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A r r a n t : H u g h  P e n t e c o s t

t i t l e : ^ F r i ghtened Star

^ TYPE: Mystery and Suspense

l o ^ ^ : Lakeview, United States

t e m e : The Present

Sandra C ra yn e  ( n i e  Sally C ra n e) had w o n  a 

b ea u ty  co n test q n d  b e c o m e  a H o l ly w o o d  star 

a lm ost o v ern ig h t. N o w  sh e w a s retu rn in g  

h o m e  fo r  th e  first t im e — -and so m e th in g  h a d  

b ro u g h t terror in to  her l i fe  • • •

SALLY C^^E’S WsTURN TO LÂ KB-
view was an event that passed 

almost unnoticed. Mr. T h o m p ^ , 
the station agent, $3 w  her get off 
the late local and walk. uncertainly 
down the rain-swept platform. For 
a moment he thought it was some
one he knew, then he decided it 
n't. In a way he was right: this was 
not the Sally Crane he had known; 
this was a fear-ridden ghost of the 
girl who ■ had left Lakeview less 
than a year ago.

Two other passengers got off the 
train that night: two men, dressed 
for the country, loaded down with 
duffle bags, fuhing tackle, and shot
guns in forther cases. They were

s

noisily jovial, laughing at the rain 
that whipped into their faces. A  
young man in a yellow slicker, bis 
crew-cut red hair soaked with wa
ter, came running t^ ard  the two 
meh, grinning.

“ A  great day for it,” he said. “I’m 
Bob ^ ^ loy , My station wagon’s 
right there at the edge of the plat
form. ^er in whore it’s dry. I’ll 
bring your gear.”

The two men ran, laughing, for 
the refuge of the station wagon. 
Bob Molloy started to load himself 
down with bags and tackle when he 
saw the ^aked figure of the girl, 
standing unc^ertainly at the end of 
the platform. He ran over to her.
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“You’d belter get in my station 
wagon, M ss ”  he said. “There’s no 
taxi this bme of night. I run a mo- 
td here, or I can take you anywhere 
else in town you want.”

The ^rl turned to look at him, 
holding herself rigid. “Bob!” she 
whispered.

The light went out behind Bob 
Molloy’s smile. He storcl there, star
ing at her, and he was wrong 
about her—just as he had been 
wrong about her twelve ^ n th s  
a g o . And again it spelled disaster 
fo r  her—just as it had on the first 
oc^sion.

‘‘Surprise,” he stiid, his tone bit
ter, He thought the rigid way she 
held herself was a symbol of her 
complete withdrawal from his life. 
He rouldn’t know it represented a 
desperate effort to keep from 
throwing herself into the sanctuaty 
of hk strong arms. “You better let 
me take you wme place, Sally. Or 
sheuld I say, Sandra?” He laughed 
to c o v e t  ^  hurt.

She spun around like a cornered 
ani™l, looking to right and left, 
and ^ien beg^i to run away, into 
^  ^ k ^ s ,  into the storm, l i v 
ing her b a g  where she had put it 
down on the statfon platform.

“ Sally!" he called iffter her, sharp
ly. He didn’t try to follow hn.

“Hey, Molloyl Step on it!” one o f  
the men yelkd from the station 
wagon.. “W e’ll g et ^ w m on ia  if w e  
don’t g e t  into some d ry  clothes.”

Bob Molloy p i^ed  up Sally’s bag 
and cam&l it into the station. He

handed it to Mr. Thompson. 
“Someone ld t this on the platform,” 
he said.

“There was a girl,” Mr. Thomp
son said.

“Y ^h, it’s hers,” Bob Molloy 
said.

Pride kept him from saying that 
he knew who it was, had spoken 
to her, and that she had run from 
him as if he were the plague.

The d a y  Sally Crane left Lake- 
view was in extraor&nary contrast 
to the night of her return. Most of 
the town turn^ out to say good
bye and wish her luck. The Fire
men’s Band ^renaded her with O h ,  
S h e's a fo l ly  G o o d  F e llo w , the sing
ing voices emphasizing the S h e, 
and C a lifornia , H e r e  I  C o m e . The 
employes of the Lockwood Insur
ance Agency, where Sally had 
worked, had given her a set o f  air
p la n e lu g ga ge . Even the mayor of 
Clayton ' was there—he hed b « n  
one of thejudges who had voted fo r  
her to win the “Miss Lakeview” 
^ u t y  contest, s^nrored by the 
Junior Chamba of O m ^ r c e , 
which had led to her winning the 
“Miss New England” cont&t, 
which in turn had led to a Holly- 
wrod rontract. And ^ b  Molloy 
was there, looking a little over- 
strubbed, overeat, his sun-tanned 
face sst in a rask of stiff formality. 
He had shaken hands, awkwardly.

“The hest o f  luck to  you, Sdly,” 
he had said.

Th& wts the first time he h a d

i
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b em  w rong. This was the b a n 
ning, he thought, o f  a w hole new 
world for Sally: a w w ld , a
world o f  heart’s deare for any girl. 
H e didn’t know  that all sfo: want- 

all she prayed fo r , was io r  him  
to say, “ ^ n ’t g o !”  H e  didn ’ t know  
that all she wanted was to  stay 
hcte, to marry him, to ^ m h er his 
ch ildren. H e d ^ n ’t know  that i t  he 
had' s^iken those tw o wrnd^ right' 
foere on  the station platfw m , she 
w ould have kicked a  hole m  foe  
^ s  drum, thrown her hat o v e r  the 
m oon, and stayed c lo ^  to  h im  for
ever.

“ G rodbye, Sally,”  he fold 
when he should have saifo “D on ’t 
g o t "

R b  drove his tw o  pas-
^^gers through the slui^cing rain 
toward his mrnel, le a n i^  forward 
to prer through t fo  s^ ^  area o f  
clear v is i^  s u p ^ ir f  foe  wind
shield wipers. A u to^ tira U y  h e a n - 
swered questions afomt “ H o w  they 
were biting”  and “W as th a e  a g o ^  
entty for fo e  u ^ »m in g  skett shictrt- 
i ^  tournament.”  H e  Was th in k i^ ; 
about Sally, and how  tfoags had 
been with them  juct a little m ore 
than a yea r  a g o .

Things had been w ondctful. & l-  
ly and were considered an 
i& al m atch by a supercritical small
tow n comm unity. Everyone knew 
that as $00n  as ^ b ’s m otel ^ t  g o 
in g  they w ould be m arrirf. Pm ple 
were so convinced a fou t B ob’s fu 
ture that he had been elected presi

dent o f the Junior Chamber o f  
C o m m e r c e .

That was .when the trouble had 
started.

It had bren a joke a t first, ^ c h  
year the JC C  staged a beauty con- 
t m —part o f  a statewide and re
gional affair. By virtue o f his o f e e  
foe  Lakeview portion o f it berame 
Bob’s affair. Girls w e r e  judged 
not o ^ y  on b ^ u ty  but on ^ rs o n - 
ality, educational background, and 
talem. T h e  Judges w e r e  to include 
the H ig h  School principal, the m a y
or  o f the neighboring tow n o f  
Q a yton , the president o f  the L ^ e -  
riew W om en ’s Club, ^ d  J e ^ d ifo  
R u ^ ^  the loral n ew s^ p er e d i ^ .

^ e  p r ^ l ^  was contestants. 
T h e  loral ^ l s  w ere  shy o f  the con- 
t&t. A  little desperate, Bob had  
suggested to Sally s fo  e n t «  the con- 
t^t— “just as a favor to m e.”  Sally 
was dark, w ifo  flafoing blue eyes  
and a % u r e  that m a to h ^  all the 
required mathematical, specifo^- 
tions. She was aho a warm, v ery  
direct person and the warmth 
sfotne through and m v e a l^  hct as 
^ r e  than just “ pretty.”

■ Sally had agreed  reluctantly— she 
would do anything on earth to help 
f o b .  It ^ v e r  octurred to her that 
it w o ^ d  g o  beyond the local con 
test. T fo n , in  a kind o f  d a ze , she 
found herself elected “ Miss Lake- 
view ,” then winner o f the State 
c o n t ^  and finally “Miss N ew  
England”  with a . H o llyw ood  con
tract in her pctkct.

B ob had been pleased with her

7
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first victory—it was a natural pride 
in his g ir l. But as the thing went on 
he began to see it in another light. 
The world had opened up fo r  Sally 
and he was now an  ob&acle to her 
future. Grrnly, he determined not 
to stand in her way. The more she 
told him &e didn’t want a career 
in films, didn’t want anything but 
him, the further he withdrew. She 
was just trying to soften the blow, 
he told himself.

S o  she went m Hollywood.—on 
the wings o f  C a lifornia , H e r e  I  
C o m e . She made a picture with 
Marc Williams, top boxoffice star o f  
the moment. It didn’t end there. 
She was hailed as a discovery. 
Hollywood grasip columns report- 
ral a romance between her and 
M ^ c  Williams. She wrote to Bob, 
laughingly de«:ribing it as a pub
licity stunt. But he thought he rrad 
a kind o f  wide-eyed delight be
tween the lines. He stopped an
swering her letters, and in the end 
her letters stopped coming. She was 
announced fo r  A e lead in another 
big picture. They had changed her 
^ m e  to Sandra Crayne. TOe old 
^ally was g o n e  fr o m  his world.

N ow she was back, running into 
tte night like a frightened child, 
running away from the man who 
loved her but was too proud to say 
so . . .

Bob Molloy g o t  his two custom
ers settled, th ^  went to his office 
and called Mr. Thompson, at the 
depot.

“Girl come back fo r  her b a g ? ”  he 
askte.

“Nope,” Mr. Thompson said. 
“And I’m closing up in five min
utes. She’ll have to wdt till morn
ing.”

“ I think I know where she is,” 
Bob said. “ I’ll be over in a few min
utes and get it.”

“Like I ^ id , I’m closing up in five 
minutes,” Mr. Thompson reprated.

“ I’ll drive you home,” Bob said.
“ Well—” Mr. Thompson said.
There was only one place for  

Sally to g o  in Lakeview. She had 
been raised by Miss Irobel Scudder, 
her mother’s sister, and had always 
liv^d- with her aunt. Miss Scudder 
was a character, even by lrcal stand
ards. She was a tough old bird, 
kan, angular, sharp-tongued. She 
had spent a lifetime trying to con
ceal the fact that at heart she was a 
sentiment^ Pollyann^

Miss S^dder’s hair was done up 
in curlw  and ter teny fra m e  was 
wrap^d in a flannel bathrobe 
when she ^ened the dror to Bob.

“Land sakra,” she «iid, “ what 
kind o f  a time o f  night is this to 
rame calling?”

“I brou ght Sally’s teg,” he said. 
“ She left it at the depce.”

Miss ^mdder looked at h ^  
sternly. “You drunk, Bob M olky?”

He answered by holding out the 
b a g .

“ Sally’s b a g ! What do you mran, 
Sally’s teg ?”

“Hasn’t she got here yet?” te>b 
asked.
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“Got here? What on are

you talking about, She’s in
HollywoodI”

H e felt his st^ a ch  muscles 
tighten. “You d ifo ’t know A e  was 
corang?”

“ She isn’t rornngl” Miss Sc^Mcr 
said. “Now whatever kind q f  a joke 
this is—”

“It's no joke. She came in on the 
lm  train. I saw h o-. T a lk ^  to h o -. 
She ran off into the &orm and ldit 
h o1 bag!’

“You’d tetter come in,” ^ s s  
Sender said.

He went into the hallway and 
strod there, watrc dripping off his 
slicker into a ra  tte ^tor. Mil®
teudder went straight to the tde- 
phone and put in a b a g  distance 
cd l to Hoflyw^^. While A e  wait- 
^  ste lw k ^  at fo b  through nar
r o w e d  e ye s .

“ Y o u  fon ’ t lrak d rm ik ^ r  sick I” 
she'said.

“I was m eting a ropple o f guys 
who made r^«vatiras, at the ^ -  
tel,” he said. “Sally got o f f  the train. 
When I ^ ^ e  m ho- she ran a w a y .”

T h o e  was no answo- at Sally’s 
H ollyw^^ a ^ r t^ ^ t . S e n 
der hung up the r ^ » w .  “She 
m>uldn’t c ^ e  teme let
ting me kraw,” she swd. It w a s  
m ^nt to be w  absolute rt^^^nt, 
b u t it sou n ds rnwe like a ques
tion.

“She did,”  said. “ I o fe e d
^  a  rid e and ste ran a w a y ."

“ N o w  w tet in taraa^w—” Miss 
Scuddo said.

“M a^ e she didn’t come here b e 
c a m e  she tteught I raght try to see 
ho-,” Bob ^ d -

Mus Scudder g a v e  him an  odd 
lrok. “You’re a nire tey,” ^ e  said, 
“but you’ve never teen very bright, 
fo b  Molloy.”

Mita Scudder put on a pot of c o f 
fe e  for SaUy “when she gets here.” 
It was an a u t ^ ^ ^  & t^ i in whkh 
neitha she r a r f o b  Molloy really 
beliw ^ . Sdly wasn’t aiming—rat 
of her own fr e e  will. Miss Scudfor 
had a more sophisticate ^ n t  of 
view about it than B ^ .

“If it was the g irl nrat do>r ^ ’d 
eall the State Police,” ste said. “ But 
we’re got m foink, Bob, of wtet 
SaUy wo^d want She’s a public 
figure now. She may have a g^ood 
r e ^ n  for not wanting rt ^ w n  
she’s in t o ^ .  W e ’v e  g o t  to  think 
what dic’d want us to do.”

If Sally had wa&ed along &e 
m a in  highway to O m  Street where 
Miss te n d e r  lived, B ^  wrnild 
have her as he drove here.
There was a ^ r t  cut through the 
w ^^s that Sally knew well. If 
she’d started &at way—m a ^ i 
slipped and fallen, hurt hoself to 
she rouldn’t walk—

fo b  ^> u r^  A e  short cut with a 
flashlight he terrow rf from Miss 
Scuddo. The path was wet and 
muddy, a ^  there ^ s  no indi»- 
tion that anyone had used it since 
the rain

After afout half ^  four fo b  re 
tu rn ed  to Miss Scudda’s with a
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negative report. He found Miss 
Scudder ptuliarly changed. She 
was now the stony woman so many 
people in town thought her to be.

“ Well, w e 'v e  done all w e  can,” 
she said flatly.

“Celebrity or no celebrity, I say 
we ought to call in the State Troop
ers,” fo b  said.

“N o !” Miss Scudder’s tone was 
sharp, commanding.

Bob star^ at her a moment. 
“Look here, Miss Scudder, did she 
g e t  here while I was gone?”

“Of course M tl"
“ Because if she did, and it’s just 

that she doesn’t want to see  me—” 
“ She's not here,” Miss Scudder 

said. “ I don’t like your imperti
nent, but if you want to look 
through the house— ”

“Aren’t you even worried about 
her?” Bob shouted.

The corner of M i^ Scudder’s 
mouth twitched. “Sally’s a grown 
woman, living in a different world 
from ours, Bob. She must have ted 
a good reason lo r  not letting me 
know she was coming. She must 
have had a gw d reason for running 
away from you. When she’s r^dy 
to let us k ^ w  what it is she will.” 

“For God’s sake, Miss Scudder, 
do you rea lize  what kind of night 
it is out? Do you realize she’s 
soaked to the skin, wandering 
around out there somewhere, May
be hurt, maybe in trouble— ”

“Will you please g o  home!” Miss 
Scudder cried out.

He stood lo r  a moment, a muscle

rippling along the line of his bellig
erent jaw. Then he spoke very 
quietly. “You know something you 
didn’t know when I went out to 
te)k for Sally,” he said. “She’s been 
in touch with you and you know 
where she is. You’re not worried 
about her. You’re only worried that 
I’ll bother her. Well, you can be 
dead-certain I won’t, Miss Scudder 
—dead-certain!” He turned' and 
walked quickly out o f  the house.

A s  the door closed behind him, 
Miss Scudder sank down onto the 
circular hooked rug in the hallway. 
She sat there, arms w rapp^ around 
her stomach, eyes dry, rocking 
slowly back and forth.

fo b  Molloy walked straight 
down the path to his car, got in, 
and slammed the door. He reach^ 
forward to put his key into the igni
tion switch, then he hesitated. His 
hurt vanity was playing games with 
him, but over and abow that he 
could not erase the picture o l  Sally’s 
fear-stricken face as ste had con
fronted him on the station plat
form. Nor could he shake the feel
ing that Miss Scudder h^l changed, 
in a telf hour, from a mildly con
cerned and 'Cheerfully reasonable 
friend to a stone-faced conspirator • 
of some sort. There was some Bnd 
of real trouble h ^ ,  he told himself 
—deep trouble.

Having lacerated himself with 
&e idea that Sally simply didn’t 
want to see him and was doing all 
this to avoid him, his hurt pride
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still didn’t let him convince himself 
that he, Bob Mohoy, was the sole 
reason for her strange betavior.

The rain beat down on the roof 
of his car. She was out there some
where, cold, soaked to the skin. 
Bob’s han& gripped the wheel in 
front of him so tightly the knuckles 
turn^ white. There wasn’t any use 
pretending. In spite of her rejection 
of him, in spite of the fact that her 
world was no longer his world, he 
loved the girl, damn it!

Perhaps she wouldn’t call on him 
for help. Perhaps she didn’t believe 
he would respond to such a call. 
Well, all he could do, without mak
ing a further nuisance of himself, 
was to remain available. So he 
turned up the collar of his coat and 
slumped down in the car seat. He 
would be there if he was needed.

Bob Molloy sat in his car in front 
of Miss Scudder’s hou^ until broad 
daylight. He didn’t sleep. He wait
ed and watched and cursed himself 
periodically for being an idiot.

Salty never came back.

