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a NEW skipiraciug procedural by

JOE GORES

Another fictional semidocumentary detailing the day-to-day, step-
by-step procedures of a DKA field agent and of the home of-
fice's supplementary skiptracing, written by a man who knows and
gells it like it is... Who would think that a simple hunt for a
young mother who had failed to keep up her car payments—a
simple repo (repossession) case—could generate so much drama

and suspense?

FILE #5: THE MARIA NAVARRO
CASE

by JOE GORES

RINIDAD MORALES HAD A BROWN

moon-face,  clever brown
hands, and precise feet in brown
oxfords. He was 29 years old,
considerably overweight, and had
been a field agent with Daniel
Kearny Associates of San Francis-
co for two years. By the coming
February, he figured, he would
have enough experience to pass
the California private investiga-
tor’s examination and get his own
license.. Then no more skiptracing,
no more embezzlement investiga-
tions or repossessions. Divorces,
then. Insurance frauds and elec-
tronic snooping. The meaty stuff
that paid the real dough.

Morales sighed and rolled an-
other snap-out form into the type-
writer. After his reports there was
a repossessed Mercury to go down
to the Florida Street storage lot,
and then cases to work.

At 9:00 PM. a key grated in
the street door of the basement
below DKA’s old Victorian build-
ing on Golden Gate Avenue. Mo-
rales stuck his head out of his
cubicle just in time to see a tall,
well-built, blond man closing the
heavy door behind him. Morales’
small brown eyes lit up. It was
Larry Ballard who had been with
DKA just over a year and was
getting quite a rep as an investi-

© 1969 by Joe Gores
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gator. Ballard’s blue eyes were
oddly hard for his 24 years—and
yet he was an easy mark when
you needed somebody to help
with your work.

“Hi, Trin. 1 didn’t know you
were here.”

“Doing reports.” Morales had a
heavy, breathy voice as if he were
recovering from an asthma attack.
He added, with elaborate noncha-
lance, “Got a minute to run a
repo down to Florida Street with
me?”

“Sure. And then maybe you
could help me with something.”

“Jeez, Ballard, I'm really jam-
med up—"

“Is right near the Florida
Street lot. A re-open for Cal-Cit
Bank. The subject’s skipped and
the old Mexican lady in the low-
er apartment doesn't speak En-
glish.”

Morales, deciding that Ballard
was uptight about something, let
his thick lips curve in a grin
that showed a -glint of gold from
one of his broad white teeth.
His cyes became almost sly. “As
long as we're working your cases,
Ballard, we might as well take
a look at a couple of mine.”

The 300 block of Shotwell in
San Francisco’s Mission district
was a row of gingerbready old
houses, narrow, flat-roofed, cram-
med shoulder to shoulder. In the
darkness their flaked pastel colors
were a uniform mud-gray.

THE MARIA NAVARRO CASE 7

Morales parked in front of a
hulking warehouse across the nar-
row street from 356; glass from
the stone-pocked windows
crunched under the wheels of his
company Ford.

“The subjects are Jose and Ma-
ria Navarro,” said Ballard over
the hum of the two-way radio.
“It’s a '67 Pontiac Bonneville con-
vertible, license L-S-G-1-5-1. When
I worked it before, Navarro had
skipped out and Maria had the
car. She’s got twin daughters
about three years old and ‘is try-
ing like hell to raise them up
right.”

Crossing the litter-strewn street,
Morales wondered idly how Bal-
lard would know what kind of
mother the subject’s wife was.
The front steps of 356 had col-
lapsed and had been replaced with
bare wood risers. Unpainted two-
by-fours had been used as hand
railings. Ballard gestured toward
the right-hand door, which opened
on an inner flight of stairs and
was flanked by a brassy new
mailbox with no name on it.

“Maria lived up there before.”

Morales laid a stubby finger
against the left-hand bell. After
a few seconds the vestibule light
went on and a shuffling Spanish
woman appeared. She wore a
black shawl and her seamed face
was sullen. Morales spouted Span-
ish at her which contained the
name of Maria Navarro. The old
woman shrugged.
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“dAntes, si; pero se largo hace
un par de meses.” .

“She cut out two months ago,”
Morales explained to Ballard. He
turned back to the old woman
with another question. Her an-
swer was a gesture which seemed
to suggest the vast reaches into
which such patently unsavory
women might disappear.

“Ask if Maria had any friends
around here,” Ballard suggested.

Monles did. The old woman
spat a final reply, then shmmed
the door. The overweight, slight-
ly bow-legged investigator rocked
on thoughtful heels; he had heavy
shoulders and a solid meaty tor-
so. “She says this Maria broad
was a cheap tramp who hung
around the neighborhood bas.
Sure your little chick ain’t been
nighthawking?”

“A prostitute? Maria?” Ballard
shot a murderous look toward
the closed door. “Why, that lying
old—" He drew a breath, then
said in a 'very different voice,
“Hell, Trin, Maria had a job as
a domestic over in Pacific
Heights.”

What gave with Ballard, any-
way? Jumpy as a canary at a cat
show. Morales started to say that
he would snoop around, then re-
membered that it would mean a
lot of work to satisfy a little
curiosity; so he merely grunted,
“Yeah, well, she’s long gone from
here. C'mon, Ballard, I got address-
es to check on a couple of cases.”

On Monday, June Ist, Giselle
Marc reviewed the Navarro file
as part of her normal office rou-
tine, and then began skiptracing
on the case. The subjects showed
a previous residence on Griffith
Street, and Maria had been a do-
mestic for a Mrs. Hosford on
Scott Street in the exclusive Paci-
fic Heights area. The husband
Jose, who had worked in a ware-
house on Market Street, had par-
ents living on Harper Street in
Berkeley. Giselle assigned the
Berkeley lead to the DKA East
Bay office and put a memo ar-
bon of the other information into
Larry Ballard’s IN box.

She got in touch with the deal-
er who had originally sold the
car and with the credit bureau;
then she made a traffic<itation
chek with the San Francisco po-
lice, and ran the subject, his wife,
and the car through the Califor-
nia Department of Motor Vehicle
files in Sacramento for possible
new addresses. No leads devel-
oped from this preliminary skip-
tracing.

By Friday, June 5th, Ballard
had turned in only a single report
announcing that Jose had been
gone from his employment for
several months and had been
dropped from Warehousemen'’s Lo-
cal #3860 for nonpayment of dues.
Giselle read it, frowned, then
scrawled See me across the spare
report carbon and turned it back
to Ballard.
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At 5:30, when the clerical staff
had gone home, Larry sauntered
in to hook one hip on the edge
of Giselle’s desk.

“What'’s the gripe on the Navar-
ro file?”

“One report in a week? What
about the Shotwell Street address?
What about Maria? Last time you
worked it she had the car, not
Jose.”

Ballard said defensively, “Trin
Morales and I talked to the old

lady who lives downstairs on
Shotwell. She didn’t know any-
thing.”

Giselle leaned back in her chair
and tapped her pen on the desk.
She was a very bright and very
handsome blonde, tall, slender, re-
served, about Ballard’s age; but
three years at DKA had devel-
oped the hunter’s instinct that all
good investigators must possess.

“Morales said the old lady
thought Maria was a prostitute.”

“She’s no prostie!” yelped Bal-
lard. “She—"

Giselle nodded, tapping the file
with her pen. “C’'mon, Larry give
to Mama. Are you playing around
with the girl?”

“‘'m not and I never was,”
snapped Ballard. “I don’t even
know where she is right now. I
only wish I did.”

“This is a re-open, Larry. When
you worked the case two months
ago, the girl all of a sudden
brought the contract up to date.
Did you make her payments?”

Ballard stood up abruptly and
went to the yard-square map of
San Francisco which hung on the
wall behind Giselle’s desk. He
kept his back to her, seemingly
immersed in the detailed streets.

“What if I did?” he asked
without turning around.

“So you'll be looking for a new
job if the Great White Father
finds out. You know how Dan
is, Larry. No personal involve-
ment. Ever. Did you think that
by not working it you'd make it
disappear?”

Ballard sighed, finally return-
ing to the desk. “No. I know
she’s going to have to pay or lose
the car. I just don’t want to be
the one who takes it away from
her. You'd have to meet the girl
to understand, Giselle.”

“Try me.”

“Well, okay. Her husband was
a real dead beat, just walked out
on the three of them. The twins
are absolute dolls. I took the two
of them to the park one after-
noon while Maria tried to raise
the cash for the payments among
her friends. She couldn’t, so 1
lent it to her.”

“And never asked for it back.
So then she lets it get two down
and skips again—for whatever
reason.” Giselle shook her head
in wonderment. “Larry Ballard,
the knight on a big white horse.”

Just then Dan Kearny walked
in. He was a square-faced, heavy-
jawed man in his forties who
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drove himself and his crew too
hard because he didn’t know any
other way to operate. Now he
shot his hard, level gaze from one
to the other, sensing the tension
in the room like a hunting cat
sensing its quarry.

“What's up?” he
bluntly.

“Larry and I were just talking
about Kathy,” said Giselle quick-
ly. Kathy Onoda, the Japanese
officc manager who had been
with DKA ever since the firm
had started, had been missing
work lately because of illness.
“About how run-down she looks.”

“She does that,” agreed Kearny,
put off the scent. He turned to
Ballard. “Johnny Dell in Bakers-
field needs a few days off, Larry,
so I want you to go down there
tonight and cover for him. He'll
be back a week from Monday—
the fifteenth. How's your work
load right now?”

“Only one bad one,” said Bal-
lard unwillingly. “Maria Navarro.”

Kearny’s slate-gray eyes nar-
rowed as his mental computer
flashed. “That’s a re-open for Cal-
Cit. Okay, give it to Morales—
he worked it with you one night
anyway.”

It was 6:00 P.M. when Ballard
went down the steep narrow stairs
from the second-floor clerical lay-
out to the street. Morales was
pulling up in a blue Buick Sky-
lark, and Ballard paused to grin
at him. He realized how pleased

demanded

he was at being sent out of town;
it resolved his division of loyal-
ties. Morales would find Maria,
repo the car, and Ballard could
forget all about it. And about
Maria.

“I'm going to Bakersfield for
a week, Trin, so you're getting
that Navarro skip to work.”

“Don't do me no favors.” Mo-
rales pursed thick lips and
scratched the side of his nose as
he watched Ballard walk off.
“Now, why ain't yow turned her
yet, hot-shot?” he muttered under
his breath.

Over the week-end Morales had
some private business with a cer-
tain dancer from a Bush Street
topless joint, so it wasn't until
Monday that he got around to
reworking the Navarro case. At
Scott Street he ignored the breath-
taking Bay view to learn from
Mrs. Hosford that Maria had been
a domestic with them for a year,
but had been discharged following
some anonymous phone warnings
about her morals. The Griffith
Street address was in the Hunter’s
Point projects-—one of the institu-
tionalized slums the city called
low-cost housing—and here Mor-
rales spoke with a bountiful black
woman who had never heard of
the Navarros. Morales checked
with the Housing Authority: no
forwarding address.

It was still daylight when he
parked across from 356 Shotwell
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again. Now the street was crowd-
ed with noisy brown and black
children. Morales poked his broad
nose up against the garage win-
dow: the Navarro chick might
have stashed the Pontiac there be-
fore she skipped. Inside there was
a car, all right but it was a
1956 Ford station wagon with
two flat tires and only one head-
light.

As Morales stretched a finger
toward the old woman’s bel he
realized that her curtains were
gone from the bay windows;
through the bare dirty panes he
could see that the place was emp-
ty. Que pasa? Had the old lady
skipped, too?

Then he saw that the door to
the top stairs was ajar. He slipped
inside and catfooted up the in-
terior stairs to the apartment.

“Hey!” he yelled. “Anybody
home?"

“Front room,” called an answer-
ing voice.

Morales entered a room which
recked of new paint. Two Cauca-
sians about his own age were
there, wearing Nehru jackets,
peace beads, slacks so tight he
could almost count their pocket
change, and highly glossed ankle-
length boots. Their dark hair was
too neat, their eyes were too
bright, and the skin over their
cheekbones had an odd polished
look.

“I'm locking for Mara Navar-

ro,” grated Morales, darting his

eyes about melodramatically. Fruit-
ers. Soft as mush, easy to push
around. s

“Do you think we're hiding her
under the molding?” asked onc
with an affected simper. “After
all, we don’t know who you
are—"

“Private investigator.”

“Do you have anything to prove
i?”

Morales geared down abruptly.
The second man was tougher, old-
er than he looked, probably wore
a toupee, and did yoga exercises
to keep his girlish figure He had
dark watchful eyes that gave noth-
ing away. Morales knew the look;
he had it himself, except that his
stemmed from his race. Yeah,
this would be the landlord.

“We're looking for the Pontiac
—she’s two down with the third
due this month. She burn you
for the rent?”

The landlord shook his head,
his lean face clearing. Morales
realized that he was wearing a
cardully applied cosmetic base.
“She was good pay with us uatil
she lost her job. Try the corner
grocery store.”

“What happened to the old
lady downstairs?”

“She died” He suddenly
laughed. “Are you looking for
her, too?”

“Yeah. She ain’t paid for her
coffin yet.”

Morales walked slowly over to
the grocery store. He'd grown up
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here in the Mission District, in
one of the Mexican ghettos where
the rents were high and the wa-
terpipes leaked and nearly every
family was shielding a wetback
uncle from Immigration. The
store was rich with the smells of
chile powder, onion, garlic, bay
leaf, and drying strings of red
peppers. The food shelves featured
tamales, enchiladas and tortillas,
and Morales automatically spoke
Spanish to the shopkeeper.

“Old man, do you remember a
girl named Maria Navarro?”

“Truly.” He had silky white
hair and an old-fashioned gun-
fighter’s mustache. The gnarled
hands gripping the counter were
still strong; many years of field
work had gone into them. “Who
is it wishes to know?”

“I am her brother. Our mother
desires that she come home now.”

The old man nodded. “Truly,”
he said again. “Her man was of
a badness—" He spread his hands
in a vain attempt to encompass
the badness of Jose Navarro. “It
is he who caused the end of her
employment, with his telephone
calls. So she had to turn to the
Welfare to live.”

Welfare. Dammit. Not even a
cop armed with a felony warrant
could get into Welfare’s files. The
old man had gone on, his voice
brightening as he talked of Maria
Navarro.

“Welfare has found her a job.
A very proud girl, that one.” Mo-

THE MARIA NAVARRO CASE

rales, who had turned toward the
door, stopped abruptly when the
old man added, almost dreamily,
“The checks she cashes, they are
not in the name of Navarro.”

“Then in what name, old one?”

Hidden malice lifted in the
voice. “Her unmarried name.
Which you know, of course, broth-
er of Maria.”

Que caray, thought Morales in-
dignantly as he returned to the
Shotwell Street address. That old
man had caught on that Morales
was not Maria’s brother. Her
maiden name, for Pete’s sake.
How was he supposed to find
that out? The landlord, maybe?

But the landlord was gone.
And then Morales saw some junk
mail sticking out of the mailbox
that had been Maria’s. And fold-
ed over in the bottom of the box
was a letter from Nogales, Ari-
zona, addressed in a pencil scrawl
to a name that might have been
Maria Escajodo. Worth a try. At
least it would give Giselle Marc
something to work on.

Like all DKA field agents, Mo-
rales carried a heavy case load;
so it was not until Thursday,
June 1lth, that he was able to
review the Navarro file with Gi-
selle and ask her to pop Welfare
for Maria’s work address.

“Okay, I'll make a couple of
phone calls.”

Giselle dialed the General As-
sistance office of Social Services
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and asked for Mr. . Smith, thus
learning there was a Charles Smith
who was a field caseworker in Aid
to Family with Dependent Chil-
dren. She then became Miss Sim-
mons of the Chronicle to speak
with Mr. Charles Smith, asking
him about the Social Services “job
placement program.” There wasn’t
any, he said, but Social Services
had been placing selected Welfare
“clients” in a public-library train-
ing program on an experimental
basis.

- Then it was a phone call, as
Constance St. John of Social Ser-
vices, disturbed over a misplaced
file, to learn from the public-li-
brary personnel office that no Ma-
ria Escajodo had been placed with
the library. A Maria Escajeda—
that was E-s<-a-j-e-d-a—had been
placed, however, and assigned to
the Catalogue Section. Giselle
called Morales.

“The Catalogue Section was at
45 Hyde Street behind the main
library  building—a  cavernous
room crowded with females of
every age and description except
that of the subject. Morales stop-
ped a fresh-faced girl who was
passing by with an outsized arm-
load of folders. He knew he had
a better chance with her than
with the hard-eyed woman who
ran the place.

“Senorita, 1 look for Maria,” he
announced in guttural English.

“Do you mean Maria Escaje-
.da?”

“si."
“She’s working at one of the
branches now. Out on Potrero

Hill.”

On Monday, June 15th, Trini-
dad Morales parked in front of
the 20th Street Medical Building,
across from the modernistic-pink
branch library sandwiched be-
tween two much older private
residences. On the previous Thurs-
day, Morales had learned that Ma-
ria was off until today because
her daughters were ill with the
flu. It was against library policy
to give out home addresses or
phone numbers.

He drummed the steering wheel
impatiently; the library would
open in a few minutes, at noon.
A beer truck pulled up, and its
driver began to stack cased cans
on a hand cart as a red three-
wheeler whipped into the curb
behind the truck. The rider was
a fortyish woman in a blue jack-
et, sunglasses, a hairnet, black
Frisko jeans, hack boots; she
jerked a pack of x-ray negs from
the cycle box and clumped into
the medical building with them.

A 1967 Pontiac, white with a
black convertible top, passed and
turned right into Connecticut. Li-
cense; LSG 151. Driven by a
petite Mexican girl. Two minutes
later she reappeared, walking
briskly toward the library. Her
cheap, plain red dress showed the
full exciting figure of so many
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Spanish girls; her eyes were huge
and dark.

Seeing her, Morales thought,
explained a lot about Ballard's
handling of the case. Ballard prob-
ably had got next to her last time
around; which meant that Morales
ought to be able to do the same.

He walked around the corner
to the Pontiac, got into it with
the use of a window pick, and
ran his bulky chain of 64 GM
master keys on the ignition. Key
.19 fit. Then, grinning, Morales
relocked the car and went away.

When Maria left work that eve-
ning and drove the Pontiac to
Linda Alley in the Mission dis-
trict, where the close-packed hous-
es had an oddly Old World fla-
vor, Morales was close behind.
By the time she had found a
parking place and walked back
to number 74, he was standing
in a shadowy vestibule across the
alley. Even when Maria's head ap-
peared in the second-floor bay
window as she lowered the shades,
he still waited. Finally a teen-age
Mexican girl emerged. The baby-
sitter. Then Morales moved.

The house was white stucco,
two apartments. Dead tendrils of
ivy clung to the front; the deco-
rative roof over the tiny porch
showed missing shingles. The
owner had probably kicked off,
not leaving much insurance, and
his widow had converted the up-
per floor into a rental unit to
make ends meet.

He rang the old ornate brass
doorbell for the upper apartment.
In a few moments the stairwell
light went on and Maria descend-
ed.

“Who is it?” she called through
the front door. ;

“From the bank,” said Morales
pushing inside. "About the car.”

He heard her sharp intake of
breath. He was only five eight,
but her richly waved raven hair
barely reached his chin. She be-
gan to talk in rapid-fire Spanish,
but Morales snapped, “Hable in-
gles” Being forced to speak En-
glish would keep her off balance.
He jerked his head. “We'd better
go upstairs, huh? You wouldn't
want the landlady to know.”

Maria’s front room was crowd-
ed by its couch, overstuffed chair,
portable TV, and a single floor
lamp. In the old-fashioned phone
alcove there was a plaster cast of
the Virgin, with a votive candle
flickering in front of it. The fur-
niture was the sort usually found
in furnished apartments. Through
an archway he saw a spotless but
makeshift kitchen; the other doors
would lead to the bedroom and
the bathroom.

Maria sat down on the couch,
but Morales remained standing
over her. “Any personal junk you
wanna take outta the car?”

“Can I not keep it?” Her eyes
were very large and liquid and
troubled. “I have a job now again,
soon I can pay—"
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~“I got my orders.”

Her eyes flashed defiantly. “Or-
ders! Then here are the keys. I
will ride the bus to work from
now on.”

Morales should have remem-
bered the old shopkeeper’s remark
about her pride. Well, there were
‘other ways. Moon-face bland, he
sat’ down.

“You know, Maria, all us in-
vestigators, we got our little ar-
rangements. Take Welfare, now.
They tell me where you're living,
I tell them if Jose is sneaking
in here on the sly.”

Sudden anger darkened her
eyes. “I spit upon Jose!" she ex-
claimed. “It is he who lose me
my job with his phone calls.”

Morales nodded. “Yox know
you spit on him, and [ know you
spit on him, but what will Wel-
fare do when I say he's still liv-
ing here?”

“But it is false!” she gasped.

“Remember, you swore out a
criminal warrant against Jose.”
Such failure-to-support warrants
were a legal prerequisite for all
dependent support payments, but
she wouldn't know that. It would
help convince her that Morales
really was working with Social
Services. And then he remembered
Ballard. Perfect. He leaned for-
ward to nail it down. “And then,
whea I tell ’em about you and
Larry Ballard, they’ll take your
kids away from you.”

“No!” Her voice was almost a

shriek. Face contorted, she began
sobbing out broken Spanish phras-
es. “...por favor...no me de-
nuncies ,..”

Yeah, she’d come around. She’d
do anything to keep those kids.
Very deliberately Morales put one
clever brown hand on her knee.
She stiffened at his touch, but
made no other movement; the
hand seemed to mean no more
to her than a glob of mud thrown
by a passing auto.

“Be nice to me, Maria,” he said
breathily, “and maybe you'll get
to keep your kids.”

“My children are asleep in the
bedroom. We cannot ..." She used
the flat voice of the defeated down
all the ages; but there was a de-
fiant gleam in her eyes that Mo-
rales was too elated to notice.
“Tomorrow night I will get Bea-
triz to stay with the children.”

Morales quit grinning abruptly;
by the shaded light of the floor
lamp his face became sullen. Fi-
nally he nodded.

“Okay, tomorrow night. But
I'm still taking the car tonight.”

After he had gone, Maria
crossed to the phone quickly. Her
face was set, but her hands shook
slightly as she dialed.

Larry Ballard felt really beat.
He had worked flat out in Ba-
kersfield for ten days, and then
had driven home. It was after
11:00 P.M. when he parked on
Lincoln Way and trudged across
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the street to his two-room apart-
ment which peered from bay win-
dows toward the green reaches of
Golden Gate Park. Yawning, he
dropped his suitcase just inside
the door, crinkled his nose at the
musty smell of the apartment, and
went to the refrigerator for a beer.

Beat. He kicked off his shoes.
Anyway, he'd left Johnny Dell’s
Bakersfield area in a hell of a lot
better shape than he'd found it.
It would be nice to relax and
read a newspaper again, and even
get back to his own cases. He
grunted. Such as Maria Navarro.
He hoped Morales had found her
and got the car. He'd really dug
that chick, though he’d never laid
a hand on her.

The phone rang.

“To hell with you,” muttered
Ballard. But he got up and
crossed the threadbare carpet of
the front room on stockinged
feet. “Ballard,” he snarled into the
phone. Then he started listening.

Two minutes later he was run-
ning across the street to his Fair-
lane. That pig, he thought to
himself as he drove toward the
Mission district, that dirty pig.

It was nearly an hour later,
well after midnight, when he tried
the basement entrance of DKA
and found it unlocked. At the
far end the one-way glass door
of Kearny’s private office was
open enough so that he could see
Kearny and the back of O’Ban-
non’s flaming red head. Working

late, those two. As he had expect-
ed, the white Bonneville with the
black convertible top was block-
ing the middle of the garage.

Ballard went down the narrow
aisle the convertible left in front
of the field agents’ cubicles, stuck
his head into the one that Mo
rales habitually used, and gestured
at the car.

“How did you turn her, Trin?”
he asked. His voice was decep-
tively tranquil, considering that
the hand which gripped the door
frame was white-knuckled with
tension. The chunky investigator
glanced up from the report he
was filling in and leered with
self-satisfaction.

“I know how to dig, hot-shot.”
He tossed the case assignment to
Ballard. “Here, read how you're
supposed to do it.”

Ballard leaned his long frame
against the fender of the Pontiac
to scan the report carbons stapled
face-out to the back of the assign-
ment sheet. Neither of them saw
Kearny and O’Bannon emerge
from the private office. O'B, a
red-headed Irishman about Kear-
ny’s age, had been with him ever
since the old days at Walter’s
Auto Detectives and was DKA’s
best field agent.

“So you caught up with her at
work, huh, Trin?” asked Ballard.

“Yeah.” Morales’ eyes twinkled.
“I ran the keys on it there to-
day, see, so I could push it off
tonight without no trouble.”
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“Why didn’t you just take it
then, Trin?”

“lI had other ideas, man.” He
stood up to get confidential. “I
tailed her home tonight, see, and
then I told her that Welfare had
asked me to check if her old man
was still living with her. Get it?
Then 1 said maybe I'd report
negative—if she was nice to me.”

“That was awfully clever, Trin,”
said Ballard silkily.

Morales uttered a heavy com-
placent laugh. “Yeah. This works
out even better, waiting until to-
morrow. ['ve already got the car,
and she’s too dumb to know I'm
just stringing her along. So she’ll
think I'm doing her a big favor
by not reporting her to Welfare,
when really—"

Ballard's fist caught him under
the left eye and knocked him
backward into a chair, which up-
set to dump him under the desk.
The heavy agent burst out in a
scrabbling crouch, roaring, to butt
Ballard in the midsection. Ballard
went to his knees against the
Pontiac, his face distorted, and
Morales aimed a vicious kick at
the head.

O'Bannon’s freckled hand flick-
ed up and dumped Morales back
on the desk top. O'B went in fast,
got a forearm clamped across the
throat, his wrist gripped by his
other hand for added leverage.
“Cool it, baby,” he said.

Morales thrashed helplessly un-
til Kearny appeared in the door-

way; then O’Bannon released his
grip and stepped back.

“You’d better go on home,
Trin,” said Kearny mildly. “You
can finish those reports in the
morning.”

Morales began sullenly gather-
ing up his case sheets. Ballard was
leaning against the Pontiac, very
pale and with sweat standing on
his forchead, but with his jaw set
stubbornly. As Morales started out
with the folders bulging untidily
under his arm Ballard stopped
him.

“Don’t try going over there
again, Morales. She called me
right after you left. Know why?
Because she planned to pack up
and run, so youd just find an
empty apartment when you got
there; but she was worried that
I might get into trouble about
making her payments for her the
last time. I told her to stay right
where she was--but to call the
cops if you ever showed your
face around there again.”

Morales clumped out without a
response, but Kearny looked Bal-
lard over with a grimace. “Play-
ing games with a subject, huh?”

Larry shrugged uneasily; his
color was gradually returning. No
use trying to explain that he'd
made the payments because he'd
felt sorry for Maria—just that. and
no strings attached. Not to Kear-
ny. Kearny never worried about
motives; just results.

As if on cue Kearny jerked his
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thumb at a board which was fas-
tened to the partition between
two of the cubicles. It was lined
and divided to show each field
agent’s name, radio call number,
and monthly work break-down.

“You see that tally board, Bal-
lard? You see the number of re-
pos Morales has made this month?
The skips he’s turned? The hours
and mileage he’s reported? The
total of cases he’s closed?”

“I—yes, sir.”

Kearny rapped his knuckles on
the Navarro car. “Morales put this
Pontiac here—you didn’t. Morales
found the woman—you didn’t.
All you did was a damned slop-
py job on this case while you
had it. If you pull something like
this again, you're out, get me?
O-U-T. You're looking for a new
iob.)’

“Yes, sir,” said Ballard.

“I'm on your back, Ballard, and
don’t you forget it.”

They stared after the retreating
field agent until the door closed,
then O'B cleared his throat. His
leathery drinker’s face was map-
ped with the topography of a
lifetime. “Say, Dan, weren't you
a little hard on the kid? Think
what our liability exposure would
have been, say, if Morales had
gotten away with it tomorrow
night and that girl later yelled
to the Welfare people.”

Kearny's rugged festures broke
into a grin. “Well, O'B, think

what sort of laugh would go
around the circuit if our client
ever found out that one of our
own agents made a subject’s car
payments for her!” He shook his
head. “I guess I'm getting soft. I
sort of wanted to bust Morales
one myself.”

“You sure hid it well,” said
O’Bannon dryly.

They went out, setting the
alarms and locking the solid-core
hardwood door behind them. The
fog was swirling in, around the
parked cars, muffling the head-
lights and the mournful rumble
of the traffic which shook the ce-
ment skyway above their heads.
Kearny paused.

“I lit into Ballard because he’s
going to be a damned good man,
O'B, and I don’t want to see him
get really hurt one of these days
because he gets personally involved
with a subject. As for Morales—"
He slapped the redhead abruptly
on the shoulder. “I'm giving him
the sack in the morning. He’s out.
O-U-T. Cmon, I'll buy you a
drink.”

O’Bannon stared at Kearny for
a long moment; then his irrepres-
sible smile lit up his features.

“You know I never take a
drink, Dan,” he said happily.

The two men drew their top-
coats about them and sauntered off
into the fog like a pair of scarred
and wise old alley cats out on
the prowl.
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BLESSED ARE THE MEEK

by GEORGES SIMENON

(translated by Frances Frenaye)

Blessed are the meek ...

Kachoudas, the humble little ‘tailor
of the Rue des Premontres, was
afraid; of this there could be no
doubt. A thousand people, ten
thousand to be exact—the entire
population of the town except for
the very young children—were a-

fraid too; but most of them did
not dare to admit it even in the
privacy of their own bedrooms.

Several minutes had gone by
since Kachoudas had lit the elec-
tric light which he pulled by a
wire into a position directly over
his work. It was not yet five
o'clock but the darkness of the
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November e¢vening had closed in
around him. It had rained steadily
for a whole fortnight. A hundred
yards away, at the cinema fes-
tooned with purple lights where
a bell sputtered to announce the
beginning of every show, a news-
reel showed people in other parts
of the country navigating the
streets in rowboats, and farmhous-
es cut off by torrents of water
which carried along uprooted trees.
These facts were important; they
had a bearing on the whole situ-
ation. If it hadn’t been late autumn
with the darkness coming on at
four o'clock in the afternoon; if it
hadn’t rained from morning to
night and from night to morning
again, to the point where many
people didn't have a stitch of dry
clothes to put on their back; if
there hadn’t been gusts of wind
whirling down the narrow streets
and turning umbrellas inside out
as if they were gloves, then per-
haps  Kachoudas wouldn’t have
been afraid and, what's more, noth-
ing would have happened.
Kachoudas was sitting  with
crossed legs on the big table that
he had polished with his hind-
quarters all day long for the thirty
years he had plied his trade as a
tailor. He worked on a mezzanine
floor with a low ceiling just above
his shop. Just across the street an
enormous sign in the form of a
red top hat hung over the sidewalk
in front of a haberdashery. When
Kachoudas looked out he could

see under the sign into the shop
of Monsieur Labbe.

This establishment was badly
lighted. The electric-light buylbs
were covered with dust and the
window had not been washed for
a long time. These details are less
important, but they played their
part. The haberdushery was old
and so was the street on which
it was situated, which had been
the shopping center of the town
before the five-and-ten-cent stores
and others with glittering show-
cases had moved in on a thorough-
fare five hundred yards away. Now
the shops remaining on this dim-
ly illuminated section of the street
were so rundown that it looked
as if no one ever went into them
at all.

Here, then, was another reason
for being afraid. And finally, this
wis the usual hour. At this time
every day Kachoudas had the
vaguely uncomlortable feeling that
meant he must have the glass of
white wine which « habit of long
standing had made secm absolute-
ly essential.

Monsieur Labbe across the street
had exactly the same feeling; for
him too this was the usual hour.
As a result he would say a few
words to Alfred, his red-headed
clerk, and put on a heavy over-
coat with a velvet collar.

At the same time the little tailor
would get down from his table,
knot his tie, put on his jacket, and
go down the spiral stairway, call-
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ing out behind him, “Tll be back
in fifteen minutes.”

This wasn’t strictly true. He in-
variably stayed away for half an
hour, but for years now he had
announced his return in fifteen
minutes.

Just as he was slipping on his
raincoat, one which a customer had
left and forgotten to call for, he
heard the automatic bell ring as
the door opened across the street.
Monsieur Labbe, his coat collar
turned up and his hands in his
pockets, was walking close to the
walls on the sheltered part of the
sidewalk in the direction of the
Place Gambetta.

The tailor’s bell rang too a mo-
ment later, and Kachoudas stepped
into the driving rain hardly ten
yards behind his neighbor.

The two of them were quite
alone on the street, where the gas
lamps were spaced far apart, leav-
ing stretches of darkness between
them.

With a few quick steps Kachou-
das ocould have overtaken the hab-
erdasher. They were acquainted,
exchanged greetings when they
shut up their shops at the same
time, and spoke to each other in
the Cafe de la Paix where they
were both due to arrive in a few
minutes. But they occupied quite
different ranks in society. Mon-
sieur Labbe was Monsieur Labbe
and Kachoudas was only Kachou-
das.

Kachoudas, then, was bringing

up the rear, and this fact served to
reassure him. If someone were to
attack him he had only to cry out
and the haberdasher would hear
him. But what if the haberdasher
were to run away? Kachoudas
thought this over. The idea sent
shivers down his spine, and the
fear of being ambushed at a dark
corner or alley caused him to walk
in the middle of the street. There
was not far to go. At the end of
the Rue des Premontres lay the
central square, well lighted and
with a certain number of people
about in spite of the rain. There
a policeman was usually on duty.

The two men, one behind the
other, turned to the left. The third
building just ahead of them was
the Cafe de la Paix, with its bright
lights and comforting warmth.
The regular customers were at
their tables and Firmin, the wait-
er, was watching them play cards.

Monsieur Labbe took off his
overcoat and shook it, and Firmin
hung it on the rack. When Kach-
oudas came in no one helped him
off with his raincoat. Naturally, for
he was only Kachoudas. The card
players and those who were look-
ing on at their game shook the
haberdasher’s hand, and he sat
down just behind the doctor. They
gave a curt nod, or perhaps no
sign of recognition at all, to Kach-
oudas who could find mo better
place to sit than right up against
the stove. As a result steam began
to rise from his trousers.



22 BLESSED ARE THE MEEK

The steaming wet trousers led
the little tailor to make his dis-
covery. He locked down at them
and said to himself that because
the cloth was not of very good
quality the trousers would probab-
ly shrink again. Then, with a pro-
fessional eye, he examined Mon-
sieur Labbe’s trousers to see if
their material was better. Of course
he did not make Monsicur Labbe's
suits. None of the highly respecta-
ble people who frequented the cafe
at this hour came to him for their
clothes. At most they gave him
linings or patchwork to do.

There was sawdust on the floor
and wet feet had left irregular
marks in it and clumps of mud
here and there. Monsieur Labbe
was wearing expensive shoes and
dark gray, almost black, trousers.
On the cuff of his left trouser leg
there was a tiny spot of white. If
Kachoudas had not been a tailor
he would probably never have no-
ticed it. He thought right away
that it must be a thread. because
tailors are given to pulling threads
out. If he had not been such a
humble little tailor he would prob-
ably not have leaned over to pick
it off.

The haberdasher noticed his ges-
ture with some surprise. Kachou-
das seized the white spot, which
had slid down into the cuff, and
it turned out to be not a thread
“but a scrap of paper.

“Excuse me,” he murmured.

The Kachoudases were always

excusing themselves. Centuries ago,
when they were driven like cattle
from Armenia to Smyrna and Syria
and other such places, they had
acquired this cautious mannerism.

It must be stressed that while
Kachoudas was straightening him-
self up there was not a single
thought in his head. Or, to be ex-
act, he thought only: "It isn’t a
thread, after all.”

He could see the legs and feet
of the card players, the cast-iron
feet of the marble-topped tables,
and Firmin’s white apron. Instead
of throwing the scrap of paper on
the floor he held it out to the

haberdasher, repeating: “Excuse

me.” :
He fclt that he must apologize

because the haberdasher might

wonder why in the world he had
poked about in his trouser cuff.

But just as Monsieur Labbe took
the paper, which was hardly bigger
than a piece of confetti, Kachou-
das suddenly stiffened and a most
unpleasant shiver ran across the
back of his neck. The worst of it
was that the haberdasher and he
were looking straight at each oth-
er. For a moment they went on
staring. No one was paying them
any attention; the players were at
their cards and the others were
watching the game.

Monsieur Labbe was a man who
had been fat and then lost a good
part of his weight. He was still
fairly voluminous, but there was a

flabby look about him. His droop-



BLESSED ARE THE MEEK 23

ing features were generally expres-
sionless, and on this critical occa-
sion . they did not flicker. He took
the paper, rolled it between his fin-
gers until it was no bigger than a
pinhead, and said, “Thanks, Kach-
oudas.”

This caused the litle talor any
amount of reflection; for days and
nights after he asked himself: Was
the haberdasher’s voice natural?
Jronical? Threatening? Sarcastic?
. The tailor wrembled and almost
dropped the glass that he had
picked up in order to keep his
self-control. He must not look at
Monsieur Labbe. It was too dan-
gerous. It was a question of life
and death—if, indeed, Kachoudas
could hope 10 hang on to his life
at all. He sat glued to his chair,
apparently quite still, but with a
feeling as if he were jumping up
and down. There were moments
when he had o hold himself back
from running away as fast as he
could go. What would happen if
he were 1o get up and shout:

“This is the man!”

He was hot and cold at the
same time. The heat of the stove
was burning his skin and vet his
teeth were on the point of chatter-
ing. All of a sudden he remem-
bered how on the Rue des Pre-
montres fear had caused him to
follow the haberdasher as closely
as he could. This was not the first
ume he had clung o his shadow,
and he had done so only a quar-
ter of an hour bdore. They had

been quite alone in the dark strect
and now he knew that this was
the man! The little wilor wanted
to look at him on the sly, but he
did not dare. One look might seal
his fate.

Above all he must not run his
hand over his neck, as he had a
violent longing to do, akin to the
temptation to scratch a bad itch.

“Another white wine, Firmin,”

A further blunder. Usually he let
halt an hour go by before order-
ing a second glass. What should
he do? What could he do?

The walls of the Cufe de la Puix
were studded with mirrors, which
reflected rising coils of cigarete
and pipe smoke. Monsieur Labbe
was the only one who smoked ci-
gars and Kachoudas occasionally
caught a whilf of them. At the
other end of the room, on the righy,
near the washroom, there was a
telephone booth. Under the pre-
text of going to the tilet, couldn’t
he ship into it?

“Hello ... Police?
here...”

What if Monsicur Labbe were o
push into the booth behind him?
No one would hear, for it was al-
ways done quite noiselessly. Not a
single one of the six victims had
cried out. They were all old wom-
en, o be sure. The killer had nev-
er attacked anyone but an old
woman. That was why the men
were so bold and did not hesitate
o go out on the streets. But
there was no reason why the killer

Your man is
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should not break the rule.

“The man you're after is here.
Come and get him ...”

Twenty thousand francs would
be coming to him. This was the
reward that everyone was trying
to win—so many people, indeed,
that the police were at their wits’
end with the number of wild clues
they were asked to follow. If he
had “twenty thousand francs. .
But, first of all, who would be-
lieve him? He would say:

“It’s the haberdasher!”
And they would reply: “Prove
i.”

“I saw two letters—"

“What letters?”

“An n and a ¢”

He really wasn’t sure about the
L.

“Explain exactly what you mean,
Kachoudas.”

They would talk sternly to him;
people always talk sternly to a Ka-
choudas.

“...in the cuff of his trouser. .
Then he rolled it into a tiny ball.”

Incidentally, where was that tiny
ball now, the ball the size of a
pinhead? Just try and find it!
Monsieur Labbe might have let it
drop on the floor where he could
grind it with his heel into the
sawdust. Or he might have swal-
lowed it.

What did it prove anyhow? That
the haberdasher had cut two let-
ters out of a newspaper? Not even
that much. He might have picked
up the scrap of paper almost any-

where without even noticing -it.
And what if he 4ad had a whim
to cut the letters out of a news-
paper? It was enough to unsettle
a much stronger man than the lit-
tle tailor, to upset any one of the
respectable  businessmen  sitting
about him—shopkeepers, an insur-
ance agent, a wine merchant; all
well enough off to spend a good
part of the afternoon playing cards
and to drink several aperitifs every
day.

They didn’t know. No one knew
except Kachoudas. And the man
was aware that Kachoudas
knew ...The little tailor was per-
spiring as if he had drunk hot
grog and taken a powerful dose of
aspirin. Had the haberdasher no-
ticed his nervousness? Did Kach-
oudas look as if he had caught on
to the meaning of the scrap of pa-
per? -

How could he think over these
critical matters without betraying
his thoughts, when the other man
was smoking his cigar less than
six feet away and he, Kachoudas,
was supposed to be watching the
card players?

“A white wine, Firmin.”

He spoke up quite unintention-
ally, almost in spite of himself, be-
cause his throat was so dry. Three-
glasses of white wine were too
rnany, more than he had ever
drunk at a time except when his
children were born. He had eight
children now and was waiting for
a ninth. No sooner was one born
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than another seemed to follow. It
wasn’t his fault, although every
time people looked at him accus-
ingly.

How could anyone kill a man
with eight children and a ninth
on the way, and probably a tenth
after that? Just then someone, the
insurance agent, who was dealing
out the cards, said, “Queer, he
hasn’t killed an old woman for
three days now. He must be
scared.”

