies
section. He shuffled through the
dumy dollars ene by ene, hunt:
ing for something. Anything!

The 41 boys and girls were buzz-
ing and giggling now.

Ellery pounced. Clinging to one
of the rectangles was a needle-thin
sliver of paper about an ineh long,
a sort of paper shaving. He fin-
gered it, held it up to the light. It
was net newsprint. Toee full-bed-
led, too tough-textured . . .

Then he knew what it must be,

[ess than two minges left,

Fewverishly he went through die
remaining dollar-sized strips of
comic paper.

And there it was. There it was!

This strip had been cut from the
top of the comic sheet. On the mar-
gin appeared the name of a New
York newspaper and the date
Apiidl 24, 1955,

Tk, it over. TaXe your zinve,
Latss of seeandss in a rmiwddte.

The buzzing and giggling had
died. Louise Carpenter was on her
feet, looking at him imploringly.

A bell began clanging in the
corridor.

First period over,

9:35.

Ellery rose' and said solemnly,
“Tthe case is solvedl”

With the room cleared and the
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door locked, the three boys stood
backed against the blackboard as if
facing a firing squad. The bloom
was. gone from David Strager's
cheeks. The blood vessel in Joey
Buell's temple was trying to wrig-
gle inte his red haif. And Howard
Ruffe’'s eyes were liguid with
panie.

It's hard to be fificern years old
and tugpped.

But hardén not to de.

“Wha'd I do?* whimpered How-
ard Ruffo. “I didn't do nodhin’.”

“We didn't take Miss Carpen-
ter's seven dollars,” said David
Strager, stiff-lipped.

“Can you say the same about
Mr. Mueller's baked - goods last
Monday night, Dave?” Ellery
paused gently. “Or any of the other
things you boys have been making
love to in the past two momnds?

He thought they were going to
faint.

“But this morning’s little job,"
Ellery turned suddenly to the red-
haired boy, “you pulled by your-
self, Joey.”

The thin body quivered, “Who,
me?” '

“Yes, Joey, you.”

“You got rocks in your skull*
joey whispered. “Not me!”

“I'll prove it, Joey. Hand me the
dollar bill I found in your jeans
when I searched you.”

“That’s my dollad™

“I know it, Joey. I'll give you an-
other for it. Hand it over . . , Miss
Carpenter.”
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“Yes, Mr. Quesnm!™

“To cut these strips of news-
paper to the same size as dollar
bills, the thief must have used a
real bill as a pattern. If he cut too
close, the scissors would shave off
a sliver of the bill.” Ellery handed
her Joey's dellar, “See if this bill
shows a slight indentation aleng
one edge.”

“It dioed™

“And T found this sliver cling-
ing to one of the dummies. Fit the
sliver to the indented edge of
Joey's bill. If Joey is guilty, it
should fit exactly. Does it?”

Louise looked at the boy. “Joey,
it does fiit."

David and Howard were gap-
ing at Ellery.

“Wihat a break,” Joey choked.

“Crimimals make their own bad
breaks, Joey. The thing inside you
that told you you were doing
wrong made your hand shake as
you cut, But evea if your hand
hadn't slipped, I'd have knewn you
were the one who substituted the
strips of paper for the meney.”

“How? How could youw?” It was
a cry of bewilderment,

Ellery showed him the rectang-
ular strip with the white margin,
“See this, Joey? Here's the.name of
the newspapetr, and the date Is
Apridl 24, 1955, What date is te-
ﬂ@y??”

“Friday the 22nd . . .

“Friclay, April 22nd. But these
strips of colored comics come from
the newspaper of April 24th, Joey
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—this comiiteg Sundkyys pagerr. Who
gets advance copies of the Sunday
comics? Stores that sell newspapers
in quantity. Getting the bulldog
editions in advance gives them a
jump on the Sunday morning
rush, when they have te insert the
news sections.

“Nothing to it, Joey. Which of
you three boys had access before
this morning to next Sunday's bull-
dog editions? Not David—he
works in a supermarket. Not How-
ard—he works for a dry cleaner.
But yeu werk in a blg eigar and
statlenery store, Joey, where news:
papers must be ene of the steek
{temns.”

Joey Buell’s eyes glassed over.

“We think we're strong, Joey,
and then we run into somebody
stronger,” Ellery said. “We think
we're the smartest, and someone
comes along to outsmart us. We
beat the rap a dozen times, but the
thirteenth time the rap beats us.
You can't win, Joey.”

Joey burst into tears.

Louise Carpenter made an in-
stinctive gesture toward him. El-
lery’s head-shake warned her back.
He went close to the boy and tou-
sled the red head, murmuring
something the others could not
hear, And after a while Joey's tears
sniffled to an end and he wiped
his eyes on his sleeve in a puzzled
way.
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“Because I think this is going to
work out all right, Joey,” Ellery
said, continuing their curious col-
loquy aloud. “We'll have a session
with Mr. Hinsdale, and then with
some pretty right guys I happen
to knew at Police Headquarters.
After that it will be up te you.”

Joey Buell gulped. “Okay, Mr,
Queen.” He did not look at his
two friends,

David and Howard communi-
cated silently. Then David turned
to Ellery. “Where do we stand,
Mr, Quesn?”

“You and Howard are coming
along.”

The blond boy bit his lip. Then
he nodded, and after a moment the
dark boy nodded, too.

“Oh, I almost forgot.” Ellery
dipped  briskly into the jacket
pocket that held his pipe and to-
bacco. His hand reappeared with
a wrinkled envelope, its flap writ-
ten over. From the envelope pro-
truded the corners of some one-
dellar bills. “Your Helen MeDoud
wedding gift fund, Miss Carpenter.
With Joey's compliments.”

“I did forget!" gasped Louise.
“Wihere did you find iit?"

“Where Joey in desperation
slipped it as I was frisking the
other boys. The only thing in the
room I didn't think of searching
—my own pocket.” Ellery winked
at the three boys. “Corming fellas”"
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an agent of the Emir of Debussa.

MOROCCO
CANNKGG

It is true that the Emir has a palace
fifty miles from here and that he
has daughters.”

“Then you agree, it's a wonderful
job? I've always had an itch to
travel, to see the world.”

Dr. Kang sighed gently. At the
moment he had no love for the Emir
of Debussa, dirough whom he had
recently lost money on an illicit arms
deal. It would be some compensa-
tion, he decided, to spoil at least one
of the Emir’s pleasures.

“He has daughters, yes. But that
they need an English governess . .,
Well, quite frankly, young lady, you
have much to learn.”

“But I don't understand—"

“It is not difficult. Four or five
times a year Monsieur Charap arrives
here at Port Rabat with governesses
for the Emir’s daughters. French,
Portuguese, Italian . ... his daugh-
ters must have a command, made-
moiselle, of more languages than my
illustrious self. You understand
now?”