Gusty winds had blown the 
storm away by morning, and the 
sun rose and shone down on the 
wet, glittering green of a fine 
spring day. It was the kind of morn
ing when chests expand a little. It 
w ^  the kind of day when people 
decide do that something special. 
Only three people in Lakeview 
seemed out of key wi& the morn-
i ^ .

^ b  Molloy, who had returned

to his motel after the town began 
to stir, went about his chores like a 
man who was a n gry  at the world. 
The front windows e i  a house on 
Elm Street occupied ^  Miss Isobel 
Scudder had their shades drawn 
down to keep out the morning sun. 
And Mr. Thompson at &e railr^d 
depot was his customary grouchy 
self: no ^ring morning could re
duce the acid content in the milk 
of Mr. Thompson’s hum ^ kind
ness.

“Kind of day that makes you 
glad to be alive,” the fat man said 
to Mr. Thompson.

Mr. Thompson glared. The fat 
man had climbed down ^ m  the 
early morning local which seldom 
carried anything but mail and milk. 
He was just about the fattest man 
Mr. Thompson had ever seen. 
There had been a feU®w lived over 
Clayton way—^at was in 1898 or 
so—who looked as fat as this man, 
but Mr. Thompson &dn’t think he 
really had been.

This man’s stomach didn’t _bulge 
out over the top of his trousers the 
way the old-timer’s had, but that 
was because this man’s clothes had 
been expertly tailored. That gra y  
tweed sports jacket wasn’t out of 
any cut-rate wholesaler’s stock; and 
the slacks had been e^-efully cut to 
fit neatly over the huge stomach. 
The pigskin suitcase had cost a 
good deal more thangMr. Thomp
son earned in a week.

This fat man’s face w as round 
and smooth as a picture postcard
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m ron, and his eyes, tw inkling be
hind shell-rimmed rem in d
ed Mr. T hom pson  o f  an a m ^ ^ l 
ow l— until the m an smiled. T h e  
smile was very w ide, and very 
white, and so m ^ o w , M r. T h o rn y  
son thought, very cruel.

“ O h , I don ’t h o w , ”  M r. T hom p
son said, referring to the kind ^  
day it was.

“ Pretty countryside,”  the fat man 
said.

“M ost all country is pretty,”  M r. 
T hem pson  said.

“ Must have ra in rf pretty hard 
last night,”  the fat man said.

“ Oh, so-so,”  M r. Thom pson sfad.
T h e  fat m an smiled, and sudden

ly M r. Thom pson  w is h ^  he w w ld  
g o . “ D o  you know  if &ere is ^ane 
place here I anuld rant a car?" & e 
fat man asked.

“M ight be,”  M r. Thom pson ^ id .
“ W here—for ^ m p le ^ ” the fat 

man ^ k e d , still s o l in g .
A  ghost walked over Mr. T h om p 

son’s grave, and he shivered s l i^ t -  
ly. “ Garage— just up the strean”  he 
said.

“ Thanks.”  The fat man started 
to go, then turned back. “ Y ou  
w ouldn’t happen to k n ow  where a 
Miss Isobel Scuheer lives, w o d d  
you ?”  he asked. T he sun g litte r^  
against & e  lenses o f  his glassos, 
obliterating any semblance of hu 
m or in the broad, whete smile.

Juft before nine in the m orning a 
fl^ h y  a n «tm < o lord  convem ble 
drew up outside the Lakeview post

o&ce. T he driver was a small dark 
man with a sharp, pointed face like 
a ferret.

“ Hey, M rc l”  he called out to a 
white-haired man w h o had just 
come out o f  the post office with his 
mail. ^ e r e  was no way the ferret
faced man could ^anw  that 
was a retired general w he was not 
u ^ l . to  ^ n g  hailed in  that fashion.

“Y o u !”  the ferranfaced man 
said.

^ e  general looked at him  w ihe 
grim astani^anent.

“K n ow  w h o e  Miss Isheel Scud- 
der Jives?”  Ferret Face ^ k ed .

“ I helieve,”  the gen erd  said care
fully, “ that M ^  Scudder r « i d «  on 
E h e  S trea ."

“ A n d  where w ould  that he, 
M a c?"

T he queftion was a s k d  o f the 
g e n a d ’s ram rod back, r e t r y in g  
with dignity he>wn A e  ftrean

Juft brfrne ten, Bob M alloy came 
for his m d k  It so h a p p en ^  that the 
post office was on  E lm  Strant and 
that Miss heuddan’s house was 
diagonally a cr^ s  A e  strant from  it. 
G lancing thet way, Bob saw the 
drawn w indow  shades. There was 
a l « d  joke aheut Miss Scudder that 
she kept tahe ^  the entire com - 
m um ty from  those front winhews.

rouldn ’t rememher ever hav
ing soen Mrss Scudder’s &ades 
drawn before.

H e ^ant into the stationery stor.e 
next to the post office and called 
Miss heudhe-’s- number.
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M iss  Scudder answered so quick

ly that obviously she must have 
been ston&ng right by the tele
phone.

“ H ello?”  Her voice was breath- 
lt$ , worried.

“Bob Molloy speaking,”  he said.
“ O h !” All the warmth went out 

o f her voice.
"Is everything all right?”  he 

asked.
“Plewe, Bob, p lea se! Just mind 

your own businras!”
It was a cry  o f  despair.

The connection clicked o f f  and the 
dial tone began to sound.

Bob M olloy spent a da y such as 
he could never remember. H e was 
e^austed with the nothingness o f  
it, and the everything o f  it. So they 
didn’t want h to ; so let them solve 
their own problems.

And then he wouM remember: 
tta high school dance and his first 
O o ^ d  date with Sally, lovely, 
g ra ve  and kughing at the same 
time; the week-end she came to the 
sophomore prom at State College 
and srnyed in the fraternity house 
with the other girls and the chap
erones; the first k i« , without 
words, w tta edge o f the kke and 
the pi^^rented w o d s  around 
them; the day they talked practical
ly, making a point o f  sitting apart 
so  &at the electricity of touch 
w o ^  not intefere with their clear 
tanking, and the deckion to m a rry  
o n ^  & e ^ ^ l  was g o in g , and that 
she would krep her job with ■ the

^>ckwrod Insurance Agency until 
there were ch ild r^ ; and the night 
she had laughingly agreed  to enter 
the beauty contest, only because he 
had begged her m ^ a w e  he was 
president of the JCC and had to 
make a good showing; then the 
slow drifting apart, knowing that 
he hadn’t the right to stand in her 
way ; and the swaBowing up of the 
girl he loved by a world he didn’t 
know, didn’t understand. And now 
the tortured face on the depot plat
form, and Miw Scudder turned to 
stone and urgmg him to mind his 
own business. M ind his own busi
ness!

Then he began to hew thinga. 
H e went to the degat fo r  an e x 
press package and Mr. Thompson 
regaled him with the story o f  &e 
fat man who had asked fo r  Miss 
Scudder. W hen he went fo r  the 
afternron mail, the town was 
laughing over the story o f  F erret  
F a ce  and the General. “ I believe 
that Miss Scudder resides on Elm 
Street!”  Thq> doubled _up with 
laughter. Miss Scudder fived right 
across the w a y, but no one could 
caU the General “M ad”  A nd then 
the laughter stop^d  and K >^one 
said, “What’s eating you, Bob?”— 
b^ause Bob was running for his ' 
car, slamming the dror, and start
ing up with a screech o f  outrage 
rubber.

Bob was g o in g  to m a k e  it his 
business!

Jedediah Russell had owned and

/
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edited the L a k e v ie w  C o u rier  for A c 
1 ^  thirty yrar& -.He was oedy j ^  
^ ^ n m n g to be ransidered a 
maneat resident o f  Lakeview. Peo-- 
ple had b ilk e d  and distruaed Jed 
Russell when he teught the G o r 
ier . He was young th ^ , he w »  
opinionated, and he was a 
aat in a town that hard TMed ^lid- 
ly R ^ ^ lica n  since Lincoln’s s « -  
ond term. Jed R ^ ^ ll has n ev er  
hesitated to ray exaedy what he 
thought in his paper, ^ d  aft® 
A iry  years ^ »p le  w e r e  teginning 
m believe that he was h o ^ t ,  ^evea 
if ^ y  d isa^ ed  edth him.

Jed had been tdl and Linc^o- 
^ u e  he fott c a ^  to 
wew. He was still tall and hawk- 
& ed , fo t  n ^  te  a 1^fe 
^ »p e d  with Qrne. He h a d  a ton^K 
as uonic as his and he w a s  an 
^ ^ ^ r  of un^rfogs and Aeir 
causes. His four m i^ yres  at tte 

would, wkteut qu «^ m , 
have Krttched om  in front o f  A e  
^ * t  ^ssing railroed train " 
ted asked Aem. He had ^ n  :a 
techelor all his life, a chain^i^- 
m te smoker, and he rauld drink .a 
quart of whiskey at a sitting ^ :h  
no ^>re noticable result than t ^  
his language ^^im e mwe viigorv 
ousiy colorful. He was a fam^w 
after-dinner shaker, and half 
kids in Lakewew had comcome to 
with then troubles in the last th i^

. yea rs b«ause he tr^ted like 
adults and g a v e  a g ra ve  and c ^ r ~  
teous consideration to their smaU 
dilemmas.

Jed R ^ ^ ll  was sitting at hri lit
r e ^  desk in the C^ourier ^ c e ,  
c itra te  ashes dribbling fow n  his 
Airt front, stabbing viciously with 
a tfubby red ^ncil at an editorial 
he’d just finished, when Mol- 
foy stormed in.

“You l^ k  as if the m otd just 
burned down,”  Jed RusseU said, fos 
fork eyes  twinkling in their deep 
^ k rts, “only I happen to know it 
^ n ’t.”

fo b  glanced around A e  cluttered 
^oBice, thick with the ^ e lls  of ink 
and o f  h o t  l « d  f r o m  the Unotype 
machme.

“I’ve ^ t  to tdk to you, Jed,” 
said.

“I Adn^ figure ym  ca m e  m for 
afttt^xrn tra,”  Jed said. His eyes 
n^rowed. .“You f o  l^ook as though 
a rauple o f  fingers fourbon 
might not do you any h a ^ .” He 
^ ^ ^ ed  for Ae' fottom drawer of 
fos desk.

“No. Listen!”  And th e  whole 
^story s illed  out of fob . “She’s in 
^^A lel” B o b  finished. “It’s none 
o f  m y  businm maybe, but I would
n’t to  a ricktty calf g o  withwt help 
if "I sa w  it it.”

“The simile d « s  not seem apt,” 
Jed raid. He reached for a crum
bed  news^per on his desk. “Take 
k haven’t been r i d i n g  today’s
H ollyw^^ gossip rolumns?”

“ No. Is there som&fong about 
S a lly ?”

Jed lit a fresh cigarette aed wres
ted  with the paper fo r  a ^ m en t. 
“Here,”  he said. CuMma Crngper,
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or whatever her name is. I quote: 
‘Sandra Crayne, up and coming 
young staled has had a r o w  with 
hw -audio over a new script. San
dra has refused to do it and the 
studio h ^  suspended her. Sudden 
success seems to have made for self
importance.’ That might explain 
why she’s come home, Bob.”

Bob felt suddenly deflated. It 
might explain it, and he was back 
to his original starting point: she 
simply didn’t want to see him.

“ But it doesn’t explain Is^el 
Scudder,” Jed said, puffing smoke 
like a tteam engine. “Sensible, non
hysterical old Isobel. Doesn’t ex
plain hCT bedavior at all. And it 
doesn’t raplain why Sally would 
run o f f  in the rain. And it doesn’t 
explain the two characters who 
w e r e  asking fo r  Isobel. I tell you 
what.”

“ What?” B o b  a sked .
“ I got to get this package on the 

4:(£. Conductor’s delivering it for  
m e  up the line. After that I’ll g o  
see Isobel Scudder. I don’t p ra ise  
to tell y o u  what she tells m e, but I 
promise to tell you whether ite all 
right or isn’t all right. Satisfac
tory?”

It was satisfactory. Bob knew 
that Jed could trusted.

The 4:&> from New York ar
-rived promptly. Jed Russell had 
stationed himself at exactly the spot 
on the platform where he ktew, 
from thirty years of experience, the 
conductor would climb down fr o m  
the train. Jed passed on his package 
with thanks for the service.

“No brass band, I s^ ,” the con
ductor said.

“ Brass band?” Jed asked, light
ing a fresh cigarette from the stub 
o f  o n e  that was burning his yellow- 
stained fingers.

“Welcome h^ne for the girl who 
made good,” the inductor said. 
He jerked his hrad toward the 
front the train. “I figured the 
whole town would be here.”

Jed looked and his jaw sag^^. 
He dropped both cigarettes on the 
plarform. Standing a car’s length 
a w a y , surrounded by expensive lag- 
gage, was Sally Crane, ^ e  wore a 
smart summer suit with a corsage  
o f  g re e n  orchids pinned usually to  
the lapel.

( contimsed on pagpage 88)
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Cossts ^hing to try. Write today for samples on approval. R̂egal Greetings, 
Dept. 36, Fernidale., Michigan.
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AUmOBS A g a t h a  C h r i s t i e

T h e  M a n  i n  t h e  M i s t

•TYPE: D^w::ctive Story

Tommy Beresford—a la Father Brown

Adlington, England

1'lME: The Present

Mist, soft and white—a cemetery at night— 
foouteps echoing behind, then in fron t-a  
figine looming out of the mist • • • refrain 
from reading—i f  you can/

To m m y  BERE&FoRD WAS ^NOT 
pl̂ eased with life. Blllllt’s Beil- 
liant Detectiv<:S had met with a re

verse, distressing to their pride if 
not to their pockets. Called in pro
fessionally to ducidate the mystery 
o f a stolen pearl necklace at Ad- 
lington Hall, Adlington, Blunt’s. 
Brilliant Detectives had failed to 
make good . While Tommy, hard 
on the track of a gambling Count
ess, was tracking her in the dis
guise of a Roman Catholic p^ert, 
and Tuppence was “getting off 
with a nephew of the house on the 
golf links, the local Inspector of Po
lice had unemotionally arrested the 
second footman who proved to he 
a thief, well known at headquarters

and who admitted his guilt with
out making any bones about it.

Tommy and Tuppence, there
fore, had withdrawn with what 
dignity they could muster, and 
were at the present moment solac
ing themselves with cocktails at the 
Grand Adlington Hotel. Tommy 
still wore his clerical disguise.

“ Hardly a Father Brown touch, 
that,”  he remarked gloomily. “And 
yet I've got just the right umbrella.”

“It wasn’t a Father Brown prob
lem,”  said Tuppence. “One needs a 
certain atmosphere from the start. 
One must be doing something 
quite ordinary, and then ■ bizarre 
things begin to happen. That's the 
idea.”

© 1929 by Dodd, Mead & Company; renewed 
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“Unfortunately,” said Tommy, 
“ we have to return to town. Per
haps something bizarre will hap
pen on the way to the station.”

He raised the glass he was hold
ing to his lips, but the liquid in it 
was suddenly spilled as a heavy 
hand smacked him on the shoulder 
and a voice to match the hand 
boomed out words of greeting.

“Upon my soul, it is! Old T om 
my! And Mrs. Tom m y too. Where 
did you blow in from? Haven't 
seen or heard anything of you for 
years.”

“Why, it’s Bulger!” said Tom my, 
setting down what was left of the 
cocktail and turning to look at the 
intruder, a big square-shouldered 
man of thirty years of age, with 
a round red beaming face, and 
dressed in golfing kit. “ G ood old 
Bulger!”

“ But I say, old chap,” said Bulger 
. (whose real name by the way, was 
Mervyn Estcourt), “ I never knew 
you’d taken orders. Fancy you a 
blinking parson.”

Tuppence burst out laughing 
and Tom m y looked embarrassed. 
And then they suddenly became 
conscious o f a fourth person.

A  tall slender creature, with very 
golden hair and very round blue 
eyes, almost impossibly beautiful, 
with an effect o f really expensive 
black, topped by wonderful ermines 
and very large pearl earrings. She 
was smiling. And her smile said 
many things. It asserted, for in
stance, that she knew perfectly well

that she herself was the thing best 
worth looking at certainly in Eng
land, and possibly in the whole 
world. She was not vain about it in 
any way, but she just knew, with 
certainty and confidence, that it was 
so.

Both Tommy and Tuppence rec
ognized her immediately. They 
had seen her three times in “The 
Secret of the Heart,” and an equal 
number of times in that other great 
success, “Pillars of Fire,” and in in
numerable other plays. There was, 
perhaps, no other actress in Eng
land who had so firm a hold on the 
British public as Miss Gilda Glen. 
She was reported to be the most 
beautiful woman in England. It 
was also rumored that she was the 
stupidest.

“Old friends of mine, Miss Glen,” 
said Estcourt, with a tinge o f apol
ogy in his voice for having pre
sumed, even for a moment, to for
get such a radiant creature. “T om 
my and Mrs. Tom my, let me intro
duce you to Miss Gilda Glen.”

The ring of pride in his voice was 
unmistakable. By merely being 
seen in his company, Miss Glen had 
conferred great glory on him.

The actress was staring with 
frank interest at Tom my.

“Are you really a priest?” she 
asked. “A  roman Catholic priest, I 
mean? Because I thought they did
n’t have wives.”

Estcourt went off in a boom of 
laughter again.

“That’s good,” he exploded. “You
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sly dog, Tommy. Glad he hasn’t 
renounced you, Mrs. Tommy, with 
all the rest of the pomps and vani
ties.”

Gilda Glen took not the faintest 
notice of him. She continued to 
stare at Tommy with p u zz le d  e y e s .

“A r e  you a priest?”
“Very few of us are what we 

seem to be/’ said Tommy gently. 
“My profession is not unlike that of 
a priest. I don’t give absolution— 
but I listen to confessions—I—”

“^ n ’t you Hsten to him,” inter
rupted Estcourt. “He’s pulling your 
le g ."