There was Kachoudas, knowing
what he knew, obliged to listen to
this remark without so much as a
look at the haberdasher. Then he
had a stroke of his usual bad luck.
As by dint of a tremendous effort
he looked straight ahead of him,
he saw Monsieur Labbe’s face in a
mirror on the wall. Monsieur
Labbe was staring right at him.
He was perfectly at ease, but none
the less he was staring and it
seemed to the little tailor as if
there were a slight smile on his
lips. He began to wonder if the
haberdasher wasn’t going to wink
at him, the way he might wink
at the accomplice, as if to say, “A
good joke, eh?”

Kachoudas heard his own voice
say, “Waiter...”

A very poor idea. Three glasses
of wine were enough, more than
enough, especially as too much
made him sick.

“Your order, Monsieur?”

“Oh, nothing...thank you...”

After all, there was one perfectly

reasonable explanation. It was a bit
hazy in the little tailor’s mind, but
it did hold water. There might be
two men instead of one: one of
them the killer of old women of
whom nothing was known beyond
the fact that he had done away
with six of them in the last three
weeks; the other merely someone
who wanted to amuse himself and
mystify the town—an eccentric,
perhaps, who sent the famous com-
munications addressed to the Cour-
rier de la Loire made up of single
lctters cut out of newspapers.

Why not? Such things have been
known to happen. There are peo-
ple who get strange ideas in their
heads where crime is concerned.
But if there were two men instead
of one, how could the second one,
who cut out and pasted up the
letters, prophesy what the first one
would do next?

For at least three of the mur-
ders had been announced ahead of
time, all of them exactly the same
way. The communications came to
the Courrier de la Loire in the
mail and usually the words in
them had been cut right out of
the Courrier itself and carefully
stuck one beside the other. For in-
stance:

It was no use to call out a
special squad, Another old wom-
an tomorrow.

Some of the communications
were longer. It must have taken
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quite seme time to find the right
words in the newspaper and fit
them together like a puzzle.

Inspector Micou thinks he's
smart just because he came
down from Paris. But he's
only a choir boy. He's foolish
to drink all that brandy; it
only makes his nose red.

By the way, didn't Inspector
Micou, whom the Surete Nationale
had sent to organize the hunt for
the killer, stop in every now and
then for a drink at the Cafe de
la Paix? The little tailor had seen
him there. It was quite true that
he liked brandy, and people would
question him quite casually,

“Well, then, Inspector?”

“We'll get him, never fear. Ma-
niacs of his kind are sure to slip
up on something. They’re too
pleased with themselves and they
have to boast of what they've
done.”

Yes, the haberdasher had been
right there when the Inspecter
had spoken these words.

Some fools say it's cowardice
that makes me kill only old
women. What if I simply can’t
stand old women? | have a
right to dislike them, haven't
I? But if they go on with
this slander I'll kill a man,
just to please them. A big
strong man, too. It's all the
same to me. That will teach
them a lesson!

Kachoudas was small and thin,
no bigger than a fifteen-year-old
boy.

“You see, Inspector—"

The tailor jumped. Inspector Mi-
cou had just walked into the cafe
along with Pijolet, the dentist. The
Inspector was stout and hearty. He
turned a chair around and sat as-
tride it opposite the card players.

“Don’t bother to move,” he said
to them.

“How's the hunt going?”

“Getting along, thank you, get-
ting along.”

“Any clues?”

Kachoudas could still see Mon-
sieur Labbe staring at him in the
mirror, and he had a new and
frightening thought. What if Mon-
sieur Labbe were innocent—inno-
cent of the murders and of writing
to the newspaper about them?
What if he had got the scrap of
paper into his trouser cuff by mere
chance, as one sometimes gets a
flea?

He must put himself in the oth-
er’s place. Kachoudas had leaned
over and picked something up.
Monsieur Labbe couldnt know
where the scrap of paper had come
from. Perhaps the little tailor him-
self had let it fall and tried to
make it disappear on the floor,
then nervously picked it up and
held it out to his neighbor. Yes,
why shouldn’t the haberdasher sus-
pect him just as much as he sus-
pected the haberdasher?

“A white wine—"
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Never mind! He had drunk too
much, but all the same he wanted
more. There seemed to him to be
more smoke than usual in the
cafe; faces were blurred and the
card players’ table faded away into
the distance.

Yes, think of that. If Monsieur
Labbe suspected him in exactly the
same way ... Would he too set his
mind on the twenty-thousand-franc
reward? People said that he was
rich, that it was because he didn't
need money that he let his busi-
ness slide. Otherwise he would
clean his windows or even enlarge
them, add more lighting, and get
in some new stock. He couldn’
hope that people would come to
buy the hats in the styles of twen-
ty years ago that sat on his dust-
covered shelves.

Yes, if he were a miser the
twenty thousand francs might be
a temptation. He had only to ac-
cuse Kachoudas, and most people
would believe him. For Kachoud-
as was just the sort of fellow every-
one inclines to distrust. Because he
hadn’t been born in the town, or
even in the country, and he had
a queerly shaped head which he
held a little to one side. Because
he lived among an ever-increasing
brood of children and his wife
hardly spoke a word of French.

But what of that? Why should
the little tailor attack old women
in the street without bothering to
steal even their jewels or their
handbags? So Kachoudas reasoned

to himself, but the next minute he
saw that the same argument held
good for the haberdasher.

“Why should Monsieur Labbe,
after living sixty years as a model
citizen, suddenly feel an urge to
strangle old women in dark
streets?”

The problem was a complicated
one. Neither the familiar atmos-
phere of the Cafe de la Paix nor
the presence of Inspector Micou
was reassuring any longer. Let
someone merely suggest to Micou
that Kachoudas was guilty and
Micou would take him at his word.
But if it were a question of Mon-
sieur Labbe...

He must think it over seriously.
It was a question of life and
death. Hadn't the killer announced
in the newspaper that he might
attack a man next? There was the
badly lighted Rue des Premontres
to walk through, and his shop was
just across from that of the haber-
dasher, who could spy on every-
thing he did. Then there were the
twenty thousand francs. Twenty
thousand! More than he could earn
in six months ...

“Tell me, Kachoudas—"

He felt as if he were coming
down to earth from very far away,
back among people whose presence
he had for several minutes com-
pletely forgotten. Because he did
not recognize the voice, his first
impulse was to turn toward the
haberdasher who looked at him as
he chewed his cigar. But it was
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not the haberdasher who had spok-
en to him, it was the Inspector.

“Is it true that you work fast
and don’t overcharge?”

In a split second he realized
what an unexpected piece of good
luck this was, and he almost
looked over at Monsieur Labbe to
see if he had noticed the relief in
his face. Kachoudas would never
have dared go to the police. And
he would have hesitated to write
them a letter, because letters go
into the files and one can never
tell when they may cause trouble.
And now the Inspector himself,
the representative of the law, had
practically offered to come to him.

“When it’s for mourning I can
deliver a suit within twenty-four
hours,” he said modestly, lowering
his eyes.

“Then pretend that I'm going
into mourning for the six old
women and make me a suit just
as fast. I brought hardly anything
with me from Paris and the rain
has been hard on my clothes. You
have some good wool cloth, 1

hope.”
“The best there is.”
Good Lord! The little tailor’s

thoughts were running away with
him! Perhaps it was the effect of
four glasses of white wine. So
much the worse! He ordered a
fifth glass, in a more self-assured
tone of voice than usual. Some-
thing wonderful was going to
happen. Instead of going back
alone, stricken with fear of Mon-

sieur Labbe at every dark corner,
he would get the Inspector to go
with him, under the pretext of
taking his measurements. And
once they were in the shop, be-
hind closed doors ... What a mag-
nificent chance] The reward would
be his! Twenty thousand francs!
And without the slightest risk!

“If you can come with me for
five minutes ... My place is near.”

His voice trembled. This was
luck of the sort a Kachoudas can’t
count on, not after centuries of
having been kicked around by his
fellowmen and an unkind fate.

“I could take your measurements
and have it ready for tomorrow
evening at the same time.”

How happy he was to get off to
such a good start. All his worries
were over, and everything was
turning out all right, as if this
were a fairy tale. Men playing
cards...good old Firmin (every-
one looks good at a moment like
this) watching the game...the
haberdasher, whose gaze he sought
to avoid ... the Inspector coming
back with him...they would go
out together...he would close the
door of his shop and no one
would hear ... “Listen, Inspector,
I know who the killer is!”

Then his hopes were dashed to
the ground. One little sentence
spoiled everything.

“m not in that much
hurry, you know.”

The Inspector wanted to join in
the card game and he knew that

of a
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someone would give him a place
as soon as the hand was over.

“I'll come by tomorrow morning.
You're always there, 1 suppose,
aren’t you? In weather like this,
anyhow.”

It was all up. His fine plans had
collapsed. Yet the whole thing had
seemed so easy. By tomorrow he
would probably be dead, and his
wife and children would never
have the twenty thousand francs
which he was entitled to leave
them. For he was more and more
convinced that he had a right to
the reward. He was sure of it, and
he rebelled against the sudden ob-
stacle in his path.

“If you were to come this eve-
ning I could take advantage—"

No use. The haberdasher must
be laughing up his sleeve. The
hand was over and the insurance
agent gave his place up to Inspec-
tor Micou. Detectives had no busi-
ness playing cards! They should
catch on to the slightest hint. Ka-
choudas couldn’t very well beg
him on bended knee to come at
once for his measurements.

How was he to go away? Usu-
ally he stayed no more than half
an hour at the cafe. This was his
only distraction, his one folly.
Then he always went home. The
children were all back from school
by then and they made the most
infernal noise. The house smelled
of cooking. Dolphine (she had a
ridiculously French name in spite
of hardly knowing the language)

called them in a shrill voice. And
he pulled down the light over his
work and sewed for long hours,
perched on the mezzanine table ..

He himself smelled, he knew
that. He smelled of garlic, which
they used abundantly in their cook-
ing, and of the grease in the wool
materials that he worked with all
day. There were people in the
Cafe de la Paix who drew back
their chairs whenever he sat down
near the table of the regular cus-
tomers. Was that enough of a rea-
son why the Inspector shouldn’t
come with him? Every one of the
others in the cafe lived in the di-
rection of the Rue du Palais; they
all turned to the left when they
went out, while he turned to the
right. It was a matter of life and
death.

“One more, Firmin.”

Another glass of white wine.
He had a terrible fear that the
haberdasher might follow him out
the door. But after he had ordered
his wine it occurred to him that
if Monsieur Labbe went out ahead
of him he might lie in waiting at
a dark corner of the Rue des Pre-
montres. There was danger if the
haberdasher left first, and even
more danger if he left second. And
yet Kachoudas couldn’t stay there
all night.

“Firmin—"

He hesicated. He knew that he
was wrong, that he was going to
be drunk, but there was nothing
else to do.
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“One more of the same.”
Everyone was sure to look at
him with suspicion.

“How is Mathilde?”

Someone had just asked this
question, but who was it? Kachou-
das’s head was heavy by now; he
must have been at his seventh glass
of wine. In fact, there was curiosity
as to whether he was celebrating
the arrival of a new baby, The
question he had just heard might
‘have been from Germain, the gro-
cer. It didn’t matter much, any-
how. The-men were all about the
same age, between sixty and sixty-
five. Most of them had been in
the same class at school; they had
started out playing marbles togeth-
er. Later on they had gone to each
other’s weddings and all their lives
long they spoke to each other in
intimate terms. Probably every one
of them, when he was fifteen or
sixteen years old, had courted a
girl who had later married one
of his friends.

There was another group of
cronies, ranging from forty to fifty
years of age, who were ready to
step into the shoes of their elders
as soon as they left ‘this earthly
scene. They played cards at anoth-
er table, in the left-hand corner of
the cafe. They were a good deal
noisier, but they arrived later on,
about six o'clock, because they did-
n’t have quite as much leisure.

“How is Mathilde?”

This was a phrase that the little

tailor heard almost every day,
Someone would say it quite casu-
ally, just as if he were saying, “Is
it still raining?” For Mathilde, the
haberdasher’s wife, had long since
become a legend. Once upon a
time she must have been a young
girl like the rest. Perhaps some of
the card players had stolen a kiss
from her in their younger days.
Then she had got married and
probably she went in her best
clothes to ten o'clock mass every
Sunday. For fifteen years she had
lived on a mezzanine floor, just op-
posite to Kachoudas, but her cur-
tains were almost always drawn
together. He could only guess at
the presence of her motionless
white face behind the lace hang-
ings. -

“Mathilde’s all right.”

In other words, she was no
worse, but her condition was just
the same. She was a paralytic;
every morning she was put into
a chair and every evening put back
to bed. So that the best that could
be said for her was that she wasn’t
yet dead. After Mathilde the play-
ers spoke of a number of other
things. They barely mentioned the
killer, because the customers of the
Cafe de la Paix affected a lack of
interest in such things.

Kachoudas had not dared to go
away for fear the haberdasher
would leave just behind him. And
so he went on drinking. Two or
three times he noticed that Mon-
sieur Labbe looked at the pale face
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of the clock hanging between two
mirrors, but it never eccurred to
him to wonder why. This, how-
ever, is how he happened to no-
tice that it was exactly seventeen
minutes after six when the haber-
dasher got up and rapped with a
cein on the marble tuble top to
summon Firmin.

“How much do I owe you?”
- When a man came in he usually
shook hands all around. but when
he went out he said goodbye te
everyone together. Some said, “See
you tomorrow,” and others said,
“See you later on,” which meant
that they were coming back for
anether game after dinner.

“He’ll lie in wait at a dark cor-
ner.of the Rue des Premontres and
jump out at me as [ ge by.”

If only he could pay for his own
drinks in time to follow close on
the haberdasher’s heels and net let
him eut of his sight! Kachoudas
was the shorter and thinner of the
two and probably he could run
faster. The best thing te de was
to keep a shert distance behind and
be ready 1o run at the least sign
of suspicious behavior.

The two men went out, one a
few seconds after the other.
Strangely enough the card players
turned te look after the little tailor
rather than the haberdasher. There
was something uneasy in his man-
ner and a doubt had crossed their
minds. Someone half murmured,
“Could he be the ene?”

Outside the wind was raging. At

every corner it struck a man in
the face and he either had to bend
over deuble or else be thrown
backward by its impact. It was
raining hard. The little tailor’s face
was streaming and he shivered be-
neath his light rainceat. Never
mind; he was right at the haber-
duasher’s heels. He must keep up
the pace, for in this nearness lay
his only hope of safety.

Three hundred yards more, two
hundred yards, ene hundred yards,
and he weuld be home where he
could lock the door and barricade
himself in until the Inspector came
the next morning to see him.

He was still counting the sec-
onds when he noticed that the
haberdasher had gone by his shop.
where the redheaded clerk ceuld
still be vaguely seen behind the
ceunter. Kachoudas went by his
own place almost unconsciously; a
force stronger than himself im-
pelled him to follow. Just as a lit-
tle earlicr the two of them werc
alene en the street, they continucd
to be alone in the more and more
deserted scction of the town which
they were now entering. Each one
of them could hear the ether's
footsteps, besides the echees of his
own. The haberdasher must knew
that he was heing follewed.

Kacheudas was half out of his
senses with fear. Couldn’t he step.
turn around. and go back home?
Of course. Perhaps. But this nev-
er even occurred to him. Strange
as it may seem, he was too con-
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gealed by fright. He went on,
keeping about twenty yards behind
his companion, and from time to
time he spoke through the wind
and rain to himself:

“If he’s really the killer...”

Was he still uncertain? Was it in
order to satisfy his conscience that
he had undertaken this chase?
Every now and then the two men
passed a lighted shop window.
Then, one after the other, they
plunged back into the darkness
and could place each other only
by the sound of their footsteps.

“If he stops, I'll stop too.”

The haberdasher did stop, and
the tailor stopped after him. Then
the haberdasher went on and the
tailor followed him with a sigh of
relief.

There were patrols all over the
town, at least according to the
newspaper. In order to preserve
calm the police had thought up a
so-called infallible patrol system.
And indeed, as they strode on, one
behind the other, they met three
men in uniform trudging along in
step, and Kachoudas heard them
say, “Good evening, Monsieur Lab-
be.”

When they came to him they
flashed a light in his face and said
nothing.

There were no old women in
the streets. It was enough to make
one wonder where the killer ever
found his victims. They must all
cling to their homes, and go out
only in broad daylight, preferably

under escort. The two men passed
the church of Saint Jean, where a
dim light shone at the door. But
for the last three weeks the old
women must have given up com-
ing to benediction.

The streets were growing nar-
rower. There were empty lots and
fences between the houses.

“He’s luring me outside of town
to kill me.”

Kachoudas was not a brave man,
and how he was thoroughly afraid
and ready to call for help at the
least untoward movement on the
part of the haberdasher. If he still
followed him, it was not of his
own free will.

They had come to a quiet street
with new houses along it. He
could hear the footsteps, and then
all of a sudden there was silence,
Kachoudas came to a stop in imi-
tation of the man he was follow-
ing, sight unseen. Where had the
haberdasher gone? The sidewalks
were dark. There were only three
street lamps, at some distance from
cach other. There were a few
lighted windows and from one
house came strains of piano mu-
sic. Always the same series of
chords—from an exercise, Kachou-
das thought, for he was not musi-
cal, which a learner was repeating
over and over again with the
same mistake at the end every time.

Had the rain stopped? In any
case he was no longer aware of
it. He dared neither go on nor
turn back. He was alarmed by the
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slightest sound and worried lest
the piano prevent him from hear-
ing the footsteps that he was lis-
tening for.

The chords sounded five, ten
times more, then the top of a
piano was banged down. Lvident-
ly a lesson was at an end. There
were loud cries and noise in the
house. Probably a little girl, now
that she was dismissed, was run-
ning to join her brothers and sis-
ters. And someone was putting on
a coat and saying to the mother
at the door:

“She’s made some  progress . .
But the left hand...She simply
must practice with that left hand.”

The door opened and the mu-
sic teacher, who stood for a mo-
ment in a rectangle of light, was
an elderly maiden lady.

“I promise you, Madame DBar-
don...I've only a hundred yards
to go.”

Kachoudas could not breathe. Tt
never occurred to him to call out,
“Stay where you are! Whatever you
do, don't move!”

And yct he knew. He under-
stood alrcady how things would
go. The old lady, who must have
been a bit nervous, came down
three steps from the door and
trotted along close to the wall. 1t
was her own strect. after all, and
she lived nearby. She had becen
born on this street and as a child
she had played on its sidewalks
and doorsteps;  she  knew  every
stick and stone of it.

Kacheudas heard her light,
quick steps—then no steps at all!
That was about all he could hear:
the absence of footsteps. There
was complete silence, and then a
vague noise like the rustling of

clothes. Could he possibly make
himsclf move?> And what good

would it do? If he called for help,
would anyone have the courage to
come out of the house? He leaned
up against a wall and his shirt
stuck to his back, soaked with per-
spiration,

“AhI" Kuachoudas was the one
to sigh. Perhaps the old lady had
sighed too, for the last time.

He heard steps again, a man’s
steps, retracing the way. The steps
were coming toward Kachoudas.
And Kachoudas, who had felt so
surc that he could run faster than
the haberdasher, could not cven
raisc one foot from the ground!
The haberdasher would see him.
But didn’t he know already that
he was there? Hadnt he heard
him just behind all the way from
the Cafe de la Paix?

None of that matiered any more.
Now the little tailor was cntirely
at the killer's mercy. This was Ka-
choudas™ very clear impression and
he did not argue with himself
about it. The haberdasher seemed
to take on superhuman proportions
and Kachoudas was ready to [all
down on- his knces, if necessary,
and swear to keep quict for the
rest of his life. Hang the twenty
thousand francs!
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He did not move as Monsieur
Labbe drew nearer. Soon they
would touch. At the last minute
would Kachoudas have the
strength to run? And if he did
run, wouldn’t he be accused of
the murder? All the haberdasher
had to do was to call for the po-
lice. They would run after him
and catch him.

“Why were you running away?”

“Because ...”

“Speak up. Didn’t you kill the
old lady? ”

The two of them were alone
on the street, and there was noth-
ing to indicate that one of them
was guilty rather than the other.
Monsieur Labbe was quicker-wit-
ted, and he was a man of a cer-
tain position, a native of the
town, on intimate terms with the
leading citizens and with a cousin
in parliament.

“Good night, Kachoudas.”

Strange as it may seem, that was
all that happened.

Monsieur Labbe must have bare-
ly made out his silhouette drawn
back into the shadows. To tell the
truth, Kachoudas had climbed up
onto a doorstep and he had a fin-
ger on the doorbell, ready to push
it at a moment’s notice. And then
the killer greeted him quietly as
he went by, with a voice that was
muffled but not particularly threat-
ening.

“Good night, Kachoudas.”

He tried to answer, for the sake
of politeness. It seemed to him ab-

solutely necessary to have good
manners with a man of this type
and to return his greeting. He
opened his mouth, but in vain; no
sound came out of it. The foot-
steps were already moving away
when he managed to get out:
“Good night, sir.”

He heard his own voice, but he
had spoken too late, when the
haberdasher was already some dis-
tance away. Out of sheer delicacy
Kachoudas had not called Mon-
sieur Labbe by name, in order not
to compromise him in any way.
Exactly!

He was still on the doorstep. He
had not the slightest desire to go
see the old lady who half an hour
before had been giving a piano
lesson and who by now must have
definitely gone on to another
world. Monsieur Labbe was far
away by this time.

All of a sudden panic overtook
him. He mustn’t stay in this place.
He felt a strong urge to get away
as fast as his legs would take him,
and at the same time he was a-
fraid of running into the haber-
dasher. He might be arrested from
one minute to the next. Just a short
while before a patrol had flashed
a light in his face; they had seen
and recognized him. How could
he explain his presence in this sec-
tion of the town, where he had
no business and where someone
had just been murdered? So much
the worse! The best thing was to
make a clean breast of the whole
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thing to the police. He started to
walk along at a good pace, moving
his lips.

“I’'m only a poor tailor, Inspector,
but I swear on the heads of my
children—"

The least noise made him jump.
The haberdasher might now be ly-
ing in ambush for him, just as he
had done for the old lady. He
took a rcundabout way, and wan-
dered through a maze of narrow
streets where he had never set foot
before.

“He couldn’t imagine that I
would come by here.”

He wasn’t a complete fool.

“I'm willing to tell you every-
thing, but you must assign one or
two of your men to guard me un-
til he’s behind the bars.”

If need be, he'd stay at the po-
lice station. Not a very comfort-
able place, but he'd seen worse in
the course of his travels. He would-
n't hear his children’s whining,
that was one good thing. It was
not very far from his own house,
just two streets beyond the Rue
des Premontres. Already he could
see the red light with the word
Police across it. There must be an
officer right at the door, as usual.
He was in no danger. In fact, he
was safe at last.

“You'd be making a serious mis-
take, Monsieur Kachoudas.”

He stopped short. A real voice
had spoken, the voice of a man
of flesh and blood, the voice of
the haberdasher. The haberdasher

stood there against the wall, with
his calm face barely visible through
the darkness. Is a man responsible

for his actions at such a moment?

Kachoudas stammered, “I beg your
pardon?”

Just as if he had bumped into
someone on the street, or trod on
a lady’s foot. Then, when nothing
more was said and he was let
strictly alone, he turned quietly
around. He must not look as if
he were running away; on the con-
trary, he must walk in a perfectly
normal manner. No one was going
to follow him right away. He had
time to escape. At last he did hear
steps behind him, but they were
neither quicker nor slower than his
own. In other words, the haber-
dasher wouldn’t catch up with
him.

Here was his own street, and
his shop with a few samples of
dark materials and some fashion
drawings in the window. And the
other shop, across the street. He
opened the door, shut it again, and
turned the key in the lock.

“Is that you?” his wife called.

As if it could have been anyone
else at such a late hour and in
this weather!

“Be sure to wipe off your shoes.”

At this point he wondered
whether he was really awake. Af-
ter all he had lived through, and
with the massive shadow of the
haberdasher still looming at the op-
posite doorway, all she could say
was:
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“Be sure to wipe off your shoes.”

He felt very much like fainting.
And what would she have said
then?

Kachoudus was kneeling on the
floor with his back to the window
and just in front of him, only a
few inches from his nose, were the
rotund legs and stomach of a man
in an upright position. This man
was Inspector Micou, who had not
been distracted by the crime of the
evening before from coming to
have the tailor take his measure-
ments.

The little tailor passed his tape
measure around the waist and the
hips, wet his pencil on the end
of his tongue, and wrote down
the figures in a greasy notebook
lying on the floor; then he went
on to measure the length of the
trouser leg and the crotch. All this
time Monsieur Labbe stood behind
the lace curtains of the window at
exactly the same height on the oth-
er side of the street. There were
no more than eight yards between
them.

Kachoudas had an empty feeling
in the pit of his stomach. The
haberdasher would not shoot, he
was sure of that. He would not
shoot because, first of all, he was
not the sort of murderer to go in
for firearms. Murderers have their
pet ways of doing things, just like
anyone else, and they are not easily
divorced from their habits. Besides,
if he did shoot, he would simply

be giving himself up to the police.

In the next place, the haberdash-
er had confidence in Kachoudas.
This was the real point. And yet
couldnt the little tailor, from his
kneeling position, murmur to the
rotund statue whose measurements
he was taking:

“Don’t move. Pretend nothing
has  happened. The haberdasher
across the street is the killer. He's
spying on us right now from be-
hind his window."

But he said nothing at all, and
continued to play the part of an
innocent and unpretentous tailor.
There was an unpleasant odor on
the mezzanine, but this did not
bother Kachoudas in the slightest
degree, for he was quite used to
the greasy smell of wool which he
carried around with him wherever
he went. Probably Monsieur Lab-
be’s shop across the way had the
staler and even more unpleasant
odor of felt and glue. Every trade
has its own stink. If such is the
case, what smell is characteristic of
a detective? This thought ran
through Kachoudas’ mind, prov-
ing that he had recovered to some
extent his aplomb.

“If you can come back late this
afternoon for a fitting, 1 hope 1
can let you have your suit tomor-
row morning.”

He went downstairs behind the
Inspector, then passed in front of
him as they walked through the
shop, and opened the door, caus-
ing the bell to ring automatically.
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Neither of them had spoken of
the killer, or of the elderly maiden
lady, Mademoiselle Irene Mollard,
whose murder was all over the
front page of the newspaper.

And yet the tailor had spent a
very restless night, so restless that
his wife had wakened him to say,
“Try to lie quietly, will you? You
do nothing but kick me!”

After that he could not fall
asleep again. He lay awake, think-
ing hour after hour until his head
began to ache. By six o'clock in
the morning he had enough of ly-
ing in bed and thinking, and he
got up. After he had made him-
self a cup of coffee he went to his
workroom and lit a fire. Of course
he had to put a light on, for it
was not yet day. There was a light
across the street too, since for
years the haberdasher had got up
at half-past five every morning.
Unfortunately one couldn’t see
him through the curtains, but it
was easy to guess what he was
doing.

Monsieur Labbe’s wife would
have no callers. Very rarely did a
friend penetrate beyond the front
door and then for only a short
time. She would not receive care
even from the hands of the clean-
ing woman, who arrived every
morning at seven o’clock and
stayed until night. Monsieur Labbe
had to do everything for her him-
self—put her room in order, bring
up her meals, and carry her from

her bed to her chair and back.

Twenty times a day, when he
heard her signal, he rushed up his
spiral stairway from the shop to
the mezzanine floor. Her signal
was a very special one. A cane
was placed near her chair and she
still had enough strength in her
left hand to tap with it on the
floor.

The little tailor went back to his
work, sitting cross-legged on the
table.

“Watch out, Kachoudas,” he said
to himself. “Twenty thousand
francs are no joke, and it would
be too bad to let them go. But life
i1s worth something too, even the
life of a little tailor from the wilds
of Armenia. Even if the haberdash-
er is crazy, he can think faster
than you. If he’s arrcsted they’ll
probably have to let him go—for
lack of proof. It's not very likely
that he amuses himself by scatter-
ing bits of newspaper all over the
house.”

It was wise to think things over
unhurriedly as he sewed. Already
a new idea had come to him.
Some of the communications sent
to the Courrier de la Loire were
a whole page long. It must have
taken hours of painstaking work
to find the right words and let-
ters, cut them out, and paste them
up in order. Downstairs in the
haberdashery shop Alfred, the red-
headed clerk, was always about.
Behind the shop there was a work-
shop with wooden head forms
where Monsieur Labbe blocked
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hats, but a peephole with a glass
window connected these two
downstairs rooms. The cleaning
woman reigned over the kitchen
and the rest of the house, so that
a process of elimination made it
clear that the only place where the
killer could devote himself to his
cutting and pasting was the bed-
room shared by his wife and him-

self, where no one was allowed tor

enter. Madame Labbe could not
move; she could not even talk ex-
cept by making a succession of
weird sounds. What did she think
when she saw her husband cutting
out scraps of paper?

“What's more, Kachoudas, my
friend, if you accuse him now and
some proof of his guilt is found,
those fellows (he meant the police
and even his new customer, In-
spector Micou) will claim that
they did the whole job and take
the reward away from you.”

Fear of losing the twenty thou-
sand francs and fear of Monsieur
Labbe. The tailor was caught be-

_tween these two fears. But by nine
o'clock his fear of the haberdasher
had almost gone. In the middle of
the night the noise of water flood-
ing the gutters, of raindrops beat-
ing on the roof and of wind whis-
tling through the shutters, came to
a sudden end. After a long fort-
night the storm was miraculously
over.

By six in the morning there was
only a drizzle of rain, silent and
almost invisible to the naked eye.

Now patches of the sidewalk re-
turned to their natural gray color
and people were walking around
without umbrellas. It was Saturday,
the weekly market day. The mar-
ket occupied a little old square at
the end of the street.

At nine o'clock, then, Kachou-
das went downstairs, unlatched his
door and started to take away the
heavy dark green wood pancls that
protected the windows of his shop.
He was carrying in the third of
these panels when he heard the
noise of panels of exactly the same
sort coming down across the street
at the haberdashery. He took care
not to look around. He was not
too worried because the butcher
was talking from his doorstep to
the shoemaker. He heard steps
coming across the street and then
a voice said, “Good morning, Ka-
choudas.”

With a panel in one hand Ka-
choudas managed to say in an al-
most natural tone of voice, “Good
morning, Monsieur Labbe.”

“Look here, Kachoudas—"

“Yes, Monsieur Labbe?"

“Has there ever been anyone
crazy in your family?”

His first reaction was to dig into
his memory, to think of all his
uncles and aunts.

“I don't think so..."

There was a satisfied loek on
Monsieur Labbe’s face, and he said
just before turning around, “That
doesn’t matter ...that doesn't mat-
ter.”
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The two men had made con-
tact, that was all. What they had
actually said was of no importance.
They had exchanged a few words
like the good neighbors they were.
Kachoudas had not shown any
fear. Wouldn't the butcher over
there, who was big and strong
enough t carry a hog on his
shoulders, have pualed if someone
had said o him:

“That man loeking at you with
those grave dreamy ecyes is the
killer of the seven old women.”

At the moment Kachoudas could
think of nothing but the twenty
thousand francs. He went back up
to his low-ceilinged mezzanine
~workroom, climbed up on the ta-
-ble, and sat down to work again.

Across the street Monsieur Lab-
be was blocking hats. He didn't
sell many new hats but his friends
at the Cafe de la Paix had him
block their old ones. Every now
and then he appeared in a vest
and shirt sleeves in the shop. And
from time to time, when he heard
his wifc’s signal, he dashed up the
spiral staircase.

When Madame Kachoudas came
back from the market and began
to talk to herself in the kitchen,
as she always did, there was a
slight smile on the tailor’s face.
What was it the newspaper had
said?

If we go back over the crimes
one by one we shall sce..,

First of all, the article went on
to say, the crimes were commit-

ted not in any particular section
of the town, but at its farthest ex-
tremities. Therefore, the writer
concluded, the killer can go from
place to place without attracting
attention. 1This means that he is
an ordinury, or innocent-looking
man. In spite of the fact that his
crimes are committed in the dark
he has to walk under street lamps
or in f[ront of lighted shop win-
dows,

Hc's 2 man who doesn’t need
money, because he doesn’t rob his
victims. , _ _

He must be a musician, because
he surprises his victims from the
rear and strangles them with the
string of a violin or a ccllo.

[ we look back over the list of
the women he has killed

This aroused the interest of Ka-
<houdas.

cooawve shall see that there is a
certain connection among them.
This isn't very easy to put a fin-
ger on. Their soctal status has var-
ied. The first one was the widow
of a retired army officer and the
mother of two married children
who live in Paris. The second kept
a little dry-goods shop and her hus-
band has a job at the Torwn Hall.
!he thard ...

A midwife, a LICI’L in a book-
shop, a rich old lady living in a
house all her own, a half-crazy
woman, rich too, who wore noth-
ing but Javender, and finally Made-
moiselle Trene Mollard, the music
teacher. '
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Most of these women, the article
continued, were from sixty-three to
sixty-five years old and all of them
were natives of this town,

The little tailor was struck by
the name of Irene. One doesn't ex-
pect an old woman or an old maid
to be called Irene, or Chouchou, or
Lili...One forgets that long be-
fore she was old she was a young
girl and once upon a time a lile
child. You see! There was nothing
extraordinary about that. But while
he worked on the Inspector’s suit
Kachoudas mulled this idea over
and over in his mind.

What went on, for instance, at
the Cafe de la Paix? A dozen or
so men met there every afternoon.
They were from various walks of
life, most of them fairly well off,
because it is normal to have at-
tained a certain prosperity after the
age of sixty. They all called each
other by their first names. And
not only did they call each other
by their first names, but they spoke
in a language all their own, with
bits of slang and jokes that no-
body outside the group could un-
derstand or appreciate. And this
was simply because they had all
gone to the same school and done
their military service together. This
was the reason why Kachoudas
would always be treated like a
stranger, why nobody asked him
to take a hand at a card game
unless there was no one else avail-
able. For months he had waited
for an empty place at a card table.

“Do you see what [ mean, In-
spector? I'm sure that the seven
victims knew each other as well
as the regular customers at the
Cafe de la Paix. It's only because
old ladies don't go to cafes that
they see each other less frequently.
We must find out whether they
weren't all friends and how often
they called on one another. They
were all about the same age, In-
spector. Then there's one more de-
tail that comes back to my mind;
it was in the newspaper too. Each
one of them was described in
somewhat the same words as being
well born and well educated.”

Of course, he wasn't talking to
Inspector Micou or to any other
member of the police. He had a
way of talking to himself, like his
wife, especially when he was
happy.

“Let us imagine that we know
on what basis the killer—I mean,
the haberdasher—chose his  vic-
ums ..."

For he picked them out in ad-
vance —Kachoudas had witnessed
that. He didn't just stroll around
the streets casually in the evening
and jump on the first old woman
who crossed his path. The proof
of this lay in the fact that he had
made straight for the house where
Mademoiselle Mollard (Irene) was
giving a music lesson. He must
have acted in the same way on
previous occasions. As soon as it
could be found out how he luid
his plans, on what basis he drew
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up his list ... Exacilly! Why not?
He was proceeding just as if he
had drawn up a complete and de-
finitive list. Kachoudas could im-
agine him coming home at night
and scratching off a name.

How many old women were on
the list altogether ? How many
women were there in the whole
town between sixty-three and sixty-
five years of age, well born and
well educated?

Before the tailor had lunch at
noon he went downstairs for a
moment to get a breath of fresh
air on the sidewalk and to buy
some cigarettes at the corner to-
bacco shop. Monsicur Labbe was
just coming out of his door, with
his hands in his overcoat pockets.
When he saw the little tailor he
pulled out one of his hands and
gave a friendly wave. This was the
way it should be. They exchanged
greetings and smiled. Probably the
haberdasher had a letter in his
pocket and was on his way to mail
it. After each murder he sent a
communication to the local news-
paper. The one which Kachoudus
read that evening in the Courrier
de la Loire ran as follows:

Inspector Micou is «lly to en-
large his wardrobe as if he were
going to stay here months long-
er. Twa more and Il have fin-
ished. Greetings to my lutle friend
acress the street,

Kachoudas read the newspaper

in the Cafe de la Paix. The In-
spector himself was there, some-
what concerned about the delivery
of his suit when he saw that the
tailor had left his work. The
haberdasher wus there too, play-
ing cards.

Monsieur Labbe found a way of
looking at Kachoudas with a smile,
a smile with no reservations be-
hind it. Perhaps he really made
no reservations, but had a feel-
ing of genuine friendship. Then
the little tailor realized that the
haberdasher was glad that there
was uat least one witness of his
deeds, someone who had seen
him at work. In short, someone
to admire him! And he too
smiled, slightly embarrassed.

“I must go work on your suit,
Inspector. You can try it in an
hour ... Firmin!”

He hesitated. Yes or no? Yes!
Quick, a white wine! A man
who’s going to make twenty thou-
sand francs can easily afford a
second glass.

The litle tailor was impressed.
First of all by the chimes of the
doarbel), whose echoes swelled
endlessly through the apparently
empty building. Then by the
huge gray stone facade, the closed
shutters with only a pale light
glimmering through them, the
heavy varnished door and the pol-
ished knob. Luckily, it was no
longer raining and his shoes were-
n’t muddy.
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He heard muffled steps. A
barred peephole opened, as in a
prison, and one could guess at
the pale heavy face behind it by
a slight noise which was caused
aot by chains but by a swing-
ing rosary. Someone looked at him
m silence and finally he stam-
mered, “May 1 talk to the Moth-
et Superior?”

For a moment he was afraid
and trembled. The street was de-
serted. He had counted on the
continuation of the card game.
But Monsicur Labbe might have
given up his place. And Kachou-
das was running a very great
risk. If the haberdasher had fol-
lowed him and was hidden some-
where in the shadows, he surely
wouldn’t hesitate, in spite of the
smile of a short while ago, to add
Kachoudas to the list of his vic-
tims,

“Mother Saint Ursuli is in the
refectory. Who shall [ tell her is
here?”

Goed God, if only she’d open
the doot!

“My name wouldn’t mean any-
thing to her. Just tell her that
it's something very important.”

The nun’s muffled steps retreat-
ed into the distance and she stayed
away an infinitely long time. At
last she came back and released
three or four well-oiled lutches.

“If you'll follow me—"

The air was warm, stale, and
a trifle sugary. Everything was.
ivory calor except for the black
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furniture. The silence was such
that one could hear the ticking
of several clocks, some of which
must have been in rooms quite
far away.

He did not dare sit down and
he did not know how 1o bchave.
He had to wait for some time
and then he jumped at the sight
of an elderly nun whose approach
he had not noticed.

“How old is she?” he won-
dered, for it is hard to guess at
the age of a nun Dbencath her
white cap.

“You asked to see me?”

He had telephoned beforchand
from his shop to Monsieur Cujas,
the husband of the second victim,
who had a job at the Town Hall.
Monsieur Cujas was still there, at
the “Lost and Found” office.

“Who is calling?” Monsicur Cu-
jas shouted impatiently.

Kachoudas had to screw up his
courage before answering.

“One of the detectives with In-
spector Micou. Can you tell me,
Monsicur Cujas, where your wife
went to school?”

To the Convent of the Imma-
culate Conception was the answer.
He might have known that, since
the victim had been described as
“well educated.”

“I beg your pardon, Reverend
Mother—"

He stammered, feeling more un-
comfortable than he had ever fclt
m his life.

“I'd like list of all

o see a
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your former pupils who might
now be sixty-three or sixty-four
or ...”

“I am sixty-five years old my-
self.”

She had a smooth rosy face and
she observed him closely, toying
the while with the beads of the
heavy rosary that hung from her
belt.

“You've had a narrow escape,
Reverend Mother.”

This was a rather tactless re-
mark. He was panicky. Panicky
because he felt surer and surer
that he would win the twenty-
-thousand-franc reward.

“Mademoiselle Mollard came to
school here, didn’t she?”

“She was one of our most bril-
liant pupils.”

“And Madame Cujas?”

“Desjardins, she was called as
a girl”

“Tell me, Reverend Mother,
were they both in the same class?”

“I was in the same class myself.
That is why, during these past
few weeks—"

But he could not wait to hear
her answer.

“If T could have a list of all
the girls who were here at that
time?”’

“Are you from the police?”

“No, Madame—Reverend Moth-
er, I mean. But it amounts to the
same thing. Just imagine, I know!”

“What do you know?”

~“That is, 1 think 1 shall know

soon ... Do you ever go out?”’
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"Evcry Monday, to the Bishop’s
palace.”

“At what time of d.ly?”

“At four o’clock.”

“If you will be so kind as to
make me the list—" .

What could she be thinking?
Perhaps she took him fer the.
killer, No; she was perfectly se-
rene.

“There aren’t many of us left
from that class. Quite a few have
died ... and just recently.”

“I know, Reverend Mother.”

“Only Armandine and myself—

“Who is Armandine, Reverend
Mother?”

“Madame  d'Hauterive.  You
must have heard of her. The rest
have left town and we haven’t
kept up with them. 1 have an
idea—just wait a' minute.”

Perhaps a nun, teo, enjoys a
distraction from her usual routine.
After an absence of only a few
minutes she came back with a
yellowed picture of two rows of
young girls, all wearing the same
uniform and the same ribbon with
a medal attached to- it ‘around
their necks. And pointing to a
weak-looking figure,- she said,
“There is Madame Labbe, the
wife of the haberdasher. And this
one, who's slightly crosseyed .

Mother Saint Ursula was quite
right. Besides the haberdasher’s
wife there were only two mem-
bers of the class still alive in the
town: Mother Saint Ursula and
Madame d’Hauterive.

»
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“Madame Labbe is very ill. 1
must go call on her next Satur-
day. That is her birthday and a
group of her old school friends
have always met in her sick
room.”