The girl was suddenly embar-
rassed. She stammered, “Well . . .”

“Quite. The Emir has European
tastes. Once a governess arrives. at
the palace she finds it difficult to con-
fine her dudes to teaching a lan-
guage,-Fiffity miles inland from Port
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Rabat it is five hundred years back
in civilization. Have you any
money?”

“None."” The word was backed by
a note of fear.

“Firiemals, perhaps in Caiine?”?*

“YB."

“Tthen go back to them. A plane
leaves here in an hour for Cairo.
Take it.”

Dr. Kang pulled out his wallet
and handed the money in it to the
girl. Maybe, he was thinking, it is
the first sign of age that he should
be so generous with the last of his
money. Or maybe it was just that
he wanted to annoy the Emir.

Later that afternoon, as Dr. Kang
came out of his hotel bedroom, a
door two rooms away from his own
opened and a short, sallow-faced
man came toward him. He wore a
panama and carried a heavy stick.
He stopped alongside Dr. Kang and
his face was working with anger.

“So . . ." he spluttered. “Dr. Kang
has become a good angel.”

“Dr. Kang has no hope of ever
achieving such an elevated condi-
tion, Monsieur Charap. Why are you
so amgyry?*

“Why?" Monsieur Charap’s eyes
narrowed. “Tihe girl is gone. And
it was you who explained things to
her. She left me a note saying why
she has gone, and menuoning your
name.”

For a moment Dr. Kang was si-
lent. The girl indeed was a fool to
have mentioned his name.
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“I merely explained that the cli-
mate would be bad for her. She must
have misconstrued my words. But
why should you worry? Governesses
are easy to find even for the Emir.”

“Not English ones. And the Emir
has already paid me.”

“Then pay him back, monsieur.’
But although he said it calmly, Dr,
Kang was not fool enough to think
that Charap would part with any
money he already had, or let this
interference with his arrangements
go unrevenged. He had a feeling
that it would be wise for him to
leave Port Rabat. One did not steal
titbits from a lion and wait around
to see how the beast would take it.
But unfortunately Dr. Kang no
longer had any money.

“Somebody shall pay,” snapped
Monsieur Charap.

An hour later the matter of repay-
ment was being arranged. Monsieur
Charap, worried over the loss of hig
charge and the anger of the Emir,
was with an Arab in a small room
over a shop in the native quarter of
Port Rabat. He and the Arab had
often worked together.

“It will indeed be hard to explain
to the Emir,” said the Arab, flicking
the sleeves of his robe back and
reaching delicately for his cup of
mint tea. “He was looking forward
to the arrival of the English person.
Also, I remember, that some weeks
ago it was this same Dr. Kang who
was involved in the matter of an
arms deal. He had done this to spite
the Emir.”
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“Nuothing short of the death of
Dr. Kang will satisfy the Emir for
the loss of this English person,” said
Momsicur Charap. “Tthe Emiir has
carried her photograph around with
him for weeks."

“You wish me to soften his disap-
poinumeny3”

"I de,” said Monsicur Charap sav-
agely.

“It is easily mamaged. Teall me,
wihat is the number of Dr. Kang's
room at the hoveli?*

“It is on the same floor as mine.
Number ten.™

“Trhen tonight 1 shall pay him a
visit. It will be easy to bribe the hotel
clerk for a passkey. Leave it aill to
me. It shall be taken care of, and
when he is dead it is possible that the
Emir=since he has no love for Dr.
Kang=will net ask for his meney
back.”

That night Br. Kamg—whe had
often been short of momey before—
was regretting his generous impulse.
Port Rabar, he kmew, had bccome
unhealthy for him. The girl had
been very stupid to have said that he
had warmed her. But then if she
hadn™ been stupid she would never
have needed help. He sat in the
lounge after dinner and kept an eye
en Momieur Charap. But the other
man took ne netice of him, and
eventually went up to his room.

It was midmight before Br. Kang
went up ta bed. Before he retired he
locked his door and saw that the
window was bolted. He lay in the
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darkmess knowing that there could
be little sleep for him.

It was three o'clock in the morn-
ing when the night clerk at the ho-
tel desk, a Sudamese who kmew bet-
ter than to get in the way of the
Emiir's people, heard someone come
across the deserted lobby. He opened
one eye and watched a robed Arab
approach the desk. Without a word
the clerk pushed a passkey over the
desk.

“It is understood,” said the Arab,
“thar you are blind and deaf®*

“And I still sleep,” said the clerk.

Thhe robed figure glided away to-
wards the stairs. The clerk sat there,
glad that he would go off duty be-
fore the murder of Dr. Kamg was
discovered. He cat thrne listrming
and there was no sound except the
tinkling of the fountaim in the gar-
den.

Five mimutes later the Arab came
quietly dowm the stairs and dropped
the passkey on the desk. Just for a
moment the clerk glimpsed a smear
of blood on the mans hand and
then the Arab was gome. He picked
up die key, wiped off any fiigger-
prints with his handkerchief, and
then replaced it.

A few minutes later he was sleep-
ing. He slept on until the clock
struck six and the first shafts of
morning sun through the lounge
windows woke him. Them he sat
up, yawned, and rubbed his eyes.

At that momemnt there was a sound
from the stairs. He looked up. Dr.
Kamg was coming down, carrying
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his suitcase. The clerk’s mouth gaped
with surprise as Dr. Kang came to
the desk, beaming.

“There is a Cairo plane at six
thirty? Am I right?” he asked
gently.

The clerk nodded.

Dr. Kang pulled out a wallet, a
very fat wallet, from his pocket and
put some money on the desk.

“This will take care of the bill.
The change you can keep.”

As he turned away, he paused and
put his hand in his pocket.

“I was forgetting. Before you came
on duty I borrowed this from the
day clerk.”

He dropped a screwdriver onto the
desk. He went out chuckling and
he continued to chuckle to himself
long after he was safely on the
plane.

Back in the hotel the body of Mon-
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sieur Charap—in Room 12—would
soon be discovered in bed with a
dagger through the heart. Room 10
which should have held the dead
body of Dr. Kang would be neat
and empty. When the Arab had
come to do his work the numbers
of the three rooms along the passage
had read, 12, 11, and 10. And half
an hour after the Arab had left Dr.
Kang had made them read correctly
again—10, 11, and 12. A man did
not have to change his room to avoid
death. It was easier to take the brass
figure 0 from his own 10 and switch
it with the brass 2 from Monsieur
Charap’s 12. And just as easy to
walk along a verandah afterward
and go in through a window to re-
lieve the dead Monsieur Charap of
the Emir’s money ... Without
money how could a man ever afford
to be generous?

DR. KANG-
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TITLE: . No Kid Stuff
& State Police
W
% DETECTIVE: Kinsland
;? LOCALE; Drum Ridge township
% TIME: The Present
g COMMENTS: A restraiimett] but vigovauss study of a State
a Traapeer who for mentifss had beem awercau-
tious. Somee of his cowarkkess thoaghiz he had
lost his guts. But Kinsthnad wasn't yellow . , .