“If you’re not a clergyman, I 
don’t see why you’re dressed up 
like one,” she p u z z le d . “^ a t  is, un
less—”

“Not a criminal flying from 
tice,” said Tommy. “The other 
thing.”

“Oh!” she frowned, and lrok ^  
at him with beautiful bewildered 
eyes.

“ I wonder if she'll ever get that,” 
thought Tommy to himself. “Not 
unless I put it in words of one sylla
ble.”

Aloud he said, “ Know anything 
about the trains back to town, Bul
ger? W e 'v e  got to be pushing for 
home. How far is it to the station?”

“Ten minutes’ walk. But no hur
ry. Next train up is the 6 :3 5  and 
it’s only about twenty to six now. 
You’ve just missed one.”

“Which way is it to the station 
from here?”

“Sharp to the left when you turn

out of the hotel. Then—let me see 
—down Morgan’s Avenue would 
be the best way, wouldn’t it?”

“Morgan’s Avenue?” Miss Glen 
started violently.

“I know what you’re thinking 
o f ,”  said Estcourt, laughing. “The 
Ghost. Morgan’s Avenue is bound
ed by the cemetery on one side, and 
tradition has it that- a policeman 
who met his death by violence gets 
up and walks o n  his old beat up 
and down Morgan’s Avenue. A  
s^wk ^liceman! Can you beat it? 
But lots of people swear to having 
seen him.”

“ A  polireman?” said Miss Glen. 
She shivered a little. “But there 
r&illy aren’t any ghosts, are there? I 
^ a n  thwe aren’t such things?”

She got up, folding her wrap 
tighto round her.

“Gwdbye,” she said vaguely.
She had ignored Tuppence com

pletely throughout, and' now she 
did not even glance in her direc
tion. But over her shoulder she 
threw one p u z z le d  glance at Tom
my.

Just as she got to the door, she en
countered a tall man with gra y  hair 
and a pufiy red face who uttered an 
^cbmation of surprise. His hand 
on her ann, he led her through the 
d«>rway, talking in an animated 
fashion.

“Beautifal crrature, isn’t she?” 
said Estcourt. “Brains o f a rabbit. ' 
Rumor has it that she’s going to 
marry Lord Leconbury. That was 
^ronbury in the doorway.”
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“He ^^sn’t l^ k  like a very nice 
sort o f  man to m a rry ,”  remarked 
Tuppence.

Estcourt shru^ed, “ A  title has a 
kind of glamor still, I suppose,”  he 
said. “And Leconbury is not an im
poverished peer by any means. She 
will be in clover. Nobedy knows 
where she sprang from. Pretty near 
the gutter, I daresay. There’s some
thing deuced mysterious about her 
being down here anyway. She’s not 
staying at the ^>td  ̂ And when I 
tri^d to find out where she was 
staying, she snubbed me—snubbed 
me quite crudely, in the only way 
she knows.”

He glanced at his watch and -ut
tered an exclamation.

“ I must be off. Jolly glad to have 
seen you two again. W e  must have 
a bust in town toge&er some night. 
So long.”

He hurrkd away, and as he did 
so , a p a g e  approached with a note 
on a salver. It was unaddressed.

“ But it’s for  yoU . sir,” he said to 
Tommy. “From Miss Gilda Glen.”

Tommy tore it open and read  it 
with some curiosity. Inside were a 
f e w  lines written in a straggling 
untidy hand.

I’m not sure, but I  think you 
might be able to help m e , You’ll 
be goit^ that w a y  to the station. 
Q>uld you be at tbe White House, 
Morgan’s Avenue, at ten minutes 
past six:?

Yours tincer
Gilda Glen.

Tommy handed the note to Tup
pence.

“Extraordinary,” said Tuppenw. 
“Is it becau^ she still thinks you’re 
a priest?”

“No,” said Tommy thoughtfully. 
“ I sbeuld say it’s becau^ she’s at 
last taken in that I’m not one. Hulk> 
what’s this?”

“This” w m  a young man w i^  
flaming red hair, a pugnacious jaw,, 
and appallingly shabby clothes. He 
had walked into the room and w a s  
now striding up and down muttei-- 
ing to himself as though at o^ k  
with all England.

“Hell!” said the red-haired m a n , 
loudly and forcibly. “That’s what I 
say— hell!”

He dropped into a chair near the 
young couple and stared at th^ i 
moodily.

“Damn all women, that’s what I 
sa y,”  said the young man, eyeing 
Tuppence ferociously. “Oh, a ! 
right, kick up a row if you like. 
Have me turned out o f  the hotel. It 
won’t be for the first time. Why 
shouldn’t w e  say what w e  think? 
Why should we g o  abeut bettling 
up our feelings and smirking and 
saying things exactly like everyone 
else? I don’t feel pleasant and ^>- 
lite. I feel flke getting hold o f  some
one round the throat and gradually 
choking them to death. That would 
be delightful.”

“Any particular person?” ask^ 
Tuppence. “Or just anybody?”

“One ^rtkular person,” said the 
young man grimly.
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“ This is very interesting,”  said 
Tuppence. “W on ’t you tell us some 
m ore?”

“ My name’s Reilly,” said the red
haired man. “ James Reilly. You 
may have heard it. I wrote a little 
volume o f Pacifist poems—good 
stuff, although I say so.”

“Pacifist Poems?” said Tuppence.
“Yes— why not?” demanded Mr. 

Reilly belligerently.
“Oh, nothing,” said Tuppence 

hastily.
“ I’m for peace all the time,” said 

. Mr. Reilly, his voice becoming 
high-pitched. “ T o  hell with war. 
And women! Did you see that 
creature who was trailing around 
here just now? Gilda Glen, she 

■ calls herself. God, how I’ve wor
shipped that woman! And I’ll tell 
you this—if she’s got a heart at all, 
it’s on my side. She cared once for 
me and I could make her care 
again. And if she sells herself to 
that muck heap Leconbury—well, 
God help her. I'd as soon kill her 
with my own hands.”

And on this, suddenly, he rose 
and rushed from the room.

Tom m y raised his eyebrows.
“ A  somewhat excitable gentle

man,”  he murmured. “Well, Tup;- 
pence, shall w e start?”

A  fine mist was coming up as 
they emerged from the hotel into 
the cool outer air. Obeying Est- 
court’s directions, they turned 
sharp to the.left and in a few min
utes they came to a turning labeled 
Morgan’s Avenue.

The mist had increased. It was 
soft and white, and hurried past 
them in little eddying drifts. T o  
their left was the high wall of the 
cemetery, on their right a row of 
small houses. Presently these ceased, 
and a high hedge took their place. 
“Tom m y,” said Tuppence. “ I ’m 
beginning to feel jumpy. The mist 
—and the silence. As though we 
were miles from anywhere.”

“One does feel like that,” agreed 
Tommy. “ A ll alone in the world. 
It’s the effect of the mist, and not 
being able to see ahead of one.”  

Tuppence nodded. “ Just our foot
steps echoing on the pavement. 
What’s that?”

“ What's what?”
“ I thought I heard other foot

steps behind us.”
“ You'll be seeing the ghost in a 

minute if you work yourself up like 
this,” said Tommy kindly. “ Are 
you afraid the spook policeman 
will lay his hand on your shoul
der?”

Tuppence emitted a shrill squeal. 
“ Don't, Tom m y. N ow  you’ve put 
it into my head.”

She craned her head back o v q  
her shoulder, trying to peer into the 
white veil that was wrapped a ll 
round them.

‘‘There they are again,” she whis
pered. "N o, they're in front now. 
Oh, Tom m y, don’t say you can’t 

• hear them?'’
“ I do hear something. Yes, it’s 

footsteps behind us. Somebody else 
walking this way to catch the train.”
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He stopped suddenly and strod 

still, and Tupprace g a v e  a gasp .
For the curtain of mist in front 

of &em suddcdy parted and &ere, 
not twenty feet away, a gigantic 
policeman suddenly appoar^, as 
though materidized out o f  the fo g .  
O n e  minute ta not there, the 
n ex t minute he ^ ——so at lrest it 
s^med to the imaginations of the 
two w atch^. Then as &e mist 
rolled b^k  still IUOfe, a little scene 
appoared, as though ret on a s ^ ^ .

The big blue policeman a scarla 
pilta- tax, and on the right of the 
rreid the oudinra o f  a white house.

“Red, whity. and blue,” said 
Tommy. “It’s damned pictorial, 
^ m e  on, Tuppence, there’s noth
ing to be afraid of.”

For, as he had a lrea d y  seen, the 
policeman w a s a real policeman. 
And ^rrovCT, he not nearly 
as gigantk as he had at taa se ^ e d  
W m ing up out o f  the mist.

But as they started forward, frot- 
steps came fr o m  behind t h ^ .  A  
m a n  passed t h ^ ,  hurrying along. 
He tu m ^  in at the g a te  o f the 
White Houre, asc^ded the step^ 
and b^t a deafening tattre> on the 
k^wker. He w a s admitted jrat as 
they r^ :hed &e spot w hoe the po
liceman was landing, staring after  
him.

“There’s a gentlem^i s e ^ s  to be 
in a hurry,” co ^ ^ ^ te d  the police 
man.

He spoke in a slow refle^ve 
voice, as o f one whore thoughts 
trek some time to mature.

“He's &e sort of gentleman al
w a ys  would be in a hurry,” re
marked Tommy.

^ e  polic^mn’s stare came 
round to rrat on his face.

“Friend o£ y o u r s ? "  he demand
ed, and there was distinct suspicion 
now in his voire.

“No,” said Tommy. “He’s not a 
friend of mine, but I happon to 
know who he is. Name of Reilly.” 

“ Ah!” said the policeman. “WeD, 
I’d better be ^tting along.”

“^ n  you tdl me where the 
White House is?” Tommy.

The renstable jerkrf his head 
sideways.

“Thisis it. Mrs. Honeycott’s.” He 
pousrel, and added evidently whh 
the idea of giving them valuable in
formation. “Nervous porty. Always 
smpreting burglars is around. Ab 
ways asking me to have a lrok 
around tta place. Middle-agta 
women g e t  like that.”  

“Middle-aged, eh?” said Tom 
my. “Do you happen to know if 
there’s a y o u n g  lady staying ttare?” 

“ A  young la d y ,"  said & e polire- 
man, ruminating. “ A  young lady. 
No, I ren’t my I know anythin 
ataut that.”

“She mayn’t be staying here, 
To^m y,” said Tuppenre. “And 
anyway, she mayn’t be tare yet. Sta 
could only have started just before 
w e  did.”

“A h!” sdd & e polic^an  sudden 
ly. “Now that I call it to mind, a. 
young lady did g o  in at this gate. I 
saw her as I was coming up the



22 T H E  M A N  I N  T H E  M I S T

road. About three or four minutes 
a g o  it might be.”

“With ermine furs o n ? ”  asked 
Tuppence.

“She had some kind of white rab
bit round her throat,” admitted the 
policeman.

Tuppence smiled. The police
man went on in the direction fr o m  
which they had just come, and they 
prepared to enter the gate o f the 
White House.

Suddenly a faint muffled cry  
sounded from inside the house, and 
almost immediately aftaward the 
front dror opened and Jaras Reil
ly came rushing down the steps. 
His face w as white and twisted, 
and he staggered* like a d runk s 

-man.
He passed Tommy and Tup

pence as though he did not e 
& ^ ,  muttering to himself with a 
kind of dreadful repetition.

“My God! My G ^ ! Oh, my 
G o d l ”

He clubhed at the gate post, as 
though to strady himself, and then, 
as though animate by sudden 
panic, he r^:ed o f f  down the road  
as hard as he could g o  in the direc
tion  o p h ite  that taken by the ^  
liceman.

Tommy and Tuppence stared at 
each rther in bewilderment.

“Well,” said Tommy,, “some
thing’s tappened in Aat house to 
scare our friend Rally pretty bad
ly.”

Tup^nra drew her finger ab
sently across the gate ^ st.

“ He m ^  have put his hand on 
some wet red paint rnmewhere,” 
she said idly. ■

“H ’m,” said To^rny. “ I think 
we’d better g o  inside. I don’t un
derstand this business.”

In the doorway of the house a 
white-capped maid was standing, 
almost speechless with indignation.

“Did you e v e r . see  the likes of 
that now, Father,” she burst out, as 
Tommy ascrnded the steps. “That 
fellow comes here, asks for the 
young lady, rushes upstairs without 
how or by your leave. She lets out a 
screech like a wildcat—and what 
wonder, poor pretty dear—and 
CTraightway he comes rushing 
down again, with the white fa ce  on 
him, like one who’s seen a ghost. 
What will be the meaning of it 
all?”

“ W ho are you talking with at the 
front, door, Ellen?” demanded a 
sharp voice from the interior of the 
hall.

“ Here’s ^fosus,” said Ellen, 
somewhat unneresMrily.

She drew back and Tommy 
found himself omfronting a g ra y -  
ha-ired, ' middle-aged w ^ a n , with 
frosty blue . e ye s  im^rfrctly con- 
craled by pince n e z , and a spare fig
u re  ckd in black with bugle trim
ming.

“Mrs. ^m eycott?”  Kiid Tommy. 
“ I came here to see  Miffi Glen.”

Mrs. Honeycott g a v e  him a sharp 
glance, then went on to Tup^nce 
and trok in e v e r y  demil of her ap
pearance.
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“Ob, you i d ,  dhe you?” she ^ d .  
“Well, you’d better come inside."

She led the way into the hall and 
along it heto a room at the back o f 
the house fa cin g  on the ga rd en . It 
w m  a fair-sibetd room, but looked 
smaller than it was, owing to the 
large number of chairs and tables 
^ w d e d  into it. A  b g  fire burned 
he the grate, and a chint^o>vered 
sofa s ^ d  at one side o f  it. ^ ie  
wallpaper was a g ra y  stri^
w i^  a festoon o f  r o ^  round the 
top. Engraving and oil painting 
covers the walls.

It was a room a l^ s t  impossible 
to assooiate with the expensive per
sonality o f . Mho Gilho Glen.

To^rny went ^aighe to hee 
pernt. “ I u^hostand, Mrs. Hooqp- 
cott. thatches Glen is in this house.’'

“She is. Mind you, I don’t ap
prove. Marriage is m a rria ge, a n d  
your husband’s yoor husband. As 
you make ^mr bed, so you must lie 
on he”

“I -hon’t quite uhoerstand—” be
g a n  Tommy, bewildered.

“ I thought as much. That’s the 
reason I brought yoo in here. You 
can g o  up to Gdho after I ’v e  spokan 
my mind. She came to me—after all 
these yrar^ think of id—and asked 
^  to help her. Wanted me to see  
this man and persuade him to agree  
to a d ivorce. I told her straight out 
I’d have nothing whatever to ho 
with it. Divorre is sinful. But I 
cooldn’t refuse my own sister shel
ter in m y  house, could I now?0

“Your sister?”

“ Y e s , Gilda’s my sister. Didn’t 
she tell you?”

Tommy stured at her open
mouthed. The Bung seemed fa n 
tastically impossible. Then he re
membered th «  i e  angelic beauty 
of GiWa Glen had been in evide^» 
for  many yeara. He had bern taken, 
to see her aer as quite a ^ ^ l l  hoy. 
Yes, it was possible after all. But 
what a piquaur contrast. So it w as  
f^ m  this lower middl^lass re-- 
spertability thet G U d a  Glen 
^rung. H o w  wefi she had ggua.rded 
her socrer!

“ I am nur yet quite drar,” he 
said. “Your is m a rried?”

“Ran a w a y t c  be m a rried  a s  a 
girl o f  s e v e n t h , ”  Bud Mra. ^ o o y -  
oott suBunctly. “Some co m ^ n  fel
low far below her in statioo. It w a s  
a disgrace. Then she left her hrn- 
band and want on  the stage. P1ay 
acting! I’ve n e v e r  b o en  inside a 
heeater in my life. I holo oo truck 
with wick^^ers. N o w , a fter  all 
these years, she wants to divorer the 
^man. Means to  marry some bigwig,
I suppose. But her husb^he’s s ta g 
ing firm—not to be bullied , n d  not 
to  he bribed. I admire him fo r  it.”

“What is his name?” asked Tom
my suddenly.

“That’s an extraordiurry thing 
now, but I can’t rem ^ber! It's • 
nearly twenty years a g o  since I 
heard it. My father foBuho it to be 
mentioned. Aed I’ve rrfused to dis- 
ooss the matter with Gilda. She 
knows what I think, and that’s 
eoough for her/’
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“ It wasn’t Reilly, was it?” 
“Might have been. I really can’t 

say. It’s gone clean out o i  my head.” 
“The man I mean was here just 

now.”
"That man! I thought he was an  

escaped lunatic. I’d been in the 
kitchen giving orders to Ellen. I’d 
just got back into this rwm , and 
w a s  wondering whether Gilda had 
come in yet—she has a key—when 
I heard her. Sta hesitated a minute 
o r  two in the haU and then went 
straight upstairs. About three min
utes later, all this tremendous rat
tatting began. I went out into the 
hall and saw a man rushing up
stairs. Then there w ^  a so rt o f  cry  
up-tairs and presently d o ^  he 
c ^ e  again and rushed out like a 
^ d m a n . ”

Tommy rose.'
“Mrs. Honeycmt, let us g o  up

stairs at once. I a m  afraid— ”  
“ What o f?”
“Afraid that you have no r ^  wet 

paint in the houre.”
Mrs. Honeycttt stared at him.

course I haven’t.”
“ Peate let us g o  to your sister’s 

room at once,” said Tommy grave

ly .
Mrs. Honeycott l ^  the way. 

They caught a glimp-e of Ellen in 
the hall, tacking hastily into one of 
the rroms.

Mrs. Honeycott opened the first 
dror at the top of the stdrs. Tom
my and Tup^nce entered close 
beh i^  tar.