“Thank you, Reverend Moth-
er.”

The twenty thousand francs
were his! Or at least they soon
would be. Every one of the haber-
dasher’s victims was in the photo-
graph. And the only two still
alive, besides Madame Labbe,
were obviously those whom the
killer had announced as his next
and last victims. -

“Thank you again, Reverend
Mother. I must go immediately.
Someone is waiting for me.”

Perhaps his behavior wasn’t en-
tirely correct; he wasn’t used to
convent ways. If they took him
for an oaf or a madman there
wasn’t much he could do about
it.. He thanked the Mother Su-
perior once more, bowed, backed
his way out, and started to run
down the sidewalk outside so fast
that he found it hard to slow up.

Twenty thousand francs! Twen-
ty thousand francs they had prom-
ised for the killer, for the killer
alone. Wasn't he entitled to more
if he brought them a complete
list of the victims, both past and
future? Thanks to him two of
them would survive for some
years to come.

“Prove your case.”

What if they were to say that?

“Prove it! Prove that these two
persons were to be the next vic-
tims. What right have you to
claim that a man like Monsieur
Labbe planned to murder Moth-
er Saint Ursula? What? Speak
up!”

And yet only a bit of under-
standing was necessary. An un-
derstanding of why the haber-
dasher had drawn up his list in
the first place.

I must go call on her next
Saturday, the Mother Superior had
said, speaking of Madume Labbe.
That is her birthday and a group
of her old school friends have al-
ways met in her sick-room.

Twenty thousand francs. Per-
haps fifty thousand, perhaps more
... Madame d'Hauterive was rich
and when she learned that she
owed her life to a little tailor
with a large family—

His wife was waiting at the
front door.

“He's upstairs.”

“Who's upstairs?”

“The Inspector.”

“Good!” he cried, with a self-
assurance to which she was not
accustomed. Never had be won-
dered whether every man has a
chance of living one glorious hour,
one hour when he can live up to
the best that is in him. And yet
just such an hour had come.

“Good evening, Inspector. I'm
sorry to have kept you waiting,
but I've been very busy.”

That was the way! He had
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spoken in the easy-going tone of
voice of the most affluent gentle-
men of the Cafe de la Paix. He
had not forgotten the gestures
natural to his profession, but he
performed them with such grace
that he seemed to be juggling
with the unattached pieces of the
Inspector’s suit.

“Tell me ... The twenty thou-
sand francs reward ... There’s
no catch to it, is there?”

“Have you a little theory of
your own, too?”

A little theory! A little theory,
the Inspector called it! When Ka-
choudas had seen the killer at
work with his own eyes! When
he knew who the next victims
would be and had just this min-
ute left the company of one of
them .

“Listen, Inspector. If 1 were
quite sure about the reward—"

“Well, I can tell you one thing.
If you want to win it you'd bet-
ter hurry up.”

They didn't believe him. It was
all a joke. They were making fun
of him. The Inspector added,
“There’s someone waiting for me
right now in my office. A wom-
an. Apparently she claims the re-
ward. They called me just now
at the cafe.”

“What's her name?” Kachoudas
asked distrustfully.

“Does it interest you?”

“It isn’t a nun, is it?”

“Why should it be a nun?”

“Does her last name have a de

in it? Is her first name Arman-
dine?”

He had no intention of letting
his twenty thousand francs slip
away from him.

“If she’s neither one of those
two, Inspector, she can only be
telling you a fairy tale.”

Then the Inspector let drop:
“You ought to know who she is.
She works right across the street
from you.”

Kachoudas  listened intently
with a hard expression on his
face.

“She’s the cleaning woman of
your friend the haberdasher.”

For at least two minutes the
Inspector was left trussed up in
an unfinished suit, which had
only one sleeve and no collar,
while the little tailor strode nerv-
ously up and down, and every
now and then his mouth was
twisted into a sarcastic smile. It
was impossible. It wasn’t right.
He had thought of everything
except that old cleaning woman.
Whar credit did she deserve for
the fact that she had access to
the house and could spy on eve-
rything. She hadn’t thought of the
Convent of the Immaculate Con-
ception, had she? She didn’t know
the names of the next victims.

“Look here, Inspector. Suppos-
ing I tell you right away ...”

But what about proof? Always
that confounded matter of proof!
And to think that the cleaning
woman might have proof, even if
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they were only scraps of paper
she had picked out of the garbage
can.

“It's only fair, when all's said
and done, that the first-comer
should have the reward, isn't it?”

“Of course.”

The light was on across the
strect, as it always was at this
hour. It made only a vague cir-
cle behind the lace curtains, but
one could guess at the shape of
Madame Labbe’s chair and her
motionless white face.

“Saturday is her birthday—"

“What's that?”

“Never mind. Saturday the six-
ty-three to sixty-five year old sur-
vivors are scheduled to meet in
her sick-room and ...”

This was not Kachoudas’ hour
of glory, it was his exact min-
ute. He must hurry, on account
of the cleaning woman.

“Listen, my man—"

“Twenty  thousand
then?”

“Yes, if you—"

If he could prove it, of course.

“Look here—"

Kachoudas picked up the heavy
scissors with which he had cut
the cloth that was now draped
so strangely around the Inspector.
He opened the window and made
a desperate gesture, hurling the
scissors straight at the window on
the other side of the street.

Then he stood perfectly still,
quivering inside. The glass across
the street had shattered with a

francs,

tremendous noise. He had to catch
his breath before a smile came
over his face, a triumphant smile
that a little tailor of his kind can
afford only once in a lifetime.
Across the street he and the In-
spector could see in the chair of
the haberdasher’s invalid wife only
a wooden head on top of a pile
of rags.

“Tell me, Madame—"

“Mademoiselle, if you please.”

A sour old thing, Monsieur Lab-
be’s cleaning woman! They had
brought her over from the police
station and as soon as she saw
her employer in handcuffs she
knew that she was too late.

“You knew that Madame Lab-
be was dead, did you?”

“I was sure of it.”

“For how long a time?”

“Months and months. 1 was
sure, that is, without really know-
ing—"

“What do you mean?”

“Well, mostly on account of the
fish—"

“What fish?"

“All kinds of fish—herring, hali-
but, cod ... She couldn't eat fish.”

“Why not?”

“Fish upset her. Lots of people
are like that. If I don’t get at
least a share of the twenty thou-
sand francs, then there's no jus-
tice—"

Kachoudas stirred in his corner,
but the Inspector made a reassur-
ing sign in his direction.
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“What was that about the fish?”

“Well, one day when I had
cooked some fish for him and I
wanted to send up some meat to
his wife, he told me that I need-
n't bother. He took all her meals
to her, you know, and kept her
room in order. Then there was
the string—"

“What string?”

“The string 1 found last week
when I was cleaning up his
workshop. He never wanted me
to go in there, but I made up
my mind to do it while he was
away, because there was such a
bad smell. Back of the hats I
found a string hanging from the
ceiling. He pulled on that to
make the same noise that his wife
used to make when she tapped
with her cane on the floor. As
for the twenty thousand francs,
I'm going to see a lawyer—"

Kachoudas almost rose again.
Monsieur Labbe gave a dignified
smile.

“So first of all you Kkilled your
wife—"

He shrugged.

“You strangled her the same
way you did the others—"

“Not the same way, Inspector.

With my hands. She was suffer-
ing too much.”

“Or rather, you were tired of
looking after her—"

“As you like—"

“Then you began to kill off
your wife's friends. Why? And
why in such rapid succession?”

Kachoudas raised his hand as
if he were at school.

“Because of the birthday!” he
shouted. '

“Quiet, please,” said the Inspec-
tor. “Let Monsieur Labbe talk.”

Monsieur Labbe nodded approv-
ingly at the little tailor.

“Exactly. He's quite right. They
all had to be killed before next
Saturday ..."

And he winked at Kachoudas.
There was no doubt about it: he
winked at him as if he were an
accomplice. It was just as if he
were saying, “They’ll always blun-
der along. But we two—we un-
derstand each other.”

And the little tailor, who had
just won his twenty thousand
francs, could not help smiling
back.

eeo for they shall inherit the
earth.

0"



a NEW crime-detective story by

ROBERT TWOHY

Mrs. Kane (she was really Mrs. Pamela Kendall) came to San
Francisco to get away from the world—actually, to get away from
one man in the world. She rented a quiet little house, isolated
Jrom any neighbors—a house to which a man might come with-
out being observed ...and waited ...

MRS. KENDALL’S TRUNK

by ROBERT TWOHY

N HER SECOND DAY IN SAN

Francisco, Mrs. Kendall suc-
ceeded in renting a little frame
house on a hilltop, in an area
known as Sunlit Heights.

The landlord, Mr. Peet, old and
thin, with a dry, disembodied
cough, seemed somewhat in a
daze as he conducted her through
the house.

“Never thought I'd leave this
place. I've lived here thirty-five
years. Thirty-five years! ... And
now, all of a sudden, this respir-
ation thing—suddenly 1 can’t
smell, can’t taste, got this palpi-
tation ...” He put a leaflike hand
to his chest. “Almost blacked out
last week. Doctor told me, Jake,
you got to get out of the fog.
And pronto. Got to go where

it's warm-—otherwise, you'll be a
dead man in three months.”

She made a vague sound of
sympathy. He went on, *“I
wouldn’t rent to a couple with
kids. Never.” He gave a kind of
shudder. “Kids ... never leave
things alone, house’d be a wreck.
But you, now you look like a
lady leads a quiet life, who'll take
care of things. Rather than rent
to the wrong kind, I'd rather not
rent at all.”

Suddenly he looked alarmed.
“Though that’s bad too. You leave
a house empty, and sooner or later
vandals are going to start messing
around. No, I sure don’t want to
leave the house vacant.”

She was at the front window
looking down over the area. On

© 1969 by Robert Twohy

48



MRS,

the slopes beneath her were mod-
est little homes of workingmen.
So different it all was from the
old neighborhood in Chicago,
with its large homes and expen-
sive, professionally  maintained
lawns. Paul would never find her
here.

But of course he would. She
knew it. He would trace her no
matter where she went, no mat-
ter how she tried to lose herself
in unfamiliar settings. A few
weeks, a few months—and one
day he would be climbing the
porch steps, pushing the door-
bell ...

“Mrs. Kane?” :

“What?” It took her a few sec
onds to react to the false name
she had used since coming to San
Francisco.

“How long would you want the
house?”

She said vaguely, “I'm not sure.
Perhaps several months.”

“That would be good. I might
get well in a hurry, and then I'd
be wanting to move back.”

He broke off to cough into his
handkerchief. “Let me show you
the cellar. No leak, no seepage—
a wonderful storage place.”

She said, “I don’t have a great
deal to store.” But he had turned
away, and so she followed his
bent, shuffling form out the front
room and to a door next to the
kitchen.

Twisting a bolt, he opened the
door, flicked on a light switch,
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and led her down a flight of
wooden steps. Like the rest of the
house, the cement cellar was clean
and shipshape, with an old-style
furnace in one corner, and near
it some old lumber and bricks,
neatly stacked. Against a far wall,
one on top of another, and a
third alongside, were three huge
trunks, with brass corners, brass
padlocks, and metal straps around.

Mrs. Kendall gazed at the
trunks, and suddenly again
thought of Paul. Relentless Paul. ..

“Look at those cement founda-
tion walls,” said Mr. Peet, gazing
pridefully. “Look at the bars bolt-
ed over that little window. No-
body’s going to be breaking into
this cellar! I built the whole house
myself, thirty-five years ago. Pick-
ed this hilltop because I like pri-
vacy—those days I had the area
to myself. 'Course, the neighbors
are creeping up the hill now—
since the tract went in, three
years ago. But there’s still some
breathing room.” °

She murmured, “I'd like a trunk
like those.”

“You would?””

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, I have
some—some china, quite valuable,
an inheritance, that I'd like to
store in a good safe place—"

“Nothing safer than this cellar.
I'd let you use one of mine, but
they’re all full of metal, gears
and such. 1 used to be in the
scrap metal business. But I've got
this friend who’s a hauler, and
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he’s got a couple of trunks like
these. He'd sell you one.”

She was quiet a moment, star-

ing at the trunks. Paul was a man
of average height. Stood on end,
each of the trunks would be tall-
er than she ...
- Back in the front room she sat
on the couch, her purse in her
lap. “Should I give you the mon-
ey for the trunk?”

“No, I'll have my friend bring
it out and you can pay him. Itll
run maybe twenty dellars, some-
where around there.”

“Very well.” She was indiffer-
ent to the cost. Money was the
least of her problems. With sev-
eral thousand dollars in cash in
her purse and over $200,000 in
banks in Chicago ...

He now stood at the window,
his seamed face slack, as he gazed
down the slope. “Thirty-five years.
Seems like a dream, me blacking
out, going to the doctor last week,
and him telling me that about my
health ... I don’t have any choice,
though. I've got to go.”

She murmured, “You told me.”

“Like a dream. Like I'm walk-
ing in a dream. Don’t know how
I'll like apartment life. But the
doctor says I've got to get down
the Peninsula where there isn't
the fog. My oldest girl has this
apartment in Menlo Park, so T'll
move in with her. Don’t know,
though. Living alone, you get used
to your own way—"

Her voice cut briskly through

his reminiscence. “I'm sure it’s 2
wrench for you to leave. Well,
thank you for everything.” She
rose and walked with him to the
front door.

He paused. “If it's all right with
you I'll just stop by every couple
of weeks or so. It'll give me some-
thing to do, to come back, look
over the house, the neighborhood.”

She watched from the window
as his dusty old sedan cautiously
maneuvered down the steep street.
Now, she thought, I have a little
house, all by itself on a hilliop,
with a cellar ... and I'm going
to have a trunk. A large trunk—
with brass corners and metal
straps and a strong brass lock.

She murmured aloud, “Don’t
find me, Paul. For your sake,
don’t find me.”

Six months before, a Chicago
detective-lieutenant named Broyles
had stared at the man slumped in
the leather chair in the study that
was hung with rifles and pistols,
and had felt uneasy. Gun-cleaning
accidents involving gentlemen who
left rather large sums of money
to attractive widows always made
Broyles feel uneasy.

The bullet had struck Roger
Kendall under the chin and blown
off the top of his head.

According to her calm account,
the widow had been asleep in the

"bedroom down the hall when, at

preciscly five minutes past mid-
night—a time corroborated by per-
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sons in two adjoining homes—
she heard the shot, ran to the
study, and found her gun-collec-
tor husband dead.

‘The detective's strong hunch
was that the lady was a murder-
ess—but hunches were worth noth-
ing; without a shred of evidence
against her he didn't have a case.

He would have been interested
in a conversation which ook place
one afternoon shortly after the in-
heritance was scutled. The scene
was the living room of the Ken-
dall home and the participants
were the widow und u young
man named Paul Barton, who was
her late husband’s nephew.

“What are you going to do with
all your money, Pam?” Paul was
nonchalantly sipping vodka-and-
tonic—his sixth or eighth drink
of the day. As he cheerfully ad-
mitted, he sustained himself on
vodka.

She said coldly, “I don’t think
that question is in very goed
taste.”

“I suppose not. But let me ask
you this—was it very good taste
to murder Uncle Roger?”

She whispered, after a long si-
lence, “You're drunk, Paull”

“Granted. But I wasn’t drunk
when 1 saw you at a quarter to
twelve on the night of the kill-
ing. I saw things very clearly
then.”

He sat, legs sprawled out, re-
laxed, smiling amiably, cracking
ice with his teeth, a sophomoric
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habit he had never outgrown. “Re-
member, Pam? 1 came here that
night about 8:00 o'clock. [ was
loaded. You were about 10 go out
—to the public library, as I re-
member. You left the house. 1 sat
with Uncle Roger in the study,
harangued him into lending me
some money—which he did. To
get rid of me. Then 1 passed
out.”

He sipped his drink. “Collapsed
like a drunken hog on the rug
at his feet. He got me up. I said,
‘Don’t bother to see me out’ He
didn't. 1 closed the study door,
started toward the front door, and
just kept walking down the hall
to the guest room. It scemed like
a sound idea at the ume. 1
dropped on the bed, had a comfy
snooze, woke up feeling my old
self again, whatever that is—and
then 1 heard movement in the
hall. You. You were home.”

“Therc's no secret about it. I
was homc by nine.”

“Yes. Too bad you didn’t know
I was there, in the guest room.
'If you had known, poor Uncle
Roger would have lived—{or an-
other night, anyhow.”

She lit a cigarette, staring at
him. “Why should T believe you
were in the house at all?”

“Let me go on. I continued to
lie there, dozing, and then I
dropped off again—and suddenly
came awake. 1 looked at my
watch—a quarter to twelve. The
night was still young, 1 had con-
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valesced, 1 had money in my
pocket, there were bright lights
to see, bright bottles to conquer.
So 1 opened the door to the hall,
I saw you, walking away from me,
down that long carpeted hall, to-
wards the study. Wearing your
green negligee, with woolly green
slippers—there’'s your proot 1 was
here.

“l stood in the guest-room door
and watched you go down the
hall, past the front-door entrance,
and then into the study. I watched
the study door close. Then 1 came
down the hall. I wrned at the
front door, quietly opened it, and
slipped out into the night”

Pam Kendall said, after a long
silence, “So, actually, vou saw
nothing.”

“Nothing of the murder, no.
What 1 did see, though, was you
going into the swudy twenty min-
utes before you said you had—
twenty minutes before the shot
was fired, that was supposed to
have awakened you. I think, Pam,
that it would be enough to put
you behind bars for o long, long
time.”

He cracked ice with his teeth,
grinning at her. “What you did,
1 suppose, was to bring him a
nightcap, with some kind of drug
shipped into it, so he was passed
out in his chair before you re-
turned twenty minutes later. Then
it was a simple mater to lift one
of the guns from the wall, slide
a shell in, put it in position as
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if he were cleaning it, take the
glass away and wash i, do what-
ever other stage-managing you had
to do—then, with due regard for
fingerprints, squeeze the 1rig-
ger....”

She got up and paced in front
of the fireplace. Staring at the
cold logs she said, “Why didn't
you tell the police right away?”

“Oh, I thought I'd just wait—
until the inheritance was safely in
your hands.”

She trned and said scornfully,
“If youthink I'd pay blackmail—"

He smiled. “You'll pay, Pam,
You have no choice.”

They settled on a sum. But she
should have known. He had no
income. A matter of a few months,
living as he did, and the money
would be gone.

He came again. She said, as she
drew cash from her desk drawer,
“This is the last time, Paul. Don't
come again.”

But he did. Leaving off the play-
boy charm he said harshly, “Give
me moncy. I'm broke, some peo-
ple are pressing me. I'm desperate.”

His hands were bunched, his
eyes were hard, glazed. She looked
at him, then went silently to her
desk.

She said, as she paid him, “I'm
leaving, Paul. 'm going to close
the house, and leave Chicago for
a while. Don’t losk for me.”

She left a week later after tell-
ing her friends and acquaintances
a tale of going off on a Euro-
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pean vacation. She took the plane
to San Francisco. She thought,
“When he finds me gone he may
let it go at that. May look else-
where for support. I hope so.”

But—did she? She smiled slight-
ly. It would have been easy
enough to really go to Europe.
Instead, she went to San Francis-
co under a false name—Mrs, Kane.
Why? Because she knew that even
under the assumed name Paul
would eventually find her?

She had no definite plan. But
she knew that in San Francisco
she would look for a quiet little
house, isolated from any neighbors
—a house to which a man might
come without being observed—to
which it need never be known
if a man had come or not ...

Three days alter she had rented
Mc. Peet’s house. her trunk ar-
rived in the custody of two strong
solemn men who got it off the
pickup truck, carried through the
house, and down into the cellar.

They gave her a key, took her
money. and departed.

Mrs. Kendall wruned the key in
the lock and pushed back the
heavy lid. Standing there she
gazed into the open black trunk.

“Come anytime now, Paul.”

A week passed. Then, early one
afternoon, there were sudden foot-
steps on the porch. Quick light
steps—not the shuffling steps of
old Mr, Peet. The bell rang.
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She opened the door. “I've beea
expecting you.”

Paul smiled his crooked smile.
“It’s a hot day, and I've had a
hard plane trip and a long cab
ride. Any vodka in the house?”

She watched the cab that had
deposited him make a U-turn,
then drive away down the slope.
Then she led ‘the way to the
kitchen. He watched her pour
vodka from the bottle, and grape-
fruit juice from a can she opencd,
over ice,

He murmured, "Would you be
so good as to taste it for me,
Pam?”

He watched her take a long
swallow of the drink. Then he
took the glass from her, and
walked with her into the front
room.

He sat down on the couch, and
she sat opposite him. He sipped
his drink and said, “This will be
the last time, I swear it. Give me
ten thousand. I'll leave the coun-
try. go to Canada or somewhere,
make a new life—"

Her eyes were fixed on him.
“Tell me how you found me.”

He smiled, and chipped ice with
his tecth. “I followed you the day
you left Chicago, to the airport.
1 saw you board the San Fran-
cisco flight. I have a friend in San
Francisco, an insurance investiga-
tor, and I asked him to meet the
plane at the airport and follow
you. I sent him money for his
time, of course. He followed you
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to your hotel, and the next morn-
ing he was watching when you
went to the real-cstate office. It
was easy for him to find out the
address of the house you rented.”

“So you knew from the day I
moved in what my address was.
Very resourceful, Paul. You had
me on tap for whenever you need-
ed me ... Daes your friend know
you came here to sec me?”
C“What?” His voice was a little
slurred. He took a bit of ice from
his mouth and dropped it into
the ‘glass.

“Didn’t you hear me? | asked
il your friend knows you came
to sce me.”

“No, no, he doesnt know I'm
in town. No business of his.”

“Do you know that T bought
. a trunk?”

He put his hand w0 his head.
“What?”

“A wunk. It's in the ccllar.”

His face had gone suddenly
slack. His eyes were dull. He said
thickly,  “What's  huppening?
Therc’s a blur—"

She got up and came cluse to
him. He had fallen back on the
couch, and his knees trembled
violently, as if trying to thrust
him to his feet. His eyes flick-
ered, and behind them she saw
fear, as realization forced itself
into his consciousness.

She said, “A slceping potion,
quite strong. In the ice cube. A
special ice tray, Paul, prepared
and waiting for you. That was

2
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always an annoying habit of yours
—biting the ice ... You really
shouldn’t have come. I did warn
vou, Paul.”

He said weakly, “Pam. For the
love of God!”

She stood there, smiling down
at him, and then she said, “*You're
asleep now. Unforwnately you'll
wake up ... poor Paull”

Pamela  Kendall was not big,
but she was strong cnough. Strong
enough w drag his inert form
from the couch and acrnss the
room to the cellar sieps. Then it
didn’t take strength—only a hard
prod with her foot to send him
down the steps.

She looked at him, lying at the
bottom, blood cozing from his cut
forchead. But he wasn’t dead. He
would sull wake up—onec more
time.

She dragged him to the wrunk,
and, us if he were a rolled-up
rug, lifted him over the edge one
part at a time—first head, then
shoulders, then torso, then hips.
She tumbled his legs in and closed
the heavy lid. She wined the key
in the padlock and wenu upstairs.

Passing the mirror in the hall
she saw her dark hair clinging 1o
her glistening cheeks. “I must take
a shower,” she said softly. “A
tepid shower—then I'll be mysclf
again.”_

She stood under the shower, and
in the rush of water, imagined
she heard, over and over, a thin
faint cry ...
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And now she must think of
.what to do about the trunk.

But there was really no hurry.
Paul was dead, dead in the cellar,
above which she slept.

" +u. She rose suddenly, in the
bright sunlight, her heart beating
wildly. What was it? Oh, yes—
a recollection. Of course. Mr. Peet.
He had said that he would be
coming by every couple of weeks
or so.

Well, she would simply pretend
not to be home. There were only
two doors, front and back, and
each had a twist-knob lock. She
would turn the knobs and even
with his keys he could not get
in—

But what about smell?

She got up, put on her robe,
and went into the kitchen to make
coffee. One always thought more
clearly with coffee.

Well, smell then. She did not
know. She imagined that in a
week or so—but the house was
isolated, and.on a hilltop. Indus-
trial plants were not far—refine-
ries, meat-packing plants. If any-
one should notice a peculiar odor
in the air, would he not attribute
it to the factories> And why
should anyone think of Aer house?
Quite isolated, no one came
around—except Mr. Peet, of
course, and what had he said?
“*...” This respiration thing—I
can’t smell, can’t taste.”

She smiled with relief. There
was no need even to keep him
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out. He could go down into the

 cellar if he wished, he could make

himself at home. No, there was
no danger at all.

. She got up, went to the cellar
door, stood there, staring down
at the mute black trunk. Could
he still be alive in there? No, of
course not. There wasn't enough
air to have lasted an hour.

But she walked down the stairs,
turned the key in the lock, and
raised the lid—to be sure ...

Then she locked it again and
returned to the kitchen to her cup
of bracing coffee. So there was
really no danger. And she would
think of a plan for disposing of
the trunk—some clever plan that
would, perhaps, cause the trunk
to be delivered to another state,
delivery to be made in such a way
that it could never be traced back
to her. In the meantime, she could
feel peace—for the first time in
the months since Paul had first
spoken to her of what he had
seen.

She heard a car slither up to
the house.

M:r. Peet, of course—no one else
would come. And he was no
danger.

But two men in dark
stood in the doorway.

“Mrs. Kane?”

“Yes?”

“I'm Detective Miles, and this
is Sergeant Williams. We have a
warrant.”

She stared.

suits

“A warrant?”
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“Yes.” He showed her a paper.
*“To search your cellar.”

She whispered, hand at her
throat, “What are you talking
about?”

“We hear there’s a body. A body
in a trunk.”

She felt she must be going mad.

‘She heard her own strange
voice: “You couldn’t have known.
There’s no way you could have
known!”

They had followed her into the
front room. She felt as if she
were crumbling, her body, her
face ... “Who told you? Who?”

“Mr. Peet.”

Clutching her face she cried,
“He was here yesterday? Spying
on me? He saw me put Paul in
the trunk?”

They were silent, staring. Then
Sergeant Williams pushed his hat
to the back of his head and said
softly, “Holy Mother of God!”

Miles took Pamela Kendall's
shouldcrs, not roughly, but firm-
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ly, and backed her toward the
couch. “You'd better sit down .-,
The old man has been talking
in his sleep. His daughter heard
him. She’d suspected anyway. Sus-
pected that Florence Peet—not her
mother, but her stepmother—had-
n't really gone off to Scotland on
a visit, as old Peet had told eve-
ryone, and died there. He had let-
ters in her handwriting, they
looked authentic, but the daugh--
ter always thought there was
something fishy ... Anyway, af-
ter she heard what he said in
his sleep she persuaded him to
come to us and confess.”

“Confess? Confess what?”

“That he’d clubbed Florence
Peet to death five years ago and
put her body in one of the trunks
in his cellar.”

Mrs. Kendall stared at them.

Then she closed her eyes, and
lay back on the couch.

Her strange, wild laughter went
on and on ...

‘0O



"BEST MYSTERIES
OF THE MONTH

recommended by JOHN DICKSON CARR

With copy soon due at the printer’s, once more your obedient servant
sits down at the typewriter in a mood of unusual benevolence. And why
not? Could Scrooge himself have resisted any month which brought
him two unusual detective stories, one galloping mystery of the turf, and
one espionage-type thriller with fireworks all the way? Wouldn't he
have sent Bob Cratchit a turkey in summer as well as at Christmas? In-
deed, your correspondent feels less like Scrooge than like Bob Cratchit
or even (Dickens's) Tiny Tim. A thousand pardons; it won't happen
too often.

Did I say unusual detective stories? Even so. There may be those who
argue that Cop Out, by Ellery Queen (World, $4.95) is not a detective
story at all. If they say this, however, they will mean only that for his
fortieth anniversary Ellery Queen, the author, has not been content
merely to give us the mixture as before.

Though Ellery as a character is absent from this one, which at first
glance may seem like Hamlet without the Prince of Denmark, you will
find detection in plenty after two visiting hoods, brutal Hinch and the
vicious, repulsive Furia, together with Goldie, Furia's girl, heist a fac-
tory payroll and shoot down its branch manager in the town of New
Bradford. With the news broadcast and the heat on to prevent im-
mediate getaway, the hoods find themselves pitted against Wes Ma-
lone, an honest cop in whose hands they leave the payroll, abducting
his small daughter as insurance for his good behavior.

Thenceforward, throughout the sensational battle between the heods
and our honest cop, you will find more than one twist of mystery; you
will also find suspense in the best meaning of that overused, often mis-
understood word. There has been no finer feat of storytelling even
from Ellery Queen.

In Picture of Guilt, by Michael Innes (Dodd, Mead, $3.95), those who
have followed the career of Sir John Appleby—he began, thirty odd
years ago, as plain Inspector Appleby of Scotland Yard—can watch the
now-retired Police Commissioner at his suave, devious best. There is no
murder mystery to be solved, in itself a striking circumstance. But cer-
tain art masterpieces (mainly paintings, though they include one highly
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indecorous statue) have been disappearing in a whole series of striking
thefts or frauds against those moneyed eccentrics with whom England,
in fact as well as fiction, still abounds.

Who has been doing all this? We know, of course, it must be some
character we have met face to face, but which one? So persuasively does
Mr. Innes pile incident on incident, with skill, picturesqueness, a touch
of the raffish, that he holds us hyonotized until violence at last explodes
on the river at Oxford. Finally, though the clues are there, be very care-
ful. One of them is almost too plain to be seen.

At the beginning of Forfeit, by Dick Francis (Harper & Row, §4.95),
a drunken sportswriter falls to death in Fleet Street. Before it has ended
with the running of the classic steeplechase called the Lamplighter Gold
Cup, James Tyrone, racing correspondent for a sensational London news-
paper, has endured as much as he or the reader can bear on the track of
some gigantic swindle which threatens the whole turf as well as threat-
ening both his invalid wife and his anything but invalid Afro-English
mistress.

The author, himself formerly a champion jockey who almost won
the Grand National, has the knack of being both sensational and plausi-
ble. He makes us believe what he tells; he makes us sympathize with
the right people; he shows, after all the uproar, that there need be no
essential conflict between wife and mistress. A writer who can prove
that could prove anything, but then Mr. Francis is as gifted a writer as
he must remain a gifted horseman. From this corner loud cheers.

Whether or not you have yet met Modesty Blaise, another British
secret agent and the female James Bond, she is at full stretch every
which way in Peter O’'Donnell’s A Taste for Death (Doubleday, §4.95).
A beautiful sex-bomb with much amorous skill, Modesty also excels at
any form of combat armed and unarmed, whether she takes out the
American torpedo lying in wait with his sub-machinegun or is matched
against an Austrian master swordsman for their murderous fencing bout
in the Sahara Desert.

In this romp—well, the publishers call it a romp—Modesty and her
partner but not boyfriend, knife-wielding Willie Garvin, do battle with
a pair of horrendous villains directed by a still more horrendous villain
in the background. Though we meet no espionage here, tactics and at-
mosphere are so like those of the spy thriller that it belongs in this cat-
egory. In conclusion, then, a prejudice: if I can’t have a spectacular fair-
play murder mystery with a thunderbolt surprise ending, give me the
wildest cloak-and-dagger saga and I am happy. Judo-throwing or no,
if you travel with Modesty I think you will be happy too.

S8



a NEW short story by -

CELIA FREMLIN

A “haunter” ... Celia Fremlin has a special touch—a very special
touch—for this type of story; indeed, we know of no one else
who conceives and executes this rara avis of the “pure” mystery
as well as Celia Fremlin ... Do you believe in angels? We mean

real angels...

WITH A RUSTLE OF WINGS

by CELIA FREMLIN

UT THERE ARE ANGELS, MUM-

my. Miss Sowerby says there
are. She says they have wings, too,
and bright lights round their
heads. Ever so bright! As bright
as the headlights on Daddy’s car,
Miss Sowerby says!”

I sighed. Bother Miss Sowerby!
And bother Daddy, too, for that
matter! If Philip wanted his son
to be brought up in his own
humanist-rationalist opinions, then
what was the sense in sending
him to an old-fashioned little vil-
lage school where the last of the
world’s Miss Sowerbys are bound
to be still quietly flourishing?

But of course I would never
argue about it: right from the
moment of marrying Philip T had
resolved never to argue with him

about Simon’s upbringing. The
important things for a six-year-old
—or so I reasoned—were consis-
tency, continuity, stability. The
task of a new stepmother, it
seemed to me, was to keep things
going for the child as close as
possible to what they had always
been. No change was as important
as no change, if you see what
I mean; and this had been my
policy throughout these first dif-
ficult months.

And difficult, indeed, they had
been. It would have been easier
if Simon had been, quite simply,
a more attractive child—if he had
been a bouncing, handsome, ex-
travert little boy, who could be
made happy by candy and toys
and ice cream; a little boy with
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muddy Knees and foorball boots
and It of oy | Imle friends. [
had come into ‘marriage all
4 to be tolerant. about thar sorc
of thing—to smile as 1 patched
torn dungarees, swept mud off the
carpets, and accustomed my ears
to the claer and yells of Cow-
boys and Indians in and out of
the back door

But Simon ' ke cht at o,
1 am sorn say. a pale,
mopih lile creaure “who reads

—yes, at six he reads vora-
Gouly a0 Qcmly 38 an, adel;
his eyes are always. rec-rimmed,
sometimes. [mm Syein, some:
times, from crying.
Personall, | whik. he oughtnt 16
be allowed o read so much; but
2 Loy L never increre k
my op mysclf.

T e was mry chde—hat s 10
say, if 1 was his real mother, and
didn'e have 0 be so crcul al
the time net to upset

T would invice liule boys to the
house myself, and make him play
with them. 1 sk coldnt ndure
to sec a2 ine so palli

g amiss, 1 let him go his
oun way, and st oy o be vry
very kind t

Tihink 1 can honcsly say that

in all these months 1 have never

say its marvelous, how patient 1
am with him, even when he is
a his most wiiny and trcsome
and 1 am glad 1o be twid
because, beleve me, 1 dom ol
ways feel patient! There are nmcs,
here really are, when  Sim
y the patience of an an
gel, panuul.uly when he is in one.
is argumentative moods.
OF course, I know that six-year-
olds are aiways argumentative—
T'm not complaining of that—it's

Wrongl” sort of atitade dat s
wpical of bright linle boys. On
the contrary, i’s as if he docsn't
want you to be wrong—is afraid
of it, somehow—and he's all twist-
ed up with anxiety to put you
in the right.

Like this angel business, for in-
stance. They have religious in-
struction en Friday  afternoons,
and on this particulsr Friday it
scems that Miss Sowerby had seen
it to sl the s’ heads wich

over—that's what _happens
with any normal child. But Simon
is ot like tht. Prhaps for, che
very resson that he has been
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brought up in an atheistic house-
hold, all this claptrap actually
means something to him. He actu-
ally listens, 1 mean, and thinks
he is learning some new and ex-
traordinary facts about the world;
a child from an ordinary religious
home would never dream of pay-
ing that much attention.

And so, being Simon, he comes
home all bothered and anxious
about it, and lets his tea grow
cold, and the nice hot-buttered
toast that I always have ready for
him on winter afternoons congeals
on his plate while he worries at
the topic like a terrier with a
bone.

“But, Mummy, they’ve got great
big wings, Miss Sowerby says, as
big as—as big as right across this
room! That’s how big they’'d have
to be, to fly an angel right off
the floor!”

His eyes were round with awe
as they took in the size of our
sitting room and visualized the
wing span that would reach from
wall to wall. This solemn, objec-
tive assessment of such a piece
of fantasy made me want to
laugh; but of course I was care-
ful not to do so; one should nev-
er laugh at a child.

“No, Simon,” 1 said gently.
“You've got the wrong idea. Miss
Sowerby didn’t mean there really
are such things as angels.” She
did, of course, the silly cow, but
what else could I say? “She just
meant that—well, that you can

imagine such creatures, as symbols
of goodness. You know what a
‘symbol’ is?”

He did, of course. Simon al-
ways knows the meanings of
words. I sometimes think he’d be
a more lovable child if he didn’t
—and a happier one, too. Already
that irritating litle nervous puck-
er was coming and going on his
forehead as he talked—a sure sign
that he was working himself up
into one of his states. I don’t ever
let him see that it irritates me,
of course, because I know he can’t
help it. So I just smiled at him
reassuringly and said, “That’s all
angels are, Simon, just a fanciful
way of talking about goodness.
You mustn’t start thinking about
them as if they wcre real”

But Simon wouldn’t let it go.
He gets his nerves wound round
something the way a spider’s web
catches a fly, and there is nothing
you can do.

“No,” he said, with his own
special air of anxiety-ridden ob-
stinacy. “That isn't what Miss
Sowerby meant. She meant there
are angels. She says you can see
them sometimes. People who are
very, very good, they can sce
them, she says. Am [ very, very
good, Mummy?”

I sighed. I could see that it was
hopeless.

“Of course you are, Simon
dear,” I said brightly—and I was-
n't lying, either. He s a good
little boy—too good. Naughty lit-
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tle boys are more lovable, to my
way of thinking.

“Of course you're good!” 1 re-
peated reassuringly. “Very, very
good! We'll tell Daddy how good
you've been, shall we, when he
comes home?”

“No!” Astonishingly, the little
pallid face was puckered almost
into tears, and I was filled with
a familiar, baffled irritation. Here
I was trying my hardest to be
extra-nice to him, to show approv-
al, and all he did was to look
as if I'd kicked him. “No, don't
tell Daddy that!”" he begged,
clutching at my sleeve with his
weak, damp little fingers. “Please
don’t tell Daddy I'm good! Please
Mummy!”

When you can’t understand
something, the thing to do is to
smile, and be very, very kind. So
I patted the perverse little crea-
ture’s head—his hair is always a
lictle-greasy. and unpleasant to the
touch however often I wash it. I
smiled my brightest and suggest-
ed a game of checkers before bed-
time. It's a boring game, made
let Simon win; but it's the sort
even more boring for me by the
fact that I always play so as to
of sedentary game that segms to
suit him, and as I'm only play-
ing for his sake anyway, it doesn’t
matter that I'm bored.

Well, his bedtime came at last,
and he went off meekly enough;
and Philip came home, and we
had dinner; and it wasn’t until
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we were sitting in front of the
fire drinking our coffee that a
sudden shriek of “Mummy! Mum-
my!” sent me racing up the stairs.

Believe it or not, it was the
angels again! Apparently that fool
of a Miss Sowerby had told the
kids that if they were really good
children an angel would watch
over them at night while they
slept. And Simon—trust him!—
had managed to convert this fan-
tastic nonsense into a vision of
terrorl It seemed that he had had
a dream-—or had let his imagina-
tion run riot in the darkness—
there was no way of telling
which; but anyway, he had
opened his eyes and fancied he
saw a circle of light in the half-
open doorway, and had heard a
rustle of wings.

“It was coming up the stairs,
Mummy!” he gasped, half in and
half out of his nightmare. “It
was coming in the door! It was
all bright, and I could hear its
wings rustling!”

I soothed him as best I could;
and then Philip came up and
talked to him too, telling him all
the comforting rationalist doctrine
about things not being real unless
scientists have measured them and
taken photographs of them and
that sort of thing; and gradually
Simon became calmer, and pre-
sently he fell asleep, a secure,
caredfor little boy, with one of
his parents on each side of his
bed, just as it should be.
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The righwiness of this picure
struck both of us; and when we
got down to the siting room
Philip put his arms around me
and told mc how marvelous 1 was
with Simon. “He’s ours now, isn’t
her” he said. covering my face
with kisses. “"Not just mine. Our
sou! And did you notice how he
called for Mummy tonight? Not
for Daddy? He has really aceept-
ed you at lust.”

It was trues it really was a step
forward. At the beginning Simon
had balked at calling me Mum-
my—it almost scomed that he must
still remember something of  his
real mother, who had dicd when
he was three. We hadn't foreed
him, of course—that would have
been wrong. We had simply and
firmly referred to me as Mummy
~—Philip in alking of me in his
presence, and I in rcferring to
myself, and at last Simon had got
uscd to it. And now, here he was
calling out v Mummy for com-
fort in the night. Tt was onc of
my moments of triumph.

But 1 have to admit that as
night followed night, this sense
of triumph began to wear a litde
thin. Becatde it turned out that
Simon's nightmare that evening—
or hysterical fancy, or whatever
it was—was not just an isolated
litde cpisode, 0 be laughed off
and forgotten; it was the begin-
ning of a long and wearying ob-
scssion which was to try my pa-
tience to the limit.

A RUSTLR OF
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Ac¢ first it was just in the eve-
nings. A-ound nine o’clock, just
as it had been the first time, the
cry “Mummy! Mummy!” would
ring down the stairs; and I would
have to lcave my coffee, or my
book, and run up o calm him
down. Over and over again, cve-
ning alwr evening, I found my-
sell mouthing the same soothing
rigmarole: “But, Simon dear, there
can’t be such things as angels.”
“No, dear, there aasn’e an angel
standing by your bed  when, ]
came in,” “No, dear, it isn’t true
that anyone has cver seen one.
i's just a story.” “No, I can't
hear a rustling sound, only. the
wind in the trees; and no, that
light 7s1’t coming from the stairs,
i's only the moon outside the
window. No, it isn’r getting bright-
e’

Lach night it seemed 1o ke
fonger  before he  seuled  down;
each night T had a harder strug-
gle to hide my impatience and
irritation. And my scorn, too, real-
ly; a boy, cven a little boy, should
surcly have more pride than to
give way so helplessly to such idle
fancies. Not that T ever snggested
such a thing 10 the child, or
urged him 10 be “a brave boy,”
as T would have done if he had
been my son, and I had needed
to be proud of him. I knew, you
sce, that he couldn’t help it; he'd
been born with these morbid and
cowardly tendencies, and all one
could do was to he sorry for him,



64 Wt

not angry or reproachful. Anger,
or any sort of disapproval, would
only have made him worse, the
poor spiritless little thing.