E BULKY TROOPER WAS SOFT
I on his feet for a man of his
size. He was all the way across
the bedroom, seiting down his
square strongbex, when Kinsland
stlrred on the eot agalnst the eppe-
site wall and kicked off the eovers.
Kicked hard, for Katherine Eaves
was en his mind again,

“Uh?" Boagard said. “Wake
youw?”
“Ub-uh.” Kin sat up. “Been

awake on and off all night. How
was yours out there on the Pike?
Kin was twenty-nine—six years a
trooper.

“So-so. Okay.” Boagard had put
on his pajamas in the locker room.
He rolled up the window shade,
his broad face calm and remote in

the windy sunlight. “A vag. Two
drunk drivers. Changed a tire—
some woman,” He got into bed,
unlocked the strongbox, and took
out some pamphlets; and the next
minute he was even more remote,
abserbed in his reading, settled In
s6lid, indestruetible repese.

“Day off,” Kin said, watching
the wind skim brown November
leaves across the parking lot. “I'm
on duty tonight. Downstairs—not
on patrol.” He was always a little
apprehensive these days about the
night teur, But downstalrs, on. call,
was better than the night patrol. It
was six menths, almest to the date,
sinee his geed frlend had been
killed. Beagard had been sent In
from a pest twe hundred mlles
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east to replace Harry Eaves. Harry
had been young—a rookie, really—
and he'd been lots of fun. Boagard
was no fun. He was a fifteen-year
man, giving out little, asking noth-
ing; dedicated with quiet resolve
to anythlng he set out te do; a
eompetent peliee officer, strlet and
businesslike, Kin started to say
what a wendefful day it leeked
eut; but weather, fair ef feul, Rever
brightened eF depressed Beagard,

Kin put on his bathrobe and
went down two flights of stairs to
the basement locker room. He
showered and shaved, watching
the clock, and took civilian clothes
from his green metal locker. Kathe-
rine was on his mind mest of the
time; but after last night, mere
than ever. And now—the way her
aunt had eome eut with It abeut
Harey=Kin felt heartsiek and
lenely and a little desperate. Fer
Katherine.

He skipped breakfast in the bar-
racks dining room. Outside, the
rollicking wind surred his spirits;
he swung his arms to ease the ten-
sion that always seemed to burn
between his shoulder blades. He
dropped his arms at sight of Stutz,
die new eommanding officer of the
Drum Ridge barracks, “Morning,
sif, Nice merning, after all the
fain.”

“Nice country,” Stutz said, tak-
ing his prebreakfast walk up and
down the parking lot. It was only
his third month at Drum; he had
been transferred from Post D in a
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tough industrial area three hun-
dred miles south. “You're up early
for a man on the long post duty
tonight.”

“Ill catch some sleep this after-
noon.” Kin slowed down. *Yes,
sirp”

Stutz had started to say some-
thing. But he pivoted and scowled
off on his brisk walk—a small
man, one-half inch above the mini-
mum height required; his bedy
thin, supple at fifty. His small thia
face seemed made up of a series of
hard knebs—cheekbones, nose, the
ehln hardest and mest prominent
of all. His uniferm was all spit
and-pelish this merning, the flat:
brimmed gray stetsen tllied §h§fg=

gver oRe eaf. His eyelids
blinked a let, but die Blinking in
ne way affected the glum, dead:
level way he esuld peer at you.
“ERjoy yeurself, troeper” ~ he
grinned, 8n the 1ap baek past Kip,
and was off again, sdmiring the
windy view of meadews and foll-
ing Hills: And the State Palice Hag
eraeking.

Kin drove down the hill to the
village center, ate breakfast in a
lunchroom and by eight thirty was
parked in front of a shingled
house eight blocks from the eenter,
high on Church Street, In a little
while Katherine came out, steed
beslde the ear, and gazed dewn
the street In wistful abstraetlon. “1
wish yeu weuldn’t, Kin.,” But she
shrugged, anyhew, and get 1n be-
side him. giving him a merniag:

STUFF
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bright, friendly, altogether unsatis-
factory smile. The kind she gave
to patients, strange or familiar, as
she greeted them in Dr. Wilmott’s
waiting room.

Kin said, “I'm sorry I blew my
top at your aunt last night.”

“I can't blame you. She—should-
n't have said that. But she couldn't
help it—help herself. After all,
Harry was her only som.”

“She made me feel like a crimi-
nal when she said that if it wasn't
for me he'd still be alive™

She touched his arm lightly.
“Kin, I am sorry—dreadfully
sorry.”

He almost started the engine
then, but didn't; his hands were
locked on the steering wheel, the
knuckles white. “You say so. You
say so, Katherine. But you, too—
ever since it happened—you're shy-
ing away from me, ducking me;
excuses and excuses. And even last
night, the first time I've seen you
IR three weeks, you sald nething
—hething—when Aunt Grace let
e have it.”

Katherine’s look was away from
him, pensive. “I understand, 1
guess, something of what she feels.
Besides, she's been like a mother
to me; and Hatfy was almost like
a brether.” She touched her light
brewn halr absently and there was
a small indeelslve gquiver at ene
eerner of Her meuth. But then she
sat up straight. She shuddered.
“Wihen that awful news eame over
the radie last May="
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Her Aunt Grace had let him
have that, too, last night—how
Katherine had fainted after one
rigid, terror-stricken moment and
a wild scream that still haunted the
brown-shingled house like a ghost.

Kin said now with great earnest-
ness, “But things like that don’t
happen to experienced men. Harry
was young, green, and you know
yourself how reckless he was,
Katherine, honest, I'm careful,
cautious—why, nowadays, know-
ing hew yeu feel, I'm the mest
cautlous eharacier—"

“Kin,” she said, stopping him
with the directness of her tone, *I
couldn't take that kind of news
again—or even anything like it.
Kin, I've had it. I couldn’t even
take the chance. But please believe
me, I don't blame you for helping
Harry to make the grade at the
police academy, even theugh Aunt
Grace never wanted him to be a
troopef. And as for the eother
thing=" She flushed a little, sheslk
Rer head, “I=I den’t even think
AuRt Grace meant 8 say that”
Then she brisked up all at enee and
glaneed at her wateh. "Yeu under-
stand, I'm sure, Kin. I'm sure ysu
de. E%PyEHIH% Me=and hew 1
feel—=anyhew. ARd ysu WeFe sweet
{o piek Hl% Hp this m&mmg »

“I'm sweet,” Kin said, starting
the engine. “I understand,” he said,
taking off like a rocket. The speed-
ing car churned up waves of
brown leaves which the heavy
rains had threshed from the trees.
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He slid the car into Dr. Wilmott’s
driveway on South Main and said,
“I understand nothiimg.”