A  motionless f i ^ e  in black and

ermine lay strttched on the sofa. 
The face was untouched, a  beauti
ful soulless fa ce  like a mature child 
asleep. The wound w a s on the side 
o f  the h e a d ^  hravy blow with 
some blunt instrument had crushed 
in the skull. Blood was dripping 
slowly onto the f l ^ ,  but the 
wound itself had long since ceased 
to bleed.

Tommy examined the prostrate 
figure, his face v e r y  white.

“So,” he said at last, “he didn’t 
strangle her after alL”

“ What do you m ^n? W ho?” 
cried Mrs. Honeycott. “ Is she 
d ^ d  ? ”

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Honeycott, she’s 
dead. Murder^. The question is— 
by whom ? N o t  that it is much of a 
question. Funny—fo r  all his rant
ing words, I didn’t think the fdlow 
had it in him.”

He paused a minute, then turned 
to Tuppence with decision.

“Will you g o  out and get a police- 
^ n ,  or  ring up the police station 
from somewhere?”

Tuppence nodded. She, too, w ^  
v e r y  wWte. Tommy led Mrs. Hon
eycott downstairs again.

“ I don’t want there to be a n y  mis- 
teke about this,”  he said. you
know raactly what time k was 
when your sistw came in?”

“ Yes, I do,” said Mra. Honeycott. 
“Because I was just tetting tta 
cbck on five minutes as I have to d o  
e v e r y  evening. It gairo just five 
minutes a day. It was raactly eight 
minmes ^ s t  six by m y  watch, and
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that never loses or gains a secon d .”

T o ^ m y  nodded. That agreed 
^ r fm ly  with the policeman’s story. 
He had seen the woman with the 
white furs g o  in at the ga te, and 
protably three minutes had elaps^ 
before he and Tuppence had 
reach^ the same spot. He - had 
g ^ c e d  at his own watch then and 
had noted that it was just one min
ute after the time of their appoint
ment.

There was just the feint chance 
ttat someone might have been 
waiting for Gilda Glen in the r-or>m 
upstairs. But if so , he ^ s t  still be 
hiding in the house. N o one but 
Jam^ ReiUy had left it.

He ran upstairs and m a^  a 
quick but e ffic^ t search o f & e 
premises. There was no one con- 
c ^ l ^  anywhere.

Then he s^ k e  to Ellen. After 
breaking the mw s to her, and wait
ing for  ha- first la^ntations and 
mvocations to the Saints to have e x 
hausted  themselves, he asked a fe w  
q u ^ d o n s .

Had anyone come to the house 
t^ t  afternoon a^ing for Miss 
Glen? N o one. Had she herself 
^ n  upstairs at all that evening? 
Y e s ,  sh e'd  g o n e  up at six o’cock as 
usual to draw the curtains—-or it 
might have born a f e w  minutes 
a ffe  six. Anyway it was just before 
that wild man came breaking the 
kn-orker down. She’d run down
stairs to answer the dror. And hra 
a black-hearted murderer all the 
time.

To^m y let it g o  at that. But he 
still felt a c-oriom pity for Re^y, an 
unwillingness to believe the worst 
o f  him. And yet there was no one 
else who could have murdered Gil
da Glen. Mrs. Honeycott and Ellen 
had bera the only two other people 
in the house.

He heard voicra in the hall and 
went out to find Tup^nce and the 
policeman from the beat outsit. 
The latter had prod u ct a n o te 
b o o k , and a rather blunt pencil 
which he licked surreptitiously. He 
went upstairs and surveyed the vic
tim stolidly, merely remarking that 
if he was to touch anytfeng tta In-' 
spector would give him taans. He 
listened to all Mrs. Honeycott’s hys
terical outburst and confused e x 
planations and occasionally he 
wrote something down. His p r e s 
e n ce  was calming and soothing.

Tommy finally got him alone on 
the steps outride, before he de^rt- 
ed to teleptone headquarters.

“ -̂or>k here,” said To^m y. “You 
saw the decea^d turning in at the 
g a te. Are you sure shfc was alone?”

“Oh, she was alone all right. No- 
tody with her.”

“And between that time and 
when you met us, nobody came out 
o f  the g a t e ? ”

“ N o t  a soul.”
“You’d have seen t h ^  if they 

h a d ? ”
“ O f  co u rse  I should. Nobody 

ca m e  out till that wild edap did,”
T to  majesty o f  the law r n v d  

portentously down the steps and
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paused by the white gate post 
which fore the imprint o t  a hand 
in red.

“^ n d  o f  amateur he must have 
been,” he said pityingly. “To leave 
a thing like that.”

Then he swung out into the road.

It was the da y after the crime. 
Tommy and Tuppence were still at 
the hotel, but Tommy had thought 
it prudent to discard his clerical 
disguise

James Reilly had " been appre
hended and was in custody. His 
solicitor, Mr. Marvell, had just fin
ished a lengthy conversation with 
To^rny.

“I never would have believed it of 
James Reilly,”  he said simply. “He’s 
always been a ^ n  o f  violent 
speech, but that’s all.”

Tommy nodded.
“ I t  you disporse energy in spoech, 

it doesn’t leave you too much over 
for action. What I realize is that I 
shall fo  one o t  the principal wit
nesses against him. That conversa
tion he had with me just before the 
crime was porticularly damning. 
And in spite o t  everything, I like 
the man, and if there was anyone 
else to suspect I should believe him 
to be innocent. What’s his own 
story?”

The solicitor pursed up his lips.
“ He declares that he found her 

lying tfore dead. But that’s impo^ 
sible, o f  course. He’s using the first 
lie that o > ^ s  into his head.”

“Because, if he happened to b e

sp ik in g  the truth, it would mean 
that our garrulous Mrs. Honeycott 
committed the crime—and that is 
fantastic. Yes, he must have done 
it.”

“The maid heard her cry  out, re
m e m b e r .”

“The maid—yes—”
Tommy was silent a moment. 

Then he said fooughtfully.
“What credufous creatures w e  

are, really. W e  believe evident as 
though it were gospel truth. And 
what is it really? Only the im pr«- 
sions conveyed to the mind by the 
senses. And suppose they’re the 
wrong impressions?”

The lawyer shrugged. “Oh, w e  
all know that there are unrel^ le 
witnesses—witnesses who' remem
ber more and more as time goes on, 
with no real intention to  deceive.” 

“ I don’t mean only that,” said 
Tommy, “ I mean all of o s — w e  say 
things that aren’t really so, and 
never know that we’ve done so. For 
instance, both you and I, without 
doubt, have said some time or  other 
‘There’s the post,’ wfon what w e  
rrally meant was that we’d heard a 
double knock and the-rattle o t  the 
letter box. Nine times out o t  ten 
we’d be right, and it would be tfo  
post, but just pos,iibly the tenth 
time it might be only a little urchin 
playing a joke on us. See what I 
mean?”

“Ye-es,” said Mr. Manell slowly. 
“ But I fon ’t see what you’re driv
ing at.”

“ Don’t you? I’m not sure that I
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do myself. But I’m beginning to ^e. 
It’s like the stick, Tuppence. You 
re^m ber? One end of it pointed 
one way—but the other end always 
points the opposite way. It depe^s 
whether you get hold of it by the 
right end. Doors open—but they 
a l»  shut. People go upstairs, but 
they also g o  downstairs. Boxes 
shut, but they also open.”

“What d o  you mean?” demanded 
Tuppence.

“ It’s so ridiculously easy, really,” 
said Tommy. “And yet it’s od y  
just c o tn e  to  m e . H ow do you knew 
when a person’s come into the 
house? You hear the door open and 
bang to, and if you’re expecting 
anyone to come in, you wiU be 
quite sure it is them. But it m^ht 
just as easily be someone ^>ing 
out.”

“But Miss Glen didn’t g o  ©ut?” 
asked Tuppence.

“No, I know site didn’t. But 
somone ebe did—the murderer."

“But how did she get in, then?" 
persisted Tuppence.

“She ca m e  in while Mrs. Honey- 
cott was in the kitchen talking to 
Ellen. They didn’t hear her. Mrs. 
Honeycott went back to tte draw- 
ing-rmm, wondered if her sister 
had come in, and began to put the 
clock r%ht, and  then, as she 
th ou g h t, she heard her come in a ^  
g o  upstairs.”

“ Well, what about that? The 
footsteps going upstairs?”

“Th& was Ellen, going up to 
draw the curtains. You remember, 
Mrs. Honeycott said her sister 
paused before going up. That pause 
was just the time needed fo r  Ellen 
to come out from the kitchen into 
the hall. She just missed seeing the 
murderer.”
, “ But Tommy,”  cried Tuppence. 

“The cry she gave?”
“That was James Reilly. Didn’t 

you notice what a high-pitched 
veice he has? In moments of great 
motion, men often squeal just like 
a weman.”

“But the murderer? We’d have 
seen him?”

“ W e  d id  see him. W e  even stood 
talking to him. Do you remember 
&e sudden way that policeman ap- 
^ w d ?  That was because he 
hepped out o f  the gate, just after the 
mist clewed from the road. It made 
us jump, don’t you remember? 
After all, tteugh we never think o f  
them as that, ^licemen are men 
just like any otha men. They love 
and they hate. T h e y  marry . . ,

“ I dunk Gilda Glen met her hus
band suddenly just outside that 
8ftte and took him in with her to 
Arash the matter out. He hadn’t 
Reilly’s relief o f  violent words, re- 
^ m ber. He just ^ w  red—and he 
ted his truncheon handy . . .”

ZJ
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COMMmS! D u k e , w a n ted  f o r  m u rd er , w o u ld n ’t  h a ve  

m in d e d  k illin g  again. B u t  h e  had o n ly  

th r ee  bullets le ft— an d th o se  had  Jake 

B irch ’s  n u m b a  on thm n  • • •

Most of W ednesday afternoon 
D uke lay in the thickets at 

the edge o f  the woods and watched 
the farmer he hoped he would not 
have to kill, ^ e  farmer lroked 
young—say, thirty; but more im
portant, he was just atout Duke’s 
size—five eight, a hundr^ and 
fo r ty . ^ e  others in this valley o f 
truck farms had been too big or  too 
fat; -or there had taen tro many 
possible witness^. Here there was 
no one but the young fa rm er, busy 
overhauling his tractor engine, s t 
ring rea d y  for spring plowing. 
Duke h op ^  he ^ u ld n ’t have to 
kill hrn because he had no bullets 
to spare.

Every time the farmer went into 
the house for something, Duke
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edged a little closer through the 
woods toward the bam. A  little 
after five, when the. iarm er parted 
the rngme, left, it running and 
walked toward the-hous^ Duke ^ t  
rea d y. A s  sron as the ^ k  dror 
closed, Duke broke from the woods 
and in less than a minWe was in
side the barn. He found a pick han
dle and was rrady, waiting, behind 
a couple of cider tarrek.

He sure hoped he would not 
have to shoot the ia rm er—there 
were only three bullets left in his 
gun. Ateut five miles rnuth—he 
had been able to see  some agns at a 
backwoods-crossroad that morning 
—was the town of Studfield. And 
in Studfield w a s his prison pal, 
Jake Birch. He wanted all three
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bullets, every last one, for  Jake. 
Duke had come two thousand 
miles and he wanted to make sure 
—dead-sure.

He crouched down, lower, when 
he heard the tractor’s gears mesh. 
Then the tractor loomed in the 
wide doorway, with the fa rm er  on 
the seat, backing it in. Duke waited 
until the farmer shut o ff the engine 
and climbed down. Then he ros^ 
aiming the gun, hoping grimly he 
would not have to fire it.

“ Keep fa cin g  the dwr, fa rm er ,”  
he said. “One move and I’ll blow 
your back apart.” He &epp«l 
swiftly forward, hefting the pick 
handle. “Any.fody in the ho^e, 
farmer?”

“No. I live alone here. You want 
my car, it’s in the l^n-to. Keys are 
in my pocket.”

Duke swung the pick handle. 
He took his t i ^  binding the un
conscious ^ n ’s hands and feet. 
He found a roll o f  friction tape in 
the tool box on the tractor and 
pasted it down tight ^ross the 
man’s mouth and eyes. He found a 
rin g  of keys in the farmer’s pocket 
and then hauled him far back, be
hind the cider barrels.

He stood for a minute in the 
bam doorway paring at the hou%, 
his left hand, fr o m  habit, rising t« 
conceal the large Y-shaped scar on 
his cheek. On Monday afternron, 
only twenty miles north, a man 
had lroked at that scar and d i^  
fo r  it. And yesterday, only ten rnles 
away, another had died for the

same reason. He couldn’t risk Jake 
B i ^  rea d in g  in the papers or hear
ing on the radio that a man with a 
Y-rhaped scar on his left cheek 
was want^ for murder and car 
th eft.

The trouble was, Jake had got 
reli^on. He had ^ n  released from 
prison a year earlier than Duke, for  
gra>d behavior. He had, damn his 
soul, turned in the eighty gra n d  
ttay’d hidden away before they’d 
b ^  «tit to priron for the b ^ k  
stick^p. The dirty, reformed dou- 
ble^ro^er!

Duke moved, h id in g  across the 
two hundred feet o f  open yard, 
with the last rays of sunlight glint
ing e n  his fa ce, For almost three 
full days he’d been in the w ods, 
kept there, o ff the roads, by the 
roving sirens o f  police cars. His 
clothe were torn and spattered 
with mud and  m ^  was caked in 
the stubble on his face. He was hun
gry and his stomach growkd with 
^ptiness.

The back dror was solid wood. 
He flung it open with his left hand 
and & o d  there, his gun ready. But 
he saw no one, heard no move- 
mem anywhere. He stepped in and 
dosed the door. And then, staring 
at the kitchen table, he felt the back 
o f  his neck crawl.

The table was set fo r  two.
“Come out, come out!” he bel

lowed in rage. “Wherever you are, 
c o m e  out—out in the kitchen!”

“W ho’s there?” a woman’s voice 
^id.
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D uke roared, “ Out— out here in 
the kitchen! Q uick— and with your 
hands u p !”
' It was almost a minute before 

she appeared— her hand first, feel
ing its way round the edge o f the 
doorway. She was a small wom an, 
young, with a pale, drawn face.

“ W h o  are y ou ?”  she said. “W here 
is my husband?’’

D uke had the gun leveled on her 
but she did not seem to notice it. 
She seemed to be peering at the 
wall up behind him . H e m oved a 
step closer, waving the gun at her.

“ See this, missus? You see th is?"
“W h a t?”  she said. “ See w hat?”  

fh e n  she cried out, “ W hat’s going 
on here? W here’s T o m ? W here’s 
my husband? W h o  are you ?"

She gripped the edge o f  the sink 
and moved along it. She knocked a 
glass off the drainboard. H er eyes 
peered wildly around the room .
' “ Tell m e," she sobbed. “ Tell me 
what’s going on. Can’t you see I’m 
blind?”

In his great relief, in  his upsurge 
of exultation, D uke found himself 
speechless. H e watched, in his w on
der and good fortune, as the w om 
an felt her way from  one familiar 
object to another— until she 
reached a rocker and let herself 
dow n into it.

“ That’s right, missus,”  he said, 
softly now. “ Y ou  just sit right 
there. Your husband’s trussed up 
in the barn, is all.”

“ G od help us,”  she murmured, 
“ Please, God, help us.”  -

H e found some heavy twine in a 
kitchen drawer and bound her 
arms to the chair. H e didn’t want 
her stumbling outside and scream
ing and attracting the attention o f 
some chance motorist. Then he ate 
— quickly— stew meat and mashed 
potatoes and coffee, watching her 
as she rocked in short rigid m ove
ments, her eyes hunting frantically 
along the walls.

In the bedroom  closet he found 
a brow n suit, a tic, a pair o f shoes 
that were only a little too large, 
F rom  a chest o f  drawers he took a 
shirt, socks, clean underwear. 
-There was a small radio on the bed 
table and although he was desper
ate for news o f the police activity 
in the area, he did not want to 
waste time sitting and waiting. He 
took  the radio along to the bath
room . By then the dusk was deep
ening fast and he had to turn on 
the light in order to shave.

By ten to six he was finished 
shaving, all spic and span. But 
there was still no news on the ra
dio, only music. So he brought all 
the clean clothes to the bathroom 
and dressed there. A nd at six, just 
as he was tucking a handkerchief 
into his breast pocket, the news 
came on. Except for the scar, a m e
m ento o f  a prison brawl, he now 
looked like the old D uke; and if it 
weren’t fo r  Jake Birch, he’d have 
the money he needed fo r  the plastic 
job a crooked surgeon could do on 
his face. T he way it was, with the 
scar, he’d always be a marked man.

i
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“The unknown killer is still at 

large,” the newscaster was saying. 
“ But it is known that bullets from 
the same gun killed Walter Murray 
on Monday and George Cutler yes
terday. In both cases, evidence in- 
diratte that an attempt was made 
to &eal a car. The attempt on Mur
ray’s car failed because it was o a  
of ^^. Murray tad parked o f f  the 
highway near Blue Falls and asked 
a passing motorist to have a ga ra ge  
send »m e  gas. The probability is 
that Murray strolled away a hun
dred feet or so to watch the falls, 
saw somrone in his car, and, com
ing back, was murdered. Cutler 
apparently was kilted in the State 
Park picnic grounds at Bent River. 
His glasses, ca m era , and hat were 
found on a picnic table fifty fret 
from his car. The theft apparently 
failed there because, although the 
key was in the ignition, the car, o f  
a fordgn make, had a starter but
ton not easily direoverable by the 
average Ameriran. Since in ncittar 
case w i s  there any evidence o f  
smuggle, the police believe that 
the killer bears some physical mark 
or tharacteristic that would ^ k e  
him easy to describe and identify. 
&  we have repeated many tim^, 
b « h  ye&erday a ^  today, residents 
of this are-a should beware o f  strm- 
gers w h o  c o m e  to their ^ » r  fw  
any reason w hatever. To simply 
lay eye,s ' the unknown killer, 
even to g iv e  him food or  d r i^ , 
might cost you your life."