But it ewas a strain, and I don't
mind admitting it; and instead of
getting better as the days went by
it got worse. Presently he began
waking up during the night too,
as well as in the evenings. I
would have to drag myself from
my bed and go in to him at one
in the morning, or at two, or
three. Shivering in my dressing
gown, half dead with drowsiness,
I would stand at his bedside and
recite the familiar sentences almost
in my sleep: “No, Simon dear,
there can’t be such things as an-
gels. No, there 7sn't a rustling
noise coming up the stairs.”

Sometimes, to give me a rest.
Philip would go to him instead
of me: but all that happened then
was that Simon would go on cry-
ing “Mummy! Munmmy!" until fi-
nally T had to go in too. Quite
often, actually, he would de the
same with me—1 mean, he would
go on crying “Mummy! Mummy!”
even after I was already there and
doing my best to soothe him. It
was puzzling, this: but Simon is
a puzzling child, as 1 am sure
I have made clear be now.

Time went by, and my nights
grew more hideous with weuri-
ness and broken sleep; and now
Simon's obsession began to spill
over into the daytime as well. He
began searching our bookshelves
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for references to angels, and one
evening, coming on a picture of
an angel in some bovk or other
—a book on medieval history, I
think it was—he said something
so odd that it really gave me quite
a shock.

“Look, Mummy!” he exclaimed,
bringing the book over to me.
“Look, this one hasn't got a
beak!™

“A beak?” I said, mystified;
and it turned out—would you be-
lieve it?—that he had all this
time becen imagining that angels
had beaks! Because they had
wings—that was the connection in
his mind—and he'd pictured their
beaks as huge and curved, like
a vulture’s. He thought they had
vulture's eyes, too—hooded eyes,
peering out from under their ha-
loes and gauzy draperies and
whatnot, Oh, and claws. too,
where their hands should be. Can
you credit it? An intclligent child
of nearly seven!

Well, you might suppose—you
who don’t know our Simon--you
might suppose. that the discovery
that angels don’t have beaks and
claws would have dispelled the
nightmares. But oh, no! He de-
cided—with his usual obstinacy—
that the picture was wrongl—just
as he'd decided that we were
wrong in saying there weren’t
such things as angels at all. It
was no use arguing—it never is,
with him; and to be fair, I have
to admit that people who say
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there aren’t such things as angels
are on rather shaky ground when
they start saying also that angels
haven't got beaks.

So the nightmares continued;
and the crying out in the nighy
and the daytime obsession grew,
if anything, worse. He began
about this time to make dreary
little attempts 10 be naughty—
Miss Sowerby’s [wtuous assertion
that it was only the “very, very
good” children who were lable
to sec angels at their bedside—
this scemed to be fixed in his
mind forever, and nothing would
dislodge it.

So he took the admittedly lo-
gical course of trying to be naugh-
ty. I say “urying,” because he was
far too timid and anxious a child
ever to bring it off. He would
take a cup or a saucer and tap
it feebly against the kitchen floor
trying to break it—but not daring,
you understand, really to break
it, by banging it hard. Or he
would play truant from school—
for five minutes, hanging about
in the lane—and then
crying, and not even
prayers!

And still—though T say it my-
sclf—I kept my temper. Philip
said 1 was an angel of patience
—~—it was only his praisc and en-
couragement that made it possible
for me to carry on, I feed sure
of that. Thanks to him, I stuck
it our, night after night, shiver-
ing at Simon's bedside, swallow-

late  for
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ing my impatience and resent-
ment, never letting it show in my
voice or in my face, or in the
gentle touch of my hand as 1
stroked his hot little forehead and
his horrid greasy hair.

One night, alter Simon had
called me up three times, it
seemed silly to go back to bed;
he would only call me again. So
I went downstairs and sat by the
decad fire, with my head in my
hands, and my dressing gown
pulled ught around me against
the cold. My head drooped with
weariness, my cyelids were heavy
like twa stones; and upstairs—
asleep, I hoped—lay the little slave
driver who had established the
right 1o keep me from my rest
forever. The sickly, neurotic little
beast, the morbid loathsome litile
milksop, the apple of his father’s
eye ...
“Mummy! Mummy!”

The cry woke me: that’s how
I knew thac 1 had been asleep.
They were only  dreams, then,
those dark unruly thoughts which
ordinarily 1 would never think.
I sull seemed to be half dream-
ing as I stumbled up the stairs;
my eyes scemed dazzled, as if by
a great light; and yet everything
was in darkness. My dressing
gown had grown longer, somc-
how, and heavier; it rustled stiff-
ly behind me, catching softly on
the stairs as I went up.

“Mummy! Mummy!” More and
morc urgent came the cry.
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“I'm coming!” [ called out, and
began to summon up the sooth-
ng, comforting smile [ always
forced onto my face (or Simon.

But why wouldnt the smile
come? What was this stiffness
where my lips should be? 1 tried
to open my mouth to call out
again; but it was not my mouth
that opened—it was a great beak,
jutting out ol my face, crucl and
curved like a bird of prey's; and
I kaew now that my eyelids, so
heavy with luck of sleep, were
heavy and hooded above my yel-
low vulture’s eyes. My robes were
round me like a mist.

The dazzle in my cyes grew
brighter, and now 1 knew that
it came from within: my heaked
face was blazing, bright as the
headlights on Daddy's car, and in
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that awlul radiance I could see
that my hands had become claws,
yellow and  crooked as they
clutched the railing. They looked
eager, somechow, as they pulled
me upward and onward, compen-
sating for my uscless clawed feet
that clattered and slithered on the
polished stairs.

“Mummy! Mummy!”

“I'm coming, dear, I'm coming!”
I called—but how harsh and eerie
the words sounded as the beak
mouthed them, clumsily; so [
tried again.

“I'm coming!” 1 squawked;-and
with a final clumsy spurt I slith-
ered and ratded on my claws
across the landing. With a rustle
of half-raised wings 1 swooped
into Simon’s darkened room and
leaned over his livde bed

0"
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Alan K. Young’s first story—"Letter from Mindoro,” in the March.
1968 issue of EQMM—introduced Ponsonby, Briarwood College's
Professor of English emeritus, in that surprisingly rare form of
the detective-riddle, the code story. In Mr. Young's second story—
“Reflection on Murder,” EQMM, October 1968—~Professor Ponson-
by became a series character and a full-fledged code consultant.
And now Mr, Young gives us Ponsonby's third case—as interesting
a challenge to him (and to you) as the first two, and as cunningly
appealing ... Long may the retired old professor decode, decipher,

and detect!

THE SECRET OF THE GOLDEN TILE

by ALAN K. YOUNG

Poxso;\’uv SET THE CANDLE BE-
side him on the cot, steadying
it with one hand, while with the
other he opened the leather bind-
er on his lap. The single sheet
of paper inside, protected by a

transparent plastic cover, was tan

and obviously britle with age;
but the words, in Joshua Single-
ton’s cramped, spidery hand, were
still quite legible.

So this 1s it, he thought: Joshu-
a’s mystery paragraph, the key to
the Secrct of the Golden Tile.
He had heard of it often, as who
on the Briarwood campus had
not, but this was the first time
he had seen it. He adjusted his
spectacles more firmly on his
nose, drew the candle closer to
his knee, and began to read:

unlock

Oh, which of you would find
my gold? Who among you would
that truth which lurks
within  my walls? What man
among you would wish to know
that  which this old mansion
knows, and only it? But how
know, how? How will you find
it? How will you hunt it? By
night or day? By sun or moon?
At black midnight or blazing
noon? On land or air or bound-
ing main? In rolling surf or gusty
wind? How find it? How? What
tortuous track or cunning trail
must you follow? How can you
know in what dark hall, what
shady room, it awaits your com-
ing? How know through what
yawning doorway, by what wait-
ing window, atop what distant
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roof, through what musty attic,
past what dark wall you must
pass to find it? Hark now!
Though I am dumb, long in my
tomb, with dust my gag and
worms within my brain, still mark
my words: find that which is un-
usual about this paragraph and
apply a similar formula to that
inscription which you will find
upon my sarcophagus. Throw out
nought, and add that which stays,
and its sum will furnish you with
a solution to this grand conun-
drum. And Joshua upon his wind-
ing horn shall blow and walls fall
down, and straightway show you
a wondrous path to your undy-
ing glory and my shining gold.
So to arms, boys, to arms! Work!
Vigor! Action! Good hunting all!

Ponsonby remained bent over
the paragraph for fifteen minutes.
Then he closed the binder and
sat erect, chuckling softly to him-
self. So that's it, he thought: find
that which is unusual about this
paragraph. 1  wouldn’t have
thought Josh had that much de-
viousness in him—or so much
purple prose.

Now what was the inscription
on his tomb? Ponsonby took a
pad and a pen from his inside
coat pocket, jotted down a series
of letters and numbers, and fin-
ished by adding a column of a
dozen figures. Then he straight-
ened up with a grunt of satis-
faction. As he did so, the candle

tipped precariously, its flickering
light leaping nimbly in and out
of the web-festooned corners of
the room.

Careful, he thought, carefull It
would never do to start a fire
in here; the boys would suspect
him of having started it deliber-
ately, to force them to let him
out. And he had compromised his
dignity quite enough by allowing
himself to be lured here in the
first place; there were lengths to
which a Professor of English
emeritus, now in his seventies,
should be tempted—even by a
mystery as intriguing as that of
the Golden Tile.

And yet he couldn't really re-
gret coming; for forty years he
had longed for a chance to cross
wits one last time with Joshua
Singleton. And now he had that
chance, and had won, too—of
that he was certain. He had found
the answer to Joshua's mystery
paragraph. A rather uneasy an-
swer, perhaps, but— Again he
chuckled softly to himself.

He stood up and removed his
coat, vest, and tie, placing them
on the concrete bench that encir-

cled the room. An ominously
gloating gargoyle, part of the
room’s elaborate frieze, leered

down at him through the gloom.
Ponsonby turned his back on it,
placing the candle on the floor
beside the cot and sitting down
again to remove his shoes. He de-
cided he would keep his trousers
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on; they would look like the
devil in the morning, but then
scholars were supposed to look
seedy—it was part of the image.

He got into bed, leaning over
the edge to blow out the candle.
For a moment the blackness and
silence that engulfed him were
blacker and deeper than any he
had ever known. Then gradually
the room came alive with a thou-
sand scurryings and whisperings
and—did spiders breathe, he won-
dered? But the blackness re-
mained.

He turned on his side, reach-
ing out with one hand to feel
the cold concrete surface against
which the cot had been placed.
It was strange to think of Joshua
Singleton lying only an arm’s
reach away behind that cold con-
crete, slecping quietly where he
had slept, in death, forty years.

“I'm afraid, old friend,” Pon-
sonby whispercd, “that I've solved
your - Secret of the Golden Tile.
But it had to be, Josh. It was
time.” He was silent a moment,
as though waiting for a reply.
But finally, “Good night, Joshua,”
he said, and fell asleep ...

The decision which had led
Ponsonby to spend a night in
Joshua Singleton’s crypt in the
basement of the doomed Sigma
Gamma House had been made a
week before in his own sunlit
study on Spring Street. It had
started out as an ordinary morn-

ing—he engrossed in the Briar-
wood Herald, Mrs. Garvey en-
gaged in her weekly rearrange-
ment of the dust on his thousands
of beloved books.

Ponsonby had lowered his pa-
per and peered thoughtfully at
his housekeeper over the rim of
his spectacles. “Now why, Mrs.
Garvey, would a man contribute
so specific a sum as $35,816.94 to
a building fund? It almost has
to be principal plus interest, but
why that, and why should he be
so reticent about explining it?”

“What's that, love?”

“Listen to this.” He turned his
attention back to the swory on
page one. “‘Elliot P. Howard,
a 1958 graduate of Briarwood
College, returned to his alma ma-
ter last night to launch the Sigma
Gamma building fund drive with
a contribution of $35,316.94 to-
ward the fraternity’s new home.

““The young financial wizard,
who according to Wall Strect
legend parlayed his small amount
of savings into a mulumillion-dal-
lar fortune in just ten years, de-
livered the keynote address at the
fund’s kickoff banquet in the
present Sigma Gamma House on
College Avenue, where he once
waited on tables. That house,
which the late ‘Tile King' Joshua
Singleton bequeathed to the fra-
ternity in 1929, is to be razed
next summer to make way for
the Tri-State Freeway.

“‘Mr. Howard announced his
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gt 2t the do of bis address.

d 10 exphin the un-

- “amount, saying only. that

he had chosen' the figure “for per-
onal resons”

‘Now what sort of ‘personal

had on him -t the time,” suggest-
ed  Mrs. Garvey cheerfully.
“Many's the time 1 seen my Billy,
God rest his soul, empty his

ets to one of them Salvation
lassies down at Hatley's Bar. Not
that his funds ever run to any.
thing _lke—what s i again,

e Ponsonby.

“The Lord be_praised!” siid
Mrs. Garvey. “That ought to
build the boys  nice new house
now_surely.

“Not_in this ay ond age. I'm
afraid. They col ten times
A A o et replace
the old Singleton mansion.

Mrs. Garvey's
paused in mi
to grant you that,

ground

been twe on 1l

1y blessed one of
rom to cdlng with them
litle tiles. Some bigger than oth-
ers, of course, and all sorts of
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colors and patterns, every room
being diffren. | are much
for it meself; too much like liv-
ing, ina ,m convenience, sort

Ponsonby smiled, remembering.
He had been at many of those
parts limsel, 2 young Asitant
Brotessor of Englsh, pefiendcd
by’ wealhy, lnetatureloving od
Josh- Singleton.

sat into_the small hours over a
ame of chess, or trying to stump.
one nothe with obsre quot,
tion: e hadn't cared

B o e e
grodually he had come to like
them—perhops. because he. had

liked Josh so
o i i e surc of

Mr. Singleton’s fur\un:.

expliined to Mrs. Garvey.

only the finest in his housc
because he intended it to be his
monument. And his tomb.” I’on.
sonby chuckled, remembering ¢
night Joshua had  described
clbecste scheme to insure that
his beloved walls would be kept
invact afer his death. “Thats why

wa though t up the Secret of
the Golden T ile, you see, and set

but a house with a corpse en-
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tombed in the cellar and a trea-
sure hidden behind the walls and
a secret message that held the
key to that treasure. A house as
steeped in mystery and mumbo
jumbo as the most romantic pledge
could wish. And what fraternity
could resist perpetuating a tradi-
tion like that?”

“Well, the boys has added a few
traditions of their own, as I hear
it,” said Mrs. Garvey. “The very
idea!—necking parties in the old
gentleman’s crypt!”

Ponsonby threw back his head
with a hearty guffaw. “Really?
Magnificent! And Josh would
have got a tremendous kick out
of it, too, I know. I've never met
anyone who could equal his zest
for life. He was determined to
meet all its challenges, even death
itsell, with style! And the inscrip-
tion on his tomb, which is said
to be part of the Secrct of the
Golden Tile, is a challenge to
the Sigma Gammas 10 savor the
whole mortal experience as fully
as he did: ‘COME: LIVE, LLOVE,
DIE—EXCEL!""

“But is that Golden Tile busi-
ness really true, Professor? It al-
ways sounded a bit barmy to
me—"

“Perhaps so, Mrs. Garvey, but
it's true none the less. Joshua hid
$20,000 behind one of the tiles in
his house and left a secret mes-
sage—a riddle of some Kkind, I
presume, although no outsider has
ever been permitted to see it—

which he also bequeathed to the
fraternity. And the member who
solves the riddle and locates the
so-called Golden Tile divides the
treasure with the chapter. But so
far—" His explanation was cut
short by the peal of the doorbell.

As he studied the two young
men whom Mrs. Garvey ushered
into the room a few moments
later, Ponsonby could not hclp
but reflect on the transience of
youthful fashion. Not many ycars
ago the boys in his classes had
worn their hair reduced to a skull-
hugging fuzz; today’s visitors
boasted locks that threatened to
cover their ears and werc combed
so low on their foreheads they
all but merged with their eve-
brows. Their spokesman, a tall
blond youth with an infectious
grin, introduced himself as Brad
Chandler, his short stocky com-
panion as Carl Justin.

“Well, gentlemen,” said Ponson-
by when they were seated and
Mrs. Garvey had retired to the
Kitchen, “to what do I owe the
pleasure of this visit?”

“Sir,” said Brad, “we've bcen
appointed by our fraternity to
call and ask your help in solving
a mystery. Because we've heard
that’s sort of been your thing
since you retired.”

“I don’t know that I'd call it
my ‘thing, Mr. Chandler, al-
though I have been able to help
with the solution to one or two
little puzzles.”
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“Well, I don’t know if you could
call this a little puzzle, sir. The
guys in our fraternity have been
trymg to solve it for forty years.”

Ponsonby’s eyebrows recorded
his surprise. “Youre not from
Sigma Gamma?”

“Yes, sir,” his visitors replied,
almost in unison.

“l guess you've heard of the
Secret of the Golden Tile?” asked
Brad.

“Indeed 1 have. In fact, my
housckeeper and 1 were discuss-
ing it just before you arrived.
But you don’t mean to say that
after all these years you're going
to let an outsider see Joshua Sin-
glcton’s secret message?”

Brad spread his hands implor-
ingly. “We've got to get some ex-
pert help, Professor, because the
house is going to be torn down
at the end of this semester, and
if we haven't found the tile by
then we're in trouble.”

“But if the house is doomed
anyway, why not just have a tile-
removing party? Surely there can't
be so many—"

“Only 582,634 of ’em!” inter-
posed Carl, his round red face a
mark of youthful despair.

“Good heavens!” said Ponsonby.
“But even so, with the proper
tools and a little hard work—"

“Oh, we could get them off all
right”—Brad glared unhappily at
the patch of carpet between his
fect—"or for that matter we could
let the wreckers do it for us. But

dammit, if we end up doing by
muscle power what not one broth-
er has been able to do by brain
power in forty years, it's going
to make the Sigma Gammas a
joke all over campus. And it’ll
put a miserable end to a great
tradition, too, because we'll have
Old Single’s money but we still
won’t know what his paragraph

‘means, or how it was supposed

to lead us to the Golden Tile.”

“l see what you mean,” said
Ponsonby, “but after all, I’'m not
a member of your fraternity.”

His visitors grinned sheepish-
ly. “You're not a member now,
sir,” ventured Carl, “but there’s
nothing in Old Single’s will that
say an honorary member can't
take a crack at the paragraph,
and we thought if you were will-
mg—"

“We'd have to ask you to ob-
serve all his rules,” interrupted
Brad. “You'd have to spend the
night at the House, and you'd
get just one chance to pick the
tile, and if you were right you'd
have to share the treasure with
the chapter.”

“One chance?” said Ponsonby.
“Do you mean I would have just
one opportunity to pinpoint a sin-
gle tile—no pun intended, gentle-
men—out of more than half a
million?”

“I'm afraid so, sir. That's the
way it's stipulated in Old Single’s
will. Every new member gets one
crack at it; he's given the mys-
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tery paragraph and a candle to
read it by, and then locked up
overnight in the old man’s crypt.
If he yells to be let out before
daybreak he loses even his one
chance. But if he sticks it out all
night he's allowed to pick one tile.
He's on his honor to have some
logical reason for his choice,
though, and not just pick a num-
ber out of the air.”

“A number?”

“Mr. Singleton left a diagram
which numbers the tiles room by
room all through the house. The
numbcring starts in the ballreom
and ends up with 582,634 in the
attic.”

“And how many of those tiles
have your members checked out
in the forty years since he died?”

There was a moment of uneasy
silence. The boys seemed less to
be resting on their chairs than
gently wrestling with them, as
though the chairs were living crea-
tures that had to be held down.

“How many gentlemen?” Pon-
sonby prompted.

“Well, sir,” said Brad, “we only
take in about a dozen pledges a
year, so there've been fewer than
five hundred brothers in that
time. And some of the guys
haven't been able to stick it out
in the tomb overnight. And a’ lot
of us haven’t been able to get to
first base with the paragraph and
so couldn’t honestly pick a tile.
And then for a couple years dur-
ing the war—"

“How many, Mr. Chandler?”

Brad gulped. “Fifty-four, sir.”

“It is a devil of a puzzle, Pro-
fessor,” offered a red-faced Carl.

“I'm sure it is. And 1 must
confess that I've long wished fer
a chance to try my wits at it.
But until now I hadn’t known the
conditions of such a trial, and
now that I do—.” Ponsonby shook
his head sadly. “To be frank, gen-
tlemen, crypts are always such
damp, comfortless—"

“We realize that, Professor,”
said Brad, “but there’s nothing in
Old Single’s will that says we
can’t put in a cot and a couple
of blankets for one night. And
if you wanted, we could huve
someone right outside ...”

And so Ponsonby had allowcd
himself to be persuaded ...

He awoke with Joshua Single-
ton’s skeleton claws digging firm-
ly into his shoulder. Then he
realized it was Brad Chandler
shaking him awake.

“Are you all right, sir?”

“Of course I'm all right. Wiy
the devil wouldn’t I be all right?”
He struggled awkwardly to sit up.

“Well, you were sleeping so
soundly that for a minute— Jut
you made it, Professor. The sun’s
u .,'
pA dozen of Ponsonby’s new
brothers had crowded into the
crypt, eager for the revelation
even though several had obvious-
ly not yet recovered from the rev-



74 THE SECRET OF THE COLDEN TILE

elry of the night before. Ponson-
by’s initiation as an honorary
Sigma Gamma, while considera-
bly modified in deference to his
age, had nevertheless been a rous-
ing one, climaxed by his an-
nouncement that his share of the
treasure, if he found the Golden
Tile, would be donated to the
building fund. This was, he had
assured his brothers, no great sa-
crifice for one of his many years
and few needs, yet even so their
cheers had been loud, their toasts
numerous, and the evening one
of memorable conviviality.

But now the moment of truth
had arrived.

“Did you figure it out, sir?”
asked Brad. “Do you know which
is the Golden Tile?”

Ponsonby got stiffly to his feet,
retrieved the note pad from his
coat pocket, and consulted the re-
sults of last nights arithmetic.
“Gentlemen,” he said, “I suggest
you look behind Tile Number
1872.”

Number 1872 turned out to be
on the south wall of what had
once been Joshua Singleton's ball-
room, near the center of the bot-
tom row. Like all the other tiles
in the room it was a six-inch
white ceramic square with a bor-
der of blue flowers.

Pool and ping-pong tables were
hastily moved back so that the
brothers could form a semicircle
around the fateful tile, with Pon-
sonby occupying the place of hon-

or in the center. The chapter’s
sergeant-at-arms lit two candles in
front of a black-draped portrait
of Joshua Singleton; Carl Justin,
as chapter Historian, read the
mystery paragraph in suitably
stentorian tones; the members
chanted in unison their benefac-
tor’s epitaph, “COME: LIVE,
LOVE, DIE—EXCEL!”; and
President Chandler pried off the
tile and—to Ponsonby’s carefully
disguised gratification—pulled out
a small black metal box.

A moment later, however, the
expression on Brad’s face had
stifled the cheers that had been
awaiting release for forty years.

“What is it? What's the mat-
ter?” A dozen members crowd-
ed around, trying to read over
his shoulder the small slip of pa-
per that had been the box’s sole
contents.

“Oh, nuts!” said someone. “Not
another code!”

Brad handed the slip to Pon-
sonby. On it was typed the sin-
gle word, “Sorry—" and beneath
that: “HODIE MIH], CRAS.
TIBL”

Ponsonby  suppressed a smile.
“Not a code, gentlemen, but an
old Latin saying. Hodie mihi,
cras tibi means ‘Today for me,
tomorrow for thee.” Or you might
say, ‘My turn today, yours tomor-
row.! I'm afraid someone has
beaten us to the Golden Tile.”

“You mean some no-good fink
took all the treasure for himself?”
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“If there ever reas any reasure.”
snorted Carl. “Maybe this whole
thing was just Old Single’s idea
of a practical joke. Maybe—"

“No,” interrupted  VPunsonby,
“Joshua Singleton was a man of
unimpeachable integrity. If his
will said he had hidden $20,000
behind a certain tile in this house,
then you can be positive he did.”

“So some creep must have
solved the secret of the paragraph
and made off with all the dough.
And it could've been any time
in the past forty years!”

“Tell us anyway, sir,” said Brad
when the general chorus of in-
dignation had subsided, “what /s
unusual about Old Single’s para-
graph?”

“When one analyzes it logically,
Mr. Chandler, the answer is quite
easy—or perhaps, if T may be al-
lewed a litde pun. I might bet-
ter say wuneasy.” Ponsonby beamed
happily au his brothers, but a sea
of blank faces quickly prodded
him back to his explanation. “I
began by ruling out a soludion
based on content. In o world
whose writers range dl the way
from masterfu! prose stylists to
stumbling  schoolboy  essayists,
what can he truly unusual about
the content of any paragraph con-
sidered entirely out of context?

“Nothing, 1 decided. and so
moved on to consider the physi-
cal paragraph as a wholc. Is there
anything unusual about that? —us
appearance, for example. 1 quick-

e
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ly decided there was not.

“Well, then, what about the
uext largest unit in the paragraph,
the sentence? Is there anything
extraordinary about the sentences
in Joshua's paragraph? Again I
decided not, and so moved on to
clauses and phrases.”

“I didn't notice anything unusu-
al about them,” said Brad.

“Nor did 1. And so I came to-
the unit—the words themselves.”

“But what can be unusual about
a word?”

“Maybe he snuck in some words
that aren’t really words,” suggest-
ed a mop-haired youth on the
edge of the group.

“No,” said Brad, “I checked on
that.”

“How about misspelled words?"”

“None of those either.”

“If you had read as many stu-
dent essays as I have,” observed
Ponsonby, “you would scarcely
classify misspellings as unusual.”

“But if there’s nothing unusual
about the words themselves, sir,
then where are we? There's noth-
ing left 1o analyze.”

“Oh, come now, gentlemen. Is
a word an irreducible unit? Isn't
there a still smaller unit?”

“You can’t mean letters?"

“Why not?”

“But what the heck can be un-
usual about a letter? If he'd filled
his paragraph with x's or g's—"

“There you are!” cried Ponson-
hy. “That’s one side of the coin.
Now what's the reverse?”
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“1 don't follow you, sir.”

“Gentlemen, a paragraph which
made repeated use of comparative-
ly rare letters like x» or ¢ would
certainly be unusual, would it
not? Then by the same token, a
paragraph which makes no use
whatsoever of an extremely com-
mon letter—"

“I've got it!" shouted Carl, who
had been studying the paragraph.
“There aren’t any e's!”

“Precisely!”  suid  Ponsonby.
“Hcre we have a lengthy English
paragraph without a single e, even
though ¢ is by far the most fre-
quently used letter in our lan-
guage. Indeed. the odds against
an entirely eless paragraph  of
that length occurring by chance
in English must be absolutely as-
tronomical—a billion-to-one at the
very least, 1 should imagine. Josh-
ua probably had quite a difficult
time even creating the one he
did, although he must have had
a lot of fun doing it, too. There
at the end, you see, he's indulged
himself in a sly pun. How does
it go? ‘Work! Vigor! Action!” In
short, gentlemen, in sceking to un-
ravel the Secret of the Golden
Tile you were to allow yourself
no ease.”

“Ouch!” said Carl.

“But how do you—what does
the paragraph say? —‘apply a sim-
ilar formula’ to the inscription on
his tomb?” asked Brad. “How
does it go again—?"

“*COME: LIVL, LOVE, DIL

SECRET OF THE
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—EXCEL!"” quoted Ponsonby.
“And it's very simple, Mr. Chan-
dler; you simply discard the E’s
—all capitals, of course, since the
cpitaph is engraved on Joshua's
sarcophagus in capital letters. And
having got rid of the E's, you
then look for a common denom-
mator in the remaining letters,
some way to add them together,
as the paragraph tells you to do.
And if you are rcasonably astute,
it should soon strike you that if
it weren't for the O’s you would
have such a common factor, be-
cause the other letters are all—"

“Roman numerals!” said Brad.

“Precisely. But how do you get
rid of the O’s? Again very sim-
ply. Because Joshua also tells you
to ‘throw out nought’—n-o-u-g-h-t
—which, while it does mean
‘nothing,” is also an acceptable
variant spelling of naught or
zero. Which in turn is identical
to the letter O.

“Now I must confess, gentle-
men, that at this point I was
compelled to pause. Because the
paragraph says to ‘add that which
stays,” but once the E’s and O’s
are deleted from the first four
words, the remaining letters in
each—CM, LIV, LV and DI—all
form proper Roman numerals
when regarded collectively, al-
though their sum if they are so
added won't be the same as it
would be if they were added in-
dividually. However, since the re-
maining letters in the fifth word
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—~XCL—do not colleciively form
a proper Roman numeral, I as-
sumed that Joshua had intended
all the numerals from all the
words to be added individually.
I did so, and came up with a
grand total of 1872."

“Well, TI'll be!” said Prad. “So
that's it!"

“Not any more it's not.”
moaned Carl. “Now the secret is
who made off with our twenty
grand, and without it, what's to
become of Old Single?” -

Ponsonby regarded the boys
questioningly. “What did the miss-
ing treasure have to do with Mr.
Singleton’s remains?”

“Well, you sce, sir,” explained
Brad, “our National Council has
to approve the use of all funds
raised in a public drive like the
one we're having, and they're re-
fusing to. let us earmark any
money for moving Old Single o
our new House. They say a corpse
in the basement gives the frater-
nity a bad image. But we're all
so fond of the old boy, and since
there are times when he does
come in handy—"

“Have you ever had a girl grab
you and squeeze (or dear life,
and on a first date, too?"

“Like when you're showing her
the crypt and suddenly there's a
power failure—"

“l can see how Joshua does
add a distinctive touch,” said Pon-
sonbyv.

“Which is why we were plun-
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ning to use the treasure to re-
create his crypt in  our new
House,” continued Brad. “Because
the treasure wouldn’t be money
from the fund drive, so the Na-
tional Council wouldn't have had
any say about how we used it.
Only now that there is no trea-
sure 1 guess we'll just have to
have him carted off to a ceme-
tery like everybody else.”

“It was going to be real ceol,
Professor,” said Carl. “We were
going to put him in temporary
storage and then move him to
our new House in the Homecom-
ing parade next fall as part of
our float, with a ‘Crypt Queen’
from one of the sororities and a
rock combo and everything.”

“Indeed,” said Ponsonby when
he had recovered from a sudden
fit of coughing, “I'm sure Mr.
Singleton  would have enjoyed
that immensely.” And Josh would
have, too, he realized—no one
more. The Professor frowned, and
pulled from his vest pocket the
small stip of paper that he had
unthinkingly stuffed there. Hodse
mihi. cras tibi. So. Just so.

“Tell me, gentlemen,” he said,
“what if you were to reccive a
donation of $20,000 which was
contingent upon its being used
for that very purpose—to reinter
Joshua Singleton in your new
House? And suppose it was from
an  alumnus of some stature.
Would your National Council
make you turn it down?”

GOLDEN TILE
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“Twenty grand? Sir, those guys

wouldn’t say no to that kind of
money if it was contingent on
our interring somebody who was-
n't even dead yet!”
_ “"Hmmm. Perhaps 1 might be
able to do something then. No
promiscs, mind you, but let me
work on it ..."

.The following morning found
Ponsonby scated at his desk star-
ing morosely at a sheet of paper
covered with figures, while across
the study Mrs. Garvey flailed
away at the bookshelves with her
feather duster. Suddenly the Pro-
fessor crumpled the paper and
tossed it angrily into the waste-
basker. “Of course he wouldn't
have done that well in a savings
account.”

“What was that, love?” asked
Mrs. Garvey over her shoulder.

“A return of seven, on the oth-
er hand,” continued Ponsonby,
“would suggest an element of risk
which he'd be far wo vain to
acknowledge. So six—ycs, it must
be six. 1 should have tried six
in the first place. Now let’s sce
—ten years out of college—"

Taking a clean sheet of paper,
he began diligently muhiplying
and adding, finalizing each new
total with a small grunt of satis-
faction. Yes, yes, it was going to
come out right this time, he was
sure of it. Alrcady the lctter was
forming in his mind:

Dear Mr. Howard:

I am aware, sir, that you have
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already been a most generous con-
tributor to the building fund of
the Sigma Gamma Fraternity here
at Briarwoed College. But perhaps
you will permit a brother—
old in years if young in fraternal
ties—to wonder if you might not
find it in your heart to open
your pursc strings once more in
support of another worthy cause,
one closcly allied to that of a
new campus home for our beloved
Brotherhood. If you will but re-
member Ao much our {raternity
has contributed to your success in
years past, and then recall with
me that old Latin saying, Hodie
mihi, cras tbi ..,

“That's  1t!”  cried Ponsonby
with such vchemence that Mrs.
Garvey actually jumped. He drew
a circle around the result of his
arithmetic, threw down his pen-
cil, and leanéd back in his chair,
peering at the startled housckceper
over the rim of his spectacles. “If,
Madam, you were to lend me the
sum of $20,000 at six percent in-
terest, said interest to be com-
pounded annually and added to
the principal, do you know how
much I would owe you at the
end of ten years?”

The good woman was so thor-
oughly at a loss as to the de-
sired answer that she could only
smile.

“Exactly $35,81694!” said Pon-
sonby triumphantly.

“The Lord be prajsed!” said
Mrs. Garvey.
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THE MAN IN THE REVOLVING DOOR

by ROBERT EDWARD ECKELS

You'u THINK, CONSIDERING ALL
the trouble I had later, that I
would have had some warning,
some flash of intuition at the start
that would have said Watch Out.
But instead it all started in the
most ordinary way, and [ was too
deeply embroiled to avoid it be-
fore I even knew I was in it.
The man’s name was, he said,

Theodore Holbrook, and he had
never been a patient of mine. You
see what I mean? There was noth-
ing out of the ordinary in that.
Although my practice was well es-
tablished 1 still accepted new pa-
tients. There was nothing out of
the ordinary about the man either.

He sat, like any other patient or
would-be patient, in the low semi-
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reclining chair across from my
desk, letting his gaze wander curi-
ously around the room while I
spent a few moments reading the
notes my office nurse had pre-
pared. When 1 looked up, his
glance had passed from the framed
certificates that identified Law-
rence Ross—me—as a graduate of
Johns Hopkins and a duly quali-
fied and licensed M.D. to the sil-
ver-plated model of a bombing
plane perched on a corner of my
desk.

I smiled slightly to brecak the ice.
“A souvenir of my days in the
Air Force,” 1 said.

Holbrook smiled back. He had
a  particularly engaging smile,
something like Van Johnson’s in
the days when he was making
movies with Judy Garland or June
Allyson. There were other resem-
blances, too: the same pleasantly
open face and the same brushed-
back brownish hair.

“I know,” he said. “You were a
major serving as flight surgcon
with the 7822nd Bomber Group in
England from 1943 until the end
of the war.”

His answer surprised me. He
was much too young to have been
a member of the 7822nd, and al-
though it was no secret I doubted
if there was anyone in town with
the possible exception of my wife
and one or two close friends who
could identify my old Air Force
unit. It was slightly disconcerting
to hear a total stranger rattle it off

as if it were common knowledge.
Still, that was no reason for me
to be upset.

“You seem to know a good deal
about me,” I said, waiting for his
explanation. But when it came it
wasn't what I expected at all.

“I've made it my business to,”
Holbrook said seriously.

This was definitely disconcert-
ing. I would expect any prospec-
tive patient to make some sort of
investigation into my medical qual-
ifications, but this was too much.
I felt a growing sense of irritation
and to cover it I rctreated into
professionalism.

“Perhaps,” 1 said, “you’d better
tell me what seems to be the mat-
ter with your health.”

I might as well not have spoken
for all the attention he paid me.

“I believe Michael Sovolos is a
patient of yours,” he said.

“Yes,” I said shortly. Actually,
Michael was more a friend than a
patient, but I did prescribe medi-
cation for him occasionally. “Did
he recommend me to you?” If "he
did, I'd have a few words to say -
to Michael the next time we met.
I put in a long day without having
my time wasted by a garrulous
young man, however ingratiating
his smile may be.

“Not exactly,” Holbrook said.
“Although he is the reason I'm
here. Perhaps this will make every-
thing clearer.” He laid a leather
cardholder on my desk and flipped
it open.



THE MAN

Without looking at the card I
said, “What are you, Mr. Hol-
brook? An insurance investiga-
tor?”

“Read the L.D., Doctor,” Hol-
brook said.

I picked up the leather case. It
held a single green laminated plas-
tic-card. The upper left quarter
showed a full-face photograph of
the man sitting opposite me. The
rest of the card identified him as
an agent of the Central Intclligence
Agency.

It took several seconds for the
import of the words on the card
to seep through to my conscious
mind. I looked from the card to
Holbreok. “The C.ILA.,” I said.
“I'm afraid I don’t understand—"

“It'll take some explaining, Doc-
tor,” Holbrook said. He took the
case from my hand and slipped it
into his jacket pocket. “I take it
we can’t be overheard here?”

“No, of course not.”

Holbrook nodded. All trace of
the boyish grin was gone now.
“Michael Sovolos,” he said, “is a
Communist agent. Spy, if you like.
And one we've been after for a
long time.”

“That’s ridiculous!” I burst out.
“Why, I've known Michael for—"

“For ten years,” Holbreck said.
“Ever since he came here, sup-
posedly a refugee from behind the
Iron Curtain. But how well do
you really know him? Do you
know anything except what he’s
told you himself?”
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“No, but—" I shook my head.
“Why, the whole thing’s ridiculous!
What would a spy be doing around
here?” But even as I spoke I
thought of the plant west of town
that manufactured precision instru-
ments. Some of its products were
used in the aerospace and missile
programs.

Something of what I was think-
ing must have shown in my face
because Holbrook smiled—a very
different smile from the boyish
grin he’d used before—and said,
“Precisely,” just as if he’d been
reading my mind.

I realized suddenly that I was
standing behind my desk. But I
couldn’t remember rising. Now 1
sat down slowly, and my thoughts
ran riot.

Michael a spy! It was almost be-
yond comprehension. But here was
an agent of my government to
prove it. Things like this just did-
n’t happen—at least, not to me or
people like me.

But it had happened. And I felt
personally betrayed. My friendship
had been used and betrayed.

“Well,” T said gruffly, “why
don’t you arrest him then? Deport
him or whatever it is you do with
spies. Why come to me?”

“It’s not quite that simple, Doc-
tor,” Holbrook said. “To coin a
phrase, Sovolos is just a litte fish
in a big sea. There are others—
bigger fish—that he can lead us
to. So it would be a mistake to
pull him in just now. But he
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does have something we do need
right now—a list of his contacts
inside the missile plant. And that’s
why we came to you, Doctor. You
can get that list for us.”

“Now,” I said, “you are being
ridiculous. I'm a doctor, not a se-
cret agent.” But still, somewhere
dcep inside, I was pleased—and
flattered—that they had come to
me for help. That didn’t mean 1
would do what they wanted. But
I was pleased nonetheless. “You
must have better ways of doing
these things,” I went on, “trained
agents...”

“Trained agents we do have,
Doctor. But not a way into Sov-
olos’ house that wouldn’t give the
game away. That’'s what you
have.” He paused. “Or don’t you
still go to his house every Thurs-
day evening to play chess?”

1 swallowed hard. “I suspect,” I
said, “you already know the an-
swer to that.”

Holbrook flashed his boyish
grin. “Of course I do. I wouldn’t
be here if I didn’t.” He was all
business again. “There’s no alter-
native, Daoctor. It has to be some-
one who has a legitimate reason
for going into the house. Anything
else—a faked burglary, for ex-
ample—would only make Sovolos
suspicious.”

“And 1 suppose,” I said sarcas-
tically, “that he wouldn’t be sus-
picious if I just stood up and said,
‘Excuse me, hut while you're think-
ing about your next move, I'll just
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go and search your bedroom.’”

Holbrook smiled faintly, and 1
realized that by interposing an ob-
jection I had indicated that I was
actually considering his proposal.
The idea was frightening.

“He wouldn’t be suspicious if he
were asleep,” Holbrook said bland-
ly. “You're a doctor—you'd know
what to give him.”

“No,” I said. “The whole thing
is out of the question. I couldn’t
possibly do what you ask.”

But the truth was, it was the
sort of thing I could do. The
medicine I prescribed for Michael
was a simple tranquilizer, and in
recent months he had got into the
habit of taking one of the tablets
just before starting our game. “To
keep from getting too excited over
the match,” he said good-humor-
edly because it was I who always
became too engrossed in the game.
And to cap it off, because Michael
had an almost pathological fear of
overdosing himself, I limited his
supply to one week’s pills—which,
being a friend, I brought with me
every Thursday night.

It would be a simple matter to
substitute a narcotic, wait for it
to take effect, then search his
house. Michael would never sus-
pect anything. In fact, he would
probably apologize later for his
rudeness in falling asleep.

Holbrook  looked at  me
thoughtfully, then deliberately
shifted his gaze to the model

bomber on my desk. “I'm not go-
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ing to wave the flag at you, Doc-
tor,” he said. “I don’t think I have
to. You proved your patriotism in
one war. And once you have a
chance to think it over, you'll
prove it again in this so-called
‘cold” war we're now fighting. And
that,” he said, rising from the
chair, “is all I ask—that you think
it over. I'll leave you my card.”
He held out a card and I took it
mechanically. “You can reach me
at that number any time of day
or night”

At the door he added, almost as
an afterthought, “After all, Doctor,
it’s not as if we were asking you
to do anything particularly danger-
ous. All we want is that you give
a man a sleeping pill and then go
through his rooms.” He winked at
me suddenly. “A real piece of cake
—as the British would say.”