She was out of breath from the
mad ride, and trembling. She got
out and said, “Plkase, Kin, domt—
don’t do anything reckless. For my
sake, please.”

“Why for your sake, plesse”

She turned and ran, hop-skip-
ping up the driveway, and after a
minute Kin drove off. Slowly this
time, coming back into focus again,
back under the check-rein of care
and cautlon he'd held on himself
these past menths.

He stopped at the cemetery and
smoked a cigarette, all the way
down, beside Harey Eawves's grave.
The remembered hysteria in Har-
ry's mother's voice last night made
a pulse beat in Kin"s throat.

That night back in May, at the
last minute, late, Harry had sub-
stituted for Kin on the night pa-
trol. And Harry'd been shot to
death,

By seven, after supper in the
barracks dining room, Kin was in
uniform. The November wind all
day had dried out the leaves and
now they were rattling and scuff-
ing = against the windows like
blewn twigs. He moved restlessly
from windew to window: the trees
eut there, oaks, and maples, reeled
and tessed ln the meenlight and
high up shredded elouds sailed
fast, far off, ever the Wikeh Hills,
Behind him the peliee teletype
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clicked intermittently; DiPolo, the
civilian dispatcher, talked lazily
from time to time on the poliee
radio with some patrel car or the
district command post at Plum-
merston. MeGraw, the night set-
geant, spoke at edd lntervals R
the telephone.

“Checkers, Kin?" McGraw said
at eleven thlrty

Kin cleared his throat. “Little
headache, Mac.” And went to the
washroom at the back of the cen-
tral room to take an aspirin. And
then he was at the windows again,
restive under the pall of inaetivity
yet vaguely apprehensive—tonight
like any other he was on duty—
that despite all his eare and eau-
tlen something, seme night, weuld
happen t6 him. He peered toward
town, where Katherine was at a
ehureh supper,

“Kin,” McGraw said at mid-
night, yawning, “how’s to liven
up a dull night by making us all a
pot of coffee ?”

Kin jumped at that. “Right,
Mac.” And he moved swiftly
enough on long, lithe legs across
the central room to the kitchen
wing.

“He’s sure changed,” DiPolo
said, making a complete turn on
his swivel chair. “He gives me the
creeps. Loosening his belt one
minute, tightening it the next. Off
in corners. Hesitating before he
comes around corners.”

McGraw said, “All right, all
right,” and scrubbed his red hair
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energetically with thick fingers.

“So all right, all right,” DiPolo
said, spinning the chair round
again; he had dark, knowing eyes
and a sly, teasing smile, “You like
the kid, huh? Tmoopers always
stick together, huth?”

McGraw opened a desk drawer
for no reason whatsoever, then
slammed it shut and beetled round
the room, everywhere and no-
where.

“Could be," DiPolo said, “he lost
his guts whem—"

McGraw said, “Button up your
loose mouth, Lulu. Belt out the
midnight summary on the teletype
to . Headquarters and Plummers-
ten, You just take care of your
end, that's all.” McGraw tramped
over to the washroom.

DiPolo’s soft whistling was
somewhere between drollery and
insolence. He drummed the key-
board with offhand efficiency. Kept
on drumming, no let up, when a
radio report started coming in. He
glaneed at. the big electric clock
abeve his head; he nedded, typed
ene-handed, wrote with the other
hand en his sheet. The time he
put dewn was 12:09,

“Boagard,” he said when Mc-
Graw returned. “On the Turnpike
trying to overhaul some throttle-
happy drunk. Guy's weaving all
over the place.”

McGraw said, “Tell Boag not to
knock his brains out on that. We
can always get the drunk by his
license num
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“You know the law, Mac, on
drunk driving. Park the car, lock
it, and bring the drunk to the bar-
racks. Book him, toss him in the
clink overnight—his operator’s li-
cense automatically suspended till
trial. You know Boag and you
know the law. No guy laughs off
elghty an heur with Boag—drunk
oF sober. Besldes, ean't read the
license—mud en it.”

Kin came in just then with cups
and a pot. of coffee on a tray.
He’d heard the last part and asked
what was up with Boagard; and
when McGeaw told him he fiddled
with the knot of his tie and then
made his belt a noteh tighter, “He
eught to be eareful eut there, Mae,
even if he does everhaul the ear.”
He poured the coffee, slopping
§ome.

DiPolo said, “ 's a man
for the book, all right. All he was
trying to do in the first place was
a favor—Chapter Twenty-one,
Courtesy and Assistance to Motot-
Ists, He was crulsing west on the
Pike when he saw this car up
ahead start off from the muddy
shoulder. Then his headlights
spotted something en the sheul:
der, he &@pged, pleked up a federa
and teek eff after the gug te give
it baek and new=" He breke off,
listening te the leudspeaker, Aed-
ding; he said, "Okay, Beag, I'll ds
that. Geed lusk » And EH@H to Me:
Graw; “you heard:. The Hake
Msuntain read Rew; $8 it wep't
be long He marked down the
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time—12:14—and chuckled. “Up
hill, down dale, and either Boag
will nail him or the guy'll fly off
one of those hairpin curves. Don't
bother him, you heard, with the
radio; he's got all he can do to
handle the wheel.”

Kin said, “Hake’s a bad road.
Where they've straightened out
some of diose hairpins they left
the old loops and a desperate man
could scoot in there, brake sharp,
sideways, then turn out his lights
and jump. Hitting in there hard,
a trooper would plow into it—"

“Thiis is just some knuckie-head
drunk, kid,” DiPolo said. “Get the
ants out of your pants and pass
some coffee.”

But at 12:20 McGraw said, “Get
hold of Boag, Lulu, Never mind—
I don't care what he said.” But
Boagard made no answer and that
caused McGraw to get up and
make a circle of die room. At
12:25 he told DiPolo to try again,
and peered across the room, un-
eertaln, where Kin stood by a win-
dow tugglng this way and that at
his belt.

“Nope," DiPolo said. And then
he was half out of his chair and
his coffee cup crashed on the floor,
“Boagard? Boag—is that you, fel-
la? Boag!” He was writing the
time down—12:27—and then he
was all the way up on his feet,
still writing; but he shouted!:
ﬂMa@l”

“Right here,” McGraw said, at
his elbow.
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DiPolo still shouted. “All he
could say was—Doctor! Doctor}’
Then it sounded like he dropped
the phomne.”

McGraw pointed, said, “Okay,
Lulu. Call a doctor, Call an ambu-
lance, Get 'em started and tell ’em
to wait at the Pike and Hake for
further instructions.™ He wheeled
about, almest smashing inte Kin;
he said, "Get going. Out Hake,

Wateh these old leeps.”

“And see can you get the lead
out of your pants” DiPolo
snapped.