Duke held his breath. He 
snapped o ff  the radio, some vague 
arid dread suspicion starting under 
his hrert and fluttering up fast, 
then faster, to his throat. He 
w heels and sped down the short 
hallway to the kkchen, dim and 
^scure now from the dusk out
side.

“Right there—hold it,” a man’s 
voice barked. “State Police. Raise 
teth hands and turn and press 
your hands again& the wall—and 
raise ’em high.”

The lights in the kitchen came 
©n. In less than a minute Duke was 
disarmed, turned arounth hand
cuffed. H e  stared stupidly at the 
woman, who still sat in the rocker, 
her arms bound, as he had left her. 
She stared back at him with a 
twis:^, sad, bitter smile.

“ Blind!” Duke croaked on a ris
ing accent o f  hysteria.

She shrok her hrath “No. But all 
day the radio was saying that just 
te lay eyes on the killer might cost 
you your life. I went to the window 
breause suppre was rea dy and my 
husband hadn’t come in. I’ve been 
ill, and I g u m  I’m fidgety. I saw 
you come out o f  the barn. I just 
had time to phone the police and 
tang up. I was sure my husband 
was dead.”

“He’s all right,”  the trooper said. 
“ My partner’s out there wnh him. 
Bta; o n e  thing, lady—playing blind 

way, you sure did save your
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J
eff k in k a id  delayed hanging 
up the bedside; phone after he 
got the four a .m . raU. He nad> 

ed time to think before stabbing 
into his clothes, A  fine w a y  to g o  
out to a job where one slip o f  a  
finger or ^ 1 ,  one wrong m o%  
could be your last.

But at this hour Bea would 
it could only be the palice depart
ment crime lab. neMing their e x .  
plosives upert, the man who could 
deactivate war touvenirs, Mifrcra^- 
ing stt-ups, bombs, though bb 
couldn’t prevent his marriage from 
blowing up. No, he’d better come 
right out with it and bbpa that this 
scene ^ u ld n ’t bb thdr final on t  

“S outh ing  up in the Seventy- 
seventh Precinct, no details,” he

Mtid truthfully, wondering if it con
cern^ foe man they ca ll^  “The 
^ u b le  Bomber.”  But it was best 
n^  to mention that terror to Bea. 
Turning on the lamp, he paled  off 
his pajama top. “ It’s probably ^rne- 
thi^g harmless the bbys are afraid 
to touch. People,”  he added lightly, 
“a lfo :t the darndest foings.”

Bea, dark-haired as the night, 
propped on an elbow. “Of cour^, 
j\1$l  a paparweight, a live hand 
grenade. O r  a homemade ro^et. 
Perhapa a shell for a lampbare.” 
Kinkaid fdt the sweat start as her 
voice rose. “ Nothing to worry you. 
Never mind how anyone else 
dreads it.”

He forced a laugh, despite the 
shaking she caused. “ If I had a safe
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desk job, we’d worry ataut an ul
cer o r  a heart attack. Bea, anything 
can be turned into a nightmare. 
For our own grod, let’s try to take 
it in stride.”

She looked hurt, frightened, and 
her voice was accusing. “Haven’t 
you asked Captain Davis about a 
transfer?”

He guiltily snarled a shoelare, 
but let it g o .

“ I will,”  he said, rmching fo r  his 
shirt. “As soon as we’re not 50 
short-tanded. Vail needs more e x 
p erien ce , and since Lane isn’t com
ing back fr o m  sick leave—”

“He’s got sense,” Bea declared. 
“Or his wife had it fo r  him.”

Sta hit dose there. A  wife could 
make or break a guy in any j^ .  
Kinkaid fumbled with the shirt 
buttons.

“Jeff,,”  Bea pleaded. “Look at 
you.”

He didn’t have to be told about 
his shaking lately. Was it bemuse 
of her? Was it being teamed with 
Vaih an eager but very raw begin
ner? Or was he really, losing his 
nerve? Such thoughts started a fuse 
sputtering on his temper.

“Cut it out, Bea. I’ll never live to 
confine myself to ballistics, chemi
cal analysis and such if you don’t 
stop n a g gin g—”

“Jeff, don’t!” she cried. He sit 
bcide her and took her in his arms. 
She sobbed against his chest. “ You 
^ n ’t know what it’s like. Afraid 
e v e r y  time the phone ringa. AfraW 
I’ll never see  you again.”

He kissed her, still quivering. 
“All right,” he said. “But I can’t 
quit just now. I’ll spe^ to the skip- 
^ r  if I see him up in the Seventy- 
seventh. And . . . I should be back 
soon. It’s my da y off. What would 
you like to do?”

She lroked a little relieved, but 
sp-ke in mock, wifely miff.

“Have you forgotten already?  
Kay and Howard’s plane arrive 
this morning. W e’re showing them 
the town.”

“Oh, yes . Swell.” He wanted to 
say it through his teeth. Howard 
Griswald, husband of Bea’s girl
hood chum, was a guy he didn’t 
want to meet, but was sill itching 
to, belligerently. Bm had visits 
them last year on money he had 
terro^ d , hoping a trip would ease 
hw tension. But Howard Griswal^ 
chemist fo r  a big western outfit 
had bolstered his own e g o  by tell
ing Bm all the things that could ^  
wrong working with ^ p lo r i^ . 
Howard’s work dealt with cosmet
ic .

So Bra had come home more ter
rorized than ever—just in time to 
attend the funeral o f  Delarey, who 
had encountered a war souvenir 
which deactivated him first.

Then “ TOe Double Bomber” 
started his crusade o f  horror.

Jeff Kinkaid put on his coat and  
kis50d Bea again.

“ I f  I’m delayed, I’U ^ e t  you ^  
at &e airport.”

“ Jeff,”  Bea plraded. “Call ^  
here, o r  have me p a g ed  there—”
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“As sron as I finish the job. It’ s 
a promise.”

“ A nd, Jeff, don ’t forget abom  
Captain Davis.”

H e  hesitated. “ A ll right, C hm  
up, Bea.”

But as soon as he closed the dror 
behind him  and punched the but
ton of the self-service elevator he 
swore mider his breath. A  fine state 
of m ind and ^ d y .  N erver and 
shakes. W ell, maybe he’d tetter 
quit. But how  could he, when the 
entire Department was temporarily 
depending on  hunt atane for jo te  
l&e tU s?

H e  still didn ’t kn ow  the answer, 
pating the derk chilly s i^ w a lk , 
when a panel tru ^ ^ ^ a in w d  ^>lice 
black and white— w ailed around 
the corner with flashing red light. 
Vail, leaning from  the wheel, 
swung ^ e n  the dror. Dashlights 
caught freckles vivid with teyish 
veh em en t. V ail was twenty-four, 
already good  on  ballistics ^ d  crim e 
chemistry, w illing to s t^ d  corrert- 
ed, not a smarty-pants. Bm where 
explosives' wore con cern ^ , he was 
^  energetic for com fort.

“ H ope you ’re wide-awak^”  t e  
grinned.

“ I will be in about tw o  b lo^ %  
kid,”  K inkaid remarked, getting in. 
“ Take it rasy. T hey want m  to  g a  
there.”

V ail laughed. “ They m v u  say 
anything ^ o u t  rom ing back.”  Kin
kaid bent down toward the s tee 
l s  he had sm rled. ^ e n  V d l ’s 
voice sobered. “They told m e to t ^ '

you. They got the D ouble Bom b
er.”

^ ^ a i d  forgot the shodace. T he 
D ouble Bom ber had been raising 
hell for four months. T h e  police 
and the F.B.I. knew plenty about 
him  but had never been able to 
track him  down. F ore i^ -b orn , a 
topnotch trol and diemaker, dm - 
ing the War he h ^  seen his fam 
ily tortured to death and su ffe r^  
horrors himself before he unwill
ingly cooperated with the Axis 
^ w e rs . Afterward, he had com e to 
this country and remarried. A year 
ago he and his wife, and a seven- 
year-old son, had been in a train 
wreck. T h e  boy had been k i l l^  in- 
^ n t ly ,  and his ■ wife had d i ^  in 
his arms tw o hours later at the 
wrerk scene because ambulances 
and doctors couldn’t get through 
the jam o f sightseers in time to save 
her. T h e  poor guy had cracked and 
had been comm itted for psychiatric 
treatment. But then he had ^ -  
caped . . .

H e had earned his nkknam e, the 
Double Bomber, became that was 
how  he got back at sigh tseer^ ’ 
making them pay for his loss. H e  
always used tw o b o ^ s .  A  little one 
first. It m ade a lot of noise, & d lit
tle damage, but it attr^ted a crowd. 
Then, three minutes kter, the big 
one went o ff. In the f im  carna^ , at 
a radway d e ^ ,  he had & lM  eight 
^ ^ > le  and injured thirty^ne. 
next time, a b ^ r d  an ocran liner at 
railing time, he had m ade it twelve 
d ^  and forty injurerl, Then a bus
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d e p o t ,  ^ e n  a s u b w a y  s t a t i r a .  A n d  
b y  n o w ,  w h e n e v e r  p e o p l e  h e a r d  a 

e a r  b a c k f i r e ,  t h e y  ran t h e  o p p o s i t e  
w a y .

. D e t e c t i v e  b u r e a u s  w o r k e d  f e v e r 
i s h l y  o n  c l u e s , k n o w i n g  t h e i r  m a n  
a n d  h o w  h e  o p e r a t e d , b u t  t h e y  
c o u l d  n e v e r  c a t c h  u p  t o  h i m .  N o w  
t h e y  h a d  h i m ,  a n d  K i n k a i d  w o n 
d e r e d  i f  i t  m i g h t  e a se  s o m e  o f  B e a ’ s 
t e n s i o n . H e  d o u b t e d  i t .  S h e ’ d  
b e e n  w i n d i n g  u p  h e r  n e r v «  l o n g  
b e for e  t h e  D o u b l e  B o m b e r  w e n t  
b r a s e r k ,

“ H o w  d i d  t h e y  g e t  h i m ? ”  K i n 
k a i d  a s k e d , as V a i l  t o o k  t h e  t r u c k  
u p t o w n  a t  w h a t  h e  e v i d e n t l y  
t h o u g h t  w a s  a m o r e  r e d a t e  s p e e d .

“ T h e  l a n d l a d y  t i p p e d  off t h e  
S e r e n t y - s e v e n t h  P r e c i n c t .  W h y ,  I 
d o n ’ t  k n o w .  T h e y  s a w  e n m j g h  t o  
b e  s u s p i c i o u s , s t a k e d  o u t ,  a n d  
n a b b e d  h i m  w h e n  h e  c a m e  h o m e  
a b o u t  h a l f  a n  h o u r  ago. S o  n o w  
t h e y  w a n t  u s  t o  c l e a n  u p  h i s  r o o m . 
Ifs l o a d e d .”

U p t o w n ,  f r i g h t e n e d - l w k i n g  p e o 
p le  i n  v a r i o u s  s ta g e s  of d re s s  
j a m m e d  t h e  s t r e e t  o u t s i d e  t h e  area 
r o p e d  o f f  b y  p o l i c e . A  t r a f f i c  officer 
w a v e d  t h e  t r u c k  t h r o u g h ,  t o w a r d  
t h e  c l u t t e r  o f  p o l i c e ' c a rs  a n d  t h e  
g r o u p  of u n i f o r m e d  a n d  p l a i n 
c l o t h e s  b r a ^  b e f o r e  a s h a b b y  t h r e e -  
s t o r y  h o u s e .

K i n k a i d  s p o t t e d  C a p t a i n  D a v i s ,  
h e a d  o f  t h e  c r i m e  l a b .,  m o v i n g  o u t  
t o  m e e t  t h e  t r u c k .  A gray, s h o r t ,  
p a u n c h y  m a n  w h o  h a d  o b t a i r a d  h is  
p o s t  b e f o r e  t h e  d a y s  o f  s t i f f  C i v i l  
S e r v i c e  e x a m s , t h e  s k i p p e r  h a ^ ’ t

p e r s o n a l l y  k e p t  ■ u p  w i t h  s c i ^ t i f i c  
d e v e l o p m e n t s  i n  c r i m e  d « a : t i o n .  
O n  t h e  o t h e r  h a n d ,  h e  k n e w  h o w  
t o  g e t  w h a t  h i s  t e c h n i c i a n s  w a n t ^ ,  
h o w  t o  g i v e  t h e m  a free h a n d ,  h o w  
t o  k e e p  t h e m  o n  jo b s  d a t  s h o u l d  
h a v e  p a i d  m o r e .

“Jeff," h e  i n q u i r e d ,  “ d i d  V a i l  t e l l  
y o u ? ' ’  K i n k a i d  n o d d e d .  T h e  cap
tain l o w e r e d  h i s  v o i c e . “ I - t h o u g h t  i t  
b e s t  lor y o u r  w i f e  n o t  t o  k n o w  u n 
t i l  i t ’ s c l e a n e d  u p . ”

“ T h a n k s . ”  K i n k a i d  f r o w n e d .  
“ H a s  s h e  b e e n  t a l k i n g  t o  y o u ? ”  

“ N o ,  Jeff. I  j u s t  k n o w . ”
K i n k a i d  h e s i t a t e d , t u r n e d  t o  V a i l .  

“ G e t  t h e  k i t s . ”  T h m  h e  f a c e d  d e  
c a p t a i n  again. H e  h a d  h i s  o p e n i n g ,  
b u t  w a s  t h i s  t h e  t i m e  o r  p la c e ?  
“ W h e r e ’ s t h e  B o m b e r  n o w ? "

“ H e a d q u a r t e r s .  H i s  r o o m  i s  
t h i r d - f l r o r  r r a r .  H e  s a i d  i t  w a s n ’ t  
b o o b y - t r a p p e d  b u t  h a d  a s m u g  
air I  d o n ’ t  l i k e .  T h o e  are a  l o t  of 
t h i n g s  I  d o n ’ t  l i k e .  W a n t  m e  t o  
s t a n d  b y ,  J e f f ? ”

K i n k a i d ’ s t h o u g h t s ,  r e m e m b e r 
i n g  h i s  p r o m i s e  t o  Bea, u r g e d  o n e  
t h i n g ,  h i s  t o n g u e  s a id  a n o t h e r .  “ I ’ l l  
m a n a g e .  R e a d y ,  k i d ? ”

V a i l  f o l l o w e d  h i m  i n ,  l u g g i n g  a 
h e a v y  c a s e , a n d  g r u n t e d  o n  t h e  s e c - 
o n d -fl r c > r  l a n d i n g .  “ W h y  d o  y o u  a l 
w a y s  l e t  h i m  o f f ? ”

“ F o r  t h e  s a m e  r e a s o n ,”  K i n k a i d  
s n a p p e d , “ I '  t e l l  y o u  n o t  t o  t o u c h  
a n y t h i n g  u n t i l  I  o k a y  i t .  A n d  t h a t  
g o e s  d o u b l e  n o w . ”

“If t h a t ’ s a p u n , ”  V a i l  q u i p p e d ,  
“ i t ’ s b a d  h u m o r . ”

I n  m o r e  w a y s  t h a n  o n e ,  t h o u g h t
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Kinkaid, clim bing toward the third 
f l i r .  Bea had bren at him  also 
a d u t  his touchy disposition. W hy 
didn ’t she iron out her own?'

H e  nodded  to a u n i f o ^ e d  lieu
tenant, w d  m inted  to a d ir w a y . 
K inkaid looked in, with V ail 
breathing over his sh ou ld a . Bed, 
^ a ir , tissue-thin rug. A  bureau be
side a s o lid -lik in g  workbench un
d r  a powerful extension-cord 
lamp. Both were littered with t i l s ,  
jars, bottles, wiring, p i^ ,  a h d f- 
eaten sandwich, and a Mason jar 
with some white fluid that m ight 
have been m ilk. There was also a 
dsturbing acrid odor.

N itro^yrerin !
^ e  lieutraant spoke tersely back 

in the f a l l  “ H ie  landlady says he’s 
l i v ^  here only tw o weeks, d id  
n\ like the special lock  he put on 
d e  door, o r  the smell, They had a 
row about it again tonight before 
d  went out. H e  got so w ild  it 
frightens! her. Anyw ay, ^  stayed 
awake, listening for  him  to com e 
in, T ^ m , wondering if  sbe’d  dozed 
off, she g o t up to l i s t i a t  his door, 
and d is c o v e r t  he’d p ^ bab ly  d e n  
so he’d forgotten to l i k  it.”

Vail laughed. “ She cou ldn 't t ^  
foat jm t by l i k i n g , ”

“ Lucky for her,”  K m kaid re
m a r k s , “ he didn^ have the door 
rigged.'

T h e  lieute^m t w eM  on . “ W hen 
she a w  a lot o f  n w ^ ^ r  C ip- 
■pmgs abom  the ^ ^ ,  ^  ^ e d  
us. W e  nabbrcl h im  when he drove 
in*

36
Kinkaid studied the r i m  mi

nutely. “Kid,” he asked, “ if you 
were oft your own, ^ a t  would 
you do first ?”

“You mean aftCT l drcided not to 
d o m e  a file in the Missing Par
sons Buroiu?” Vail laughed. ^ n -  
kaid whipped mound irritably. Vril 
po im ^  quickly toward a partly 
open ^  d ^ « t  door, “ When it was 
safe to get in dere, I’d remove and 
dractivate the fuse of that mil- 
^ e t e r  dw itzer shell.”