With that he was gone, leaving
me with the odd feeling that I
had just been part of a scene from
a movie and that an actor should
be standing behind my desk, not
me. Only the small stiff paper rec-
tangle between my fingers remind-
ed me that it was all very, very
real.

If 1 were a movie doctor I
would have had my nurse—who
would, of course, be either young
and sexy and obviously in love
with the doctor or older with a
wisecracking case-hardened exter-
ior hiding a heart of gold—cancel
my appointments for the rest of

the day so that I could give full
time to sorting out the welter of
thoughts surging through my
mind. But in real life doctors don't
do that sort of thing, not if they
have any concern for their patients’
welfare. (They dont have nurses
like that either; mine is efficient,
but middle-aged and plain.)

So I had no choice but to go
on. Which in a way was a bless-
ing because by 7:30, when the re-
ception room was cleared out and
my nurse and I had finally closed
the office, my day’s work had dis-
placed Holbrook’s proposal. I had-
n't forgotten it, but it was only
one problem among many—one I
would deal with in my own way
and in my own time.

It's moot to ask it now, of
course, but I can’t help wonder-
ing what would have happened if
it had stayed that way. That is,
if T hadn’t met Dodson.

He was waiting for me outside
my office. When he saw me com-
ing he pushed himself away from
the wall, holding up one cupped
hand just too late to cover the
yawn distorting his face. He wore
a checked sports coat, light-gray
pants, and the widest tie I've seen
since 1948.

“Dr. Lawrence Ross?” he said.

I sighed. Another one of those
perennial freeloaders who manage
to catch you out of office hours
with a “simple question that
wouldn’t be worth coming to sce
you about.” I said, without break-
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ing stride, “My office hours start
at nine tomorrow. You can see me
theo.”

“I know, Doc,” he said, falling
into step beside me. “I know. And
the next time I have a sore toe
I'll come to see you during office
hours. But right now it’'s my busi-
ness I want to see you about, not
yours. And my office hours run
round the clock.” He dangled an
open cardholder in front of me.
“Dodson. C.ILA.”

I stopped short. “Good Lord,” 1
cried, “can’t you people leave me
alone? 1 have your man Hol-
brook’s card. T'll call him if I de-
cide to go along with your plan.”

Dodson looked at me specula-
tively. “I think,” he said, “you had
better tell me all about Mr. Hol-
brook and his plan. But—-" he took
my arm and guided me up the
street—"this is not the place to do
it. Got a car, Doc?”

I pulled my arm free. In appear-
ance and manner Dodson—with
his “Doc’s”—was too much like a
racetrack tout for my liking. Nev-
ertheless, I let him accompany me
up the street.

One thing I will say for Dodson:
he was a patient man. Every time
I tried to ask him something he
would shush me with a “Later,
Doc.” He himself was content to
say nothing further until we reach-
ed my car. Then he waited beside
the right-hand door while T un-
locked the door on the driver’s
side and got in.

IN THE REVOLVING DOOR

For a moment I thought of start-
ing the motor and driving off,
leaving Dodson on the sidewalk
and out of my life. But, for bet-
ter or worse, I didn't. I reached
over and pulled up the knob on
the door lock. A second later
Dodson scrambled in.

“Better not just sit here, Doc,”
Dodson said. “It looks suspicious.
Drive around a bit while we talk.”

“No,” T said and the angry tone
of my voice surprised even me.
“Not until I know what’s going
on here. First Holbrook shows up
from the C.I.A. and now you. And
you don’t seem to know anything
about him.” I shook my head firm-
ly. “I'm not going anywhere until
everything is a lot clearer.”

Dodson held up a hand. “Okay,
Doc, okay. No need to get mad.
First of all, this Holbrook. Is he
a real clean-cut young guy with
brown hair brushed back?”

“Yes, that’s Holbrook.”

“Yeah. Only his name isn’t Hol-
brook. It’s Krasnevski, and he’s a
Russian agent.”

“But, my God,” I said, “he can't
be. He looks so American. And
he told me he was a C.1.A. agent.”

“Well, now, of course he looks
American. He was picked because
he looks American. And just what
would you expect him to tell
you?” Dodson’s voice rose archly.
“‘Hello, Doctor. I work for the
K.G.B.—you know, Russian intelli-
gence. Would you care to indulge
in a spot of treason?’ " He snorted,
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then laid a hand consolingly on
my shoulder. “Don’t look so
shocked, Doc. It’s not the first time
they've used this ploy, and you
aren’t the first one to fall for it.
There was a babe in London back
in the '50’s who sold the Limeys
down the river for years. And all
the time she thought she was help-
ing old Uncle Sugar cross-check on
the secret dope his spies were feed-
ing him. Now, tell me: what did
Holbrook want you to do?”

When I finished telling him,
Dodson let out a long low whistle.
“Well,” he said, “I'll say one thing
for friend Holbrook. He sure plays
for big stakes.”

“Big stakes?” I said. “Michael?”
My head was spinning worse now
than when Holbrook had sprung
his bombshell at me.

“Yeah,” Dodson said. “Michael
Sovolos.” He appeared to consider
something carefully, then went on.
“I guess under the circumstances
you'll have to know this, but if
it goes any further—" He left the
sentence hanging for a moment,
then picked up again on a differ-
ent tangent. “Anyway, your friend
Michael is a pretty modest gent.
Before he came over to us he was
high up in a certain satellite gov-
ernment. And incidentally, Mich-
ael Sovolos isn’t his real name.
What it is is something you don’t
need to know. Anyway, even after
he came over to our side he kept
up a lot of contacts on the other
side. That list Holbrook wanted

you to get? It's a list of people on
the other side of the Curtain that
we could—uh—use if the need
arose. You can see why they would
like to get their hands on it.”

“I'm not sure,” I said, “just what
I see”

Dodson nodded sympathetically.
“I know just what you're thinking,
Doc,” he said. “Holbrook tells you
one story and I tell you another.
And both of us claim to be C.LA.
men and have ID.'s to back it
up. So who do you believe?”

“Something like that,” I admit-
ted.

“Well, I wish I could make it
easy and give you a phone number
to call. But if you called the C.L.A.
they’d deny ever having heard of
either a Holbrook or a Dodson.”
He smiled grimly. “I think you
can understand why.” He paused
just long enough to give me time
to nod. “So the only way to do
it,” he went on, “is the hard way
—on faith. But while you'’re mak-
ing up your mind take a good
hard look at Holbrook's story.

“He told you, didn’t he, that it
was important not to tip Sovolos
off that his cover was blown? So
how did he explain this? Sovolos
is bound to check that list sooner
or later—probably sooner because
it's not the sort of thing you toss
in a dresser drawer and forget
about. So if you steal the list it’s
only a matter of time before Sovo-
los is tipped that the game is up.
But if Holbrook is a Commie agent
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it was Sovolos who was too smart
for him. That's all.”

It was all very convincing—too
convincing, in fact. I continued to
protest, but Dodson had an answer
for everything. And in time the
meeting came to its foregone con-
clusion.

I agrecd to help Dodson.

Agreed, however, with a gueasy
feeling that I should have gone on
asking questions until I found the
one he had no answer for.

Once in, I wanted the whole af-
fair over and done with as quick-
ly as possible. Dodson agrced, and
so did Holbrook when I phoned
him and made the necessary ar-
rangements. Nevertheless, T had to
wait  till  Thursday—three days
away.

And for me, three days of pure
hell. And a hell that was made
worse by the fact that 1 couldn’t
talk about my problem with any-
one. Certainly not with my wife,
even if Dodson hadn’t forbidden
it. I'd never be able to explain to
her why «a middle-aged general
practitioner had allowed himself to
get mixed up in a game of espion-
age and counter espionage. I had
a hard enough time explaining it
to mysclf.

Even Michael, who was part of
the game, was ruled out as a con-
fidant. You don’t keep a friend by
admituting your willingness to drug
him and search his house, even in
a good cause.

I don't know how I got through
those three days. But it was Thurs-
day at last, and T was on my way
to Michael's for our usual chess
match, the bottle of sleeping pills
cold and heavy in my pocket.

As usual, Michacl met me at
the deor promptly, as if he had
been waiting for me.

“Ah, my good [riend,” he suid,
“come to revenge yoursclf for last
weck. Or,” he added with mock
severity, “is it my turn this week
to scek revenge?” Michael spoke
English very well. Only a very
slight forcign intonation and a few
odd turns of phrasing betrayed that
it was not his native language.

While he helped me off with
my topcoat I said, “You know ex-
actly what happened last week. In
fact, you could recite every move
if you wanted to.” 1 had no doubts
on that score. Michacl had an ex-
cellent mind for chess. It was sur-
prising that I ever managed to beat
him.

Now he smiled. “Perhaps,” he
said, “you take me for a chess
‘shark’ who is mercly toying with
you until the time comcs to bet
the really big money.”

I laughed. The thought of moncy
riding on one of our games was
just too ridiculous. And then I re-
membered that although the cve-
ning had begun just like a hun-
dred others, this one would have
a different ending.

When Michael turned back from
hanging up my coat I had the vial
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of pills ready in my hand. “Here,”
I said. “Your week’s supply. You'd
better take one now before we
start.” 1 hoped my voice didn't
sound as strained and unnatural to
him as it did to me.

“Ah,” Michacl said, smiling. “I
sec it all now. The exotic drug
which cannot be traced—to dull
my senses so that you win easily.”

I blushed.

“No, no, my good fricnd,” Mich-
ael protested. Like most Europeans
he was oversensiive that others
might mistake the point of his lit-
tle quips. “Do not look so stricken.
It is only a bad joke.” He took
the vial from my hand. “To show
you, I ke one right now. Be-
sides—" he smiled—"it will relax
me and make me play all the bet-
ter.”

It was all T could do w0 keep
from following him out of the
room to insure that he did take
one of the tablets. 1 forced mysclf
to go into the living room and
stand by the alrcady set-up chess-
board.

However, from where 1 stood 1
could hecar the sudden rush of
water as a faucet was turned on
in the kitchen. And in a few mo-
ments Michael was back, beaming.
“All done,” he said. “And now—"
he gestured toward the chess-
board—"I believe it is your turn
for the white.”

We sat down and started to play.
Almost automatically I moved my
king’s pawn two squares.
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“Ahal” Michaef sad. “The old
standby. Not particularly daring,
but a good solid move.” He moved
his queen’s pawn two squares
and settled back in his chair to
watch me.

This wasn’t the first time he’d
tried this particular gambit on me.
On previous occasions I'd taken
the pawn—with disastrous results
to me. 1 wondered what would
happen this time if I protected my

pawn with my queen’s knight.

I never found out. Michael was
aslcep in his chair.

I eased my chair back and stood
up slowly so as not to disturb him,
then wondered why 1 bothered.
The drug produced eight hours of
dreamless slecp. They could blast
a superhighway through the house
next door, and he'd sull sleep. 1
watched him for a moment, feeling
a vague indcfinite regret that I had
10 do this to a friend; then 1 set
out to search the house.

I'd never searched a house be-
fore, but I had the advantage of a
double briefing—from Dodson and
Holbrook. Dodson had been the
more helpful of the two. “It’s a
small red notebook,” he had said,
“and it's somewhere in his bed-
room. That's all I can tell you be-
cause that’s all T know. 1 couldn’t
find out any more without tipping
Sovolos off that something was
cooking.”

So with this in mind T went
directly to Michael's bedroom. It
was simply furnished—a double
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bed with a bookcase headboard,
two straight chairs, and a chest of
drawers with a mirror hanging
over it. The wall opposite the chest
was half occupied by a sliding-door
closet.

Remembering a movie I'd seen
years before, I pulled the chair
over to the middle of the floor so
I could stand on it and peer into
the overhead light fixture. There
was nothing there. However, the
crystal shiclding the bulbs was held
in place by three small screws. I
had no trouble gctting the crystal
off, but putting it back required
that I balunce it with one hand
while I fastened the screws with
the other. It was trickier than it
"sounds, and twice I almost
dropped the crystal.

I was puffing when I got down
off the chair. The question of why
I had got involved in this affair
was stronger than ever in my
mind and even more unanswer-
able. But I was involved. And in
for a sheep, in for a goat. I went
over and lifted the mirror away
from the wall. There was nothing
behind it.

The chest of drawers was almost
too obvious a place to hide any-
thing in, but both Holbrook and
Dodson had stressed that I should
overlook nothing. Using almost
identical terms they had said,
“Look for the ordinary that’s out
of the ordinary.”

Reluctantly then, because I felt a
strong distaste for going through
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my friend’s personal things, I
pulled out all the drawers and
searched them thoroughly.

All I discovered was that Mich-
acl was a very tidy man.

I checked the bed, top and bot-
tom: nothing. I felt along the
edge of the wall-to-wall carpeting
and found nothing. Barring a se-
cret pancl, which I discounted—1
knew when this house was buik
and for whom—there was no red
notebook in the bedroom proper.
That lefe only the closet.

It was a larger and dceper closet
than 1 had suspected, going back
far enough to be considered a
walk-in. A clothes rack neatly
hung with suits and coats ran
along the right-hand wall. Oppo-
site it, on the left, a long metal
shoetree had been fastened to the
wall, and a row of shoes had been
impaled on its forms, soles sticking
out.

Something struck my cye almost
immediately: one of the shoes fit-
ted imperfectly on its form. The
shoe was an inch or so out of
line.

Here indeed was the “ordinary
that was out of the ordinary.” I
licked my lips, lifted the shoe off
its form, and fclt inside the toe.

My fingers met a spiral metal
edge and a second later I had
pulled out a small notebook with
a flexible red cover. I slipped the
shoe back on its form and paged
swiftly through the notebook.

I didnt know what I was look-
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ing for—confirmation that Mich-
ael wasn’t a spy? In any case, |
found no such confirmation. All
the entrics were in some sort of
number code. Slightly disappoint-
ed, I put the book in my jacket
pocket and started to lcave. At the
closet door I turned for one last
look back and nearly had a heart
attack.

All the shoes were now ncarly
in line.

It was casy enough to fizure out
what had happened. Once the note-
book had been removed, the shoe
fit snugly over the shaped shee-
tree. I began to appreciate the ad-
vantage of Michael's hidingz place.
One glance and he would know
if anything was wrong.

And if ke happened 1o glance in
before Dodson got the notchook
back into its hiding place the
-whole scheme—including my part
in it—would have to bc explained
to him.

I had to set it right, but for onc
awful moment I couldn’t remem-
ber which shoe had had the note-
book stuffed in it. Then I remem-
bered—the third one from the far
end. 1 hurried back and stulfed
my handkerchief into the toe of
the shoe. A little juggling and it
was unsuspiciously out of line
again.

I went back to the living room,
left a note for Michael containing,
I hoped, the right touch of humor-
ous tolerance for his falling asleep
after the first move in our game
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and was just letting mysclf out the
front door when 1 remembered my
second mistske: I'd kfu the vial of
tablets.

To insure that Michacl would
get a sleeping pill the first time,
every tablet in the vial was a nar-
cotic. I had to get the vial back
and substitute the vial of his reg-
alar tranquilizer that T still had
in my other jucket pocket.

I ran back to the kitchen. There
was the gliss he’d used. But no
vial. He must have put it in his
pocket after taking the pill!

Back to the living room where
I contemplated with dread the
slecping budy T was going 1o have
to scarch. There was no way te
avoid it, though. Having gonc this
far, T had to go the rest of the
way.

I moved the chessboard and be-
gan gingerly to pat his pockets.
There was no likelihood that he'd
wake up, but this was a thousand
times worse than geing through
his bureau drawers.

After an cternity I straightened
up—without having found the
vial. For a moment I almost gave
way to panic, but somchow 1
maniaged to keep control.

If the vial wasn't in the kitchen
and not on Michael, then obvious-
ly it had to be somewhere else in
the house. Brilliant deduction,
Holmes! But where? I tricd to re-
member what had happened. I had
given the vial to Michael; he had
gone to the kitchen, taken a pill,
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then returned to the living room,

But not from the kitchenl

Remembrance washed over me
and left me limp with relief. He
had circled around and come back
by way of the bedroom.

Into the bedroom again—the bed-
room I'd thought I'd searched so
thoroughly. And there, big as life,
on top of the chest of drawers was
the vial.

It was a matter of scconds to
switch vials and rush out of the
heuse. As the door closed behind
me I remembered that I hadn't re-
placed the chessboard. Well, Mich-
ael could make what he liked of
that. I wasn't going back into that
house tonight.

Forty minutes later I met Hol-
book at the spot we'd arranged
and handed him a small red note-
book. He leafed through it eager-
ly, then smacked it loudly against
his palm. The sound was as sharp
as a pistol shot.

“You won't get a medal for this,
Doctor,” he said, “but you've per-
formed a greater service for your
country in this one night than you
did in all those years in the Air
Force.”

I didn't tell him that Dod-
son had used almost the same
words fifteen minutes earlier when
he had given me the false note-
book I had just given Holbrook
and taken the real one to return

to Michael.

And that, as far as I was con-

cerned, was the end of it. I con-
sidered myself well out of it, too.
It was true I'd get no medal, but
then nothing really bad had hap-
pened to me either.

That is, nothing really bad had
happened to me yet.

It was three weeks later almost
to the day when the had started:
Holbrook showed up at my office
again,

This time, however, there was a
subtle chunge in him. He still
looked like an All American boy,
but an All American boy grown
cynical and slightly contemptuous.

The cynicism and contempt were
more than apparent in the smile
he gave me. “Surprised to see mc,
aren’t you, Doctor?”

“Yes,” I said. “I thought our
business was finished.”

“Not quite, Doctor. But first let
me give you a little token of ap-
preciation from my government.”
Still smiling, he placed a package
of bills on my desk. “Then we'll
talk about the other work you're
going to do for us.”

“l don't want your money,” I
said frostily. “And I certainly don't
intend to do any more work for
you.”

“You think not?" Holbrook said
in a tone I didn’t like at all.
“You'll notice,” he went on in the
same unpleasant tone, “that I said
my government. Not our govern-
ment or your government. I said
it that way on purpose because—"
he shook his head from side to
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side as if he were instructing a
backward  child—“your govern-
ment and my government aren’t
the same. Not the same at all. In
fact, you might even say that your
government and my government
aren’t even as friendly as they
might be.”

I swallowed twice to keep from
blurting out that I already knew
all about him and his government,
and that the joke was on him.
Somehow I managed to say, “Come
o the pomnt.”

“The point is simply this, Doc-
tor: when you stole that notebook
from Sovolos’ house you commit-
ted an act of espionage against the
interests of your country. Your
iriend Michael isn’t a Communist
spy. T am.”

I tried to look shocked. “And
you expect me to continue to work
for you!” As I said it I realized
that my indignation wasn't entire-
ly feigned. It was shocking that
Holbrook would come into my of-
fice, brazenly admit being a com-
munist agent, and expect me to
continue to do his dirty work for
him. That shows, I think, how lit-
tle I understood the working of
spies and their minds. I wasn't
to remain ignorant for long.

“I don’t believe you have any
choice,” Holbrook said evenly. “Or
rather, that the alternative is even
more unpleasant. I don’t think
your government would be very
pleased with you if they found out
what you had done.”
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I licked my lips. “And how
would they find out?” But I was
learning fast; I had already
guessed the answer to that.

Holbrook smiled, a caricature of
his previous boyish grin. “Some
anonymous person would send
them copies of photographs of you
handing over the damning evi-
dence. Plus a tape recording of our
telephone conversation when you
agreed to go along with my little
scheme.” He held up a hand. “Oh,
I'll admit the tape’s been edited,
but even the man who edited it
would have a hard time proving
that. Maybe it wouldn’t be enough
to convict. I wouldn't know about
things like that. But I do
know—" and here his voice grew
harsh—*“that it wouldn’t do your
reputation or your practice one
damn bit of good. Once the story
got out you wouldn’t be able to
treat a dog for ingrown toenails
in this town or anywhere else.”

Holbrook relaxed visibly, smiled
again. “You wouldn’t want that to
happen now, would you, Doctor?”

I tried to think of what 1
would do if T were actually in the
position he described. I honestly
didn’t know. I still don’t. It’s
something to lay awake nights and
think about.

Under the circumstances,
though, I decided that the only
thing to do was stall for time un-
til 1 could get in touch with Dod-
son. “What is it you want me to

do?” 1 said.

”
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Holbrook smiled. “It’s very
simple, Doctor. Just be a mailbox.”

I frowned. “I don't understand.”

“Then I'll make it clearer,” Hol-
brook said. “For obvious reasons
we don’t have a direct contact be-
tween the top and bottom levels of
our organization. As you've al-
ready found out—" again the bit-
ter grin—"a lot of our people
don’t even know who they're real-
ly working for. Anyway, once an
agent obtains some—uh—informa-
tion for us, he just passes it on to
the man above him who passes it
on to the man above Aim. And so
on. The problem is to arrange the
meetings. They have to appear to
be legitimate, otherwise the sus-
picious minds of the boys in coun-
terintelligence would start working
overtime. And, let’s face it, secur-
ity is a consideration, too. You
have to have a few breaks in the
chain—cutouts—who don’t know
the man above or below—unless
you want your agents to topple
like a row of dominoes once the
first one falls.”

Holbrook laughed harshly. “T’ll
bet you thought the U.S. had a
monopoly on the domino theory,
didn’t you?” He didn't wait for
any reaction but went right on,
“Now what could be more ideal
for our purposes than a doctor's
office? If an agent has some in-
formation to pass on, he just calls
for an appointment, identifies him-
self to you—we can work out pass-
words and such later—and hands
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the information over to you. A lit-
tle later a second agent drops by
and picks it up. From the outside
it's very legitimate—just two guys
going to see a doctor. And secure
too. The agents wouldn’t know
each other; the first one could sig-
nal the second by a code ad in the
paper. And you'd be a dead end
because you wouldn't know how
to contact anybody—they'd always
contact you." Holbrook's face re-
flected his mental savoring of the
thought. “Perfect,” he said, “all the
way around.”

“Perfect,” I said, “for everybody
except me. I'd be expendable.”

“Only if you happened to get
caught,” Holbrook said. “You'd be
too valuable for us to waste need-
lessly. So take your choice: refuse
and face certain exposure—or work
with us and face possible exposure.
Which is it going to be, Doctor?”

“I’ll have to think it over,” 1
mumbled.

Oddly enough, that secmed to
be the answer Holbrook expected.
He stood up. “Do that,” he said
casually. “Take all the time you
want—between now and Saturday
noon. I'll call you then and for
your sake I hope you have the
right answer.”

I watched him swagger out of
my office, and I thought grimly:
I'll have the right answer for you
all right. Wait till Dodson and the
C.ILA. hear about your scheme to
blackmail me into working for
you!
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I'm not clear even now about
what I expected Dodson to do, but
he had got me into this mess and
he damn well would have to get
me out of it.

It was at that moment I remem-
bered I didn’t know how to con-
tact Dodson! I didn’t even know
his first nasme.

It took a few seconds for the
full seriousness of the situation to
sink in. Without Dodson I was a
dead duck. There would only be
my unsupported word that I hadn’t
acted as a spy against my country,

The phone on my desk buzzed
and I picked it up automatically.

“There’s a Mr. Dodson calling,
Doctor,” my office nurse said. “He
insists on speaking to you.”

“Put him on,” I said fervently.

“Hi, Doc,” Dodson said, and
how I welcomed the sound of his
cheerful, slightly nasal voice. “I un-
derstand you had another visit
from our mutual friend.”

“How did you know?” I ex-
claimed.

He didn’t answer immediately,
and for some strange reason that
hothered me. Then his voice, con-
fident and self-assured, dissipated
my apprehension. “Why, the same
way I knew before, of course.” He
chuckled. “Can’t expect me to give
away all my secrets.” Then seri-
ously: “What did our friend want
this time?”

“Is it safe to talk over the
phone?” I was becoming suspicious
of everything now.
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“Huh? Oh, sure. I'm in a phone
booth and there’s no tap on your
end.”

I told him everything—what
Holbrook had said and how I had
played along to gain time.

When I finished, Dodson was si-
lent for a moment. “Boy,” he said
at last, almost reverently, “what a
break this is!”

“Break?”

“The kind of break you dream
about! With you on the inside we’ll
be able to get the lowdown on
Holbrook’s whole operation.”

What he had in mind was all
too clear. “No,” I said desperate-
ly, “I won’t do it.”

I might as well not have spok-
en. “IU'll be easy, Doc,” Dodson
said. “We'll plant a girl in your
office as a nurse. You just tip her
off whenever one of—"

“I told you no!”

“Oh? I don't see how you can
say that, Doc, seeing as how you're
going to have to go along with
Holbrook anyway.”

“Go along with him? Are you
mad?”

“The old-you-know-what really
hits the fan if you don’t,” Dodson
said. “He wasn’t kidding when he
said he'd turn those pictures and
the tape recording over to the au-
thorities. And then—" He clicked
his tongue against his tecth.

“But you can clear me. You can
tell what really happened.”

‘I'm afraid,” Dodson said, “that
it’s not quite that simple, Doc. As
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I told you before, we're not ready
to reel Holbrook in yet. So if you
try to blow the whistle, the
Agency'd have no choice but to
call you a liar.”

I was stunned. “You mean,” 1
said, “you'd just stand by and let
me be convicted of a crime I
didn’t commit?”

“Well, we hope it wouldn’t come
to that. But if it did—well, na-
tional security, you know.”

“Damn national security,” 1
shouted and slammed the phone
down. Nevertheless, I knew 1
would have to do what he want-
ed.

I felt as if I were running down
a narrow darkened corridor
through an infinite succession of
doors that swung irrevocably shut
behind me once I'd passed. No,
there’s a better image: I felt as
if 1 were a man in a revolving
door—a man who couldn’t get
out...

I know my behavior that eve-
ning worried my wife, although
she said nothing. It would have
been a relief just to talk to her
about it. But if I couldn’t tell her
before, how could I possibly ex-
plain now? Finally I could no
longer stand her concerned frowns
and went to bed early.

I spent several 180-minute hours
fighting the bedclothes before sheer
exhaustion began to drag me down
into sleep. Then an errant thought
strayed up from my subconscious

and shocked me awake: it was the
question I should have asked Dod-
son but didn’t, the one that had
nagged just beyond the range of
my conscious mind during those
three days before I had gone to
Michael’s. I'd been too nervous
and tense then—too involved—to
bring it to mind, and afterward,
trying to forget the whole matter,
I'd suppressed it. But now condi-
tions were just right and it sur-
faced.

I sat upright in bed and said
aloud, “Why was it necessary for
me to steal the book for Dodson
in the first place?”

I could see the surprise on Mich-
ael’s face through the glass panels
even before he opened his door.

“Lawrence,” he said. “I wasn't
expecting you. And so early in the
morning too.”

“I know you weren’t,” 1 said
curtly. “But I couldn’t wait until
Thursday night to see you. May
I come in?”

“Of course, of course.” Michael
stood back to let me enter, then
followed me into the living room.
Without bothering to take off my
overcoat I sank into an armchair,
Michael remained standing in front
of me.

“Perhaps some coffee?” he said.
“You do not look at all well.”

“I imagine I don't,” I said. “I
didn’t sleep last night and at my
age—"

Michael clucked sympathetically.
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“But as a doctor,” he said, “you
should know what to do for in-
somnia.”

“Oh, I do, I do.” I laughed
shortly. “You of all people should
know that. But last night I asked
myself a question and after that
I didn’t want to sleep. Because that
one question led to other ques-
tions, which oddly enough led me
to some answers.”

“It must have been an important
question then,” Michael said.

“It was,” I said. “Would you like
to hear it?”

“If it pleases you, yes.”

“It pleases me,” I said. I took
a deep breath. “Why was it neccs-
sary for me to steal the book?”

I was watching Michael closely.
Nothing in his expression changed.
His lips remained curved upward
in the same polite half smile. The
slight furrow in his brow didn't
alter. But just for a moment there
was a small flicker behind his
eyes. It told me what I had come
to find out: Michael knew what
I was talking about.

“I'm afraid,” Michael said, “I do
not understand your question.”

“You should,” I said. “It was
vour book, the one hidden in your
shoe in your closet.”

“I think,” Michael said slowly,
“I should call my friend Mr. Dod-
son of the C.LA”

“Oh, come off it, Michael. Dod-
son is no more a C.I.A. agent than
I am. Or you are.”

“And what led you to that star-
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tling conclusion?” Michael's smile
was definitely gone now, and 1
didn’t like what had replaced it.

“My  question, Michael—the
question I asked myself last night.
Because there’s no answer to it if
Dodson really is a C.I.A. agent. If
all he wanted to do was pass a
false list to Holbrook, there'd be
no need for me to steal the real
one. Dodson could give me the
false one. Then I could come over
here as usual, even drug you if
necessary to make it look good,
and then leave and give Holbrook
the false list afterwards. But I
lwoan't have had to take the real
ist.”

“All this is very interesting,”
Michael said. “Please go on.”

“So,” 1 said, “Dodson isn't a
C.LA. agent, and for some reason
it was necessary to his scheme that
I steal the book. It could be that
he just wanted the list for himself.
But that doesn’t square with the
way he acted when Holbrook tried
to blackmail me into continuing as
an agent. Dodson called me—I
didn't call him; I couldn’t—and-
pressured me into working for
Holbrook, again on the assumption
that I would in fact be working
undercover for my own country.”
I shook my head. “But I wouldn't
have been.”

“No?”

“No. Because when you add
everything up, there’s only one
conclusion possible: Dodson and
Holbrook are working the same
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side of the street. The whole thing
was just a clever scheme to lull
my suspicions and recruit me as
an espionage agent. But in that
event the book itself had no mean-
ing. It was only a device to trap
me. So, Michael, you had to be
involved.”

Michael turned away.

“When I think how easy it was
made for me,” I went on, “I
know you had to be part of it.
I was too scared and nervous to
think about it at the time but only
an idiot would hide anything in
a place as obvious as that single
out-of-line shoe.”

Michael turned back to face me
and for the first time I saw the
gun. I never realized before how
enormous the hole in the barrel
of a pistol is.

“I had put you down as being
reasonably clever, Lawrence,” he
said, “but naive. I find—to my sor-
row, because I really did like you
—that you are much cleverer than
I thought. But also much more
naive.”

“Then you did plan it together.
The three of you.”

He nodded.

“For ten years,” I said bitterly,
“you planning this. And you can
say you really liked me.”

“No, not for ten years, although
I will admit that the advantages
of your office for our purposes did
occur to me shortly after I first
met you. But it was something I

—how should I say? —kept in the
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back of my mind until the need
arose. And now—" he gestured
with the gun, not enough, how-
ever, to cause him to miss me if
he had to pull the trigger—"all that
pluing for nothing.”

“You'd be foolish to kill me,
Michael,” T said suddenly.

“And why is that?” He was
amused. The mouse was defying
the cat, and the cat, sure of its
strength and cunning, could afford
to smile. “Have you left a sealed

message with someone—to be
opened in the event of your
death?”

“No, but you’d lose your mail-
box.” That erased his gently sar-
castic smile, and 1 added hastily,
“You can still have it, you know.
It’s just going to cost you more.”
I hoped 1 didn’t sound as panic-
stricken as I felt.

Michael’s face flowed into a re-
flective, almost calculating mold.
“How much?” he said. The gun’s
single eye still stared into mine.

“A thousand dollars a month,”
I said without hesitation.

Michael's head moved slightly,
negatively. “Far too much,” he
said. “We'll give you one hundred
a month.” The gun didn’t waver.

“You're crazy if you think I'd
run the risks involved in a thing
of this sort for a hundred dollars
a month. No, it’s a thousand or
nothing.”

Michael put the gun down, and
I realized with a sudden chill that
he had been testing me. If I had
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agreed to his ridiculously low
terms he would have suspected that
I was just talking to save myself
and then—I shuddered inwardly
and stopped following that line of
thought.

“Welcome,” he was saying, “wel-
come to the ranks of the profes-
sionals, Lawrence. The smart ones
who work only for the money.
Because in this business you can
never be really sure who your em-
ployers arc.” He smiled wryly. “I
think I am working for the Rus-
sians. But perhaps not. Perhaps it
is Peking or Hanoi or Upper Volta
that pays for my services. But
what does it matter as long as the
pay is good? The penalty for fail-
urc is the same in any case.

“But you, my old friend, you
are going to have to be more rea-
sonable. A thousand a month s
too much.” His voice turned busi-
nesslike again. “Seven fifty. It is
my highest offer.”

When I opened my mouth to
protest he cut me short. “Take it
Lawrence. Tt ts the most you will
get. And the alternative—"

T agreed to seven fifty.

Belore I left, though,<T asked one
more question,

“You carried me in those chess
‘games, didn't you?”

Michacel pursed his lips and nod-
ded. “Yes,” he said. “You really
are a terrible chess player.”

I'm glad he said that about the
chess. It made my calling the
F.BL much easier.

Stallings, the F.B.I. man—a real
F.B.I. man; [ made sure of that
—rmet me at the public library, in,
of all places, the humor section,

“It’s not likely you're being fol-
lowed, Doctor,” he said. “But, as
you said on the phone, why take
chances? Now, suppose you fill me
in on all the details.”

When 1 [inished, Stallings’ face
bore an almost rapt expression.
“Beautiful,” he said. “What a beau-
tiful scheme. And beautifully exe-
cuted, too. Right down to the char-
acter of the ‘legitimate’ C.ILA. man.
You'd just naturally think anyone
that crude would have to be what
he claimed to be. It's the smooth
ones you always distrust.”

“I' suppose,” T said somewhat
testily, “you could look at it that
way.” [ hadn't expected him to
heap praise on the conspirators,
and it annoved me when he did.
“Will you arrest Michiael now
or will you need reinforcements
firse®”

Stallings pretended to study the
titles of the books on the shelf be-
fore him. My heart sank; I knew
what was coming.

“Well, Doctor,” Stallings said,
“it's not quite that simple. We've
been trying to get a lead on these
people for some time now. And
you, Doctor, are in a rather unique
position to help us.”

[ leaned against the book stack
and began to laugh. Or perhaps
to cry. Sometimes it's hard to tell
one from the other.
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DOUBLE EXPOSURE
by LARRY POWELL

ITATE VISITORS' DAY. T WISH MIL-

dred would stay home some-
time, but 1 know she won’t. She’ll
be herc today just as she was here
last Visitors' Day, and all the others
since I started serving my sentence.
She’ll smile bravely through the
wire separating us and say what she
always says, “How are they treating
you, dear?”

Well, this is a prison, and how
does she think they are treating me,
like a guest at Buckingham Palace?
It's her fault 'm in here. My own
stupidity helped a lot, I won’t deny
that, but if you want to get to the
heart of the matter, Mildred is real-
ly to blame.

When she comes and sits on the
other side of that wire, Mildred is
playing a role. She has been playing
roles all her life. At the time I first
met her, she was drawing raves
from society columnists for her per-
formance as “Debutante of the
Year.” A few years later she under-
took a more ambitious part—the
lovestruck heiress who defied her
family’s royal command not to mar-
ry a penniless polo player. I was the
polo player.

Now Mildred has cast herself as
the gallant wife who stands beside

her husband despite the slings and
arrows of misfortune and scandal.
I sense this is going to be her favo-
rite role, eclipsing all others.

My wife’s family and society
friends have expressed the belief
that I married Mildred for her moti-
ey. I didn’t. But after living with
her for a year I realized that only
her money could keep us together.
She was like a beautiful exotic dish
which attracts interest on sight but
proves disappointing to the taste.
She also had a number of annoying
personal habits which I had some-
how  failed to notice before she be-
came Mrs. Richard Hamilton.

During the second year of our
marriage Mildred’s cousin  Kate
came to visit. Kate was a dish, too,
and much warmer than Mildred.
We got along splendidly for the six
weeks she was around—especially
when Mildred wasn't. Mildred nev-
er became suspicious. The way she
looked at it, I had a wife who was
young, wealthy, and lovely, and
only a fool would jeopardize that
kind of arrangement. Okay, so I
was a fool.

On the day Kate departed 1 told
Mildred, “You’ll have to ask her
back again. Soon.”

© 19695y Larry Pouwell.
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“Never,” said Mildred firmly. “I
thought she’d never leave.”

So much for Cousin Kate, the
sparkling firefly who had briefly
brightened the dark corners of my
existence. I followed Mildred back
into our old routine, or rut—dinner
once a week with her high-toned
family and endless parties with her
high-toned friends, all of whom
treated me like an enemy infiltrator.

One afternoon, as I left the gym-
nasium where I played handball
once a week with Ronnie Norton, I
collided with a wide man in a loud
plaid suit.

“I'd like to talk to you, Mr. Ham-
ilton,” he said in a low voice. At
the same time he slid a dirty card
into my palm.

I didn’t recognize the man and I
could think of nothing we might
have to talk about. I consulted his
card. It said he was S. J. Peters, a
profcssional photographer. The ad-
dress listed for his studio was in a
slovenly neighborhood on the other
side of town.

Peters glanced around as if he
expected some passerby to leap on
him like an aroused tiger. “I can’t
say anything here. Contact me and
we'llset up a meeting place.”

I had no need for the services of
a photographer, and I already had
concluded that S. J. Peters was some
kind of crackpot. I forgot him im-
mediately, but he didn’t forget me.
He called me at home two nights
later.

“You failed to get in touch,” he
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said in a tone of mild reprimand.
“I happen to have a photograph
that will interest you, Mr. Hamil-
ton.”

“What sort of photograph?”

“I don’t talk business over the tel-
ephone. Meet me in an hour at
Hoke's Bar on 45th Street.”

At that moment I began to feel
uneasy. Making certain that Mil-
dred couldn’t . overhear, I tele-
phoned a newspaperman I knew.
“Have you ever heard of a seedy
photographer who calls himself S.
J. Peters?”

“Sneaky Peters, you mcan. Where
did you run into a guy like that?
He works around town at some of
the cheaper night clubs, snapping
photographs of patrons on a free-
lance basis. But, listen, the cops are
pretty sure he's a small-time black-
mailer.”

I put a finger in my collar, which
had suddenly grown tight. “What
makes the police think so?”

“Oh, they have reasons. But they
haven’t been able to pin anything
on him. I'll give you an example of
how Peters operates. He spots a
couple in a club who wouldn’t want
their respective spouses to know
about their night on the town. He
snaps a shot of them, or follows
them when they leave the club, and
gets an incriminating photo, then
peddles it to the victims. Say, Ham-
ilton, are you in trouble?”

“Not me,” I said weakly. “A
friend of mine.”

More than once I had taken Kate
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to a club on the other side of town,
confident that none of Mildred’s ac-
quaintances would run into us
there. I didn't remember seeing S.
J. Peters on those occasions, but that
didn’t mean Peters hadn’t seen me.
I recalled a night when I had plant-
ed an impulsive kiss on Kate as we
danced, and another night when 1
had embraced her as we sat at a se-
cluded table.

Yes, I was in trouble. Mildred
would divorce me if she found out.

Suddenly I knew just how much
my wife's money meant to me. I was
afraid I couldn't live without it.

I had no difficulty locating Hoke's
Bar on 45th Street. The shabbiest
building in the block, it looked like
a place where a uniformed police-
man would need to watch his coat
and hat. T hunched my shoulders
self-consciously and went in, scarch-
ing the dim interior for S. J. Peters.
A large hulk shifted in a booth to
the rear and an arm beckoned.

“Glad you could make it, Mr.
Hamilton.” Peters reached inside
his plaid coat and flipped a photo-
graph to the table. “Take a look at
this print. Made it up especially for
you."

Peters had snapped the picture in
the night-club’s parking lot; I rec-
ognized my car in the background.
He hadn’t caught me kissing Kate.
He had caught Kate kissing me,
and her enthusiasm, which had
pleased me at the time, now struck
me as excessive, even embarrassing
—in fact, dangerous.
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“How much do you want for
this?”

Peters took a long drink from a
mug of tap beer, swallowed loudly.
He had abandoned his furtive man-
ner of a couple of days before. He
was in his own surroundings now,
doing his kind of business. He
grinned as he wiped his mouth.
“The price for the ncgative is ten
thousand dollars.”

I winced. “I thought you were a
small-time blackmailer.”

“Depends on who I'm dealing
with. T ask what the traffic will
bear.” The word “blackmailer”
hadn’t jarred him a bit. He was still
grinning. “And don't tell me that
the picture doesn’t prove anything
except that a girl kissed you. It
proves whatever your wife wants
to think it proves—and that could
be plenty.”

I looked at the picture again and
weighed my chances of convincing
Mildred that 1 hadn't shared Kate’s
enthusiasm., No chance, not with
that silly satisfied expression on my
face.

“You've got yourself a customer,
Peters. However, I couldn’t pay you
ten thousand dollars if you offered
me the Mona Lisa. I may look to
you like a wealthy man, I may live
like one, but I haven't a button of
my own.”

“Suit yourself. I can just as easily
take the picture to your wife,” Pet-
ers reminded me. He drained his
beer mug and licked his lips.
“You're putting me on, trying to
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whittle down my price. You drive a
car as long as a yacht, Mr. Hamil-

ton, you run around with people

like Norton, the banker. You've got
to be loaded.”

“Actually, Ronnie Norton is
more my wife’s friend than mine.
And Mildred is the one who is load-
ed. My father went bankrupt while
I was still in college. He lcft me
nothing but a polo pony and bad
debts.” T didn't like telling Peters
my life story, but what choice did 1
have? “Mildred paid tor my car and
for everything clse, including the
clothes on my back. But she de-
mands to know how I spend every
dollar she gives me. I couldn’t pos-
sibly ask her for such a large sum
without a good explanation.”