Kin gave him a sad look. He
said softly to McGraw, “Right,
Mac,” and put on his stetson and
stretched his long ‘legs, soft and
fast, across the central room. His
stomach was held in—tight, rigid
—and the peunding ef his heart
reached to his eardrums,

“Ten minutes should do it,” Mc-
Graw shouted after him.

DiPolo yelled, “If ‘he can get the
lead oud!™

But it was almost - twenty-five
minutes. It was 12:50 when Kin
picked up the radio-phone in his
patrol car and said, “At last. And
dead. Gunshot. Can't tell the mile-
age, because I've been up and
down, in and out of those eld
loops. Abeut five milles from the
Pike, I'll stick a flare where this
leep takes off frem the Rew
sireteh of Hake. Tell the ambu-
lanee and deeter and anybeely else
abeut the flare, will you?”
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But first he protected die scene
of the killing; placed flares in the
center of the old blacktop loop,
twenty feet in each direction from
Boagard’s patrol car. Then he
drove an eighth of a mile and
placed one at the juneture of the
old and new roads. He returned
to the scene and meved about
swiftly, surely, with ehalk and
fReastiring tape, a ellp-beard un-
der his arm, a small manlla en-
velope tucked up under his hat.
He aeasured and wrete en the
elip-beard and pieked up things
and put them in the envelope.

A patrol car from Drum, which
had been marking time at the Pike
and Hake, came sirening into the
loop ahead of the village ambu-
lance and slammed to a stop five
feet from one of die flares. A
trooper named Phelps jumped out
with a big press camera, and the
volunteer fireman whe had driven
the ambulanee stepped dewn and
was almest cllpped by anether
Drum patrel eaf, The ear slewed
rear-end inte the diteh. Deeker,
whe had driven Phelps up, pulled
epen the deer and saluied.

Stutz got out of that one on the
off side and stood gazing glumly
at it as the driver, a trooper named
Priddy, came out of the bushes on
the other side. “And a whole year
eut ef the academy, toe,” Stutz
sald morosely, He wore a hurry-
up, eut-of-bed-and-dressed-in-five-
fminutes get-up—whatever he'd
grabbed at first, and all of it pulled
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on over his pajamas. Torn white
ducks with soiled knees, a brown
turtleneck sweater, and a black
chesterfield topcoat, open and flap-
ping in the wind. On his complete-
ly bald head he wore an old navy
wateh eap, and he smoked a short-
stemmed pipe.

“Doc get here?*

Kin said, “Not yet. No need

now.” He walked beside Stutz to
Boagard’s car while Priddy tagged
along noting down the time—
12:57—and writing other memo-
randa in shorthand on his elip-
beard sheet. The dead trooper was
at the steering wheel, lying against
lt, one hand eaught between the
wheel and shift lever, the othef
hanglng teward the fleer. Stutz.
placed a hand en the dead man's
sheulder; he neither pressed Rer
atted ner streked. He left his
and there fer a leng minuie,
while brewn leaves sailed reund
him. Then he ek his hand away
and turned around:

“Wihat'd you find, Kinskamdi?*
he said.

Priddy leaned in. “Sir, should I
take down what he says in my
shorthand notges™

“You take yourself down the
road to that flare and make sure
the doctor turns in here. And stay
there. We'll want the medical ex-
aminer too. In fact, that's an idea,
right now. Radio the barracks to
get him started, or we'll be here
all night,” He turned baek te Kin,
"Yes?”
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-Kin stood with his clip-board
tipped toward the headlights'
glare, his head tipped too. “I've
ehalked on the road there—the
two x's—where 1 believed Boagard
stood when he talked with the
driver. The chalked oblong would
be the relative pesition of the driv-
er's ear. Between the line marking
the driver’s side of the ear and the
x's marking where Boagard steod,
yeu see twe small ehalked eireles,
Ofe is where 1 feund a whele
gigaretie—the  brand  Beagard
smeled=only singed a bit at the
frent end and hately damp at all
ak the ether end. That smaller 6if-
ele marks 2 weeden mateR Burned
8 QEHQFEEF way. Beagard used 2 &ig-
arelie lighter. The twe items afe
iR this envelope”

“Any ideas

“Not much. Neither car was on
the muddy shoulder at any time.
The position of Boagard’s car, and
the place where he stood, seem to
indicate that he saw the other driv-
er swing into the loop. But instead
of following him in, Boagard must
have raced up the maln road and
swung Into the leep at the other
end, The drunk had to step then
of they'd have erashed head-en.
You ean see. that the patrel ear's
facing baek toward the Pike. The
gther ear must have backed eut 6
Hake and then gene on.”

“Anything els=?"

Kin hesitated. “Only a guess.”
He didn’t want to say too mucln:
there was always the chanece, if he
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showed too much interest, ad-
vanced too many theories, that he
might be assigned to the investiga-
tion. But Stutz's glum eyes were
steady on him between blinking
eyelids; and Kin sald, “It looks as
If Boagard might have been shet
when the driver held eut the
woeden fateh to give him a light.
If Beagard teek time for a eiga-
Fette, it seems he must have knewn
the driver and theught he eetlld
talk Rim inte Béﬂﬂﬁ% and driving
te the barracks iA the patrsl eaf,
i never knew Beagard well, But 1
dop't think hed have fogled
arednd with 2 strange grunk?
Stutz kept blinking at him for
another moment. Then he said,
“Niice thinking.” He turned and
said, “Phelps! Pictures—all angles
of Boagard. Then all directions
from the car. Don’t forget some
angle shots of the chalked obleng
—refraetion from the flash might

plek up some tlee prints. Ur,
whe’s this?” he sald as a taxl dreve
up

Dr. Ackerman looked out and
bellowed, “Out of gas again, right
in my own garage. And Gus here
never answers his taxi phone after
midnight till it rings for five min-
utes.”

Stutz said to Kin, “Mark the
time—one-five” He pointed his
knobby chin toward Ackerman
and said, “The dead’s man over
there.” Then he polnted his chin
toward the patrol car.

But Ackerman was -knocked a
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little off balance by the backswing
of the door he'd flung open. He
teetered, fumbling with two pairs
of glasses; put the wrong pair on,
took them off, and put on the
other pair. Then he gangled head-
leng to the patrol ear, reaching
his hand eut ln frent. He spent
enly a minute, then baecked out of
the ear and siraightened, a raw-
Bened old man with his hat en
the side of a white bush ef haif.

“You know what I know," Ack-
erman said, wiping his eyes. “No
need of going into details—you
wouldn’t understand them any-
how, And there'll be a P.M.,, be-
sides, I'll glve the medieal examin-
ér a ring seen as 1="

“We've notified him,” Stutz said,
and watched Ackerman gangle
back to the taxi, fumbling again
with his glasses and hitting the
taxi sideways. “Y’ know,” he bel-
lowed all around, then laughing,
“just beeause my name makes me
the first doctor you come to in the
beek, yeu den’t have to feel you
get to go by the alphabet.” He was
8R his way the next minute, flap-
ping his big beny hand eut the
windew.