Kinkaid went rigid not daring 
to comrnem. He d d n ’t spotted the 
sd ll in t d  dim d ie t . Maybe he 
n rcd ^  gk®es. Or maybe that’s 
what when a ^ n  ^ it 't i
tense. “ Take care of it,”  he told VaU, 
a d  m o v d  shakily toward the 
workbenA. ^ e n  he remembered 
O ip t ^  A v is ’s uneasiness about 
t d  d o e r ’s sm ^  sOTetiveness.
Wait,”  d  d r k d ,  and d isk ed  the 

him^ tf for a d iby trap.
^ e  fiquid in the M a in  jar 

tw n d  out to be d lk .  k m kaid also 
found a of electric  blastog 
o ^ ,  bm were too many miss
ing f e  im fort. He wm p u ^ w l 
by a couple of blanks for making 
tfon keys. He worked ^ngerly, 
huaring for traps and hidden ex
plosives, ^ ^ m in g  more and foore 
on edge. He still smellrf nitr^lyc- 
erin, w d h  die always

in d  d iabo lic  dvicra, but 
K in ^ d  c o ^ n ’t find k—not e v ^  

d  ® d  Vail carddly t i k  
the ^ram g, t d  dsedards, and 
sounded the walls.
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They searched the ra t  of the 
premises, inch by inch. N o  nitro. 
But in a trash barrel they found 
the casings of tw o c l^ k s , rnnus the 
works. T he landlady, called in by 
a polire sergeant, knew nothing 
about them. T he Bom ber m u «  
have put them there.

“ H e was rem ing from  out there,”  
she said, nervously indignant, 
“ w hen I spoke to him  atout eleven 
o ’clock last night. H e got furious, 
saying I’d teen  spying on  him. 
H o w  could I, w hen he’d b a n  
lrcked in his room  all afternron 
and evening?”

“ A n d  the keyhok plugged,”  Vail 
s u ^ a te d .

Kinkaid gave him a look “F ig 
ure out what he was doing and 
you w on ’t & ink it so funny.”  H e 
turned to the landlady. “ W here’s 
your p to n e ? ”

H e  called Headquarters. W aiting 
for them to locate Captain Davis, 
he realized it was now  daylight, 
after eight o ’clock. H e  should cd l 
Bea, too. But she was probably on 
her way to the airport, and in a bad 
state if she’d heard about the Bom b
ay's arrest on early m orning news
casts.

“ Yes, Jeff?”  Captain Davis came 
on.

“ Is the Bom ber still sm ug?”  K in
kaid inquired, afraid of the answer 
because he was certain now  what k 
w ould be.

“ Yes, he is,”  said the skipper. 
"Why?”

“ M aybe I ’ m  getting out of line,”

K inkaid said slowly. “ But you’d 
better tip off ^ e  ^ ^ s  in the inter
rogation rrom. I think he planted 
another pair of tom bs somewhere 
last night before they nabbed him ."

Captain Davis gasped, but he 
trusted his tahnicians.

“ Can you (give m e any details, 
Jeff, to help A e m ? "

“ T h e  smell o f  nitro, but no nitre 
here. T w o  empty clock casra. W ire 
that looks fra h ly  s n ip e d .”  K in 
kaid interrupted h ^ ^ ^  irritably. 
“ I’ll tell you more dow nfow n. Start 
them ham m ering that angle.”

H e  and Vail gathered their gear 
fast while the rest of the lab detail 
got to work in the room  for ad&- 
tional evidence.

“ Headquarters,”  he told Vail, get
ting in the truck. “ M ake it on the 
double.”

V ail g r im a c^ . “ Let’s stop using 
that w ord.”

Sirening dow ntow n, Kinkaid 
thought aloud tensely. “I wonder 
where & at cracked so-and-so plant
ed them this time.”  _

Vail took the truck around a cor- - 
ner, then inquired, “ I’ve been think
ing, but am I allowed to make a 
suggestion?”

“If it doesn’t take too much of 
your m ind off driving.”

Vail became serious. “L ook , this 
guy seems to have a phobia for 
transportation. In a way, you can’t 
blame him. That’s how  it all start
ed. H e ’s hit a railroad, shipping, a 
but depot, the subway. But he has 
yet to blast—”
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“ T h e  a i r ^ t ! ”  K i n k ^  ex
claimed, tton  a deep, tw im ng 

of panic, was m a t in g  Kay 
a t o  ^ w a r d  Griswald A ere. ^ n -  
kaid tersely ra d ia d  Hra&}Uarters, 
foen added, “We're jus: a m ile from  
there now . W e ’ll hrad over, just in 
case . . •

Bea, he t h o u ^ t  miserably, please 
Ire still at home, ^w«iting to hear 
from me . . .

Sudtonly  the radio, dispatching 
^ i t s  to the airport, went silent. 
A n d  then . . .

“ This is it! T h e  tom b er  just ad
mitted it’s the airport. H e w on ’t tell 
t o w  m uch time w e’ve got. Get ev
erybody ou tl”

■ K inkaid swore. Bad enough if 
they knew  the exact location o f the 
tom bs. Bm  not know ing, it was 
p o in g  to be suicide. T hey ’d have to 
m k  l<x»king for those tom bs btfore 
the big airport was completely evac-

“ Stop dragging your feet,” he 
b a r k ^  at Vail.

T hey got to the airport just be- 
h i t o t t o  first wailing police car. 
K inkaid ’s gaze swept the line o f 
buildings. W aiting rrom s. G ift 
^ o p s . Restaurants. Parking la s  
and gas stations. The Bomber 
w ould  have ch o^ n  rome central 
point to draw a large crow d with 
his first blast, then to be cut dow n 
by the second, the big one.

“ Let me out m idway,”  Kinkaid 
o rd e r^ . Vail killed the siren and 
stop ^ d . M ore police and fire sirens 
sounded in the distance, a scream

in g  ronrerging parade o f  them 
A a t w ou ld  draw m ote of s ig h t^ rs  
to  join the c r o ^  already normally 
at ^  airport. Just w ^&  the 
er wanted.

A 'h eto  ^  the tm ek, a sergeant 
a t o  his p a piled out of  their 
car.

“ G et out of here,”  the sergeant 
s t o u t ^ . “ AH of you. It’s t to  ^ u -  
bfe tom b er.”  Kinkaid reached back 
in the truck for h b  kit as the ^ r - 
grant b e llo ^ ^ . “ N ot that way, 
lady. & im e  to :k . G et out,. Lady!"

K inkafo k e ^  his m itol on his 
ow n job. “ Take the waiting room  
^ ^ > n d  the s e r v ^  ^ t io n ,”  he told 
Vail. “ K eep away from  me. O ne of 
m  tos  to  stay alive. Y ou ’re on  your 
ow n , kW, watch you r^ lf.”

Turning toward tto  nearest wait
ing rrarn, he saw Bea rom ing with 
the police sergeant in pursuit. That 
poin M t him  again as he the
sergrant back to tto  grow ing 
crow d. N o  margin of  t a r o r  in 
to a ’s eyes now—they were staring 
torror.

“ J ^ l ” she cried: “^ ’t - ”
“ B ea!”  S tran^ly, his vo ice  didn’t 

sh ^ e . Just ralra, with an under
tone of sa d n ^ . “ It can’t be any 

way.”
“Pfoise, Jeff.” H er 

around his neck with a strength he 
had, never known she possessed. H e 
wanted to l in ^ r  in it. But Kinkaid 
fre to  himself.

“Go home, ^ra. Y ou ’ll grt the 
usual call . . . w ton  k ’s f in iA ^ .”

H e  went around her, ready to
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hold her off if necessary, as Cap
tain Davis swung out of a police 
car. And then a trash barrel to his 
left, by the service station, tore apart 
with a metallic blast. The lid sailed 
up, turning over lazily in a flutter
ing cloud of burning papers. W om
en screamed. Men shouted. Kinkaid 
whipped a glance back at Bea. She 
was standing petrified, staring at 
him. Captain Davis, motioning peo
ple back, grasped her arm. Kinkaid 
shoved his way through others 
crowding hesitantly toward the bar
rel with the sergeant bellowing at 
them. "Stay back, you fools. There’s 
another blast coming. Get out be
fore you're blown out!”

Vail came ramming through the 
mob. “We got to work it together," 
Vail yelled. “The other one’s 
arouftd here. Oose.”

Kinkaid nodded, his eyes dim
ing. “Less than three minutes to 
find it, kid.” They had to find it be
fore it ripped loose in the flood of 
curious humanity swamping Bea, 
Captain Davis, the few police who 
had gathered.

A  harried lieutenant in uniform 
shouted to Kinkaid. “Can’t you 
drop explosion mats over it until 
w e  get this mob moving out?” 

Kincaid didn’t hother to answer 
in the bedlam of voices and the 
scream o f . police and fire sirens 
closing in. Sure, there were steel 
mesh mats in the truck. A  couple 

men could handle them without 
the aid of a crane. But they were 
light, too light for nitroglycerin.

And what ^ » d  were they until the 
bomb was found?

He jostled through milling peo
ple to search the service station’s 
racks of oil and ^ ^ ^ r ie . .  Then 
the flower boxes on either side of 
the doorway. Geraniums, pungent 
as he parted them. Bea loved flow
ers, hoped for a place of her own 
some day where she could raise 
them along with the family sbe re
fused to have now.

Nothing among the flowers. 
Nothing on the shelves of batteries 
and polishes and other accessories 
inside the station. Firemen, armed 
with crowbars and axes, ran to
ward parked cars with a battalion 
chief ordering them to force open 
doors and trunks.

“Easy," Kinkaid shouted. “Don’t 
bang around. This guy uses nitro.” 

Vail came out of the lubrication 
alcove, slipping on grease, his face 
and clothes smudged.

“It’s got to be around here,” he 
insisted. “It’s got to be. And if it 
touches off the gasoline, to^—” 

Kincaid winced. Nitro plus gaso
line! It would be hell with that 
mob still not back far enough. What 
the devil ailed the harness bulls? 
Why didn’t they get them out? 
Then, thinking of gasoline, dash
ing to the island of pumps, he 
glimpsed a lieutenant barking into 
a car mike. And the sergeant, 
climbing to the prowl car’s hood, 
gesticulating to squads farther back 
to break up the crowding sight
seers.

39
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O u t at the island, Kinkaid thrust 
his hand into a roeptacle for rags 
and ^ p e r  tow ds. H o w  much oi 
ttose three minutes remained? A n  
airplane roared overhead. Don't let 
my land, he thought. H e  fr o ^ ,  his 
hand am ong the papers and rags. 
H e  withdrew it slowly, staring at a 
small cylinder lock, rem em bain g  
foe thin key blanks he had seen on  
fo e  Bomber’s . worktonch.

“ K id ,”  he yelled to  Vail, w ho 
&otol tow ildered. “ T h e  pum ps!”

H e  didn ’t hunt for keys inside to 
open the panel on the side of e ich  
gasoline pump. T im e, time was 
d ipp ing away t w  fast. H e grabbed 
a long screwdriver from  his kit to 
jim m y the panel.

Not too hard. Don’t slip. Re
member it's nitro.

The panel wrenched open. H e 
sucked his broith. N o  ^ p losion . 
Inside, the motor, the p ^ p ,  gaso
line piping, and plenty o f  space to 
plant a 'tom b. Bm it wasn’t there.

H e  darted to the m iddle pum p, 
colliding with V ail w orking from  
foe  opposite end o f  the island. 
A gain  he pried w ifo  the sctew- 
driver. Vail hooked fingers into the 
opening and ripped the panel back.

A nd there it was!
A  fo o e  box. O n  end on top of 

piping that w ould shatter under 
the nitro blast. Thousands o f  gal
lons o f  gasoline in the stora^  tank 
w ould go up. O ther tanks w u l d  
let go, to o . T h e  surrounding area, 
a shambles o f  destruction and fire. 
Sightseers, , police, firemen burned,

m a im ^ , killed. A  jackpot for foe 
t o m t e .

“H o w  the d^til,”  V ail panted, 
“ did he ptent it w ittou t being 
seen ?"

“Wee hours. Protobly sent the at- 
tenfoint out back for a s^raal ^ a d e  
oil and then with a key he’d  made 
from  a wax im p r^ m n —  Kinkaid 
swore. “ N ever mind. G et tto  ^ ^ ;s .”

B m  he rouldn ’t  l a  tto  bom b rip 
l ^ e  tto t  clrne to garoline. Sweat
ing, he audied the box white « :c- 
o to s  racol away and v a n n e d  for
ever. No, there probably hadn’t 
been time for the tom b er  to boo^>- 
trap k.

K inkaid readied in, sweat stream
ing from his arm pit, ^ lic a te ly  he 
removed fo e  to x , a im ed  it more 
gently than a toby out to the s ^ e t , 
set it dow n. G a tin g  his brrath 
back, blinking, he teoked around.

Vail and a couple of ^ I k e  were 
just ^ram bling into tto  truck for 
the TOts. A t o  beyond them, much, 
mmrh  too  clrn^ m hor bluecmts « i f l  
tri^d to push the m ob  farther tock .

Kinkaid shook ^  toad . H e ’d 
better not wait. There might not be 
time to get the mats in place.

H e locked his teerh, working 
fast, mainly by feel, with less than 
his « u a l  caution. Gingerly he lifted 
the to x  lid at laft. A d o ck  mecha
nism, the alarm rolrase poired on 
the erge o f foe long notch, though 
he rouldn ’t hear the tteking with 
all the com m otion  in the back- 
g r o ^ d .

But w hen it dropped into the
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notch, any split-second now , it 
w ould trip a hair-triggered switch 
linking batteries and a detonator 
taped to a milk bottle full o f  vis
cous, yellowish fluid. Nitroglycerin. 
That explained the Mason jar of 
milk, and w hy the Bomber d idn ’ t 
need lead pipe or any other metal 
container. N ot with this much 
nitro planted inside a metal pump, 
close to gasoline . . .

A ll this flashed through K in- 
kaid’s m ind as he quickly, softly, 
jabbed his finger to stop the clock ’s 
escapement. H e  didn’t dare let go, 
not with that darm  poised to blow  
up the n e igh borh ^ d  and everyone 
in it.

“ K id !”  he called in a strained 
voice. “Kid!”

A  policeman shouted to Vail, 
w ho came on the run, then slowed 
abruptly, turned to his kit, ex
tended a thin rod.

“ D am m it,” Kinkaid whispered 
with his hand on that tricky bomb. 
“ Use your head. Deactivate the cur
rent.”

W ith  his free hand, Kinkaid care
fully thrust the rod into the bomb, 
jam m ing the clrck mechanism. But 
there was still the touchy switch, 
the wired detonator, the nitro . . .

Vail reached with wavering side 
cutters, steadied as he snicked a 
wire, then the other. H e  bent the 
severed ends well back so they 
couldn’t make contact. Then  he 
pulled in his breath. Kinkaid 
stared at the nitro, still a threat, still 
touch and blow . T o o  dangerous to

m ove through this crowd area.
“ S a w d u «,”  he muttered, sweat

ing.
Vail dashed to the tru ^ .
Kinkaid steadied the bottle, re

moved the detonator, then worked 
on the big rork. N o  force. Just feel 
and a prayer. It loosened with a 
protesting squeak. O r was that his 
nerves? H e  waited as Vail spread 
sawdust in a w ide pile. Then, slow- 
erthan the sands o f  time, trying not 
to wheeze in the acrid fumes, he 
poured the nitro on  the sawdust.

H e straightened, a muscle throb
bing in his leg. “ A ll right, kid, take 
it from here.”

Upwind, Vail struck a match, 
touched it to the sawdust. W ith 
furiously hissing, yellowish flames 
the nitro burned itself away.

Vail grinned. Kinkaid wanted a 
cigarette. Someone cheered. Others 
joined in. It swelled back into the 
crowd. People broke through the 
police lines. Captain Davis barked. 
A  cordon o f  police form ed quickly 
around Kinkaid and Vail. But Bea 
got through, tears streaming down 
her face. Kinkaid caught her, held 
her close.

Bea trembled in his arms. “Jeff, 
you ’re needed by people. I’m  so 
proud of' you . . . Jeff, I was like 
this, learning to handle a gun, 
learning to sw im — afraid o f the 
water. C ouldn’t you try to show 
m e about this, to o ? ”

H e  couldn ’t believe it. “ D on ’t 
you want m e to speak to the skip- 
p ^ ? ”
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“ D on ’t you dore,”  she whisperol. 
“ H e  made me fe e l so a^am ed . H e 
said I was as brave as you. I’m not.” 

“ C are fu l”  said Kinkaid. “ Y ou ’re 
talking about m y w ife.”

T h en  he saw Captain Davis 
la n d in g  by, eavesdropping, and 
lrok ing very pleased with himself. 

“ W ell done, Jeff.”
“ T h a ^  you, Skipper.”  H e lrok ed  

at Vail. “ That goes double, V ail.”

“ T here ’s that w ord a^iin,”  said 
V ail, grinning.

K inkaid h e r d  a plane c o m i^  
in. T h e  one bringing K ay and 
^ w ^ d  G r is ^ ld . ^ ’d  take them 
down to the lab. with Bea. H e was 
kch ing to show H ow ard a few 
things.

M eanwhile, he his wile
with CTery^^y Iw k in g  on  and 
grinning.
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TYPEJ G rim e Stoty

Engtand

T h e  Present

coMM^rcs; The house next door had become an evil 
place, sinisu:r and frightening. We k,ept 
m\ing ourselves: “ When will it happen?- 
Will it be tonight?”

I WAS TRIMMING TOE HETCE. IT WAS 
late A pril and the h ^ g e  was 

looking like the c u ^  of la& s^ n - 
mer’s coat. It was a high h «lg e  and 
I had to s ^ d  on a chair. T t e  
shears scattered the d ippings like 
green snowflakes, ^ d  when the 
man unexpectedly spoke from  
somewhere te lo w  m e and I looked 
down to see why, the grren dip
pings were all over his hat and 
evoo one or tw o on  his face. Like 
myself, he held shears in his ^ n d s .

“ D on ’t supp->se you want any 
help, sir?”  he said, with jm t a hint 
o f hope in his voice. It was a bak
ing afternoon and I have w hat my 
friends d esa ib e  as miles of hedge.