“And you wouldn’t want to ex-
plain that little number in the pic-
ture, would you?” Peters chuckled.
“Well, I'm surprised. I figured you
had as much in the bank as your
wife. Tell you what, make the price
five thousand—but not one cent
less. Get it up by tomorrow night or
I'll call on Mrs. Hamilton and of-
fer the picture to her.”

Mildred was asleep when I got
home. And snoring. That was one
of her annoying habits that I hadnt
known about before we married,
and a beautiful woman is not beau-
tiful when she is snoring. I sighed
and went into the guest bedroom.

At the bank the next morning 1

“cleaned out my personal checking
account. It contained about three
thousand dollars. Would S. J. Peters
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accept that sum and give me a few
weeks to raise the rest? Not a mon-
key's chance. I loeked toward Ron-
nie Norton’s office. Ronnie was the
only one of Mildred's friends I felt
I could call on. I borrowed another
two thousand from him, asking
him to keep the loan a secret.

By nightfall T was too nervous to
light a cigarctte. Suppose Peters de-
cided 1o get in touch with Mildred
despite his promise? I didn't trust
him; I didn’t trust him as far as I
could throw Ronnie Norton’s bank.

The address on his card turned
out to be a shabby apartment in a
rundown building. I found a door
with another of his dirty cards
taped above the knob. Apparently
he wasted little on overhead. My
hammering on the door brought no
response {rom inside, but a woman,
a self-made redhead, appeared at the
other end of the hallway.

“You won't find Mr. Peters in.
Hc’s out all times of the day and
night. The nature of his business, 1
guess.” She smiled and stroked her
dye job. “You could wait in my
place. I make a good cup of coflee.”

I declined, and paced the hallway
until Pcters showed up. He had
turncd the living room of his apart-
ment into an office which hadn’t
been swept in at least a month. Near
a bloated sofa was a metal desk on
which I saw a stack of brown en-
velopes of the type photographers
used for mailing. Peters picked one
up, threw it to me.

Because I didn't trust him, I



DOUBLE EXPOSURE

checked the envelope’s contents.
The negative was there, along with
an eight-by-ten print on cheap pa-
per. Peters grinned as I handed
over the money.

“You really enjoy your work,
don’t you?” I said.

“Only when I meet somebody
like you.” He seemed more amused
than ever. “Call me the next time
you need a good photographer.”

I had the feeling he had put some-
thing over on me—something, I
mean, besides selling me that stupid
picture and negative for $5000.

Mildred came home from a shop-
ping trip the following day and
dropped her purse on the floor. The
catch slipped and lipstick and keys
spilled out—lipstick and keys and a
smudged card bearing the name of
S. J. Peters.

“Where did you get this?" I asked
her.

“A man handed it to me. He
mumbled something about making
an appointment to talk to me, but I
didn’t pay much attention. I'd never
hire a photographer who dressed
the way he does.”

The truth flashed through my
mind. Peters had taken another
photograph of me and Kate—or
he’d held out an extra print of the
negative I'd bought. He’d planned
all along to collect from Mildred as
soon as he had collected from me.
He’d try again to make an appoint-
ment with Mildred, and next time,
or the time after that, she'd listen.

I carried a revolver in my pocket
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when I returned to his apartment. I
found him in. He looked surprised
but not concerned as I moved
through the door. I took out the re-
volver. He began to look con-
cerned.

“Guess what 1 want, Mr. Peters.”

*“Your money back?”

“Don’t kid around, Mr. Peters.”

“The other picture. You mean,
your wife told you! Well, I never
expected that.”

“Give it to me—negative and
prints. And don't grin. Don't you
dare grin.”

He sailed an envelope at me. 1
squatted to pick it up. He jumped
like a bullfrog, wound his arms
around me. I could hardly breathe.
Peters chuckled as his arms tight-
ened. “You should have known
better than to try acting tough.
Now drop the gun.”

I couldn't raise the revolver. My
arms felt as though they were
strapped to my sides. Peters was as
strong as a bear. My ribs began to
give. Trying to break away {rom
him, I rammed into the sofa, fell,
and Peters fell with me. The gun
exploded.

I thought 1'd need a jack to get
out from under his weight, but 1
managed. Peters was dead, and no
one was going to believe he had
been shot by accident. I picked up
the envelope and ran. In the hall-
way I collided with the redhead
who had offered me coffee the eve-
ning before. It was she who gave
the police my description, and even
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the battery of high-priced attorneys
that Mildred hired couldn’t save me
from prison . ..

Now it’s Visitors’ Day again, and
I can hear the guard. He rattles the
door of my cell, turns the key.
“Your wife's here, Hamilton.”

I step out, pretending eagerness.
I have to play the game Mildred's
way. One of these days I'll be up be-
fore a parole board, and I'll stand a
better chance of getting out if I have
a devoted wife waiting for me.

Mildred smiles bravely through
the wire, says what she always says,
“How are they treating you, dear?”

DOUBLE EXPOSURE

“Great,” I reply, thinking again
that it was all her fault, remember-
ing how I felt when I opened that
second envelope and saw the couple
in the other picture. Not the couple
I expected; not Kate and me—but
Mildred and Ronnie Norton.

“Can you ever forgive me, Rich-
ard?” she pleads, her eyes moist. “I
feel terrible knowing you're in this
place because you tried to protect
me from a filthy blackmailer.”

I smile a martyr’s gentle smile.
“All that matters, darling, is that
we'll be together again some day.”
I'm not a bad actor myself.
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a NEW Mr. Strang story by

WILLLAM BRITTAIN

You wouldn't think it possible, even granting Mr. Strang’s flair for
mysteries and talent for solving them, that the science teacher of
Aldershot High School could get involved in a “locked room” prob-
lem. But leave it to Leonard! And leave it to that shreted little gnome
to apply his scientific know-how to taking the “im” out of “smpossi-

ble” ...

MR. STRANG PULLS A

SWITCH

by WILLIAM BRITTAIN

]['r was NEARLY 6:30 WHEN MR
Strang trudged up the steps of
Mrs. Mackey’s rooming house.

He was tired. His day at Alder-
shot High School had seemed in-
finitely long. In addition to his
usual schedule of five classes and a
study hall, the old teacher had
spent a bad forty-five minutes with
Mr. Guthrey, explaining to the irate
principal why a science experiment
had gone wrong, permeating the
entire third floor with a stench un-
equaled since Hercules had
cleansed the Augean stables.

Then, after school, he had kept
an appointment with Mike Trow-
bridge, trying patiently to explain
to that upset, nervous student why
it was highly unlikely that he
would receive a passing mid-year
mark in general science.

Now Mr. Strang wanted nothing
more than to have a bow! of hot
soup and then ease his frail body
into the overstuffed chair and read
for an hour or so before going to
bed.

As the teacher stepped through
the front door he heard the tele-
phone ringing in the kitchen.

“Mr. Strang! Mr. Strang, it’s for
you!” The strident voice of Mrs.
Mackey, his landlady, grated on
his eardrums with a sound like that
of a fingernail dragged across a
slite blackboard.

Mr. Strang shufiled to the kitch-
en .and took the telephone reluc-
tantly, favoring Mrs. Mackey with a
glare that would have etched glass.
“Leonard Strang speaking,” he said
into the mouthpiece.

“This is Walter Trowbridge—
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Mike’s father,” said a quavering
voice. “The reason 1 called—well,
it's about Mike.”

“He got home all right, didn’t
he?” asked the teacher. “He left
school two hours ago.”

“Yes, he got home,” continued
the worried voice, “but would it
be possible for you to come over
here, Mr. Strang? Right away, I
mean.”

“Phoronidea!”  exploded  the
teacher. “I just got in. I haven't
even eaten yet. What secms to be
the trouble?”

“Mike went up to his room a lit-
tle while ago, Mr. Strang. And
then he—well, he just dis-
appeared.”

“Disappeared? Then look for
him, Mr. Trowbridge. He must be
around somewhere. Surely you can
do that much without outside help.
Or are you trying to tell me that he
simply vanished in a puff of smoke?”

“Oh, there wasn't any smoke, of
course. Still—" There was a silence
at the other end of the line. Then:
“Do you believe in magic, Mr.
Strang?”

“Magic? You mean real magic?
Of course not!”

“I don't either. But one minute
Mike was in his room with the
door locked, and the next minute
he was gone. I'm really not sure
whether or not I should call the
police, and 1 thought as a science
teacher, you might—"

“Mr. Trowbridge, I've had a
hard day,” said the teacher. “Are

MR.
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you sure this isn't a joke of some
kind?”

“Mr. Strang,” replied Trow-
bridge in a voice edged with hy-
steria, “Mike is gone, 1 tell you.
That’s not the type of thing I joke
about.”

“I'll be right over,” said the teach-
er quietly.

Mr. Strang placed the receiver
back in its cradle and turned to

Mrs. Mackey.

“He just disappeared,” he said in
amazement. “Out of a locked
room.”

And with that astonished remark
the gnomelike teacher walked out
the door. leaving his landlady won-
dering whether Mr. Strang had
taken leave of his senses.

Ten minutes later Mr. Strang’s
battered purple car pulled up to
the curb in front of the Trowbridge
home, a rambling fieldstone and
clapboard house. The teacher
jabbed at the doorbell impatiently
and listened to several bars of
Home, Sweet Home as they
chimed beyond the thick door.

The door opened. “Come in, Mr.
Strang,” said the same voice the
teacher had heard over the tele-
phone.

Walter Trowbridge almost filled
the doorway. Looking up at his
face, Mr. Strang was reminded of
the picture of a bulldog he had
seen recently. Clearly here was a
man who stood for no nonsense.
But judging from the tremor in
his voice and the nervousness with
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which he mopped his face with a
handkerchief, here was a man who
was scared, perhaps terrified.

After taking the teacher’s coat
Trowbridge ushered him into a
spacious living room. A slender
woman in a plain black dress was
seated on the sofa.

“This is my wife Alice, Mr.
Strang,” said Trowbridge.

The teacher shook her offered
hand and noticed it was trembling.

“Alice was seated right where
she is now, facing those stairs,
when Mike—when Mike van-
ished,” said Trowbridge, pointing
to the steps at the far end of the
room. “So you see, he couldn’t have
come down here even if—"

“Just a moment, please,” said the
teacher. “If the boy's simply miss-
ing it may be a matter for the po-
lice. But you said something about
his having been in a locked room.”

“That’s right,” said Mrs. Trow-
bridge. “On the second floor.”

“I see,” said Mr. Strang, “or
rather, I don’t see. Suppose you
start at the beginning.”

“It was just—"

“I was the one who—"

“Wait a minute!” The teacher
held up his hands like a referee at
a football game. “You first, Mr.
Trowbridge. Tell me what hap-
pened from the time Mike returned
home.”

“I met him at the front door and
asked him where he'd been. He
said he'd stayed in school to talk to
you about his work.”
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“That checks,” said Mr. Strang.

“I got after him abouf his marks
—just as I have to do nearly every
day,” Trowbridge went on. “Final-
ly he yanked himself away from
me and said he was going up to
his room to run his trains.”

“Trains?”

“Yes, he's got an electric-train
layout in his room upstairs. They're
the old three-rail kind, and he's
put in about a mile of track with
little houses and everything. It al-
ways surprised us that he could
find a place for his bed.”

“I see,” nodded the teacher. “You
were saying that Mike yanked him-
self away from you.”

“Just like that. While I was still
talking to him. That’s a hell of a
way for a boy to act toward his
own father, isn’t it, Mr. Strang?”

“Walter!” cried Mrs. Trowbridge.
“We asked Mr. Strang here to help
us Aind Mike, not involve him in a
family argument.”

“Sure, Alice. Anyway, I went
upstairs right after Mike, but he
slammed into his room and locked
the door. I shouted for him to open
up, but he just yelled at me to go
away. Then I heard him start the
trains. For about five minutes I
could hear him in there, starting an
engine, stopping it, switching—
things like that.

“He still wouldn’t open the door,
so I asked Alice what she thought
we ought to do. She was outside
trimming some rosebushes directly
below the window of Mike’sroom.”

A SWITCH



108

“What did you decide?” asked
Mr. Strang.

“We agreed that Walter should
just sit outside that door until Mike
opened it,” said Mrs. Trowbridge.
“I knew that sooner or later Mike
would get hungry and come out.
We came back into the house, and
I sat right here where I could see
the stairs when the two of them
finally came down.”

“Was Mike still in his room when
you got back to his door?” Mr.
Strang asked Trowbridge.

“Yes, I could hear him running
the trains, just like before. He did
a lot of starting and stopping, so I
knew he must be angry. When
things are going all right for him
he just lets the train run round
and round without working the
controls much. I must have stood
out there for fifteen or twenty min-
utes.”

“Then what?”

“I heard something crash inside
Mike’s room,” said Trowbridge. *“I
wasn’t about to let him wreck the
whole house just because he didn’t
like me talking to him about his
marks, so I ordered him to open
the door. He didn't answer. I no-
ticed that the trains had stopped,
too. I guess that’s when I lost my
temper.”

“And—"

“I started kicking at the door,”
said Trowbridge. *“It’s ‘'made of
light wood. I kept banging away
at it until the lock broke. Then I
went inside.”
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Trowbridge took a deep breath.
“There was nobody in the room,
Mr. Strang!” he burst out. “Mike
was gone. In the time it took me to
break down that door, Mike had
just—just disappeared!”

Mr. Strang ran slender fingers
through his sparse crop of gray
hair. “I don’t suppose the window
—" he began.

“It was locked,” said Trow-
bridge, “lrom the inside. And be-
sides, there’s a twenty-foot drop to
the ground.”

“Any other exits?” asked the
teacher.

Trowbridge shook his head.

“Walter, wouldn't it be better if
Mr. Strang saw the room?” asked
Mrs. Trowbridge.

Trowbridge nodded and led the
way to the stairs, followed by his
wife and the teacher. When they
reached the top step he indicated
an open door at one end of the
hallway. “That’s Mike's room,” he
said.

As they entered the room Mr.
Strang noticed that the spring lock
on the inside of the door had been
torn away from the wood, leaving
splinters on the floor. As Trow-
bridge had said, the room was
filled with electric-train apparatus
mounted on large sheets of ply-
wood raised about three feet above
the floor.

In a roundhouse at one end, two
miniature Deisel locomotives were
waiting to be sent on their way.
Farther on, a tiny village looked
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exceedingly lifelike, right down to
the figure of a postman having his
ankle nipped by a plastic dog not
more than half an inch long. There
were houses and shops, a rustic
station, crossings and tunnels and
turnpikes. Plaster had been laid
over chicken wire and then painted
to look like a rugged mountain.

“Why, it’s superb!” marveled the
teacher, looking at an outcropping
of “rock” which indicated a certain
familiarity with geological forma-
tions. “Did Mike do all this him-
self?”

“Yes, Alice and I don’t have
much time to play with trains,” re-
plied Trowbridge. “We always said
that if the time he wasted just wir-
ing those trains had been spent on
studying, he’d be on the honor
roll right now. I even had to have a
special electric circuit put in, just
for this room.”

Mrs. Trowbridge pointed to
some pieces of broken pottery on
the floor under the corner of one
of the tables. “That mess used to
be a bust of George Washington,”
she said. “Mike won it at a shoot-
ing gallery when we visited the
carnival last year.”

“I figure that must have been the
crash I heard,” explained Trow-
bridge. “What do you think, Mr.
Strang?”

But the teacher seemed more in-
terested in what was on the table
above the clay fragments. At this
point the track came near the edge
and then made .a tight turn, almost

STRANG PULLS A SWITCH

109

doubling back on itself. Next to the
track, on the inside of the turn, a
train lay on its side. The train was
made up primarily of freight cars;
their contents—carloads of lead
fishing sinkers—had spilled out,
overturning several tiny trees. A
derrick was mounted on one of the
cars, and the derrick’s arm stuck
straight out.

Mr. Strang walked across the
room, sat on the bed, and consid-
ered the control system. He reached
out and touched one of the twin
transformers.

“Anthropoda!” he yipped, snatch-
ing his hand away. “That thing is
still hot!”

“I guess I never thought to turn
it off,” said Trowbridge sheepishly.

“Umm.” The teacher tapped the
side of his nose slowly with an
index finger. Then he peered at
the Trowbridges over the top of
his black-rimmed glasses.

“Mind if I run the trains?” he
asked, grinning shyly.

“Now look, Mr. Strang, I asked
you here to help find Mike, not
to—"

“Walter, don’t be rude.”

“Ah!” Trowbridge threw up his
hands. “I told you we should have
called the police first thing.”

“You may be glad you didn’t,”
said the teacher, waving an admon-
ishing finger. “But if it’ll make you
feel any better, Mr. Trowbridge, I'm
not playing. I intend to perform a
controlled scientific experiment.”

Trowbridge shrugged helplessly.
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Mr. Strang returned to the train
table, detached the engine from
the rest of the derailed train, and
placed it on the track. There was
a click as the contacts underneath
the engine touched the track, and a
tiny light glowed in the cab. The
engine was motionless, but gave off
a slight humming sound.

Mr. Strang went back to the con-
trols and touched a button on one
transformer. As he pressed down,
the humming stopped and the cab
light went out.

“Did you break it?” asked Trow-
bridge.

“No, this button cuts ofT the elec-
tricity to the track. There’s a con-
trol inside the engine that operates
every time that happens,” replied
Mr. Strang. “Watch.”

He released the button. The light
went on again, and the engine
moved slowly—in reverse.

Again the teacher pushed the
button. The lights went off and the
engine stopped, as if awaiting fur-
ther instructions. This time when
Mr. Strang took his finger off the
button the engine remained mo-
tionless.

When the button was pushed and
released a third time, the engine
finally started forward. It crawled
along the outermost rim of the web
of tracks, taking a full minute to
return to where Mr. Strang had
originally placed it.

“Interesting,” said the teacher.

“What's interesting?” demanded
Trowbridge.
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“There are eight switches in this
sctup. They'’re easy to operate.
See?” Mr. Strang touched several
other buttons, and as he did,
switches snapped into new posi-
tions all along the track. The train
started again, but this time it took a
shortcut  through the miniature
town.

“Eight switches had to be set ex-
actly right to send the train the
longest possible way,” said the
teacher. “Doesn’t it make you won-
der why that particular route was
selected? Mike had an almost in-
finite variety of other routes he
could use.”

“Just coincidence,” scofled Trow-
bridge. “Look, we're getting no-
where, Mr. Strang. I'm going to
call the police as I should have
done in the first place. It’s easy
enough to figure out what hap-
pened here.”

“What?" asked the teacher inno-
cently.

“Somebody must have gotten
into this room,” replied Trow-
bridge. “Whoever it was grabbed
Mike, and while they struggled the
bust of Washington fell to the floor.
The train was still running, but
when it reached the curve it went
off the track. That's why the trans-
former was still on. Whoever it was
took Mike out—somehow—before
I could get in to help him.”

“You were outside the door of
the room,” said Mr. Strang calm-
ly, “and the window was shut and
locked on the inside. How do you
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suggest this mysterious someone
got in here? Or got out?”

“I don't know. That's for the po-
lice to determine.”

“And what do you say, Mrs.
Teowbridge?"

“I—I'm afraid I'll have to agree
with my husband, Mr. Strang. 1
can’t explain how it happened, but
it must have been the way Walter
said.”

“Uh huh.” Mr. Strang nodded.
“Well, if you must, you must. But
before you rush off to make com-
plete idiots of yourselves—"

“Now just a minute!”

“I repeat—complete idiots of
yourselves. Before you do that
might I point out just one fallacy
in your reconstruction?”

“What's that?”

“You imply that the train was
thrown off the track because it
probably came into the curve too
fast. If that were the case, centri-
fugal force would have thrown it
to the outside of the curve. Cor-
rect?”

Trowbridge nodded in agree-
ment and then turned to look at
the engineless train lying on its side
—on the inside edge of the curve.

“Well, then,” Trowbridge said
slowly, “how did Mike disappear?
Have you got any idea, Mr.
Strang?”

“How? Oh, that's easy. It's the
why that bothers me. But I think
I know that, too. Suppose we go
downstairs and discuss it.”

“But what about Mike?" asked
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Mr. Trowbridge. “How do we
know he's safe—wherever he is?”
“Oh, Mike's safe enough,”
chuckled the teacher. “A bit ua-
comfortable perhaps, but safe.”

The Trowbridges followed Mr.
Strang into the living room. They
sat down, and the teacher stoked
up his massive briar pipe, sending
clouds of [oul-smelling fumes into
the air.

“I suppose this whole thing is
partly my fault,” he began. “You
sec, when Mike stopped in to see
me after school 1 told lim his
chances of passing science were
pretty poor.”

“What's that got to do with it?"

“I was rather hard on him,” Mr.
Strang went on. “I never saw a per-
son so dejected. But after he left 1
went over his record. It was quite
revealing.”

“Revealing? How?" asked Mr.
Trowbridge.

“This year,” said the teacher,
“Mike had the choice of one elec-
tive class and he signed up for art.
But there was a note at the bottom
of the schedule card that you re-
fused to give him permission to
take that class, Mr. Trowbridge.”

“Of course not! If he's going to
study law the way we planned, he
doesn’t need—"

“The second time around, Mike
chose mechanical drawing. Again
you refused permission. He finally
took a foreign language—and his
marks there are well below pass-
ing."
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“Now hold on a minute,” said
Trowbridge. “Let’s understand one
thing, Mr. Strang. I want Mike to
go to college. 1 never had the
chance myself. And a language will
give him a better chance of getting
accepted than just learning to draw
pictures. If he wasn't so lazy—"

“Yes, I'm sure your motives were
good ones,” replied the teacher,
“but he won't even be graduated
from high school with the marks
he’s been getting. And lazy? Mike?
Platyhelminthes, that boy of yours
tries harder than any other student
at Aldershot High School. He sim-
ply can't cope with the work, Mr.
Trowbridge.”

Mr. Strang paused for breath. “I
did notice one interesting thing,
however,” he went on. “Mike’s tak-
ing a required shop class—and in
that his mark is 95.”

“This is all very fine, Mr.
Strang,” said Mrs. Trowbridge an-
xiously, “but what does it have to
do with Mike’s disappearance?”

“It tells me why it happened,”
said the teacher. “You see, Mrs.
Trowbridge, 1 don’t believe Mike
was abducted as your husband
thinks. I think he arranged the
‘disappearance’ himself.”

“But why?" asked Trowbridge.

“Think about it.” said the teach-
er. “Obviously Mike has little aca-
demic ability. He takes the pre-
scribed  college entrance courses
because you, his parents, force him
to—and in spite of his striving he
gets low marks. And yet this same
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boy has great aptitude and interest
in mechanical and artistic things.
That model-train setup in his room
is ample proof of that—it’s one of
the most remarkable things I've
ever seen.

“Mike was not allowed to take
the courses he was really interested
in. And it was constantly drummed
into him that he had to study
harder—that he was a failure be-
cause he couldn’t accomplish what
you wanted him to. According to
your own admission, Mr. Trow-
bridge, the last time you actually
saw Mike you were berating him
because of his Jow marks. I think
that finally he'd had enough. He
decided to do something quite typi-
cal of children—even of children in
their teens.”

“And what did he decide to do?”
asked Mrs. Trowbridge.

“Run away from home."”

“Run away?” said Trowbridge
in astonishment. “Don’t be ridicu-
lous!”

“Mike was old enough to know
you'd take precisely that attitude if
he just packed up and left,” said the
teacher. “Furthermore, he knew
that sooner or later he'd have to re-
turn. Then you'd merely laugh at
him, and the quarreling and bick-
ering over marks would start all
over again. So he had to do some-
thing to frighten you. I'd say,” Mr,
Strang concluded with a smile,
“that he succeeded admirably.”

Trowbridge turned to his wife.
“I guess I have been pretty hard on
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the boy,” he agreed. “Maybe you're
right, Mr. Strang. Maybe college
isn't for him.”

“And is that such a bad thing? Is
it worth making the boy miserable
~—perhaps for the rest of his life—to
prepare him for a career in which
he has neither interest nor ability?”

“Okay, so Mike ran away,” said
Trowbridge. “That 1 can under-
stand, even if I don't approve of it.
Now tell me, Mr. Strang, how did
he get out of his room? Just before
I heard him in there running the
trains. A few seconds later he was
gone, and the window was locked
on the inside.”

“The trains. We always come
back to the trains, don't we?” said
the teacher. “Let's begin by review-
ing what actually happened. Mike
entered his room. You went out-
side to consult with your wife and
when you got back you heard—
what?”

“I heard Mike putting the train
through its paces—stopping and
starting—for at least fifteen min-
utes. Then there was this crash
and—"

“Did your son say anything at all
to you after you returned from out-
side?”

“No, we were both angry, and
both of us tend to clam up when we
feel that way.”

Mr. Strang reached into a jacket
pocket and produced his black-
rimmed glasses. Polishing the
lenses on his necktie he waved the
glasses about dramatically.
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“I'm sure, Mr. Trowbridge,” he
began in his best classroom man--
ner, “that when you returned to
the door of his room, Mike could-
n't have spoken to you if you had
suddenly become the most sympa-
thetic and understanding father in
the world—for the simple reason
that he was no longer in the
room!"

“What do you mean?”

“That was the only opportunity
he had to leave,” said the teacher,
“while you were talking with Mrs,
Trowbridge. He undoubtedly set
the spring lock on the door to snap
into place after he'd left. Your
‘locked room’ is as simple as that.”

“But I heard—"

“You heard the train,” said Mr.
Strang. “There's no denying that.
However Mike wasn't in the room
to operate it.”

“But the starting and stopping—
and the crash?”

“Yes, the crash,” said Mr. Strang.
“The idea of a mysterious disap-
pearance must have occurred to
Mike the moment he entered the
room—that is, if he hadn’t planned
it all beforehand. He had plenty of
time to set things up before you
left to talk to your wife. Actually,
what did he need to convince you
he was still inside the room? Only
the sound of a train running and.
after about fifteen minutes, a crash
to startle you into forcing your
way into the room.”

“That’s quite a bit for Mike to

handle if, as you say, he wasn't
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even in his room,” said Trow-
bridge.

“The crash was easy to accom-
plish. The curve in the track, re-
member, came almost to the edge
of the table. Now suppose the bust
of Washington were balanced pre-
cariously at that point. What would
happen?”

“Nothing. Not unless the bust
was actually on the track. And
then it would only stop the train.
And as close as that curve comes to
the edge, the Washington bust
couldn’t have been on the track
and balanced on the edge of the
table, too.”

“True. But picture that wrecked
train in your mind, Mr. Trow-
bridge. Among the cars there was
a rather special one.”

“The derrick car!”

“Exactly. And the arm of the
derrick was sticking out. Further-
more, the train was weighted with
lead. It went into the curve, and the
arm of the derrick swept the Fa-
ther of His Country off the table,
whereupon it fell to the floor and
smashed. At the same time the der-
rick car was pushed in the opposite
direction because of the weight of
the bust. The train came off the
track—on the inside of the curve.”

“But that was fifteen minutes
after I got back to the door,” said
Trowbridge. “How could Mike
have been running that train that
long and still kept it away from the
curve—if he wasn't even in the
room?”

MR,
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“I remarked earlier,” said the
teacher, “on the fact that the track
switches were set to make the train
go the longest possible route.”

“Yes, but the train still took only
a minute to go around it.”

“Truc. Do you remember,
though, how the train’s direction
was controlled?”

“Sure. You pushed the button on
the transformer. Each time you
pushed it the train did a different
thing—back uvp, stop, forward,
stop.”

“Remember that cycle,” said Mr.
Strang. “It never varies. If the train
is going forward and you want to
reverse it, for example, you have to
push the button twice. I’s quite
predictable.”

“Spare me a lecture, Mr. Strang,”
said Trowbridge. “Just tell me how
Mike was able to control that train
from outside the room. After all,
I did hear it start and stop many
times. I suppose Mike just reached
through a solid wall and pushed
the button, huh?”

“All that pushing the button ac-
complishes is to cut off the electric-
ity to the track; a solenoid switch
inside the engine does the rest. One
could just as easily change the di-
rection of the train by unplugging
the transformer and then plugging
it in again.”

“But the transformer plug is in-
side the room, t00,” objected Trow-
bridge.

“I was just giving an example,”
said the teacher impatiently.
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““Think of the rest of the house, not
of Mike’s room alone. Where is the
one other place the electricity in
that room could be switched off
and on?”

“Why, there isn’t—wait a min-
ute! The fuse box down in the
basement!”

“Bravo!” said Mr. Strang. “Mike
set up the bust of Washington and
then crept down to the basement
while you were outside. After you
returned he kept the train moving
backward and forward along that
outside track by screwing and un-
screwing the fuse. He could keep
that up for quite some time with-
out sending the train into the
curve; besides, the long outer track
gave him plenty of leeway. And
since the room has its own circuit,
his connecting and disconnecting
that one fuse wouldn’t be noticed
ia the rest of the house. Incidental-
ly, ['m sure if you look in your
basement you'll ind your son hid-
ing there right now.”

There was a long pause. Then
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Alice Trowbridge began to giggle.
“He's probably gorging himself on
the ginger ale and potato chips we
keep down there,” she said. “He
won't want a thing for supper.”

“The fuse—that's the third one,”
murmured her husband thought-
fully.

“The third
teacher.

“Switch. There were the ones on
the track. Then the solenoid in the
engine. Now there's a fuse screwed
in and out to switch the electricity
on and off.”

He walked purposefully toward
the door to the basement. “And
now there's going to be a fourth.”

“Switch? Surely you're not going
to beat the boy,” said Mr. Strang.

“No, but I've been thinking.
Maybe a kid who can plan some-
thing like this fuse gimmick would
benefit from mechanical drawing.
Or even from art. The fourth
switch [ was thinking of is the
one we'li be making in Mike's high-
school program.”

what?” asked the

0
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to develop a full plot is a formidable challenge to craftsmanship.
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THE REWARD
by ERNEST FRANK

Mu. PRATINER SAT LEISURELY IN
an easy chair in the lobby of
the fashionable Hotel Roma. A
cigarette hung between his lips
and he thumbed through a news-
paper. Suddenly he sat up straight
and read the following:

LOST
At the Casino or on the way
from the Casino to the Hotel
Negresco a golden bracelet
with rubies and diamonds.
Please return for high reward.
Hotel Negresco, Room 625.

Mr. Pratiner’s face tightened.
Carefully he tore a piece out of
the paper and put it in his pock-
et. Then he headed for the Pre-
fecture de police.

“Can I help you, M’sieu?” the
desk sergeant asked.

Mr. Pratiner took the clipping
out of his pocket.

“I happened to read this stating

that a valuable bracelet was lost
last night,” he answered.

“That’s right,” the police officer
replied “We got the report this
morning.”

“I found the bracelet,” Mr. Prat-
iner said, “and I want to return
it personally to the lady who lost
it.”
“Of course, M'sieu, there is noth-
ing wrong with that” The ser-
geant gave him a meaningful smile.
“You will make the acquaintance
of a most charming Parisienne.
She’s at the Negresco.”

“I know. That’s what the paper
says. ] came here because 1 have
a personal request. I would like
one of your plainclothes detectives
to accompany me.”

“Well, well! Are you afraid of a
tete-a-tete?”

“By no means! But one never
can tell. A witness might come in
very handy.”

“As you wish, M’sieu,” the offi-

© 1969 by Ernest Frank.
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cer said politely, though he did
not understand the request of this
gentleman, especially in view of the
fact that he was about to meet
one of those creatures whom na-
ture had blessed with heavenly
beauty. “Detective Leroy will ac-
company you.”

“Thank you. I appreciate it.”

A short while later Mr. Pratiner
met Mademoiselle Lucienne face to
face. She wore a flowery robe.
With becaming eyes she asked, “Oh,
M’sieu, you bring my bracelet?”

“I do,” Mr. Pratiner answered,
producmg the piece of jewelry.
“Quite a treasure. And it /s your
bracelet? You are sure, aren’t
you?”

“Of course I am sure. It is my
bracelet. Oh, you cannot imagine
the grief I felt when I realized
that T had lost it. This bracelet
is a dear keepsake, M'sieu.”

“All the more do I enjoy the
fact that I can return it to you.”

“Thank you, M'sieu,” Lucienne
said. She lowered her eyes. “I
don’t know how to express mysclf.
I feel embarrassed to mention the
reward—"

“Because of the reward I asked
this gentleman to come with me,”
Mr. Pratiner said with a slight
bow toward the plainclothes detec-
tive “In his presence we shall come
to an agreement much faster. Am
I right, M'sieu Leroy?”

“M'sieu, are you going to ask so
much that you need an arbitrator?”
I.ucienne asked, looking at him co-
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quettishly.

“On the contrary, Mademoiselle
Lucienne.”

“Well, then, how much do you
expect? I am willing to agree to
any reasonable demand if only I
get my bracelet back.”

“I am not unreasonable, Made-
moiselle,” Mr. Pratiner said calm-
ly. “Besides, it was not so difficult
to find your bracelet.”

“Where did you find it?”

“Where do you think I found
it, Mademoiselle?”

“At the Casino,” Lucienne said
excitedly. “I thought that I lost it
there. There was such a crowd at
the checkroom—"

“A crowd indeed!” A strange
smile played around Mr. Pratiner’s
lips. “So many people come to en-
joy the carnival at Nice. There is
so much pushing and shoving, and
in this pushing your bracelet could
easily have fallen into the inner
pocket of my tuxedo.”

Lucienne stared at him in hor-
ror.

“What, what do you say?”

“Yes. When you stole my wallet
from the inner pocket of my tux-
edo your bracelet slid off your
wrist, Mademoiselle” There was a
moment’s silence. Then Mr. Prat-
iner continued, “If you will return
my wallet, with its contents intact,
that is all the reward I expect.
Everything else I can leave to this
gentleman, Detective Leroy. I hope
you now understand why I did not
come alone, Mademoiselle.”
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such a rare reading experience in the field of ratiocination—that
we have decided to withhold editorial comment until after you
have finished the story. So—happy and provocative reading!...

THE GENTLEMAN FROM PARIS

by JOHN DICKSON CARR

Carlton House Hotel,
Broadway, New-Yeork,
l4th April, 1849

My dear brother:

Were my hand more steady,
Maurice, or my soul less agitated,
I should have written to you be-
fore this. Al is safe: so much I
tell you at once. For the rest, 1
seek sleep in vain; and this is not
merely because 1 find myself a
stranger and a foreigner in New-
York. Listen and judge.

We discussed, 1 think, the hu-
miliation that a Frenchman must
go to England ere he could take
passage in a -reliable ship for
America. The Britannia steam-pac-
ket departed from Liverpool on
the second of the month, and ar-
rived here on the seventeenth. Do
not smile, 1 implore you, when I
tell you that my first visit on
American soil was to Platt’s Sa-
loon, under Wallack’s Theatre.

Great God, that voyage!

On my stomach I could - hold
not even champagne. For one of
my height and breadth I was weak
as a child.

“Be good enough,” I said to a
furcapped coachman, when I had
struggled through the horde of
Irish immigrants, “to drive me to
some fashionable place of refresh-
ment.”

The coachman had no difficulty
in understanding my English,
which pleased me. And how ex-
traordinary are these “saloons”

The saloon of M. Platt was
loud with the thump of hammers
cracking ice, which is delivered
in large blocks. Though the hand-
coloured gas-globes, and the rose-
paintings on the front of the bar-
counter, were as fine as we could
see at the Three Provincial Broth-
ers in Paris, yet 1 confess that
the place did not smell so agree-
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ably. A number of gentlemen,
wearing hats perhaps a trifle tall-
er than is fashionable at home,
lounged at the bar-counter and
shouted. 1 attracted no attention
until I called for a sherry cob-
bler.

One of the “bartenders,” as they
are called in New-York, gave me
a sharp glance as he prepared the
glass.

“Just arrived from the Old
Country, I bet?” said he in no
unfriendly tone.

Though it seemed strange to
hear France mentioned in this
way, I smiled and bowed assent.

“Italian, maybe?” said he.

This bartender, of course, could
not know how deadly was the
insule.

“Sir,” 1 replied, “I am a French-
man.”

And now in truth he was
pleased! His fat face opened and
smiled like a distorted, gold-tooth-
ed flower,

“Is that so, now!” he exclaimed.
“And what might your name be?
Unless”—and here his face dark-
ened with that sudden defensive-
ness and suspicion which, for no
reason I can discern, will often
strike into American hearts—*“un-
less,” said he, “you don’t want to
give it?”

“Not at all,” I assured him
carnestly. “I am Armand de La-
fayette, at your service.”

My dear brother, what an ex-
traordinary effect!
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It was silence. All sounds, even
the faint whistling of the gas-jets,
seemed to die away in that stone-
flagged room. Every man along
the line of the bar was looking
at me. I was conscious only of
faces, mostly with whiskers under
the chin instead of down the
cheek-bones, turned to me.

“Well, well, well!”” almost sneer-
ed the bartender. “You wouldn’t
be no relation of the Marquis de
Lafayette, would you?”

It was my turn to be aston-
ished. Though our father has al-
ways forbidden us to mention the
name of our late uncle, due to his
republican sympathies, yet I knew
he occupied small place in the
history of France and it puzzled
me to comprehend how these peo-
ple had heard of him.

“The late Marquis de Lafa-
yette,” 1 was obliged to admit,
“was my uncle.”

“You better be careful, young
feller,” suddenly yelled a grimy
little man with a pistol buckled
under his long coat. “We don’t
like being diddled, we don’t.”

“Sir,” 1 replied, taking my bun-
dle of papers from my pocket and
whacking them down on the bar-
counter, “have the goodness to
examine my credentials. Should
you still doubt my identity, we
can then debate the matter in any
way which pleases you.”

“This is furrin writing,” shout-
edl the bartender. “I cant read
't ”
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And then—how sweet was the
musical sound on my earl—I
heard a voice addressing me in
my own language.

“Perhaps, sir,” said the voice, in
excellent French and with great
stateliness, “I may be able to ren-
der you some small service.”

The newcomer, a slight man of
dark complexion, drawn up un-
der an old shabby cloak of mili-
tary cut, stood a little way be-
hind me. If I had met him on
the boulevards, I might not have
found him very prepossessing. He
had a wild and wandering eye,
with an even wilder shimmer of
brandy. He was not very steady
on his feet. And yet, Maurice,
his manner! It was such that I
instinctively raised my hat, and
the stranger very gravely did the
same.

“And to whom,” said I, “have
I the honour ... ?”

“I am Thaddeus Perley, sir, at
your service.”

“Another furriner!” said
grimy little man, in disgust.

“I am indeed a foreigner,” said
M. Perley in English. “A foreign-
er to this dram-shop. A foreigner
to this neighbourhood. A foreign-
er to—" Here he paused, and his
eyes acquired an almost frighten-
ing blaze of loathing. “Yet I nev-
er heard that the speaking or
reading of French was so very
singular an accomplishment.”

Imperiously—and vyet, it seemed
to me, with a certain shrinking

the
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nervousness—M. Perley came clos-
er and lifted the bundle of pa-
pers.

“Doubtless,” he said loftily, “I
should not be credited were I to
translate these. But here,” and he
scanned several of the papers, “is
a letter of introduction in English.
It is addressed to President Za-
chary Taylor from the American
minister at Paris.”

Again, my brother, what an
enormous silence! It was interrupt-
ed by a cry from the bartender,
who had snatched the documents
from M. Perley.

“Boys, this is no diddle,” said
he. “This gent is the real thing!”

“He ain’t!” thundered the little
grimy man, with incredulity.

“He is!” said the bartender. “I'll
be a son of a roe (ie. biche)
if he aint!”

Well, Maurice, you and I have
seen how Paris mobs can change.
Americans are even more emo-
tional. In the wink of an eye
hostility became frantic affection.
My back was slapped, my hand
wrung, my person jammed against
the bar by a crowd fighting to
order me more refreshment.

The name of Lafayette, again
and again, rose like a holy dia-
pason. In vain I asked why this
should be so. They appeared to
think I was joking, and roared
with laughter. I thought of M.
Thaddeus Perley, as one who
could supply an explanation.

But in the first rush towards
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me M. Perley had been flung
backwards. He fell sprawling in
some wet stains of tobacco-juice
on the floor, and now I could not
see him at all. For myself, I was
weak from lack of food. A full
beaker of whisky, which 1 was
obliged to drink because all eyes
were on me, made my head reel.

Yet I felt compelled to raise my

voice above the clamour.

“Gentlemen,” I implored them,
“will you hear me?”

“Silence for Lafayette!” said a
big but very old man, with fad-
ed red whiskers. He had tears in
his eyes, and he had been hum-
ming a catch called Yankee Doo-
dle. “Silence for Lafayette!”

“Believe me,” said I, “I am full
of gratitude for your hospitality.
But I have business in New-York,
business of immediate and desper-
ate urgency. If you will allow me
to pay my reckoning—"

“Your money’s no good here,
monseer,” said the Dbartender.
“You'’re going to get liquored-up
good and proper.”

“But I have no wish, believe
me, to become liquored-up—it
might well endanger my mission!
In effect, I wish to go!”

“Wait a minute,” said the little
grimy man, with a cunning look.
“What 15 this here business?”

You, Maurice, have called me
quixotic. I deny this. You have
also called me imprudent. Perhaps
you are right; but what choice
was left to me?
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“Has any gentleman here,” 1
asked, “heard of Madame Theve-
net? Madame Thevenet, who lives
at number 23 Thomas Street, near
Hudson Street?”

I had not, of course, expected
an affirmative reply. Yet, in addi-
tion to one or two snickers at
mention of the street, several nod-
ded their heads.