“Well,” Stutz said glumly, “he
dodders and flaps but finally gets
on the job. One of the others won't
come out after midnight without
putting up an argument, and the
other one takes his time dressing
but at least he's pleasant and effi-
elent when he does get on the job.”

That one was Lincoln Wiilmott,
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physician and, also, medical exam-
iner for the township of Drum
Ridge. He arrived—Stutz showed
his wrist watch to Kin, who wrote
down 1:26—in a run-of-the-mill
two-door sedan. “Welll, well, what
have we here?” He was a husky
fran In rebust middle age, bright
and bueyant, pepular after five
years 1A tewn. “Has DE. Aeker-
FAan been here?”

Priddy had come up with him
from the junction, and now said,
“With bells on, Dr. Wilmott. He
must be in his seventies, You'd
think he'd eall it quits.”

Wilmott looked at him, up and
down. “Dr. Ackerman’s seventy-
nine. He hangs on, I suppose, be-
cause that’s his whole life and al-
ways has been.” He turned to
Stutz. “It would be easier for me
If you moved the bedy Into the
ambulanee.”

In ten minutes he was through,
said he would make his report to
the coroner; and he left with a
pleasant nod.

Stutz looked around morosely,
saying, “I guess that about wraps
it up here for the time being. One
of you boys will have to finish out
Boagard's Pike patrol. Who ?”

Kin hung in the background
pretending interest in the notes on
his clip-board. Stutz skimmed a
glance toward him, paid no atten-
tlon to Phelps's offer, nor to Prid-
dy's desire to type up his short-
hand netes. He gave a noisy blast
threugh his pipe.
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:-“You, Priddy," he said. And to
Kin: “Pll ride back with vyou,
Kinsland. You, Decker,” he said
to the trooper who had come up
with Phelps, “take back poor Boa-

gard's buggy.”

The brown. leaves sailed and
spiraled in die headlights' glare on
the drive down the Hake Moun-
tain road; tliey snapped and clat-
tered against the car’s underparts.
Stutz was screwed up in the corner
with his watch cap almost down
te his eyebrows.

He said, “Kimslland, I've only
been at Drum for about three
months, and maybe I catch on
slow. Anyhow, I don t get you.™

“I'm sorry, sir.® Kin was
He cleared his tiroat. “iHawen’t I
been doing my work ri

“By the book, yes. But when 1
first came here I went over the
dossier on all the troopers. There's
a lot in yours about initiative, alert-
ness, competence, quick to take a
calculated risk—stuff like that. On
the ball. In there pitching extra in-
nlngs.” His pipe made a leud
nelse. “If you've got a beef against
me, let's have It. Ard den’t bother
dressing 1t up with 'sif this and
‘sif’ that. Dish it eut”

Kin laughed outright, spontan-
eously. “Wiat? For Pete's sake,
sir’” And he dropped his guard.
“If it _was anything as simple as
that—" He got his guard up again,
quick. And because he didn’t
know how to explain himself, he
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lied. “Maybe for a while there—
before you came—I was too much
of an eager beaver. Too much off
that stuff and you're in the other
troopers’ hair. You know?”

Stutz looked at his pipe and
then spoke as if he hadn't been lis-
tening. “Could be,” he said in a
casual way, “you're losing your
guts, Happens, Some get 'em back,
some don’t. Some don't try. They
just stiek it eut—pelite, respeetful,
stleklng to the book. And comes
pensien tlme, they get the same as
afy ether maR. It's a living.”

The taste in Kin’s mouth was
bitter, acrid. The lump that rose
in his throat was soft and mushy
and sickening. He hit the throttle,
swung off Hake, and streaked up
the Twrnpike. He eased up only a
little bit for the Drum Ridge exit
and was en the throttle again,
hard, He snaked the ear viclously
up the barracks driveway and
slammed down the brakes in frent
of the sguare granite building.

Stutz yawned a little and rubbed
his eyes. He got out of the car, said,
“Kiid stuff,” and went inside.

They were all there in the cen-
tral room when Kin slipped in a
few minutes later. Thoopers were
all over the place—not a single
man in bed upstairs. Reporters and
news photographefs had eome in
from the nearest clty and were
mllling areund aleng with a radle
man luggl Qg a tape recorder. Me-
Graw leoked beat-up by this time;
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so did DiPolo. Pots of black cof-
fee, cups, plates of sandwiches
were set up on a card table. Kin
stood around on the edge of it all,
listening.

Why, he kept asking himself,
didn’t anyone mention the reason-
able similarity between the deaths
of Boagard and Harry Eaves? He
kept on listening, looking, but no
one mentioned it. Why not? Or
had ‘he been tee elese to Harry's
death, refiembered toe mueh or
imagined tee mueh? But en the
night of May 10, late, a filling-
statien man en the Hillsbere read
$aw a peliee ear Hash past in pur-
stit of 3 speeder. Half an heur
later, and oRly fve miles frem the
flling station, the driver of 8 milk:
tanker found Hasty sprawled en
the read twenty feet from his pa-
tra| eaf. Bead.

Harry had been shot clean
through the heart and had died
instantly, Had he been careless in
Aot radieing to Deum that he was
iin pursult of a stolen ear? OF had
he knewn the drlver and, like Boa-
gard, everhauled him and tried to
feasen with him? The eonsensus
at the barracks was that Harey i
Ris Raste and inexperience, and net
wishing te drive ane-Randed while
using fhe radie-phene, had Frisked
FURHIRG dewn 2 khewn stelen ear
Befgre Hrst reporting iR By radie.
Well, k9 fold himself, if that was
the ConseRstis—

“Hiey, Kin, On the phone over
here,” McGraw yelled. He pointed
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to one of three on his desk, “That
one, Katherine Eaves.”

Kin picked it up. “Katheriime?"

“Kattherine! Yes, Katherimel™
Her voice was high, strident, as if
in wild outrage or anger., “And
onlv inexperienced troopers get
killed—killed!”

He ducked his ear away from
the phone, baffled and tongue-tied.
And the next instant he realized
she had hung up. He stared stupld-
ly at MeGraw, whe managed a
wry, haggard - gtin, touehlag his
ewn ear as If the strideney en the

hene had reaehed him tee. Kin
goked ill. He turned ahd stared at
DiPele, whe lesked Back at him
with a kind ef exhausted ireRy.

“Couldn’t the Old Man even
trust you to finish up the night
patrol for poor old Boag? How'd
you live with yourself, busiar®”

Kin gave him a sad look, with
no bewilderment in it. He said,
“Say that again, Lulu. Tomortow,
sometime, when you know what
you're sayiing.”

“I'm saying it right now!” Di-
Polo shouted. “Yellow! Yellow!”