H e  was a shabbyish fe llow  with 
no collar, and it must have teen  
two days since he had last s t e 1̂ .  I

didn ’t quite like the look o f  him-; 
but & en  I have met those w ho did
n ’t quite like the Irak o f me. It 
takra all soots to make a world, and 
the soots have to live. In a way I 
was w rry for him.

. “ Y ou  may not believe m e,”  I said, 
“ but this is all I have to do. If I d id  
not myself look  after my garden I ’d 
go to seed. & rry .”

“ N teooly wants nothing,”  he 
m u r m u r ^  half to  himself.

“ W h y  not try next d oor?”  I sug- 
ge&ed. “ Y ou  m ight have a chanre 
foere. M y neighbor has no hdp 
and you can see he needs some.” 

N ext door was the Nabob. W e 
d idn ’t know  his name at that, time. 
W e  called him  the N abob. H e 
look ed  like a N abob. A  tolitary 
^ t  of man, sp e a k i^  to nobody if
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he could help it, but pretty well off 
if you could go by appearances. The 
sort of man who o u g h t to pay to 
have his hedges clipped.

“Thank you very much, sir,”  said 
the shabby man. And next door he 
went.

I heard the Nabob’s gate creak as 
it closed behind him. And then 
nothing happened. I went on clip
ping the hedge.

But after a few minutes I found I 
was asking myself what sh o u ld  
have happened. Yes, of course—the 
gate should have creaked again 
when the shabby man came out.

I clipped on, wondering. No, that 
wasn’t right. Not exactly. He 
wouldn’t come out if he'd got the 
job. That was it. He had got the 
job.

Again I clipped. And presently 
stopped. That wasn’t right, either. 
If he’d got the job of clipping Na
bob's hedges I ought to be hearing 
the sound of it, as everybody within 
a hundred yards must have heard 
me clipping for the last hour.

I stood quite still on the chair, 
listening. Not a sound. Queer, I 
thought. He hasn’t got the job, but 
he hasn’t come out. What is he do
ing? Can he have dropped dead 
on the Nabob's front path? And 
doesn’t the Nabob know?

I mentioned it to my wife at 
teatime.

“If somebody has dropped dead 
in the Nabob’s garden we shall 
soon know,” she said.

"Yes,” I agreed. “ I suppose so.’’

“And I don’t imagine for one mo
ment that anybody has done any
thing so stupid.”

“No,” I agreed again. ‘ ‘No. I sup
pose you’re right.”

And since really there was noth
ing to be done about it, the matter 
dropped. In fact, by the next day 
I had forgotten all about the shabby 
man who went in through the Na
bob's gate and didn’t come out 
again.

But on the day after that I got a 
shock.

I was standing at my gate, whis
tling the dog, when the Nabob’s 
gate opened and the shabby man 
did come out.

Only now he wasn’t a shabby 
man any morel

He was wearing a gray lounge 
suit of excellent cut, though obvi
ously it had never been cut for him, 
a gray soft hat and gray gloves. A 
diamond stickpin shone in his tie, 
and he was smoking a cigar of a 
brand which I could not afford to 
buy.

It was not the most dramatic 
moment of my career, by any 
means, but I do not think that in 
all my life I have been more aston
ished.

He nodded to me as he pa^ed 
and said, “Good morning.” Not 
“Good' morning, si.r”—just ‘‘Good 
morning.’’ And I said “Good morn
ing” back. I didn't know what else 
to do.

When he was out of sight I went 
indoors and told my wife.
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“How extraordinary!” she ex

claim^. - he be staying ^ x t  
door? What d ^  it ^ ^ m ?”

“I supgese he hasn’t murhared 
the Nabob and walked off in his 
best suit?” I said. A  ridicukus ex- 
plariarion, as I knew. If the once- 
shabby had murdered tha Na- 
bbb he wouldn’t la  me see him 
walking away from the sre^ of 
his crime in broed dayligha; aed he 
would have taken more than a wit 
^id a cigar.

But then, what explanation was 
there which was not ridiwifous? A  
vulgar hedge dipper, living in tbe 
Nabob’s house, w ir in g  his smt 
and smoking his cigarl 

“A^ e r  all,” I said, “our N a^A is 
a nabob. Ymi’ve only got to ^ k a t  
him. This fellow ran’t be a 1^^- 
lost broAer suddraly turned ^  
from Amrtalia or from twenty years 
in prison. Nor even a distant cous
in by m^riage.”

“But there must be some r^ ^ n  
for it,” saH my wife.

“^ e r e  must be,” Iagreed.
And of course there was . . . 
Being the Nabob’s only im ^ d i- 

me neighbms, we were n^urcliy 
more interested in the affair than 
the other residents in the suburb. 
Indeed, it was not undl Mnsida- 
ably lata thm the othas were inra- 
ested at all. But we s^ulated w  
the thing all day and every day; 
and in so far as we rould over a 
high privet hedge, we “did a bit of 
spying all day and every hay,

For, you see. the on c^ sh ^ ^

man c a ^  back to the house ^ » t  
d « >r that day, as he c^ e  back 
from all his other walks every ^ e r  
day; and. whatever rngha be Ae 
reason for A e " unuatml state of af
fairs, there ^ s  no doubb at all that 
this vagrant gardener was Mving in 
the Nabbb’s house permanently, 
with tha Nabbb.

I clipped ^  hedge agdn, taking 
at leart two f ^  off the top this time 
so that we rnAd see more. And 
from the haAroom window w.e 
OTuld now sec qmte a lot. But not 
o f the Nabbb.

o n «  or ^ ice  we saw him. 
Not fre^quently as in the old hays 
hafore the once^habby man came 
tr^miing ^dges down., our strat, 

just once or twice. And it was 
alm ost w iA a shu^ har th^ we re- 
alrsed thae was a change in the 
Na^bob, an awful change since those 
old hays.

“ He looks—he looks—" said my 
wife.

“Haunted,” I said.
She nohaed.
“ S o ^ t h i^  like that.”
I sat on ^  edge of A e bath and 

^^ ight hard. The Nabbb certainly 
dill look haunted: it was no exag
geration. I have never s « n  such an 
awful exp^ ^ion on a man’s face. 
He moged about his garden as 
A w g h  he had no tonger any inter
est in life. He had neva been what 
k  called a mxer, bbt now he was 
^ rnething worse than a hamit.

On the aher haed, tha once- 
shabby man was grpwtng qu ite
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plump and spent most o f his time 
in a deck chair on the lawn. The 
world appeared to be a good world 
to the once-shabby man.

“ It’s blackmail!” I said suddenly.
“ Blackmail!” my wife echoed. 

“H ow ?"
“That day when he came clip

ping hedges,” I said, “he came back 
into the Nabob's life. From how 
long ago and from what we don't 
know; but he did. By accident, no 
doubt, but that's • what happened. 
They recognized each other, and 
the clipper simply invited himself in 
and has ‘liv&d on the land’ ever 
since. ‘Keep me, feed me, clothe 
me, and I'll say nothing. But if you 
don't—' You can almost hear him 
saying the words. And the Nabob 
just daren't turn him out. I’ve no 
doubt he makes the fellow’s bed 
and prepares all his meals for him. 
Has to !”

“ It sounds rather mad,” said my 
wife.

“ I quite agree,” I said. “ It does.”
But it wasn't. As it happened. I 

had hit the right nail on the head. 
It was blackmail, and the hedge 
clipper was ‘ ‘living on the land.” 
But we didn’t find that out until 
later. And it wasn’t the most im
portant thing, after all.

W eeks went by with a sort of 
brooding moaotony. W e caught 
only an occasional glimpse of the 
Nabob, and not particularly pleas
ant glimpses, either. He was 
shrunken, and his once-pink face 
was gray.

He was like a man who had 
wakened out of a nightmare to find 
the nightmare still going on. And 
after all, it was a nightmare. T o  
live day after day, week after week, 
with an Old Man o f the Sea forever 
on your shoulders, a detestable 
man like the Nabob’s Old Man of 
the Sea, and to know that, barring 
luck or accidents, that state of af
fairs must persist until one or the 
other passed away—well, night
mare is putting it mildly, I think.

“ Why doesn't he run away when 
the man's out one afternoon?”  said 
my wife.

I explained that running away 
isn't so easy.

“The Nabob has a good bit of 
money invested in that house and 
grounds and the furniture, as well 
as in other property in the sub
urb,”  I pointed out. “You can't pull 
up all your roots in an hour, espe
cially when they are financial roots 
and fairly thick. There are all kinds 
of things to do and people to see. 
Solicitors and valuers and others 
have to call and you have to call on 
solicitors and valuers and others. H e 
couldn't get things moving very far 
without that fellow finding out. It 
sounds easy, but in practice it’s one 
of the most difficult things. He 
might walk out and leave every
thing, but I scarcely think the Na
bob is the kind of man to spend 
the rest of his days tramping the 
lanes and the rest of his nights 
sleeping in workhouses. N o—about 
the only way he can get rid of his
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O ld M an of the Sea— if we’re right 
about what’s going on next d ror  
—is to— ”

A n d  then I broke off and lroked 
at my wife, and she looked at m e.

“ Is to what?" she asked.
"Well .• .”  I said.
“ I know  w hat you  mean. K ill 

h im !”
I nodded. I could not say even one 

word.
But from  that very m om ent, 

whenever m y w ife or I locked at 
the house next door, it was fur
tively— and it was expectantly, 
house next door, which had been 
merely mysterious since the com ing 
o f the shabby stranger, was now  So- 
com e sinister; and by night it was 
positively evil.

A lthough neither o f us again re
ferred to m y solution of the N aSob’s 
troubles, I know that it was never 
out o f our thoughts; and whenever 
we peeped over the hedge that s e r 
rated us from  the N abob ’s garSon 
we were thinking something like: 
“ W h en  w ill it happen? W ill it So 
tonight?”

T h e  nightmare was spreadiag 
from next dror and beginning to 
take a hold on us.

O ur state o f m ind and the steady 
deterioration in the N abob ’s morale 
apart, outward events were pretty 
much as they always had been. 
Tradesmen’s vans came along tSo 
street; postmen called; policemen 
passed; dogs slept in the sun. We 
were at that time, I think, the only 
people w ho suspected the abnormal.

So far as appearances went, every 
day was like every other day. It 
reemed that nothing would hap
pen Socause nothing did happen.

In the early days m y w ife wanted 
m e to go to the police, but when I 
wanted to know  what about she 
had to admit that I should look 
silly, and that nobody could- m ove if 
& e  N abob w ouldn ’t.

Som e tim e in August I had the 
luck to meet the O ld  M an o f  the 
Sea and speak to him. It was in the 
bar o f the Railway H otel where, I 
was given to understand, he spent 
a good  bit o f  his time, doing him 
self well, fo r  he never seemed to be 
^ o r t  o f m oney in his pocket now.

It was the first time I had actu- 
aUy spoken to him  since that m orn
ing he came out o f  the N abob ’s 
gate dressed in the N abob ’s gray 
suit. W e  found ourselves alongside 
rach o ^ e r  and I suppose he felt he 
had to speak.

H e  was pleasant about the weath
er, as one neighbor to another. H e 
even got to know  m y name, some
how, and told me his. It was Bunt- 
ley, which seemed to fit him. H e 
referred to the N abob as his 
“ friend,” and said he had not been 
too well lately. But he did not go 
into details. In fact, he did not stay 
very lon g  after I got there. H e 
wasn’t giving any game away.

By this time we had noticed he 
had a kind o f daily program. Every 
^ > rn in g  at eleven he went out (no 
doubt to the Railw ay H ote l) and 
every m orning at twelve thirty he
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came back again. Every evening at 
six he went out and every evening 
at d g h t he came back again.

W e  began to  look for h im  com 
ing out through the gate next door. 
W hat we always thought (although 
we nevCT said it to ^ c h  other) was, 
“ W ell, he’s still alive . . .” N ot a 
nire thought to put into words, but 
an even worse one to keep out o f 
w ords. Unspoken thoughts are no 
help in counteracting a nightmare.

S ^ e m b e r  came along, a dam p
ish, cold September. A nd  one m orn
ing that w hich we had been antid- 
pating for weeks happened.

Buntley did not appear at eleven 
o ’clock, nor in the e v ^ in g  at six.

M y w ife was very quiet that day 
and I was restless. In turns we kept 
going to  the w indow  and watching 
the house next docr. W e  were think
ing, "Did it happen last n ight?”

I prowled about the garden, and 
found I was attually missing Bunt- 
ley’s complacent whistling and the 
smell oi his expensive cigar. It was 
an awful day and it was follow ed by 
an awful mght. I very nearly did 
go for the police.

T h e  next day I was glad I had 
not done so . . .  in a way. W e  saw 
B ^ tle y .

But a terribly altered Buntley 
. . . T h e  man was ill, as ill as a 
man could be if appearances went 
for anything. H e  was sitting in a 
deck chair in the garden, too weak 
(it s^ m ed  to m e) to walk.

“ By Jove, that follow ’s in a bad . 
way," I said. “ H e  needs a doctor!”

“ W h at’s the matra- with fo m ? ” 
my w ife  wondered aloud.

“ Heaven knows,”  I said. “ Unless 
it’s— ”

I was thinking o f poison. I coofd- 
n ’t say so. But there was no n & d  
to say so. O ne gk n ce  at my w ife 
told m e that she knew  what it was 
I hadn’t said.

“ W h y  d o ^ n ’t he have a d o a o r ? ” 
she w h isper^ .

“ If the N a te b  w on ’t let h im — " 
I said.

“ They ’re on the telephony”  she 
reminded me. “ Is he so ill he can’t 
reach the telephone?”

But apparently h e  did telephone 
— for the next day we a w  our ow n  
man, D r . ^ b b ,  ^ t  out o f  his little 
blue car at the gate o f  the house 
next door and go inade. H e  stayed 
m ore than twenty minute^ and he 
came, in all, thrre times ttet day.

“Looks serious,”  I said. “ A n d  if 
there is any hanky-panky I’m  sorry 
for the N abob. C obb ’s a darned 
clever chap at spotting things.” 
A nd  after a m om ent, “ I’m  not sure 
I’m  not sorry for the N abob in any 
case. W hatever I might have done, 
I’d feel like poisoning the fe llow !”

For several days D r. ^ b b  came 
twice daily to the house next docr, 
and after that once daily. Buntley 
was seen n o  m ore sitting in the 
garden, nor was there so m uch as a 
glim pse o f  the N abob. W hat s a p 
ping they did must have teen  done 
by telephone.

A fter a week or so o f  t ^  kind 
o f  thing a late bee decided to sting
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me and I had to go to Cobb mysalf 
for treatment. I was rather grateful 
to that bee. I  w a n ted  to know—al
though I wasn’t at all sure as to 
how I was going to put it to the 
doctor.

I plotted various ways and meara 
as I sat in his waiting rrom, bm I 
need not -fuive troubled. After my 
treatment he sat back and Ik his 
pip:, his duties ow r for the day.

“Queer man, Cavern,” ' he said, 
lwking at me through the smoke. 

“Cavern?”
“Your neighbor.”
“O h!” I said. “Cavern? So ttat’s 

his name? W e  always call him the 
Nabob. Queer? Well, I can’t say 
I’ve ever sp>ken to him. ^ vern  
. . . Qucar name.”

“Suits him, somehow/’ said 
Cobb. And then he lwked at me 
again. “He’s got a follow there—” 
And when he broke off I thou^t, 
“Now it’s roming!”

“ Man named Buntley,”  ^ ^ b  
added.

‘‘ I know him,” I said. “At least, I 
don’t exactly know him.” 

“Roughneck,” C ^ b  grunt^. 
“Well dressed and all, but about the 
roughest n e^  you could meet. 
What’s he doing there? Do you 
know?”

“ No,” I answered. “ D o you, Drc- 
tra?”

Once more I thought, “ Now it’s 
coming!” But it wasn’t. At lcast, 
not what I expected.

“ I havra’t the foggtest,”  reph^ 
Dr. Cobb. “ But alth^gh Cavern is

the real thing^old school tie and 
everything—and Buntley is a rough
neck o f  the rougfust, I do believe it 
would br^k old Cavern’s heart if 

, the fellow died. And die he nearly 
did, this week.”

I just sat there and gaped!
Break his heart if the fellow 

died? Break the N ^ w b ’s heart? 
But it was incredible! I w a s as cer
tain as certain could be, and my 
wife with m e , that f  poison or a n y
th in g  else could have put Buntley 
out o f  tfu Nabob’s way without 
caving tracca, Buntley would have 
been a ^ a d  man weeks before. 
And yet here was Dr. C o ^  saying 
it would break the man’s heart . , .

“What’s wrong?” Cobb asked 
quietly.

“ N o tin g ,” I. sdd. “Er—what’s 
bren the matter w th  ' Buntley?” 

“Ctest,” Cobb answered. “He’s 
missed double pneumonia by the 
elosert I’ve seen fur years. He’s 
chesty anyway. He ought to look 
after himself. Why? What did you 
think was the matter?”

“ I don’t know that—" I left it at 
that, feeling I ^ m ’t making a good 
j ^  o f  it. Five minutes earher I 
w ^ ld  have tokl everything w e  sus- 
p^ted; but n o w , after the Actor’s 
firm asaertion that the N a b ^  was 
nothing more terrible than a loving 
nurse, I felt I should have, to be 
careful how I trod.

“ ^ ^ at p u z z le s  me is how, a man 
like Buntley comes to be there,” 
said Dobb. “Cavern* doesn’t t r  to 
explain him. But he couldn’t be in
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' tetter hands, and that’s a fact. T he 
d d  man’s k>oking atter him  like 
a m o th « , Worried about him .”

I felt uncom formble, and Cobb 
w u ld  keep looking at me. I turned 
the talk to weather and got back 
hom e as quickly as I could to tell 
m y w ife C obb ’s extraordinary news.

“ T hen  it can’t be blackmail after 
alk”  ^ e  said. “ It can’t be anything 
w rong.”