“Old miser woman?” asked a
sportif character, who wore cheq-
uered trousers.

“I regret, sir, that you correct-
ly describe her. Madame Thevenet
is very rich. And I have come
here,” cried I, “to put right a
damnable injusticel”

Struggle as I might, I could not
free myself.

“How’s that?”
dozen.

“Madame Thevenet's daughter,
Mademoiselle Claudine, lives in
the worst of poverty at Paris.
Madame herself has been brought
here, under some spell, by a devil
of a woman calling herself ..
Gentlemen, I implore you!”

“And I bet you,” cried the lit-
tle grimy man, “you’re sweet on
this daughter what’s-her-name?”
He seemed delighted. “Ain’t you,
now?”

How, I ask of all Providence,
could these people have surprised
my secret? Yet I felt obliged to
tell the truth.

“I will not conceal from you,”
I said, “that I have in truth a
high regard for Mlle. Claudine.

asked half a
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But this lady, believe me, is en-
gaged to a friend of mine, an
officer of artillery.”

“Then what do you get out of
it? Eh?” asked the grimy little
man, with another cunning look.

The question puzzled me. I
could not reply. But the barten-
der with the gold teeth leaned
over to me.

“If you want to see the old
Frenchie alive, monseer,” said he,
“you'd better git." (Sic, Maurice).
“I hearn tell she had a stroke
this morning.”

But a dozen voices clamoured
to keep me there, though this last
intelligence sent me into despair.
Then up rose the big and very
old man with the faded whiskers:
indeed, I had never realized how
old. because he seemed so hale.

“Which of you was with Wash-
ington?” said he, suddenly taking
hold of the fierce little man’s
neckcloth, and speaking with con-
tempt. “Make way for the nephew
of Lafayette!”

They cheered me then, Armand.
They hurried me to the door,
they begged me to return, they
promised they would await me.
One glance 1 sought—nor can 1
say why—for M. Thaddeus Per-
ley. He was sitting at a table by
a pillar, under an open gas-jet;
his face whiter than ever, he was
still wiping stains of tobacco-juice
from his cloak.

Never have 1

seen a more |
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mournful prospect than Thomas
Street, when my cab set me down
there. Perhaps it was my state of
mind; for if Mme. Thevenet had
died without a sou left to her
daughter—you conceive it?

The houses of Thomas Street
were faced with dingy yellow
brick, and a muddy sky hung
over the chimney-pots. It had been
warm all day, yet I found my
spirit intolerably oppressed.
Though heaven knows our Pari-
sian streets are dirty enough, we
do not allow pigs in them. Ex-
cept for these, nothing moved in
the forsaken street have a blind
street-musician, with his dog and
an instrument called a banjo; but
even he was silent too.

For some minutes, it seemed to
me, I plied the knocker at num-
ber 23 with hideous noise. Noth-
ing stirred. Finally, one part of
the door swung open a little, as
for an eye. Whereupon I heard
the shifting of a floor-bolt, and
both doors were swung open.

Need I say that facing me stood
the woman whom we have agreed
to call Mademoiselle Jezebel?

She said to me: “And then, M.
Armand?”

“Madame Thevenet!”
“She is still alive?”

“She is alive,” replied my com-
panion, looking up at me from
under the lids of her greenish
eyes. “But she is completely para-
lyzed.”

I have never denied, Maurice,

cried 1.
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that Mile. Jezebel has a certain
attractiveness. She is not old or
even middle-aged. Were it not that
her complexion is as muddy as
was the sky above us then, she
would have been pretty.

“And as for Claudine,” I said
to her, “the daughter of ma-
dame—"

“You have come too late, M.
Armand.”

And well T remember that at
this moment there rose up, in the
mournful strect outside, the tinkle
of the banjo played by the street-
musician. It moved closer, play-
ing a popular catch whose words
run something thus:

Oh, I come from Alabama

With my banjo on my knee;

1 depart for Louisiana

My Susannah for to see.

Across the lips of madcmoiselle
flashed a smile of peculiar quali-
ty, like a razor-cut before the
blood comes.

“Gold,” she whispered. “Ninety
thousand persons, one hears, have
gone to seek it. Go to California,
M. Armand. It is the only place
you will find gold.”

This tune, they say, is a merry
tune. It did not seem so, as the
dreary twanging faded away. Mlle.
Jezebel, with her muddy blonde
hair parted in the middle and
drawn over her ears after the best
fashion, faced me implacably. Her
greenish eyes were wide-open. Her
old brown taffeta dress, full at
the bust, narrow at the waist,
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rustled its wide skirts as she glid-
ed a step forward.

“Have the kindness,” I said, “to
stand aside. I wish to enter.”

Hitherto in my life I had seen
her docile and meck.

“You arc no relative,” she said.
“I will not allow you to enter.”

“In that case, I regret, I must.”

“If you had ever spoken one
kind word to me,” whispered
mademoiscile, looking up from
under her eyelids, and with her
breast heaving, “one gesture of
love—that is to say, of affection
—you might have shared five
million francs.”

“Stand aside, I say

“As it is, you prefer a doll-
faced consumptive at Paris. So
be it!”

I was raging, Maurice; T confess
it; yet, I drew myself wp with
coldness.

“You refer, perhaps to Claudine
Thevenet?”

“And to whom else?”

“I might remind you, mademoi-
selle, that the lady is pledged to
my good friend Lieutenant De-
lage. T have forgotten her.”

“Have you?” asked our Jezebel,
with her eyes on my face and a
strange hungry look in them.
“Well, she will die. Unless you
can solve a mystery.”

“A mystery?”

“I should not have said mys-
tery, M: Armand. Because it is
impossible of all solution. It is an
Act of God!”

!?’
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Up to this time the glass-front-
ed doors of the vestibule had
stood open behind her, against a
darkness of closed shutters in the
house. There breathed out of it
an odour of unswept carpets, a
sourness of stale living. Someone
was approaching, carrying a light-
ed candle.

“Who speaks,” called a man’s
voice; shaky, but as French as
Mlle. Jezebel's. “Who spcaks con-
cerning an Act of God?”

I stepped across the threshold.
Mademoiselle, who never left my
side, immediately closed and lock-
ed the front doors. As the can-
dle-glimmer moved still closer in
gloom, 1 could have shouted for
joy to sce the man who (as I
correctly guessed) I had come to
meet.

“You are ‘M. Duroc, the law-
yer!” 1 said. “You are my broth-
er's friend!”

M. Duroc held the candle high-
er, to inspect me.

He was a big, heavy man who
seemed to sag in all his flesh. In
compensation for his bald head,
the  greyish-brown  moutache
flowed down and parted into two
hairy fans of beard on either side
of his chin. He looked at me
through oval gold-rimmed spec-
tacles; in a friendly way, but yet
frightened. His voice was deep
and gruff, clipping the syllables,
despite his fright.

“And you—" clip-clip; the can-
dle-holder trembled—‘“you are Ar-
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mand de Lafayette. I had expect-
ed you by the steam-packet to-
day. Well! You are here. On a
feol's errand, 1 regret.”

“But why?” (And I shouted it
at him, Maurice.)

I looked at mademoiselle, who
was faintly smiling.

“M. Duroc!” I protested. “You
wrote to my brother. You. said
you had persuaded madame to re-
pent of her harshness towards her
daughter!” ,

“Was that your duty?" asked
the Jezebel, looking full at M.
Duroc with her greenish eyes.
“Was that your right?”

“l am a man of law,” said M.
Duroc. The deep monosyllables
rapped, in ghostly hursts, through
his parted beard. “I am correct.
Very correct! And yet—"

“Who nursed her?” asked the
Jezebel. “Who soothed her, fed
her. wore her filthy clothes, calmed
her tempers, endured her intermin-
able abuse? I did!”

And vyet, all the time she was
speaking, this woman kept sidling
and sliding against me, brushing
my side, as though she would
make sure of my presence there.

“Well” said the lawyer. “It
matters little now! This mys-
tery ..."

You may well believe that all
these cryptic remarks, as well as
reference to a mystery or an Act
of God, had driven me almost
frantic. 1 demanded to know what
he meant.
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“Last night,” said M. Duraec,
“a certain article disappeared.”

“Well, well?”

“It disappeared,” said M. Duroc,
drawn up like a grenadier. “But
it could not conceivably have dis-
appeared. 1 myself swear this!
Our only suggestions as to how
it might have disappeared are a
toy rabbit and a barometer.”

“Sir,” 1 said, “I do not wish
to be discourteous. But—"

“Am I mad, you ask?”

I bowed. If any man can man-
age at once to look sagging and
uncertain, yet stately and digni-
fied, M. Duroc managed it then.
And dignity won, I think.

“Sir,” he replied, gesturing with
the candle towards the rear of the
house, “Madame Thevenet lies
there in her bed. She is para-
lyzed. She can move only her
eyes or partially the lips, without
speech. Do you wish to see her?”

“If T am permitted.”

“Yes. That would be correct.
Accompany me.”

And I saw the poor old wom-
an, Maurice. Call her harridan if
you like.

It was a square room of good
size, whose shutters had remained
closed and locked for years. Can
one smell rust? In that room,
with faded green wall-paper, 1
felt T could.

One solitary candle did little
more than dispel shadow. It
burned atop the mantelpiece well
opposite the foot of the bed; and
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a shaggy man, whom I ufterwards
learned to be a police-officer, sat
in a green-upholstered arm-chair
by an unlighted coal fire in the
fireplace grate, picking his teeth
with a knife.

“If you please, Dr. Harding!”
M. Duroc called softly in English.

The long and lean American
doctor, who had bcen bending
over the bed so as to conceal
from our sight the head and shoul-
ders of Madame Thevenet, turned
round. But this cadaverous body
—in such fashion were madame’s
head and shoulders propped up
against  pillows—his  cadaverous
body, 1 say, still concealed her
face.

“Has there been any change?”
persisted M. Duroc in English.

“There has been no change,” re-
plied the dark-complexioned Dr.
Harding, “except for the worse.”

“Do you want her o he
moved?”

“There has never been any ne-
cessity,” said the physician, pick-
ing up his beaver hat from the
bed. He spoke dryly. “However,
if you want to learn anything
more about the toy rabbit or the
barometer, you should hurry. The
lady will die in a matter of hours,
probably less.”

And he stoed to one side.

It was a heavy bed with four
posts and a canopy. The bed-cur-
tains, of some dullish-green ma-
terial, were closely drawn on eve-
ry side except the long side by

PARIS
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which we saw Madame Thevenet
in profile. Lean as a post, rigid,
the strings of her cotton nightcap
tightly tied under her chin, Ma-
dame Thevenet lay propped up
there. But one cye rolled towards
us, and it rolled horribly.

Up to this time the woman we
call the Jezebel had said little.
She chose this moment again to
come brushing against my side.
Her greenish eycs, lids half-closed,
shone in the light of M. Duroc’s
candle. What she whispered was:
“You don't really hate me, do
you?"

Maurice, 1 make a pause here.

Since 1 wrote the sentence, 1
put down my pen, and pressed
my hands over my eyes, and once
more I thought. But let me try
again,

I spent just two hours in the
bedroom of Madame Thevenet. At
the end of the time-—oh, you shall
hear whyl—I rushed out of that
bedroom, and out of number 23
Thomas Strcet, like the maniac 1
was,

The streets were {ull of people,
of carriages, of omnibuses, at early
evening. Knowing no place of
refuge save the saloon from which
I had come, I gave its address
to a cab-driver. Since I had still
swallowed no food, 1 may have
been light-headed. Yet I wished to
pour out my heart to the friends
who' had bidden me return there.
And where were they now?
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A new group, all new, lounged
against the barcounter under
brighter gaslight and brighter
paint. Of all those who smote me
on the back and cheered, none
remained save the ancient giant
who had implied friendship with
General Washington. He, alas, lay
helplessly drunk with his head
near a sawdust spitting-box. Nev-
ertheless, I was so moved that 1
took the liberty of thrusting a
handful of bank-notes into his
pocket. e alone remained.

Wait, there was another!

I do not believe he had re-
mained there because of me. Yet
M. Thaddcus Perley, still sitting
alone at ‘the little table by the
pillar, with the open gas-jet above,
stared vacanlly at the empty glass
in his hand.

He had named himself a for-
cigner; he was probably French.
That was as well. For, as 1
lurched against the table, 1 was
befuddled and all English had
fled my wits.

“Sir,” said 1, “will you permit
a madman to share your table?”

M. Perlcy gave a grecat start, as
though roused out of thought. He
was now sober: this I saw. In-
deed, his shiver and haggard face
were due to lack of stimulant
rather than too much of it

“Sir,” he stammered, getting to
his feet, “I shall be—l shail be
honoured by your company.” Au-
tomatically he opened his mouth
to call for a waiter; his hand
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went to.his pocket; he stopped.

“No, no, nol” said I. “If you
insist, M. Perley, you may pay for
the second bottle. The first is
mine. I am sick at heart, and 1
would speak with a gentleman.”

At these last words M. Perley’s
whole expression changed. He sat
down, and gave me a grave court-
ly nod. His eyes, which were his
most expressive feature, studied
my face and my disarray.

“You are ill, M. de Lafayette,”
he said. “Have you so soon come
to grief in this—this cuwilized
country ?”

“I have come to grief, yes. But
not through civilization or the
lack of it.” And I banged my fist
on the table. “I have come to
grief, M. Perley, through miracles
or magic. 1 have come to grief
with a problem which no man’s
ingenuity can solve!”

M. Perley looked at me in a
strange way. But some-one had
brought a bottle of brandy, with
its accessories. M. Perley’s trem-
bling hand slopped a generous
allowance into my glass, and an
even more generous one into his
own.

“That is very curious,” he re-
marked, eyeing the glass. “A mur-
der, was 1t?”

“No. But a valuable document
has disappeared. The most thor-
ough search by the police cannot
find ic.”

Touch him anywhere, and he
flinched. M. Perley, for some ex-
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traordinary reason, appeared to
think 1 was mocking him.

“A document, you say?”
laugh was a trifle
“Come, now. Was
chance—a letter?”

“No, no! It was a will. Three
large sheets of parchment, of the
size you call foolscap. Listen!”

And as M. Perley added water
to his brandy and gulped down
about a third of it, 1 leaned across
the table.

“Madame Thevenet, of whom
you may have heard me speak in
this cafe, was an.invalid. But, un-
til the early hours of this morn-
ing, she was not bed-ridden. She
could move, and walk wohout her
room, and so on. She had been
lured away from Paris and her
family by a green-eyed woman
called the Jezebel

“But a kindly lawyer of this
city, M. Duroc, believed that ma-
dame suffered and had a bad
conscience about her own daugh-
ter. Last night, despite the Jeze-
bel, he persuaded madame at last
to sign a will leaving all her
money to this daughter.

“And the daughter, Claudine, is
in mortal need of it! From my
brother and myself, who have
more than enough, she will not
accept a sou. Her affianced, Lieu-
tenant Delage, is as poor as she.
But, unless she leaves France for
Switzerland, she will die. 1 will
not conceal from you that Clau-
dine suffers from that dread dis-

His
unearthly.
it by any
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ease we politely call consumption.”

M. Perley stopped with his glass
again half-way to his mouth.

He believed me now; 1 sensed
it. Yet under the dark hair, tum-
bled on his forehead, his face had
gone as white as his neat, mend-
ed shirt-frill.

“So very little a thing is mon-
ey!” he whispered. “So very lit-
tle a thing!”

And he lifted the glass and
drained it.

“You do not think I am mock-
ing you, sir?”

“No, no!” says M. Perley, shad-
ing his eyes with one hand. “I
knew myself of one such case. She
is dead. Pray continue.”

“Last night, I repeat, Madame
Thevenet changed her mind.
When M. Duroc paid his weekly
evening visit with the news that
I should arrive to-day, madame
fairly chattered with eagerness and
a kind of terror. Death was ap-
proaching, she said; she had a
presentiment.”

As I spoke, Maurice, there re-
turned to me the image of that
shadowy, arsenic-green bedroom
in the shuttered house; and what
M. Duroc had told me.

“Madame,” 1 continued, “cried
out to M. Duroc that he must
bolt the bedroom door. She feared
the Jezebel, who lurked but said
nothing. M. Duroc drew up to
her bedside a portable writing-
desk, with two good candles. For
a long time madame spoke, pour-
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ing out contrition, self-abasement,
the story of an unhappy marriage,
all of which M. Duroc, sweating
with embarrassment, was obliged
to write down until it covered
three large parchment sheets.

“But it was done, M. Perley!

“The will, in effect, left every-
thing to her daughter, Claudine.
It revoked a previous will by
which all had been left—and this
can be done in French law, as
we both know—to Jezebel of the
muddy complexion and the mud-
dy yellow hair.

“Well, then! ...

“M. Duroc sallies out into the
street, where he finds two sober
fellows who come in. Madame
signs the will, M. Duroc sands it,
and the two men from the street
affix their signatures as witness-
es. Then zhey are gone. M. Duroc
folds the will lengthways, and pre-
pares to put it into his carpet-
bag. Now, M. Perley, mark what
follows!

“‘No, no, no!’ cries madame,
with the shadow of her peaked
nightcap wagging on the locked
shutters beyond. ‘I wish to keep
it—for this one night!

“‘For this one night, madame?’
asks M. Duroc.

“‘I wish to press it against my
heart,” says Madame Thevenet. ‘I
wish to read it once, twice, a
thousand times! M. Duroc, what
time is it?’

“Whereupon he takes out his
gold repeater, and opens it. To
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his astonishment it is one o’clock
in the morning. Yet he touches
the spring of the repeater, and
its pulse-beat rings one.

“‘M. Duroc, pleads Madame
Thevenet, ‘rcmain here with me
for the rest of the night!

“‘Madame!” cries M. Duroc,
shocked to the very fans of his
beard. ‘That would not be cor-
rect.

““‘Yes, you are right,’ says ma-
dame. And never, swears the law-
yer, has he seen her less bleary
of eve, more alive with wit and
cunning, more the great lady of
ruin, than there in that green and
shadowy and foul-smelling room.

“Yet this very fact puts her in
more and more terror of the
Jezebel, who is never seen. She
points to M. Duroc’s carpet-bag.

“‘I think you have much work
to do, dear sir?’

“M. Duroc groaned. “The Good
Lord knows that I havel

“‘Outside the only door of this
room,” says madame, ‘there is a
small dressing-room. Set up your
writing-desk beside the door there,
so that no one may enter without
your knowledge. Do your work
there; you shall have a lamp or
many candles. Do it,” shrieks ma-
dame, ‘for the sake of Claudine
and for the sake of an old friend-
ship!’

“Very naturally, M. Duroc hesi-
tated.

“‘She will be hovering,” pleads
Madame Thevenet, pressing the
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will against her breast. ‘This I
shall read and read and read, and
sanctify with my tears. If I find
I am falling asleep,” and here the
old lady looked cunning, ‘I shall
hide it. But no matter! Even she
cannot penetrate through locked
shutters and a guarded door.

“Well, in fine, the lawyer at
length yielded.

“He set up his writing-desk
against the very doorpost outside
the door. When he last saw ma-
dame, before closing the door, he
saw her in profile with the green
bed-curtains drawn except on that
side, propped up with a tall can-
dle burning on a table at her right
hand.

“Ah, that night! T think I see

®M. Duroc at his writing-desk, as
he has told me, in an airless
dressing-room where no clock
ticked. I see him, at times, remov-
ing his oval spectacles to press his
smarting eyes. I see him return-
ing to his legal papers, while his
pen scratched through the wicked
hours of the night.

“He heard nothing, or virtually
nothing, until five o'clock in the
morning. Then, which turned him
cold and flabby, he heard a cry
which he describes as being like
that of a deaf-mute.

“The communicating door had
not been bolted on Madame The-
venet’s side, in case she needed
help. M. Duroc rushed into the
other room.

“On the madame’s

table, at
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right hand, the tall candle had
burnt down to a flattish mass of
wax over which still hovered a
faint blueish flame. Madame her-
self lay rigid in her peaked night-
cap. That revival of spirit last
night, or remorse in her bitter
heart, had brought on the last
paralysis. Though M. Duroc tried
to question her, she ceuld move
only her eyes.

“Then M. Duroc noticed that
the will, which she had clutched
as a doomed religious might
clutch a crucifix, was not in her
hand or on the bed.

“‘Where is the will?’ he shout-
ed at her, as though she were
deaf too. ‘Where is the will?

“Madame Thevenet’s eyes fixed
on him. Then they moved down,
and locked steadily at a trumpery
toy—a rabbit, perhaps four inches
high, made of pink velours or the
like—which lay on the bed. Agan
she looked at M. Duroc, as though
to emphasize this. Then her eyes
rolled, this time with dreadful ef-
fort, towards a large barometer,
shaped like a warming-pan, which
hung on the wall beside the door.
Three times she did this before
the blueish candle-flame flickered
and went out.”

And I, Armand de Lafayette,
paused here in my recital to M.
Perley.

Again I became aware that I
was seated in a garish saloon,
swilling brandy, amid loud talk
that beat the air. There was a
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thumping noise from the theatre
above our heads, and faint strains
of music.

“The will,” I said, “was not
stolen. Not even the Jezebel could
have melted through locked shut-
ters or a guarded door. The will
was not hidden, because no inch
of the room remains unsearched.
Yet the will is gone!”

I threw a glance across the ta-
ble at M. Perley.

To me, I am sure, the brandy
had given strength and steadied
my nerves. With M. Perley I was
not so sure. He was a little
flushed. That slightly wild look,
which I had observed before, had
crept up especially into one eye,
giving his whole face a somewhat
lop-sided appearance. Yet all his
selfconfidence had returned. He
gave me a little crooked smile.

I struck the table.

“Do you honour me with your
attention, M. Perley?”

“What song the Syrens sang,” he
said to me, “or what name Achil-
les assumed when he hid himself
among women, although puzzling
questions, are not beyond all con-
jecture.”

“They are beyond my conjec-
ture!” I cried. “And so is this!”

M. Perley extended his hand,
spread the fingers, and examined
them as one who owns the uni-
verse.

“It is some little time,” he re-
marked, “Since I have concerned
myself with these trifles.” His eyes
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retreated into a dream. “Yet I
have given some trifling aid, in
the past, to the Prefect of the
Parisian police.”

“You are a Frenchman! I knew
it! And the police?” Seeing his
lofty look, I added: “As any ama-
teur, understood?”

“Understood!” Then his deli-
cate hand—it would be unjust to
call it claw-like—shot across the
table and fastened on my arm.
The strange eyes burned towards
my face. “A little more detail!”
he pleaded humbly. “A little more,
I beg of you! This woman, for
instance, you call the Jezebel?”

“It was she who met me at the
house.”

“And then?”

I described for him my meet-
ing with the Jezebel, with M. Du-
roc, and our entrance to the sick-
room, where the shaggy police-
officer sat in the arm-chair and
the saturnine doctor faced us from
beside the bed.

“This woman,” I exclaimed,
with the room vividly before my
eyes as I described it, “seems to
have conceived for me—forgive
me— a kind of passion. No doubt
it was due to some idle compli-
ments I once paid her at Paris.

“As I have explained, the Jeze-
bel is not unattractive, even if she
would only—again forgive me—
wash her hair. Nevertheless, when
once more she brushed my side
and whispered, ‘You don't really
hate me, do you?' I felt little less
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than horror. It seemed to me that
in some fashion I was responsible
for the whole tragedy.

“While we stood beside the bed,
M. Duroc the lawyer poured out
the story I have recounted. There
lay the poor paralytic, and con-
firmed it with her eyes. The toy
rabbit, a detestable pink colour,
lay in its same position on the
bed. Behind me, hung against the
wall by the door, was the large
barometer.

“Apparently for my benefit, Ma-
dame Thevenet again  went
through her dumb-show with im-
ploring eyes. She would look at
the rabbit; next—as M. Duroc had
not mentioned—she would roll her
eyes all round her, for some des-
perate yet impcnetrable reason, be-
fore fixing her gaze on the ba-
rometer.

“It meant ... what?

“The lawyer spoke then. ‘More
light!”” gulped out M. Duroc. ‘If
you must have closed shutters and
windows, then let us at least have
more light!’

“The Jczebel glided out to fetch
candles. During M. Duroc’s ex-
planation he had several times
mentioned my name. At first men-
tion of it the shaggy policeofficer
jumped and put away his clasp-
knife. He beckoned to the physi-
cian, Dr. Harding, who went over
for a whispered conference.

“Whereupon the police-officer
sprang up.

“‘Mr. Lafayette!" And he swung
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my hand pompously. ‘If I'd known
it was vyou, Mr. Lafayette, 1
wouldn’t "2’ sat there like a bump
on a log/

“*You are an officer of police,
sir,’ said L. ‘Can you think of no
explanation?’

“He shook his head.

“*These people are Frenchies,
Mr. Lafayette, and you're an Amer-
ican,” he said, with somewhat con-
spicuous lack of logic. ‘If they're
telling the wruth—’

“‘Let us assume that!

“‘I can’t tell you where the old
lady’s will is,” he stated positive-
ly. ‘But T can tell you where it
ain't. It ain’t hidden in this room?

“‘But surcly—" I began in de-
spair.

“At this moment the Jczebel,
her brown-taffeta dress rustling,
glided back into the room with a
handful of candles and a tin box
of the ncw-style Luciler matches.
She lighted several candles, stick-
ing them on any surface in their
own grease.

“There were one or two fine
pieces of furniture; but the mot-
tled-marble tops were chipped and
stained, the gilt sides cracked.
There were a few mirrors, creat-
ing mimic spectral life. T saw a
little more clearly the faded green
paper of the walls, and what I
perccived to be the partly open
door of a cupboard. The floor
was of bare boards.

“All this while I was conscious
of wwo pairs of eyes—the implor-
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ing gaze of Madame Thevenet
and the amorous gaze of the Jeze-
bel. One or the other 1 could
have endured, but both together
scemed to suffocate me.

“'Mr. Duroc here, said the
shaggy police-officer, clapping the
distressed advocate on the shoul-
der, ‘sent a messenger in a cab
at  half-past  five this morming.
And what time did we get here?
I ask you and T tell you! Six
o'clock!’

“Then he shook his finger at
me, in a kind of pride and fury
of efficiency.

“‘Why, Mr. Lalayette, there’s
been fourteen men in this room
from six this morning until just
before you got herel’

“'To scarch for Madame The-
venet's will, you mean?’

“The shaggy man nodded por-
tentously, and folded his arms.

*“‘Floor’s solid.” He stamped on
the bare boards. ‘Walls and ceil-
ing> Nary a inch missed. We
reckon we’re smart; and we are.’

**But Madame Thevenet,” 1 per-
sisted, ‘was not a complete inva-
lid until this morning. She could
move about. If she became afraid
of'—the name of the Jezebel
choked me-—'if she became afraid
and did hide 1he will ...

“*Where’d she hide ic?
me?’

““In rthe furntture, then?’

“‘Cabinet-makers in, Mr. Lafa-
yctte. No secret compartments.’

“‘In one of the mirrors?’

Tell
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“‘Took the backs of ‘em off.
No will hid there.

“‘Up the chimney!’ I cried.

“‘Sent a chimney-sweep up
there,” replied my companion in
a ruminating way. Each time I
guessed, he would leer at me in
friendly and complacent challenge.
‘Ye-es, I reckon we're pretty smart.
But we didnt find no will.

“The pink rabbit also seemed
to leer from the bed. I saw ma-
dame’s eyes. Once again, as a
desperate mind will fasten on tri-
fles, I observed the strings of the
nightcap beneath her scrawny
chin. But I looked again at the
toy rabbit.

“‘Has it occurred to you, I
said triumphantly, ‘to examine the
bed and bedstead of Madame
Thevenet herself?’

“My shaggy friend went to her
bedside.

“‘Poor old woman, he said.
He spoke as though she were al-
ready a corpse. Then he turned
round. ‘We lifted her out, just as
gentle as a new-born babe-—didn’t
we ma’am? No hollow bedposts!
Nothing in the canopy! Nothing
in the frame or the feather-beds
or the curtains or the bedclothes!’

“Suddenly the shaggy police-of-
ficer became angry, as though he
wished to be rid of the whole
matter.

“‘And it ain’t in the toy rab-
bit,’ he said, ‘because you can see
we slit it up, if you look close.
And it ain’t in that barometer
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there. It just—ain't here.’

“There was a silence as heavy
as the dusty, hot air of this room.

““It is here,” murmured M. Du-
roc in his gruff voice. ‘It must
be here!’

“The Jezebel stood there meek-
ly, with downcast eyes.

“And I, in my turn, confess that
I lost my head. 1 stalked over
to the barometer, and tapped it.
Its needle, which already indicat-
ed, ‘Rain; cold, moved still fur-
ther towards that point.

“I was not insane enough to
hit it with my fist. But I crawled
on the floor, in search of a se-
cret hiding-place. I felt along the
wall. The police-officer—who kept
repeating that nobody must touch
anything and he would take no
responsibility until he went off
duty at something o’clock—the
police-officer I ignored.

“What at length gave me pause
was the cupboard. already thor-
oughly searched. In the cupboard
hung a few withered dresses and
gowns, as though they had shriv-
elled with Madame Thevenet's
body. But on the shelf of the
cupboard ...

“On the shelf stood a great
number of perfume-bottles: even
today, I fear, many of our coun-
trymen think perfume a substitute
for water and soap; and the state
of madame’s hands would have
confirmed this. B«t, on the shelf,
were a few dusty novels. There
was a crumpled and begrimed
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copy of yesterday’s New-York Sua.
This newspaper did not contain
a will, but it did contain a black
beetle, which ran out across my
hand.

“In a disgust past describing, I
flung down the beelle and
stamped on it. I closed the cup-
board door, acknowledging de-
feat. Madame Thevenet's will had
vanished. And at the same second,
in that dim green room—still bad-
ly lighted, with only a few more
candles—two voices cried out.

“One was my own voice:

““In God's name, where is it?’

“The other was the deep voice
of M. Duroc:

“‘Look at that woman! She
knows!’

“And he meant the Jezchel

“M. Duroc, with his beard-fans
a-tremble, was pointing v a mir-
ror; a little blurred, as these mir-
rors were. Our Jezebel had been
looking into the mirror, her back
turned 10 us. Now she dodged,
as at a stone thrown.

“With good poise our Jezcebel
writhed this movement into a
curtsey, turning to face us. But
not before 1 also had scen that
smile—like a razor-cut before the
blood comes—as wcll as full
knowledge, mocking knowlcdge,
shining out of wide-open eyes in
the mirror.

“*You spoke to me, M. Duroc?’
She murmured the reply, also in
French.

“‘Listen to me!’ the lawyer said
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formally. ‘This will is not miss-
ing. It is in this room. You were
not here last night. Something
has made you guess the truth.
You know where it is.’

‘“*Are you unable to find it?’
asked the Jezebcl in surprise.

“*Suand back, young man!” M.
Duroc said 10 me. ‘I ask you
something, mademoiselle, in the
name of justice.”

“‘Ask!” said the Jezebel.

“‘If Claudine Thcvenet inherits
the money to which she is en-
titled, you will be well paid; yes,
overpaid!  You know Claudine.
You know that!’

“‘I know it

“*‘But if the new will be nor
found,” said M. Duroc, again wav-
ing me back, ‘then you inherit
everything. And Claudine will die.
For it will be assumed—'

“Yes!” said the Jezchel, with
one hand pressed against her
breast. “You vyourself, M. Duroc,
testily that all night a condle was
burning  at - madame’s  hedside.
Welll The poor woman, whom [
loved und cherished, repented of
her ingratitude towards me. She
burnt this new will at the candle-
flame; she crushed its ashes to
powder and blew them away!

““Is that true?’ cricd M. Duroc.

““They will assume it,’ smiled
the Jezebel, ‘as you say.” She
looked at me. 'And for you, M.
Armand?

“She glided closer. T can only
say that I saw her eyes uncovered;
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or, if you wish to put it so, her
soul and flesh together.

““1 would give you everything
on earth,” she said. ‘But I will
not give you the dollface in
Parts.’

““Listen to me!" I said to her,
so agitated that I seized her shoul-
ders. ‘You arc out of your senses!
You cannot give Claudine to me
—she will marry another man!’

“‘And do you think that mat-
ters to me, asked the Jezebel,
with her green eyes full on mine,
‘as long as you still love her?

“There was a small crash as
someone dropped a knile on the
floor.

“We three, I think, had com-
pletely (orgotten that we werc not
alonc. There were two spectators,
although they did not compre-
hend our speech.

“The saturnine Dr. Harding
now occupied the grcen arm-
chair. His long thin legs. in tight
black trousers with strap under
the boot-instep, were crossed and
looked spidery; his high beaver
hat glimmered on his head. The
police-officer, who was picking
his teeth with a knife when 1
first saw him. had now dropped
the knifc when he tried to trim
his nails.

“But both men sensed the at-
mosphere. Both were alert, feeling
out with the tentacles of their
nerves. The police-olficer shouted

at me.
“‘What's this gabble?’ he said.
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‘What’s a-gitting into your head?’

“Grotesquely, it was that word
‘head’ which gave me my inspira-
tion.

“*The nightcap!” I exclaimed in
English.

“*What nightcap?’

“For the nightcap of Madume
Thevenet had a peak; it was
large: it was tightly tied under
the chin; it might well conceat
a [flat-pressed  document which—
but you understand. The police-
officer, dull-witted as he. appcarcd,
grasped the meaning in a- (lash.
And how I wished T had never
spoken! For the fellow meant well,
but he was not gentle.

“As I raced round the curtained
sides of the bed, the police-officer
was holding a candle in one hand
and tearing off madame’s night-
cap with the other. He {ound no
will there. no document at all;
only straggly wisps of hair on a
skull grown ancient belore its
time.

“Madame Thevenet had been a
great lady. once. It must have
been the lust humiliation. Two
tears over{lowed her eyes and ran
down her checks. She lay propped
up there in a nearly sitting posi-
tion; but something seemed to
wrench inside her.

“And she closed her eyes f{or-
ever. And the Jezebel laughed.

“That is the end of my story.
That is why I rushed out of the
house like a madman. The will
has vanished as though by magic;
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or i it still there by magic? In
any case, you find me at this ta-
ble—grubby and dishevelled and

much ashamed.”

For a licle time after I had
finished my narrative to M. Per-
ley in the saloon, it seemed to
me that the bar-counter was a tri-
fle quieter. But a faint stamping
continued from the theatre above
our heads. Then all was hushed,
until a chorus rose to a tinkle
of many banjos.

Oh, 1 come from Alabama

With my banjo on my knee;

I depart for Louisiana .. .

Enough! The song soon died
away, and M. Thaddeus Perley
did not even hear it

M. Perley sat looking down-
wards into an empty glass, so that
I could not see his face.

“Sir,” he remarked almost bit-
terly, “you are a man of good
heart. I am glad to be of service
in a problem so trifling as this.”

“Triflingl”

His voice was a little husky,
but not slurred. His hand turned
the glass round and round.

“Will you permit two ques-
tions?” asked M. Perley.

“Two questions? Ten
sand!”

“More than two will be unne-
cessary.” Still M. Perley did not
look up.” “This toy rabbit, of
which so much was made: 1
would know its exact position on

the bed?”

thou-
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“It was almost at the foot of
the bed, and about the middle in
a crossways direction.”

“Ah, so I had imagined. Were
the three sheets of parchment,
forming the will, written upon
two sides or upon only one?”

“I had not told you, M. Perley.
But M. Duroc said: upon one
side only.”

M. Perley raised his head.

His face was now flushed
distorted with drink, his
grown wild. In his cups he was
as proud as Satan, and as dis-
dainful of others’ intelligence; yet
he spoke with dignity, and with
careful clearness.

“It is ironic, M. de Lafayette,
that I should tell you how to lay
your hand on the missing will
and the elusive money; since, upon
my word, I have never been able
to perform a like service for my-
self.” And he smiled, as at some
secret joke. “Perhaps,” he added,
“it is the very simplicity of the
thing which puts you at fault.”

I could only look at him in
bewilderment.

“Perhaps the mystery is a little
too plain! A little too self-evi-
dent!”

“You mock me, sir. 1
not—"

“Take me as I am,” saidd M.
Perley, whacking the foot of the
glass on the table, “or leave me.
Besides”—here his wandering eye
encountered a list of steam-sail-
ings pasted against the wall—“1

and
eye

will



-

THE GENTLEMAN FROM PARIS 157

leave to-morrow by the Parnassus
for England, and then for France.”

“l meant no offence, M. Per-
ley! If you have knowledge,
Ispeak!”

“Madame Thevenet,” he said,
carefully pouring himself more
brandy, “hid the will in the mid-
dle of the night. Does it puzzle
you that she took such precau-
tions to hide the will? But the
element of the ourre must always
betray itself. The Jezebel mursz not
find that will! Yet Madame The-
venet trusted nobody—not even
the worthy physician who attend-
ed her. If Madame were to die
of a stroke, the police would be
there and must soon, she was
sure, discover her simple device.
Even if she were paralyzed, it
would ensure the presence of oth-
er persons in the room to act as
unwitting guards.

“Your cardinal error,” M. Per-
ley continued dispassionately, “was
one of ratiocination—rather, of in-
accurate ratiocination. You tell me
that Madame Thevenet, to give
you a hint, looked fixedly at some
point near the foot of the bed.
Why do you assume that she was
looking at the toy rabbit?”

“Because,” I replied hotly, “the
toy rabbit was the only object she
could have looked at!”

“Pardon me, but it was not.
You several times informed me
that the bed-curtains were closely
drawn together on three sides.
They were drawn on all but the

‘long’ side towards the door.
Therefore the ideal reasoner, with-
out having seen the room, may
safely say that the curtains were
drawn together at the foot of the
bed?”

“Yes, true!”

“After looking fixedly at this
point represented by the toy, Ma-
dame Thevenet then ‘rolls her
eyes all round her'—in your
phrase. May we assume that she
wishes the curtains to be drawn
back, so that she may sce some-
thing beyond the bed!”

“It is—possible, yes!”

“It is more than possible, as I
shall demonstrate. Let us direct
our attention, briefly, to the incon-
gruous phenomenon of the barom-
eter on another wall. The barom-
cter indicates, ‘Rain; cold.””

Here M. Perley’s thin shoulders
drew together under the old mili-
tary cloak.

“Well,” he said, “the cold is on
its way. Yet this day, for April,
has been warm outside and in-
doors, oppressively hot?”

“Yes! Of course!”

“You yourself,” continued M.
Perley, inspecting his fingcr-nails,
“told me what was directly op-
posite the foot of the bed. Let
us suppose that the bed-urtains
are drawn open. Madame Theve-
net, in her nearly seated position,
is looking downwards. \What
would she have seen?”

“The fireplace!” I cried. “The
grate of the fireplace!”
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“Already we have a link with
the weather. And what, as you
have specifically informed me, was
in the grate of the fireplace?”

“An unlighted coal fire!”

“Exactly. And what is essential
for the composition of such a
fire? We need coal; we need
kindling wood; but primarily and
ahove all, we nced—"

“Paper!” 1 cried.

“In the cupboard of that room,”
said M. Perley, with his disdain-
ful little smile, “was a very crum-
pled and begrimed—mark that,
not  dusty—copy of yesterday's
New-York Sun. To light fires is
the most common, and indeed the
best, use for our daily press. That
copy had been used to build yes-
terday’s fire. But something else,
during the night, was substituted
for it. You yourself remarked the
extraordinarily dirty state of Ma-
dame Thevenet’s hands.”

M. Perley swallowed the bran-
dy, and his flush deepened.

“Sir,” he said loudly, “you will
find the will crumpled up, with
ends most obviously protruding un-
der the coal and wood in the
fireplace grate. Even had anyone
taken the fire to pieces, he would
have found only what appeared
to be dirty blank paper, written
side undermost, which could nev-
er be a valuable will. It was too
selfevident to be seen.—Now go!”

“Go?" 1 echoed stupidly.

M. Perley rose from his chair.

“Go, I say!” he shouted, with
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an even wilder eye. “The Jezebel
could not light that fire. It was
too warm, for one thing; and all
day there were police-officers with
instructions that an outsider must
touch nothing. But now? Madame
Thevenet kept warning you that
the fire must not be lighted, or
the will would be destroyed!”

“Will you await me here?” I
called over my shoulder.

“Yes, yes! And perhaps there
will be peace for the wretched girl
with—with the lung-trouble.”

Even as I ran out of the door
I saw him, grotesque and pitiful,
slump across the table. Hope, ris-
ing and surging, seemed to sweep
me along like the crack of the
cabman’s  whip. But when 1
reached my destination, hope re-
ceded.

The shaggy police-officer was
just descending the front steps.

“None of us coming back here,
Mr. Lafayette!” he called cheeri-

ly. “Old Mrs. What's-her-name
went and burnt that will at a
candle last night. — Here, what's
o'clock?”

The front door was unlocked.
I raced through that dark house,
and burst into the rear bedroom.

The corpse still lay in the big,
gloomy bed. Every candle had
flickered almost down to its sock-
et. The police-officer’s clasp-knife,
forgotten since he had dropped
it, still lay on the bare boards.
But the Jezebel was there.

She knelt on the hearth, with
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the tin box of Lucifer matches
she had brought there earlier. The
match spurted, a blueish fire; 1
saw her eagerness; she held the
match to the grate.

“A  Lucifer,” 1
hand of a Jezebel!”

And 1 struck her away from
the grate, so that she reeled
against a chair and fell. Large
coals, small coals rattled down in
puffs of dust as I plunged my
hands into the unlighted fire. Lit-
tle sticks, sawed sticks; and 1
found it there-—crumpled parch-
ment-sheets, but incontestably ma-
dame’s will.