Kin looked around—at McGeaw,
at half a dozen other troopers; at
Stutz in his corner office, whe
loeked back, blinking, through the
open deor. “Waifh |n here—get-
ting warm,” Kin said, He leeked
agaln at MeGraw, at his heavy red
faee, the beetling eyes, the massive
hunched sheulders. “You thihk
'm yellew, Mae?" he said seftly.

“Don’t ask me,” McGraw said.
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“You were told by somebody else.”

“By a little guy, Mac. Five-feet-
seven, about one-forty. You want
to say it, Mac? If you do, let’s go
outside and you say it.”

Stutz came out of his office, jan-
gling keys on a ring. “Cut out this
kid stuff. Kinsland, Boagard's keys.
Go down and clean out his locker
and bring the stuff to my office.”

When Kin returned to the cen-
tral room ten minutes later every-
body looked washed out and the
high crackling tension had passed.
He carried an armful of clothing
and the square strongbox to the
eorner office and they found the
key to the box and opened it.
Stutz ealled ln MeGraw to withess
and ltemize the eentents. Twe
bankbeeks, a sheaf ef reeelpts, a
Bible, a stack ef eld phetegraphs,
sixteen dellars in bills, a dezen

amphlets and a beek; a bundle ef
gtters=pink or Blue paper—and a
H%W§B§€%E elipping ef Ris wife's
death five years age. The gquiet
feugh, strict man's little heard 8&
things He must have considered o8
personal o leave lying abeut. The
1en around fhe desk read the €lip-
ing, sheok their heads; and th
eafed fhe g&fﬂ hiets and 8Rly Me:
Eraw and Stytz snagk thelr heads:

Kin didn't shake his head. He
felt a slow crawling along his spine
and his whole body stiffened as if
to stop it. The pamphlets and the
book reminded him of something
—something Katherine had once
told him, amused about it, laugh-
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ing and forgetting it the next min-
ute. As he had. “Sir,” Kiin said.

Stutz blinked at him.

“The man we want,” Kin said,
“enight be right in town here.”

Stutz said, “ThHat’s interesting.
Who?"

“A friend, maybe. If it is, I'd like
to see him, alone. If it is, there
won't be any trouble.”

Stutz looked at McGraw. “I'd be
breaking every rule in the book. if
I let him do it his way—wouldn't
I, Mac?”

“Yes, sir. Absolutely.”

Stutz’s pipe gurgled. “Go ahead,
Kinsland,” he said. “I've been out
on a lot of limbs in my time.”
He blinked after Kin as the troop-
er left the office. He said to Me-
Graw, “Good sergeants try to
cover up for thelr troepers, Mae,
Maybe one of them'll have te eever
up fer the eemmanding officer.”

“I tell you this, sir. I sure es-
caped the beating of my life a little
while ago. And you know what?
I don'’t think it was anything Di-
Polo said that burned him. I think
it was his giel—en the phene. She
damned near took his ear offft”

“A litde here, a little there—it
all adds up, piles on. You think
she hit him with something?
Good. Maybe I'd beiter call her
back and congratulate het, If I ean
stay awake long enough.”

Kiin walked along the side of the
darkened house to the front porch
and pressed the white button be-
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neath the sign lettered Night Bell.
He heard, after a minute, the
thump and scuff of footfalls, the
clatter of something knocked
down—wood against wood. A
light shone through milky glass
panels en eaeh side of the doer.
The pereh light went en and elie
deer was flung epen.

Kin said, “Doc.”

“No! Agaim?" Ackerman bel-
lowed, pushing his glasses up his
nose. “Oth—you, Kin. Didn't quite
make out the face, but the uniform
—My phone not vusrikitge””

“Can I come in, Doc?

“Can you come in! Sure, sure,
You hurt, boy?" He gangled off
into the frowzy living room, side-
swiping an old bambeo whatnot
that shook, rattling the bric-a-brac
on its shelves, He got the room
lights en, saying, “Come on, right
here, boy, and let's have a lesk.”

“I'm not hurt, Doc,” Kin said.
“You sit down, will you, please?
I'd like us to have a little chat.”

Ackerman reared back, glaring.
“Chat! What in the blasted time of
night is this for a chat? I've been
up half the night and I've got to
get up at six—"

“It’s tough, Doc,"” Kin nodded.
“And you want to hang on. You
don’'t want to let go. You'd do
anything so you could hang on.”

Ackerman bellowed, “You're
right tootin’ I would. All hours,
bad eyes, shaky knees, but"—he
thumped his chest—"I got it in
here, bey—here in the heart, where
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it counts. For me and for the peo-
ple that call me up all hours be-
cause they need me—not any doc-
tor—me!—and not because I'm the
best doctor in the world. I'm not,
damn it, by a long shot. But I got
lt—ln here—right in here—" He
broke off, reared back again. “You
siek, boy? Hurt?” Thea he bel-
lewed, “No ? Then get out!”

The hoarse bellowing, the wild
glaring eyes, made Kin cautious—
but cat-cautious, cool and ready for
anything, ready to move toward it.
Not cautious the way he'd been
for months—cutting corners and
dodging and ducking and twisting
away llke a ballet dancer. Away
freom what? From the fear of les:
ing Katherine and of net wanting
to hurt her, worry her, by taking
fisks. But Beagard—pesr E@a%=
had taken all that right eut ef his
hands. B@@agar-a; an experieneed
tresper, Had Been trapped and
murdered just like the reskie Har-
Fy Eaves. And Katherine had hit
Him Rard with her strident anger,
hurling him Fight sut ef her life:

“You gonna get?" Ackerman
blared, picking up a poker from
the fireplace.

Kin’s hand slid along past his
belt buckle, stopped short of his
revolver. He said, “Did Harry
Eawves ever stop you on the high-
way for something or other and
then let you go?” He'd handle It
witheut a gun.,

Ackerman looked at the poker,
confused. “Hamry Eaves? Oh—
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him.” He slammed die poker
down and shouted, “Of course he
did. Once, out there on—I can't
remember where—but I was loop-
ing all over the road—" He
stopped, put his head down, and
squinted at Kin. His voice came
eut thin, between pursed lips:
“Wihat ‘e you gettlng at, bey?”

“Were you drunk, Doc?” Kin
said, “and all over the road®

Ackerman grabbed the poker.

“Don’t try it, Doc,” Kin said.
“THere’s at least five gallons of
gas in your car in the garage. Why
did you use a taxii?”

Ackerman roared, “Of course
there is, trooperllI'd never get Gus
out in his taxi again this late, so I
had him siphon some from his car
into mine—case I was called out
quick again, emergency.” He
slammed the poker down on the
floor. “And I was slewing around
all ever that read beeause of my
glasses, 1 ean't stand bifoeals—and
besides, I need three pairs. One fer
elese up, ene for where yeu are,
ene fer dfiviﬂg= And 1 never ean
get eut with the right enes, er all
ihree” Then he leeked disgusted.
“Dp what yeu want—=ge ef siay—
But I'm geing Baek t9 bed” He
sheek & leng, beny Hnger frem
the doerway. "And I havem't
fouehed & drap of liquer in twenky-
five years, sinee the day fhey caf:
ried Te Rome oA 2 Shuter from
g clambake” He glared. <YYoy
drynk, Boy?* ARd Re went 8A Hp-
staiFs; seHifng and growling: -
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Kin left. He stood on the side-
walk, tapping his belt—meore alert
now than ever, his body feeling as
if it were strung out like a wire,
taut and strong. He drove the pa-
trol ear south oA Main and parked
in front of the white house oppo:
site St. Andrew’s Chureh, There
were lights en upstaifs. He re-
fRalned IR the eaf, watehing a dim
figure meve out ef the darkness i
front of the high hedge.

“Kin!” -~

“Katherine?”

Then she was in the car, hug-
ging his arm with both of hers.
He could feel her shaking, but he
watched the lights upstairs. She
was saying, “I turned on the radio
when I got home from the ehureh
supper after midnight—and I
couldn’t go to bed. I kaew you'd
be out there, somewhere. I—I
phened to see If you were all right,
safe; and theR wheR yeu were=I
den’t kaew why"—she held en t8
his afrm="1 just=just blew Ry tep
at you. The way Aunt Graee did
te e, years age, when 1 get lest
in the weeeds and she hunted haurs
for me and when she feund me="

“Yes, Katherine,” he said. She
was there, clinging to his arm, and
that was enough. And he was
watching the upstairs windows: at
one of them, for a moment, DF,
Willinotts face appeared. Tihen ene
of the lights went eut and Kin
sald, “What are you delng here,
Katherine?”

“Stutz phoned me fifteen min-
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utes ago to congratulate me, He
didn't say why. He just said you
were out on the town, on a secret
mission, trailing a big bad wolf.
Then somebody there laughed and
Stutz said, ‘Kid stuff,’ and hung
up. It sounded silly until I remem-
bered—" She sat back. “Kiin, what
are you doing here?”

He said, “I'm a cop asking ques-
tions, Katherine. You must have
come here for a reason. Why?*

“I—I was afraid for you, with the
things, little things, itching me
sinee the radio news first started
coming in about a drunken diiver.”

“But why here?" Kin said.

She held her face in her hands.
“I keep trying not to believe it,
but it keeps after me mow—know-
ing about Boagard and what he
said in Dr. Wilrmott’s office the day
he eame in for his physical. Weren't
we kidding around about that a
little a eouple of months ago 7~

“I was trying to remember it
Then something in Boag’s strong-
box brought it back to me, and
tied in. And I went to Doc Acker-
man’s, remembering a long way
back how my folks said he used
to hit the bottle.” He shook his
head. “But 1t's net Doe Ackerman,
You,” he sald, “mwust think it's
Wilmett. Why ? AR heur er so after
Boagard’s death Wilmaett was eut
there at the seene; all beunee and
gfhiciency”

She was trembling, bewildered
and uncertain. “People almost al-
ways accept a doctor when he
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moves into town and starts prac-
ticing. They don't stop and ask
themselves—I didn’t, did yow?—
why a doctor should come from
far away, at the age of forty-five,
and start a new practice in a
strange place. You don’t ask if he
had to leave the place he came
from.”

“You've seen Wilmott dirandic?*

“No, never. But he's always
chewing chlorophyll tablets. But
mainly the oxygen tank in the of-
fice. I use it mostly for metabolism
tests and penicillin sprays; but it
can sober you up fast too. We use
too mudh!™

Another light went off upstairs.
Kin stirred and said, “Ill have to
go in and ask a few questions.”

Katherine held him by the arm
again, hard. “Kimn, please! Maybe
we're both wrong but—but he likes
to hunt and he has all kinds of
guns—rifles—pistols. And Kin—"
Her small, ehoked laugh was a
little hysterical. “Kiin, that awful
night last spring, The first radle
fepert was wrong—the ene 1 heard,
Serebody at the barracks didi't
mark jt dewn wheR yeu had .6
Fush te the hHespital abeut yeuf
dad and beeause of that Hatry
tesk ever for ysu. The relief. dis:
pateher whe eame en that night
asstmed it was yod eut there in
that ear—net Harty. 1=t fainted
Beeause 1 theught it was you="

He gave her a light pat. “You
run now, hon. Everything 'li be
okay.. I'll give you a ring -after.
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She got out and stood for a min-
ute with the door open, her face
still and pensive but with a fond
smile moving along her lips. She
said, “No, don’t ring, Kin. I'll
learn to werry and werry—and
wait. I've werrled all aleng, all
summer and fall. I always will. But
you'll eorne heme and I'll see you
=and all the werry 1A the werld
will be werth that. If yeu want te,
eome for breakdast”

“I'll be there, hon,” he said, step-
ping out the other side.

“Kin,” she said, turning a dozen
feet away, “what did Stutz mean
by kid shuff?”

Kin said, “Run along now,
honey, beat it.” And when she was
out of sight he looked up at the
house, where only one window
showed a dim light and a faee
flashing past. Kin got back inte
the car and radioced the barracks.
Stutz was at the other end.

“Mac’s taking forty winks”
Stutz said, “and Lulu’s sick to his
stomach. Some ball here tonight.
What's with yew?"

“I think the man we want is Dr.
Wilmott. I'm parked in front of
his house. He’s upstairs pacing
back and forth.”

“Why Wilmout?*

“I think the reason Wilmott
stopped on the Turmpike was to
smear mud on his license plate so
it couldn't be read. The wind blew
his hat off, he saw headlights way
up the Pike and didn’t want to be
seen staggering around after his
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hat. At Boagard’s last physical he
was overheard to say that he had
no-use for M.D."s but he had te
conform to the regulations. The
news clipping in the strongbox
said his wife died five years ago in
the operating room. Maybe he
blamed the surgeon, right or
wreng—and probably Boagard was
wrong. And these pamphlets on
heallng ag falth—Boagard was al-
ways reading these. I den’t think
Baai was gasping for a deeter, 1
think he was trylng te tell us a
deeter’s name.”

Stutz said, “Maybe you've got
something. Going in after hinmn?”

“Amything you say, sir.”

“l say that if a doctor killed a
cop in order not to have himself
exposed as an irresponsible drunk
driver, he'll kill another before he’ll
be taken in. I say stay right where
you are until we get there. That's
an order. No kid stuff.”

“Right. No kid stuff.”

In three minutes a car with a
red blinker on top swung into
Main past St. Andrew’s Church.
Another was right behind it. Then
a third. Kin turned on his own
blinker .as the cars converged. One
stopped in die street. One drifted
slowly up the driveway and
around back. One parked in the
driveway.

Upstairs, the last light went out.

There was an explosion inside
the house.

“Um,” Stutz said, sucking on his

pipe.
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