“M. Duroc!” I called. “M. Du-
rocl”

You and I, my brother Maurice,
have fought the Citizen-King with
bayonets as we now fight the up-
start Bonapartist; we need not be
ashamed of tears. I confess, then,
that the tears overran my eyes
and blinded me. I scarcely saw M.
Duroc as he hurried into the room.

Certainly I did not see the Je-
zebel stealthily pick up the police-
officer’s knife. I noticed nothing
at all until she flew at me, and
stabbed me in the back.

Peace, my brother: 1 have as-
sured you all is well. At that
time, faith, I was not much con-
scious of any hurt. I bade M.
Duroc, who was trembling, to
wrench out the knife; I borrowed
his roomy greatcoat to hide the
blood; I must hurry, hurry back
to that little table under the gas-jet.

said, “in the
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I planned it all on my way
back. M. Perley, apparently a
stranger in this country, disliked
it and was evidently very poor
even in France. But we are not
precisely paupers. Even with his
intense pride, he could not refuse
—for such a service—a sum which
would comfort him for the rest
of his life.

Back I plunged into the saloon,
and hurried down it. Then I
stopped. The little round table by
the pillar, under the flaring gas-
jet, was empty.

How long I stood there I can-
not tell. The back of my shirt,
which at first had seemed full of
blood, now stuck to the borrowed
greatcoat. All of a sudden I caught
sight of the fat-faced bartender
with the gold teeth, who had
been on service that afternoon
and had returned now. As a mark
of respect, he came out from be-
hind the bar-counter to greet me.

“Where is the gentleman who
was sitting at that tabler”

I pointed to it. My voice, in
truth, must have sounded so
hoarse and strange that he mis-
took it for anger.

“Don’t you worry about that,
monseer!” said he reassuringly.
* That's been tended to! We threw
the drunken tramp out of here!”

“You threw—"

“Right bang in the gutter. Had
to crawl along in it before he
could stand up.” My bartender’s
face was pleased and vicious. “Or-
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dered a bottle of best brandy,
and couldn't pay for it.” The face
changed again. “Goddelmighty,
monseer, what's wrong?”

“I ordered that brandy.”

“He didn’t say so, when the
waiter brought me over. Just
looked me up and down, crazv-
like, and said a gentleman would
give his L.O.U. Gentleman!”

“M. Perley,” 1 said, restraining
an impulse to kill that bartender,
“is a friend of mine. He departs
for France early to-morrow morn-
ing. Where is his hotel? Where
can I find him?”

“Perley!” sneered my compan-
ion. “That ain’t even his real
name, I hearn tell. Gits high-and-
mighty ideas from upper Broad-
way. But his real name’s on the

Lo.u.”

A surge of hope, once more,
almost blinded me. “Did you keep
that 1.O.U.?”

“Yes, 1 kepp it,” growled the
bartender, fishing in his pocket.
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“God knows why, but I kepp
it.”

And at last, Maurice, I tri-
umphed!

True, I collapsed from my
wound; and the fever would not
let me remember that I must be
at the dock when the Parnacsus
steam-packet departed from New-
York next morning. I must re-
main here, shut up in a hotel-
room and unable to sleep at night,
until I can take ship for home.
But where I failed, you can suc-
ceed. He was to leave on the
morrow by the Parnassus for
England, and then for France—
so he told me. You can find him
—in six months at the most. In
six months, I give you my word,
he will be out of misery forever!

“1.0.U." reads the little slip,
“for one bottle of your best bran-
dy, forty-five cents. Signed: Edgar
A. Poe.”

I remain, Maurice,
Your affectionate brother,
Armand

EpiroriaL Note: Needless to tell you, now that you have finished
The Gentieman from Paris, you have just read a brilliant tour
de force—a double tour de force. Not only has John Dickson
Carr devised a scintillating mystery—the “miracle” problem as dis-
tinguished from the “locked room”—but he has also challenged
you to identify his detective character. The true identity of Thad-
deus Perley is a magnificent “unexpected ending”—at least, we hope
it was a thunderclap of surprise.

Those of you who deduced or guessed the identity of Thaddeus
Perley know how lavishly Mr. Carr spread his clues throughout
the story. But those of you who did not realize that Mr. Carr
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had a double trick up his sleeve may enjoy a recapitutation of
the signs and symbols which identified Thaddeus Perley as the
Father of the Detective Story, Edgar A. Poe himself.

First, there was the temporal clue: the story takes place in April
1849, exactly eight years after Poe wrote The Murders in the Rue
Morgue, the world’s first detective story, and a mere six months
before he died. .

Next, the portrait clue: Thaddeus Perley was described as a
slight man of dark complexion, wearing a shabby coat of military
cut; he had a dark mustache, wild and wandering eyes, and was
“in his cups”"—®not very steady on his feet.” Surely this is a
"tec tintype of Edgar Allan Poe.

Next, the literary clue: Perley’s reference to “what song the Sy-
rens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself
among women, although puzzling questions, are not beyond all
conjecture.” This is a quotation from Sir Thomas Browne’s Urn-
Burial, but infinitely more revealing, it is the epigraph which pref-
aces Poe’s The Murders in .the Rue Morgue.

Next, the criminological clue: Perley’s statement that he had giv-

en aid to the Prefect of the Parisian police—a reference, of course,
to Monsieur G—— in The Purloined Letter.
- Next, the psychological clue: Perley’s comments on the insolu-
ble mystery brought to him by the Marquis de Lafayette: “Perhaps
it is the very simplicity of the thing which puts you at fault”—
“Perhaps the mystery is a little z00 plain! A little zoo self-evident!”
These are the precise words which Dupin used to describe the
supposedly insoluble mystery in The Purloined Letter!

Next, the creative clue: the missing will in The Gentleman from
Paris is hidden in the very spirit of the missing document in
The Purloined Letter—the perfect, the identical spirit! Indeed, as
so often happens in this ingenious world of ours, the pupil has
outdone the master: the hiding place of the will is even cleverer
than the hiding place of the letter—no mean accomplishment by
Mr. Carr, even with the advantages of more than a century of
detective-story development.

And finally, the master clue—the name of the detective-character:
it is an established fact that Poe often used assumed names, the
best-known of which are Edgar A. Perry, Henri le Rennet, and
Edward S. T. Grey. But on page 626, Volume II, of Hervey Al-
len’s Israrer.: The Life and Times of Edgar Allan Poe (New
York: Doran, 1927), you will find a quotation from Reminiscences
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of Gabriel Harrison (“New York Times,” March, 1899). In 1844
—five years before the events in Mr. Carr’s story—Gabriel Harri-
son ran a tobacco and wine shop in lower Manhattan; he was
also president of the “White Eagle Political Club.” Poe once visited
Harriton’s store, asked for some tobacco, discovered that he had
no money to pay for it, and was given the tobacco free by Har-
rison. Poe was so grateful for this kindness that he wrote a cam-
paign song for the political club and presented it to Harrison, who
recalled the incident as follows:

“I was dclighted and wanted to pay him something for his
trouble. but the only thing he would accept was a bag of my
best coffce. As he was going I said T should like to know his
namc.

““Certainly,” he answered, with a faint smile, “Thaddcus Perley,
at your service.””

oot
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SeeciaL NotTe: Our editorial staff thought this story too grim, and
we really can’s disagree. So if you do not care for stories that
are too grim, simply skip the next four pages. But if your curl-
osity Is aroused—well, you can’t say we didn't warn you.

Too grim, yes—but nevertheless a “thinking reader's

> ”
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THE SOOEY PILL

by ELAINE SLATIER

T WAS THE PILL SOCIETY. THERE

was the morning-after pill, of
course, which the government had
made obligatory after the first
child. Yet even so, the population
growth was alarming, and over-
crowding was becoming desper-
ate. Then there were the mult-
tudes of tranquilizer pills in almost
every color, size, and shape that
helped one to cope with the ten-
sions caused by the almost total
lack of privacy, by the constant
noise, polluted air, continual abra-
sive physical contact with crowds,
and by the harsh and ugly sights
of a super-industrialization devoid
of trees or greenery of any kind.

Then there were the food pills.
One took them three times a day.
The endless wheatfields, pastures,
grazing lands, and vegetable farms
of former days had become an-
cient history. Lven the Grand Can-
yon was now filled to overflow-
ing with sweating humanity, jos-
tling endlessly for living space. The

food pills were processed in huge
floating factories, and consisted of
compressed algae and seaweed, and
plancton. They had a sort of un-
pleasant fishy taste, but could be
swallowed whole with a glass of
desalinated water, and they pro-
vided all the nutriments nccessary
to go on living.

But the most important pill of
all was aflectionately called the
Sooey pill. It was the only one
that came in a lavender color with
a stamp on it resembling a
clenched fist. Cvery person was is-
sued one of these on his or her
twenty-first birthday. If one lost
the Soocy, another would be is-
sued—but only alter much red
tape; and, of course, one’s name
was permanently placed on a “sus-
pects list,” to be consulted every
time someone was murdered by
misuse of a Soocy. These suspects
automatically came under police
surveillince and were questioned
at great length, and one knew, one-
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self to be at best a possible un-
witting accessory to murder. For
this reason, and others, people took
great care not to lose their Sooeys.

Basically the entire society was
built around the Sooey pill. It was
not only the individual's escape
hatch, but Society depended on it
as a regulator in a world where
Nature’s own regulators seemed to
have fused out, or gone haywire.
There had been much talk—and
the Radical Demopubs had actual-
ly tried to force through a Bill to
issue the Sovey pill at age thirteen
or younger—of issuing the pill be-
fore childbearing age. It was a
desperate measure, attempting to
deal with a desperate situation.
But the Demopubs were overruled
by the conservative wing of their
own party, who joined with the
opposition in saying that it was an
inhuman solution, and that the sit-
uation was not yet thar desperate
—an indication some people mut-
tered, in itself, of things to come.

But perhaps it would not be-
come necessary ever to pass that
Bill, as living conditions were in-
deed fast becoming so intolerable
that the Sooey, or suicide pill, was
being used with ever-increasing
frequency. People rarely reached
forty before using it, and then de-
sisted only because of an excessive
love for their child and a desire,
more sentimental than reasoned, to
help the child reach adulthood.
Parents who felt less responsible or
loving were using the Sooey in
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greater -and greater numbers—in
their thirties, when the child was
likely to be a teen-ager, or even
younger. This was a great help to
the government despite the large
number of orphans.

But the government did not of
course sanction murder as a solu-
tion, as this would have opened
the gates to total chaos and an-
archy. Therefore, when thirteen-
year-old Billy Overton was found
dead of Sooey poisoning, the Po-
lice went to work as they always
did—to seek the perpetrator of this
heinous deed. The boy had been
a happy, healthy, loving child, and
his parents were beside themselves
with grief.

The “Suspects List” was imme-
diately consulted and the comput-
ers were put to work. It came up
with only three names—all people
who had lost their Soocey, of
course, and who, in addition, had
somehow been near the scene of
the crime or had known the mur-
dered boy. All three seemed most
unlikely suspects, but the Police
were determined to track down
every clue.

One was a taxi driver, who had
lost his Sooey some eight weeks
ago, and whose only connection
with Billy was that he had dropped
off a passenger three blocks from
the Overtons’ apartment an hour
or so before the crime was com-
mitted. As it would have taken
him about that long to drive to the
Overtons’, he became a prime sus-
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pect. But the fact remained that
he insisted he had never laid eyes
on Billy Overton, and all objective
evidence seemed to bear out his
contention. And what possible mo-
tive could he have?

The second suspect turned up by
the computer was a woman who
lived within walking distance of
the Overtons, had lost her Sooey
pill three months before, and was
just about to have a new one re-
issued. She knew the Overtons
vaguely, but never remembered
having met Billy, although she
may have passed him many times
on the busy, frantically crowded
streets; and surely, she said, she
had no wish to kill the young boy.
She was married but as yet had
no child of her own. And what
possible motive could she have?
She was known to be a quiet al-
most apathetic type.

The third suspect seemed even
more remote than the other two.
The computer turned up the name
of Bobby's First Grade teacher
who had lost her Sooey three days
previous to the murder; but she
now lived 300 miles away, and
since any type of transport had to
be reserved months in advance, she
couldn’t possibly have been at the
scene of the murder even in the
highly unlikely sitvation that she
had somehow conceived a hatred
for Billy in First Grade and, har-
boring this dislike, had resolved
scven years later to kill him! It
was utter nonsense and the Police
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knew it. But Billy was dead and
someone had killed him.

Inspector Fenner was nearing 42
and only his deep attachment to
his sixteen-year-old daughter kept
him from using his own Sooey.
His wife had used hers the year
before, after writing him a heart-
breaking farewell note begging for-
giveness for leaving him to bring
up their Hannah; but she could
bear the stifling tension no long-
er. Inspector Fenner had held her
in his arms as she gratefully
breathed her last, so he knew the
suffering of the bereaved.

He now regarded the Overtons
with great compassion. Billy’s fa-
ther, while obviously grief-strick-
en, was trying to console his wife,
but she was beyond consolation.
Her eyes were red-rimmed, swol-
len, with dark black circles un-
derneath. She sobbed continually
in great gasping tearless sobs.

“Billy is better off, my darling,”
her husband told her. “You know
that. How often have we spoken
of the horrors of this world, of
the horrors that awaited him, that
more and more were envcloping
our Billy as he grew older and
came to realize what the world is
like. You, who never wanted him
to stop smiling. You, who protect-
ed him and built an imaginary
world around him—you must
know and be grateful that he is
released now from the ghastly,
gray, grim unrelieved life that we
live.”
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Inspector Fenner could bear no
more. He [eft. But the call to duty
was too strong, too deeply in-
grained in him. He returned the
next day and in the gentlest of
voices asked the Overtons to show
him their Sooey pills.

“What!” said Billy's father, in an-
ger. He was afraid the police of-
ficer wanted to take them away.
Reassured, he brought forth his
precious little lavender pill with
the clenched fist stamped on it.
Mrs. Overton just stood staring at
the Inspector.

Three months later, after the
trial of Mrs. Overton, the Inspec-
tor leaned over his sleeping Han-
nah, sleeping among hundreds of
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others in the unmarried women’s
dormitory of their apartment com-
plex, and kissed her goodbye. That
night he gratefully used his own
Sooey pill, unable to bear the re-
verberating screams that kept re-
sounding in his ears—screams that
he had heard that afternoon—
screams of Mrs. Overton after the
sentencing.

Until his last breath he heard
her shrieking dementedly to the
Court, “Have mercy! Have
mercy! I did it to save him. I
loved him so dearly! Don’t make
me livel For God’s sake, don't
make me live!”

But the Court refused to reissue
her Sooey.
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Avuthor's Note: The current theatrical season depends—as have most re-
cent seasons—heavily, sometimes heavy-handedly, on adaptations of books
or the “musicalization” of well-known plays. At times it seems as though
nothing is too improbable or absurd to be presented in this way; and it was
really to burlesque this habit that I started this very odd project. Strangely
enough, what began as a jape now seems more and more plausible. Thanks
to the enthusiasm of EQMM’s Managing Editor, Clayton Rawson (who
has demonic ideas about the staging and special effects), a tenuous reality
begins to invest the enterprise, with composers, producers, and agents be-
ing talked to (or at least nodded to amiably)—and, who knows? Some
readers may yet find themselves in an actual theater, waiting (with perhaps
mixed feelings) for the curtain to rise on

Act I, ScenE 1 oF

THE FU MANCHUSICAL

by D. R. BENSEN

(The Overture, to those fond of comparing, echoes equally Gilbert &
Sullivan and The Threepenny Opera. As it concludes, the curtain rises
to reveal a Mayfair drawing room, thronged with ladies and gentlemen
elegantly got up in the styles of the 1920's; a notably tall BUTLER circulates
among them with a tray of drinks. At center stage we find Dr. PETRIE
answering casual questions: “l say, Petrie, isn't your friend Nayland
Smith to be here tonight?” “Yes, I gather he is.” “Strange parts of the
world Smith gets into.” “East of Suez, where the best is like the worst,
eh?” A small clump of people around PETRIE works this up into a song.)

Crumr:

Sir Denis Nayland Smith is back from Burma
Or Egypt, Ifni, Africa, or Smyrna;

He’'sseen the distant East in all its glories,
And sure as life he’ll bore us with his stories.

He's swum the Nile and half the Brahma-Putra;
He knows the man who wrote the Kama Sutra.
Dacoits and Thugs to him are scarce a menace—
He treats them coolly as a game of tennis.
© 19695y D. R. Bensen,
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Tibet and Egypt know his fabled presence;

Their pheasants fear his gun (as do their peasants).
On plain, in jungle, helmeted in pith,

You can’t avoid—

ButLer (az the door) : Sir Denis Nayland Smith.

(NaYLaxD SxuTH enters, dressed as are the other men—dinner jacket,
black tie, and wing collar; but he is carrying a slender bamboo cane
which he flourishes as he lopes to meet PErriE. They exchange affectionate
grectings.)

Petrie: But, Smith, the cane—are you favoring an injury?

Navranp Saitir: No, no, Petrie: I am—as yet—whole. (He raps the cane
with his knuckles) For one who has chosen to pit himself against the
power of that archfiend, Dr. Fu Manchu, it is well to be equipped with a
whippy stick, and the whippier the better. (Fle lashes it about, much as
the tiger does its tasl.)

Petrie: A sticky wicket?

Navrano Saarrin: No, a whippy sticket. The playmates of Fu Manchu
are sinister and unexpected, and I go constantly armed against them. Let
me tell you, as I crossed the Park minutes ago, on my way here, I was
closely followed by a most curious wasp, and managed to drive the crea-
ture off only by the nimblest of work with this very stick.

Perrie: But surely, Smith, on a warm spring day in the Park a wasp is
not uncommon ?

Naveanp Sagrrin: Blood-red, hairy, the size of a pigeon? No, no, Petrie,
this was none of your common paper wasps; I fancy I can tell Fu
Manchu’s handiwork when I see it. Thank you (20 the BuTLER, as he
takes a glass from the tray). You would scarcely credit, Petrie, how far
and how deep that evil genius’ power extends. I have seen its traces
in the docks of Limehouse and the cabarets of Berlin, in the crumbling
alleys of Baghdad and in the mists of the Brahma-Putra—did you
know I swam halfway across it, once?—on Himalayan crags and in
American speakeasies—a hundred places, and all of them points in the
world-wide web that centers on that unbelievable giant of crime!
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PeTriE: You have taken an interest in the affairs of Fu Manchu, then?

Navyranp SMiTH (regards him fixedly a moment): 1 have, indeed, as I—
Bah! Our host’s cellar has fallen off shockingly, Petrie. This sherry has a
positive smell of bitter almonds. (Sets glass down.)

Perrie: But, Smith, I know scarcely anything of Fu Manchu. Who, or
what, is he?

(NAavLAND SMITH sings:)

Insidious,

Perfidious,

Implacable and hideous:

The Devil-Doctor feared by all mankind.

For knavery

And slavery,

And a nasty kind of bravery
His equal is impossible to find.

Ferocity!
Atrocity!
- If there’s evil done, he'llboss it—he
Commands the world of crime’s most hellish crew.

His ambuscades

And deadly raids

Inspire a fear that never fades;

There’s no escaping frightful Fu Manchul!

Picture a person tall and feline,

Powerful, skeleton-lean;

A brow like Shakespeare, a face like Satan;

Eyes of the true cat-green.

Add to all this a positive giant's

Intellect and command of science,

And there you have the most incredible criminal genius
the world has ever seen!
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But no one knows

The shape he shows;

He’ll change his height, walk, weight, and nose—
The fiend’s a perfect master of disguise!

The only clue

To follow through

Is this I now pass on to you:

He can’t conceal his haunting, cat-green cyes!

So don't hunt a sinister oriental

Sporting a Mandarin’s queue.

If you see such a person it’s virtually certain

It cannot be Fu Manchu.

Look for him rather concealed behind

A mask that hides that sinister mind:

Policeman, podiatrist, charwoman, lawyer—he may be here
disguised as me or you!

(As he finishes, he turns to face the BUTLER.)

ButLer: Dinner is served.

(Guests, PETIE, and Naviaxp SMiTH exit, leaving the ButLEr. As he
pads about the room gathering glasses and cleaning tables, the stage

lights dim. He straightens and turns to face the audience . .. and in
the gloom his eyes glow a sinister and luminous GREEN.)

CuURTAIN




a NEW short story by

ANTHONY GILBERT

One of Anthony Gilbert's finest short stories—beautifully strange
and strangely beautiful. It will keep you enthralled and puzzled
and uneasy from paragraph to paragraph—but we will say no

more ..., :

THE QUIET MAN

by ANTHONY GILBERT

MISS NORA MARCH WAS WALK-
ing down Barton Street to-
ward the pharmacist on the cor-
ner when she saw the man and
the little boy.

“l knew they were (orcigners
at once.” she said later. “Lwven
" before 1 heard him speak.™

The man was small and thin
~—frail-looking was her inward ex-
pression—and wore a cheapish
thinnish black coat, too thin for
this snowy morning, and a round
black hat that made him look
like someone from an outdated
TV film. "the little boy was more
warmly dressed, a remarkable-
looking child, pale—too pale, she
thought—but well-nourished, with
dark lashes raying out on his
cheeks and great dark serious
eyes. The man turned to inter-

cept the driver of a haughty white
car that had just drawn up at
the curb, but the driver was one
of those people who has no time
for strangers. The foreign man
turned and caught Miss March’s
eve. She was in her own way
quite an imposing figure, ample,
beaming, clad in a blue cloak and’
long pointed lace-up shoes. She
believed that we pass through this
world but once and should there-
fore lose no opportunity of doing
even the most infinitesimal good.

“Can I help you?” she called
to the quiet-seeming man. Hold-
ing the child’s hand closely in one
of his, the stranger extended a
slip of paper, across the top of
which was a printed address. Dr.
Anderson and Dr. Pike.

“Why, they’re —" Nora began.

© 1969 by Anthony Gilbere
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The man- interrupted her, not
rudely, but as if this were what
he had anticipated.

“The doctor gave it to me,” he
explained.

His English was quite good but
his accent was unmistakable. Mid-
European, thought Miss March.
She saw that under the printed
words someone had drawn a dia-
gram that would have foxed some-
one far more lively than the
stranger. It looked like a maze
with no exits, simply stars and
lines radiating out from it. Scrawl-
ed against this design was a sin-
gle word—Undertaker. She paled,
like most healthy people confront-
ed suddenly with death. She knew
now what the quiet man wanted.

The last of the tall Victorian
houses on the other side of the
strect belonged to Mr. Thurlow,
who still called himself a Funeral
Upholder. It had always surprised
residents that the Council permit-
ted a business, and what a dolor-
ous business no matter how re-
spectable, to be carried on from
what was actually a private resi-
dence. Not that Mr. Thurlow was-
n’t the height of discretion. A
lifesize drawing of a bishop’s mitre
hung in one window, a silent
testimony to the aristocracy of his
clients, and the only thing that
distinguished him from his neigh-
bors was a small board carrying
his name and the words “Funeral
Upholder,” swinging above the
porch.
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The hearse that constantly stood
in front of the house was more
like a plain van than a hearse,
and was used, not for collectin
customers, but for conveying cog
fins in the most delicate manner
conceivable to their destination,
Miss March remembered vaguely
as a quite young child seeing the
original Mr. Thurlow, a magnifi-
cent old gentleman in a wide-
brimmed hat, a black morning
coat, and a long white beard, do-
ing the honors, as it were, to the
mourners.

“That is the place,” said Nora
a bit awkwardly, and stood for
a moment watching the man look
carefully up and down the road
for approaching traffic; then, hold-
ing the child’s hand more tightly
than before, he crossed the street
and walked through the darkness.
that the ever-open door revealed.
For some reason Nora felt quite
shaken. :

“Dear me, I hope youre not
sickening for the ’'flu, Miss
March,” said Mr. Burroughs, the
pharmacist, who knew her well
and for whose shop she had been
bound when she encountered the
strangers. “There’s a lot of it
about, you know.”

She shook her head. “No, no.
But I had a bit of a shock.” She
told them all—there was a girl
assistant and a silent man sitting
in the shop’s one chair waiting
for a prescription—about the for-
eigner and the little boy.
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“It must be on his wife’s ac-
count that he’s gone to see Mr.
Thurlow,” she explained. “Other-
wise he would have left the child
behind with her. It’s no place for
a little boy. Even if he didn't
know what it was all about when
he started—well, there are the fu-
neral furnishings.”

Mr. Thurlow’s office was hung
with photographs of various kinds
of coffins; he even had a small
model on his desk, and there were
sample pieces of granite and mar-
ble, since he also had an interest
in a stone-mason’s business which
did very nice work erecting cross-
es, figures of angels, and slabs,
both upright and prone. They
looked well enough in a church-
yard, but—he’s an intelligent child,
reflected Nora March; how can
he help not thinking of his moth-
er being “planted” under one of
those? She recalled her own moth-
er’s death when she herself was
twelve years old, and had sup-
posed these heavy stones were put
over a grave to prevent the oc-
cupant from escaping.

“You'd think there’'d be a neigh-
bor,” said the girl assistant.

The seated man remarked,
“When a child has lost one parent
he is more likely to cling all the
closer to the one who remains.
Children need security and in a
small child security resides in his
parents.”

He had been sitting there for
several minutes without address-
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ing a word to anyone, and now
they looked at him in surprise as
though astonished to find that he
had the power of speech.

“I could have brought him in
here with me,” satd Miss March.
“I could have distracted him some-
how.” Her glance fell on a bas-
ketful of yellow soap Teddy Bears,
left over from Christmas. “They
might have amused him,” she
added.

“A child who has just lost his
mother might not find a soap
animal much of a substitute,” said
the unpleasant man.

Miss March, carrying on as
though she hadn’t heard him, con-
tinued, “They probably don'r
know many people hereabouts.
He’s a foreigner,”—she said this
in the confident voice of one to
whom any man not the possessor
of a British passport is a foreign-
er—“who didn't know where to
find Mr. Thurlow’s establish-
ment.”

If she had thought to silence
the anonymous customer she was
wrong. “Unless the fellow’s a
modern Bluebeard, who’s had
plenty of experience in disposing
of wives, there’s no reason why
he should know where Mr. Thur-
low hangs out,” he remarked.

“Dr. Anderson recommended
him,” Miss March went on flu-
ently, addressing herself to Mr.
Burroughs. No other customers
came in, which was probably as
well.
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“Didn’t die in the hospital,
then,” said the pharmacist. “They
always send people to Edgerton’s.
Not that he does any better job,
only the extras come to a lot
more.”

“This one hardly looks as if he
could afford even the most inex-
pensive funeral,” Miss March said,
and was brought up short by the
girl assistant, who had stationed
herself by the door. “Oh, look,
somcthing’s happened. Oh, the
poor little chap!”

Miss March turned and stiffened.
The quict man was coming away
from Mr. Thurlow’s, but this time
he was carrying the little boy,
whose head lolled heavily against
his father’s shoulder. The man
crossed the street and pushed open
the door of the pharmacy.

“What  happened?” breathed
Miss March. “Did he faint?”

“It was the shock,” said the lit-
tle man, looking faint himself. “It
was perhaps a mistake to bring
him with me, but what could 1
do?”

He looked round bewilderedly.
The anonymous man rose from
the single chair and helped the
father to settle the little boy in
it. “He’s very pale,” the anony-
mous man suggested.

“Mr. Thurlow said there is
something—sal-vol-lat-till ?”

“Sal wvolatile,” exclaimed Miss
March. “Do they still use that?
It's what Noah used to bring
Mrs. Noah round when they
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looked out of the windows of the
Ark and saw the water subsiding.”

“The life and soul of the par-
ty,” commented the anonymous
man, and poor Nora felt herself
become scarlet. She was accus-
tomed to jollying along people in
trouble, a habit that tended to
blunt the edges of delicacy. But
her heart was as large as Picca-
dilly Circus.

Mr. Burroughs, who had gone
into the dispensary, now came
back with a remedy of his own.

“Nothing to worry about, sir,”
he said. “It could be Nature’s
way, if he's been under strain.
It's a rest really—"

“It was so sudden,” the father
explained. “After so much and no
yielding, and then, one little cry.
It was like a light going out.”

The door burst open again and
Mr. Thurlow himself came in,
solid, responsible, dependable—
what's called a substantial man.

“How is the little chap?” he
asked. “You know, Mr. Koenig, it
might be a good idea to get him
along to the hospital, just for a
checkup. Children are very sensi-
tive, and anyone can see this one’s
intelligent. No need to alarm the
little fellow with an ambulance.
Mr. Burroughs will get you a taxi,
won't you, Burroughs?”

But the father instantly took
alarm. “No, sir, there have been
too many strangers, and already
he is in a strange land.”

“But where do you propose to’
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take him? You have a house?”

“We have no house, just some
rooms we rent. But the landlady
will not let us return. She says
—” He paused, passing his hands
over his pale brow.

“She doesn't sound human,”
said Miss March.

“He can’t come back to my
place,” said Mr. Thurlow. “It
would be different if we used the
basement as a residence, but I keep
my professional stuff there.”

Coffins, thought Miss March,
fascinated.  Cerecloths,  shrouds,
embalming fluid. It was years
since she had had any responsi-
bility for helping to arrange a
funeral—that had been dear old
Da and a real hellfire-and-brim-
stoner he had been, a pillar of
the local chapel; a lot of people
had expected the whole building
to collapse when he went, but per-
haps the Almighty thought the oc-
casion was worth a miracle, be-
cause the chapel continued to
function without him.

Nora came back from memories
of that alarming old man to the
present and the strange group in
the shop—the collapsed child, the
“distraught  father, the attentive
pharmacist, the assistant, the
nameless man who seemed to have
forgotten all about his prescrip-
tion, and now Mr. Thurlow whose
gaze rested on the child.

“How beautiful he is!” Miss
March exclaimed on impulse.
“Does he take after his mother?”

155

The next instant she recognized
the appallingness of what she had
said, but before she could break
into awkward apologies the door
swung open again. Mr. Burroughs
looked instantly relieved. Here at
last was someone who could be
expected to take charge.

“Why, Dr. Barron, just the man
we want. We have a bit of trou-
ble.”

The doctor, a vigorous man of
about 40, took in the situation at
a glance. “What happened to the
boy?” he demanded. *“Shock?
Why? Are you the father? You
look ready to faint yourself, and
I prefer my patients one at a time.
Here, Burroughs, haven’t you got
any more chairs?”

The girl assistant hurried to get
one, and the doctor pushed the
pale little man into it.

“It must have been the photo-
graphs,” acknowledged Mr. Thur-
low.

“What are you doing here?” in-
quired the doctor rudely. “Trying
to drum up a bit of business?”

“Mr. Koenig came to see me
about his wife’s interment.” The
undertaker spoke with an unex-
pected delicacy.

“Bringing the child? T take it
you had no choice?”

“No, sir. He could not remain
in that house with that woman.”

“I think he means the land-
lady,” interposed Nora March.

“Which house are you talking
about?” the doctor asked.
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“It does not matter now, we
cannot return. The landlady told
me this morning. ‘This is a re-
spectable house,” she said.”

“Dying’s perfectly respectable—
it's something we shall all come
to,” retorted Dr. Barron robustly.
“Does the lady suppose she’s im-
mortal ?”

“It was the police, you see,”
Mr. Koenig explained. “She had
never had the police on her prem-
ises before. She has a reputation,
she said.” His voice wavered. If
he had been pale earlier, he now
seemed ashen.

“Haven’t you got a drop of
brandy on the premises?” the doc-
tor demanded of the pharmacist.
“Now then, sir, try and pull
yourself together. You say your
wife’s dead. I suppose you had a
doctor for her?”

“Dr. Anderson. She sent me to
Mr. Thurlow.”

“And she attended Mrs.
nig?”

“No, sir. It was not like that.”

A new suspicion flashed
through the doctor’s mind. “She
didn’t do herself an injury?”

“No, sir.”

“Then—the police?”

“They were there when I came

n

Koe-

“This was—when?”

“Yesterday. I was coming to
tell my wife I would be working
late—I have this small position,
you understand; it is only until
we can join my brother in the
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United States of America, and if
Mr. Danky wishes me to work
late, then I am happy to oblige.”

Miss March’s big heart swelled
as it always did when she heard
of tyranny. She didn’t know who
Danky was but she was sure he
was someone who would readily
take advantage of a foreigner.

“And you went—in your lunch
hour?—to tell your wife?”

“In Hungary where I come
from if a man is late from his
work his wife knows she may not
see him again.”

“Good God!” said the doctor.

“I had some flowers—Lauri
loved flowers. It was lonely for
her,” he explained. “I was out at
my work, the boy was at school
—it was not always safe in Hun-
gary, but there were neighbors,
and my poor Lauri, she did not
speak the language so good—so
well. Wait till we are in America,
I would say to her; my brother
has a big house, he escaped dur-
ing the Revolution in 1956, we
were less fortunate—but we wait
and we wait, and presently I hear,
my brother has a friend in Eng-
land, he will pull strings—that is
what you say?—and from England
we can sail to America.”

“You mean, vyou're
grants?”

“No, sir. We have passports,
papers, everything in order. Very
correct. But it takes time, the
money, the permissions, the ar-
rangements, and then we must

immi-
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find a ship. But it is only a lit-
tle more time, I say, be patient.”

“And she wasn’t?” '

“She was young and beautiful
—you understand?”

The doctor wasn't sure he did,
but he said, “I read you, though
you still haven’t explained about
the police. There was an accident.
Why didn’t the landlady phone
the hospital ?”

It was in the doctor’s mind that
the wretched woman might have
* lost her head and cut a vein or
taken an overdose. Like Miss
March he didn’t think mid-Euro-
peans capable of the control and
phlegm of the British. “By the
way, how long has this boy been
out?”

“Out? He came with me.”

“l don’t mean that.”

““It’s only been a few minutes,
Doctor,” Mr. Thurlow put in. “I
daresay it was seeing the coffins.
We don’t expect to get children,
not that most of them aren’t tough
enough. But you never saw any-
thing like it—he just went down
like a stone.”

“Did he hit his head or any-
thing?”

“No. No, I don’t think so. fust
passed out.”

“It was the shock,” the father
explained with a naive simplicity
that horrified them all. “You see
he saw the man.”

“The man?”

“A man, any man, he does not
know who.”
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The doctor, feeling as though
he were treading on eggs, said
carefully, “He saw a man—you
mean, with your wife?”

“No one knew my son was in
the house, he has his dinner at
school, but yesterday morning he
was sick, perhaps it was some-
thing he ate, so his teacher sent
him home. When he came back
the landlady was out, but he is
very reliant, he has a key, he
could hear his mother speaking,
so he went up to his room. He
has his own room at the top of
the house, a room all to himself.”

“And?” prompted the doctor.

“How could anyone guess?”

“I'm not too good at guessing
myself,” the doctor agreed, feel-
ing that this conversation had
gone on for about an hour, and
he still didn’t know how the
foreign woman had died. “Who
was this man?”

“No one knows. The police—
they question the boy and ques-
tion him. What was the man
like? Had you ever seen him be-
fore? Was he tall, short, - thin,
stout? As if a child could tell
them anything from that one
glance. It was a man, he said;
what more could he say? Have
mercy, | begged them, he is only
a child. But they said, He is our
only witness. Now, Sonny—Son-
ny?"

“A British expression for the
young, intended to be reassuring,”
the doctor said. “Are you telling
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us ‘the boy saw his mother ar-
tacked?”

The same hideous word was
slipping into all their minds, but
it was the anonymous man who
asked, “Is this a case of murder?”

“I don't like it,” said the girl
assistant suddenly. They had al-
most forgotten about her.

“Then go and ring up the hos-
pital and say I want an ambu-
lance.™ retorted the doctor brusk-
ly. “Now, sir, this is very pain-
ful, I know—but for the boy’s sake
we must get the situation clear.
Just what did he see?”

“He saw a man—and his moth-
er on the floor where she had
fallen. How should he notice what
the man was like? He ran to his
mother, she did not speak—this
is what he told us. you under-
stand—he became afraid, he cried
out, someone came in—"

“I thought you said the house
was empty.”

“Perhaps he had left the door
open. Then the landlady appeared,
she called the police, they were
there when I arrived, and the
people round the gate, talking and
peinting. That window, they said.
And the police were questioning
Rudi. You say you heard them
speaking: did you recognize the
man’s voice? Did you hear her
call him a name? Think before
you answer. As if a child could
tell them.”

“And you have no suspicions
yourself?”

THE QUIET MAN

“I am out all day, my wife is
lonely.  perhaps  she  makes
friends—"

“Chaps you dont know?"

“Perhaps. The landlady, she said
to the police that it was no one
special; she spoke as though my
wife—but then she is old, ugly,
a Miss, she is jealous.”

“Okay, okay,” said the doctor.
“What it amounts to is the land-
lady couldn’t suggest anyone ei-
ther.”

“Sir,” Mr. Koenig pleaded, “they
will not believe all she says?—the
police, I mean. I am not used to
having this sort of woman in my
house, she said.” Suddenly his
voice had changed in a manner
that startled them. Now it was
the long-toothed envious landlady
trying to disgrace a young wom-
an with beauty and charm, quali-
ties the landlady had never pos-
sessed.

The doctor said testily, “Did
that girl of yours phone for the
ambulance?”

“Yes, Doctor,” said the girl
pertly. “They haven't had time to
get here yet.”

“Building one perhaps.” the doc-
tor said. He was thinking how
rum it was that the ligtle color-
less chaps so often picked the win-
ners. Hard to blame a spirited
young woman, left on her own
all day, if she developed a rov-
ing glance. There was a name
for them—jemmes [atales—the
trouble was that the fatal bit hap-
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pened only too often to the wom-
en themselves. Fidelity might be
a boring virtue, but it made for
security. He wondered how much
the boy had really seen. It was
a good thing they were going
overseas—new  surroundings, a
new family, might help to blot
out the horror.

“Take care,” said Miss March
suddenly. “He's coming round.”

At the same moment there was
the sound of bells from the street
and the ambulance swept up and
round the corner, to stop at the
pharmacist’s side door where it
wouldn't obstruct the traffic.

“Sir, you will not take him
away?” Mr. Koenig was instant-
ly agitated.

“Now, use your head,” the doc-
tor urged. “You've nowhere to
take him—where's your luggage,
by the way?”

“One bag I have left at the
station. 1 have promised the land-
lady to call for the rest.”

“Where are you proposing to
spend the night?”

“Perhaps I could get into a
hostel.”

“You certainly can't take the
boy there. He'll be much better
off with us. Think what the next
few days are going to he like.
There’s going to be an inquest.
He can't attend that!”

“You do not think the po-
lice—"

“Stuff and nonsense!” said the
anonymous man suddenly. “A boy
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of that age couldn’t give evidence
that any responsible jury would
accept. You can make a child of
that age say almost anything, if
you persist .long enough and
frighten him enough.”

“You don't do the police jus-
tice,” exclaimed Miss March, pink
with indignation. “They're not
brutes. They have a very difficult
job.” She never believed they got
their full credit from the public,
who treated them as if they were
another branch of the Health Ser-
vice.

“They'll get their reward in
heaven,” said the doctor callous-
ly. “I's not only the police, though
I can’t promise, even in the hos-
pital, to bar them. It would take
the Lord Himself to do that, and

.He'd have His work cut out. But

there’s the public, the press, the
photographers, the sightseers, all
the noscy Parkers; no, you let us
have him for a few days, and
you'll have free access, ] promise
you. And see if you can’t hurry
up that journey to America. What
made you go to the doctor?” he
added.

“It was the boy, he was acting
so strange. And then—I needed
some advice, and we are still
strangers—she told me to see Mr.
Thurlow. I could not leave Lauri
in that place.”

His hearers presumed he meant
the morgue. It was unthinkable
that the landlady would have al-
lowed the body to remain on her



160

premises, even if the police had
agreed.

“We'll look after all that for
you,” said Thurlow, looking
slightly embarrassed.

The ambulance men came in,
looking about them curiously.
“This the passenger?” they asked,
seeming to find it difficult to dis-
tinguish between the rival claims
of the boy and his father. Rudi
had recovered sufficiently to sit
up and take stock of his sur-
roundings.

“Papa!”

“Yes, Rudi. There is nothing
to fear. This gentleman is a doc-
tor—he will take you to the hos-
pital, just for a little—"

“The hospital?” The child
shrank back, as though he equat-
ed a hospital with a concentra-
tion camp. But surely he was too
young for that expression to have
any meaning for him.

“They will care for you while
Papa is so busy—it will only be
for a short time.”

“You will come back, Papa?
You will come back?”

“Of course hell come back,”
said the doctor. “He’s got to make
arrangements about going to
America, you know. You hadn't
forgotten that you are going to
America?”

THE QUIET MAN

“No. But Mama—"

“Not Mama. You know that,
don’t you?”

“The police—" the child began,
his eyes imploring.

“He will not allow the police
to ask you any more questions,”
promised Mr. Koenig. “Now,
Rudi, you will be a good boy—
remember that nothing can hap-
pen to harm a good child." The
anonymous man—who perhaps re-
membered the ovens at Ausch-
witz, snorted audibly, then skill-
fully, if a few seconds late, turned
the sound into a tremendous
trumpeting into his handkerchief.
“Evil does not happen to the
good,” the father pleaded. He
seemed half desperate, almost as
if he didn't know what he was
saying—and no wonder, thought
Miss March.

The ambulance drivers waited
a bit impatiently; there would be
other calls, other accidents.

“Papa,” said the little boy, and
his eyes were wide, the lashes
raying out on his pale cheeks.

“Mama was not wicked, was
she?”

“Of course not. Rudi, that is
a thing you must never say.”

“Then, Papa,” the child whis-
pered, “if she was not wicked, why

did you kill her?”

‘O
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