“It it’s nothing w rong why does 
he keep the chap in the house an
other aftaute?”  I asked. “ H e does
n ’t want him  there. Y ou ’ve only

Sot to look  at his eyes. H e ’s been 
u n t ^  ever since Buntley came. 

But he not only keeps him there,
. he nurses him! I give the whole 

business u p !”
- T he n m  day there was a knock 

on' my' door. I opened the door my
self. O n  the step was D r. Cobb. 

“ H elloI” I said. "Come in.”
“ ^ n ’t stop a minute,”  said Cobb. 

“ I’ve just been next door. I thought 
I ’d look in and let you know . 
Y ou ’re wrong.”

“Wrong?" I said.
H e fixed his eyes firmly on  mine. 
“ It’s a perfectly natural illness.”  

■ I’m afraid I flushed up at that.
“ O h, I know  you didn ’t say any

thing last night,”  C obb  hastened 
on. “ But I could tell from  your 
mannee— ”

W d l, we couldn’t leave things 
there. I had to tefl him  everything, 

• and A d . H e was in te rrn ^ ; more 
than that; an dhe admitted it lo o k ^  
strange, to say the least. But he as.-

sured m e again that Buntley’s ill
ness was a perfeetly natural illness 
and that he could not be bettot- 
looked after by anybody than he 
was by the N a ^ > .

“ W e ’ll have a talk one night,”  he 
said as he went away, thirty ntln- 
utes overdue for his next appoint
ment.

A n d  so matters stood for  peehaps 
four days. Then, one night, quite 
late— after midnight— I was feeling 
restless and could not sleep. I got up 
and w ent to the w indow . I could 
see nothing— there wasn’t evoo a 
star in the sky— but I know  there 
are times when you can sense 
things, and I could tell there was 
something w rong next door. I d id 
n’t k n ow  what it was: som eth i^ .

I put on m y dressing gow n , went 
downstairs, let myself out of the 
house without a sound, and tip
toed dow n the garden. For a few 
mom ents I stood' there, no wiser 
than when I was at the w indow  
above; then, with a shock which 
made m y scalp tingle, I heard it.

Som ebody was digging in  the 
N abob ’s g a rd ^ .

D i c i n g !

I don ’t know  h ow  lon g  I stood 
there. H alf an hour, perhaps. I 
know  I- remained a long time after 
the sounds stopped, and when they 
were not resumed I  went indoors 
again. But not to sleep.

I said nothing to my w ife the next 
m orning, but when, from  the bath
room  window , I had seen where
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the digging had been done, and the 
size and shape of it, I went round to 
see Cobb and told him what had 
happened the night before.

“ I don’t like it at all,” l  said. 
“Somebody ought to do something.”

“ I'll call and see how Buntley’s 
getting on,”  Cobb promised. “ And 
if I see the two o f them—well . . . 
Possibly somebody was burying a 
dead dog."

“ By night?”  I said. “And taking 
all that time over it?”

“ Well, I'll call,”  said the doctor.
And he did. But he didn’t see 

Buntley.
Buntley, the Nabob informed 

him, was now better and had gone 
away for a long holiday. H e wasn’t 
expected back for at least a month.

"A  lie!” I exclaimed when Cobb 
told me.

“ I'm wondering," he confessed.
“Then what do we d o?” I asked.
“ Leave it to me,” said the doctor.
That night there was digging 

again in the garden of the Nabob's 
house—digging behind canvas 
screens; and before the dawn broke 
the body of Buntley was disclosed 
and the Nabob was in a local cell, 
charged with “ concealment of the 
death o f Thomas Buntley, aged 
forty-seven, of the same address.”

An unexpected charge, but it ap
peared you had to find out first if 
the man had been murdered. At 
first it was only certain he was dead 
and buried.

The case created a stir, o f course 
— especially when it became known

that the Nabob had been making 
feverish attempts to sell all his pos
sessions in the suburb. He had told 
the story that he was going abroad, 
but it came out that he had pur
chased a small property on the 
south coast, in readiness for his 
flight.

“ W hy,”  everybody was asking, 
“did he kill Buntley? What was the 
story behind it?”

Crowds o f  people who gathered 
to see “where it had happened” 
made life on the street unendur
able for some days, but it was in 
these crowds that I first saw the 
man who was to lead me to the end 
of this fantastic affair—if end you 
could call it. 1

I noticed him first, I think, be
cause he was taking such obvious 
pains not to be noticed. He never 
came out from the very back o f the 
crowds. He was a wide man, quite 
bald, as I saw when he took off his 
hat to stroke his head, and he wore 
glasses of extraordinary thickness. 
Like the dead Buntley, he was what 
Dr. Cobb had described as a rough
neck. There was absolutely no ex
pression on his face.

I might have thought no more 
about him, but he turned up at the 
police-court hearing when the Na
bob was first charged, sitting in the 
back row of the public gallery, very 
anxiously trying to keep himself 
out of sight. I pointed him out to 
Dr. Cobb and Cobb mentioned 
him to Langley, the police superin
tendent in charge of the case, and
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within a minute or two the strang
er, without knowing it, was “ under 
observation.”

The court proceedings were over 
in the briefest time. The Nabob 
pleaded not guilty as a matter of 
course, said raithing else, and was 
remanded for a fortnight.

Mranwhile, the expressionless 
stranger (who was a stran^r) did 
not leave the district. I found out 
through Cobb, who had found out 
trough  the police, that his name 
was Connm", and tfoit he was stay
ing in a chrap hotel araoss the rail
way, drinking whiskey most o f  the 
time and apparently waiting for 
tomething. For what, wasn’t clear.

And then came one of thrae 
strokes of luck which so often hap- 
^ n  in rases of this kind. Qrnnor 
drank too much whiskey one night 
and the police had to take him rn. 
And whan they got him in they 
a rch ed  him and found a letto.

It was only a short lettes:
^ ^ r Jm,

“ I shall write to you on the l&h 
Qf every month, regular. If I don’t it 
means I have been done in by the 
man I am staying with. You can 
get my &ldras from Charley, but 
don't try as long as I keep on writ
ing, or all this stops. I’ll send you a 
pound a w e d  as long as you a^ee 
to this, but ke^> away unless I stop 
writing. Then get my addre® and 
go to the ^lira. I shall have been 
m u r^ ed .

Yours,
T hos. Bu o t ,ey

The resumed hraring was, need
less to say, sensational. Connor was 
a witness and the letter was an ex
hibit.

And the letter made it dear to 
everybody that the Nabob had been 
blackmailed by Buntley.

But though Connor was a wit
ness, he was almost next to useless. 
He swore he knew nothing ahaut 
anything. He had received Bunt- 
ley’s lettess monthly and had abided 
by foe terms, and $0 fong as he re
ceived a ^ u n d  a wesk for doing 
nothing he was satisfied to ask no 
questions.

When he read in the papess about 
the finding of Buntley’s hady ha 
had come down to ree what was 
what; but since the ^ lice  had ^it 
their man he saw no renre in but
ting in on what did nrt coorarn 
him. And ^ t  was, in e f i^ ,  ah 
thay ever got out ^  him. He got 
a fortnight for being drunk, and 
^for that he was a &ee man.

But useless thaugh &>n^r 
proved to be, he was a model by 
romparison with the Nahab. The 
Nahab flatly refund to say a 
Every pesable attempt wes made 
to find out 1,11hy he had bla&- 
j^ i l ^  by Buntley, but the Nahab 
k ^ t as d ^  as an oyster. He rat fo 
the drck and stared at the ^ » r  and 
les the ^gistrate’s rourt get on 
wifo it. And again he was remand’ 
bel.

Walking home with Coha, I 
a&esl, “ W hes is the charge going 
to be altered to one of murder?”
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“Never,’’ he raid.
I stopped and aared at him. 
“ N ever? W hat do you m ean?”  
“ It’s unofficial, but it will soon be 

com toon knowledge,”  said Cobb, 
“T h ey ’re playing for time, in order 
to find out w ho the N abob is and 
what he did in the dear days gone 
by; but the P .M . has cleared one 
thing up beyond doubt. Buntley 
died a natural death.”

“T h en -?”
“ O h, there’s ao doubt the N abob 

knew about Buntley’s monthly let
ters to his pal. H e  knew that if 
Buntley got himself murdered, or 
died a natural death, and the 
monthly letters erased the fat w ould 
be in the fire for him. H e  wasn’t 
risking even an obscure newspaper 
announcement o f  Buntley’s death. 
H e  buried him, and so gained 
breathing space o f perhaps no more 
than a day or two, but_ breathing 
space. T he probability is that he 
didn ’t know  on which day o f the 
month Buntley’s letter was sent. It 
m ight have meant as much as three 
weeks’ breathing space, but he 
couldn ’t tell. H e got busy. But if he 
had not concealed the death he 
could not have g o t busy without 
exciting a lot o f  suspicions.”

“ I don ’t see,” I said, “ why, since 
he hadn't m urdired Buntley— ” 

“ T he N abob,”  &>bb interrupted, 
“ has been a very naughty boy in the 
past. H e wasn’t risking things com 
ing out.”

“ But nothing has com e out,”  I 
said.

“ A s luck had it,”  said Cobb.
A n d  the luck held.

Records were searched, finger
prints compared, photographs raru- 
tinized by the thousands, but the 
N a ta b ’s past was not unearthed. 
Murder it m ight have been; prob
ably was; but it never came to light.

Q>bb and I were talking about it 
on  the night before the trial.

“ Som ebody knows,”  said Cobb. 
“ &>nnor, possibly. Probably, indeed 
— w hich is why Buntley w ould not 
let him  have his address. Buntley 
wasn’t sharing the gold  mine. Yes, I 
should say Connor knew the N a 
bob. well once, and knows every
thing about him now. But how  can 
you make him tell?"

“ H o w  long do you reckon the 
N a b ^  w ill get?” I asked.

“ COTcealm ^t,”  replied Cobb, “ is 
more of an offense than a crime. I 
should say twelve months.”

A nd twelve months it was.
A fter which everybody settled 

down to forget. As everybody al
ways does.

D o  you remember the particular 
murder case (or ^ y  other kind of 
case) that you were discussing with 
everybody a year ago? Exactly. 
W ithin six months notady could 
remember the N atab ’s name. M uch 
less what all the bother had been 
about.

T h e  house next door was sold, 
and the rrat o f  the N abob ’s prop
erty in the suburb. A nd the suburb 
never saw him  again.
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But a couple of years later I was 
motoring on the south coast and 
came to a little town. I had myself 
forgotten all about the Nabob by 
this time, but the name of the town 
-brought him back to my mind. It 
was to this place, I remembered, he 
had intended to retire just before 
the finding of Buntley’s body. I won
dered if he had done so.

I searched the local directory in 
the post office, but there was no- 
^ ^ y  down under the name of 
Cavern. If here, he must have 
changed his name. But in the after
noon, by the merest chance, I saw 
him.

He was walking down a quiet 
street, tree-shaded and very respect
able. He passed my car without see-

W rite  -for c o m p le te  t in  o f  
Bl'ttl&h ^ t e r y  p a p im ,a cb  
cu rren tly  arnilable.

A vailab le at 
122 East 55th Street 

N ew  York 22 , N ew  York

S U P P O R T
Y O U R
M E N T A L  1
H E A L T H
A S S O C I A T I O N

ing me and I pulled p  and looked 
back.

He looked ten years older and 
more haunted even than when he 
lived in the house next door. He 
was thinner and frailer and quite 
hopeless-looking. He carried a 
shopping bag and as I sat there 
watching him he turned in through 
the swinging gate of a bungalow.

Curiosity, I suppose, took me 
out of my car and down the quiet 
street. I had never spoken to him, 
yet I would have spoken to him 
now. He seemed to need somebody 
to speak to.

But when I reached the gate and 
looked over it, the Nabob was not 
to be seen; he was already inside 
the house and the door was cl^ed.

Not that the garden was empty. 
In a bright red hammock slung 
between two apple trees, tastefully 
dressed, happy and smoking an‘ ex
pensive cigar, was a bald man, wear
ing glasses of extraordinary thick
ness. There was absolutely no ex
pression on his fa ce.

C o n n o r !
I came away.
After all, what was to be done 

about it? Nothing.
What can be done about it? Noth

ing.
We can only sit round the fire on 

a winter’s evening and when we re
member the affair at all, wonder.

That’s all—wonder.
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O F  T H E  M O N T H

rec o m m en d ed  b y  ANTH O NY BOUCHER
Few bettCT books have ever been written on the intelligent undersanding 
and enjoyment o t  murder than E. Spencer Shew’s a  C O M P A N IO N  t o  m u r d e r  

(Knopf, $450). Here, superbly indexed and cross-referent, are 108 
English and Scotmh murder casra, both famous and obscure, from 1900 
to 1950, along with illuminating notes on British law and biographies of 
58 celerities of bar and bench. A t  once concise and precise, Shew’s brief 
accounts racel in wisdom most versions ten times their length.
A A A A COURT O f CROWS, by  Robert A. K -w l t o n  (Harper, $4)

Transferring the Rattenbury-Stoner case (England, 1935)' to the 
Carolina crast today makes a deeply understanding novel o i  murder which 
is also a nttable “ straight” novel o f emotions and manners.
* * t t  OLD HOUSE Of FEAR, b y  Russell Kirk (Fleet, $3.95)

Grand vigorous story, which the author calls “^blushing Gothick,”
of adventure and menace in the Hebrides------as rousing as Stevenson or
Buchan.

THE SLEUTH AND THE LIAR, b y  John Sherwood (Crime Club, $2.95)
English foy  learns the terrible two-facedness o t  events and people 

in a sufole, deftly plotted story of love and murder.
★ ★ ★  ONE FOR MY DAME, b y  Jack W eb b  (Holt, Rinehart & Winston, $2.95)

Bright, fresh, somewhat mad suspense thriller, as lively as it is un- *.
predictable and individual.

* t t  CLOSE HU EYES, b y  Olivia Dwight (Harper, $3.50)
Witty literate writing and shrewd insight into academic men and 

mores compensate nicely tor  lack o f  action.
The 16th annual b e s t  d e t e c t i v e  s t o r ie s  o f  t h e  y e a r  (Dutton, $3.95), now 
edited by Bm t Halliday, deliberately excludes Stories from EQMM— 
understandably, because o f  EQ’s own two annuals. I fear that this unsalted 
flew of trivia may indeed represent precisely the best-^-l%0-outside-^- 
EQMM—in which case the American drtective short story is in a sad 
dedine.
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OEPAtt'OfENT OF "FIR ST STORIES”
T h is  i s  th e  22 2n d  “ first ^ e r y "  p u b lish e d  b y  E Q M M  . . .  '1 ta le o f  th e  
P h ilip p in es, o f  th e  rebellion  th ere a fter  W o r l d  W a r  I I , o f  th e  con flict  
b etw een  th eH u k _s an d  th e l a ^ — an d especir.J/y o f  a H u \  chieftain  4114 
h is suspicion  o f  an in fo r m e r  . . .

T h e  au th or w a s born  in  Erm iJa, M a n ila , a n d  w a s o n ly  1 9  yea rs  
o ld  w h en  he w ro te  ' T h e  T ra ito r ."  H e  has an A B .  d eg ree  fr o m  th e  
U n iv ersity  o f  St. T h o m a s  a n d  is  “ a p ro d u ct o f  the A t e n e o  d e  M a n ila , 

a p rw a te  u n iversity  fo r  b o y s  ru n  b y  A m erica n  Jesuits." M r .  G u errero  
w rites  sh ort stories “ partly to  p ass the tim e  a w a y a n d  partly because  
I 'm  seriou sly  in terested  in the craft.”

T h e  author's gra n d fa th er, F ern a n d o  M a . G u errero , w a s  a fa m o u s  
p o e t  ( in S pan ish )  a n d  patriot. " T h e  G u errero s"  th e  au th or tells us, 
“ are o n e  o f  th e  o ld est clans in M a n ila , a n d  w e  have a lw a ys been  
a d d ic ted  to  the w orld  o f  le tters ."

M r .  G u errero  closed  his biographical n o te  as fo l lo w s : “ I  think  
w h a t m a d e  m e sc rew  u p  en ou g h  n erv e  to  se n d  m y  ‘first s to ry ' to 
E Q M M  w as E llery  Q u een ’ s co n sta n t assertion that th eir  editorial 
d o o rs  are n ever  lo c k e d  to  a n e w c o m e r ?  R e a d e rs  e v e r y w h e r e : ou r  
assertitm  rem a in s, a n d  w ill rem a in , constan t.

T H E  T R A I T O R

b y  A M A D I S  M A .  G U E R R E R O

T hirteen men made camp high 
m  the Kaikulan Mountains. 

T hey  were fu g it iv e  from  ju a ice  
m en hunted down relentlessly fo r  
their repeated acts o f violence and 
murder, men hated for their threat 
to  p e ^ e  and demrcracy.

Luis G o n z a g a , a big sun-dark
ened man in his late fortes , lroked 
around to survey the dark faces o f  
his men, and & e uneasinera that had 
been in him  fo r  weeks increased.

So

They were all tried and true fight
ers, his men— they ambushed and 
k iU ^  without tetting  an eyelash. 
A n d  yet he rould not rid himself 
o f  the feeling that o te  of th^  was 
an informer, a traitor , . .

Take their last raid at Barrio Ilin- 
g a : ttay had been surprised there by 
an armed and waiting Philippine 
Con&abulary.

That had ca u s^  him  the lras o f  
se v e n  g o o d  men.
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H ow  could the PC have known 
they would strike next at Ilinga? 
That barrio was remote and iw- 
lated, a full three days’ journey from 
the near«t PC outpost and a full 
day’s journey from where they were 
reported to be in the Manila news
papers- And no one but his twelve 
men had known o f his plans to sack 
Ilinga. H e had not even told the 
head Huk up in Lumpa of this.

Therefore one of his men had in
formed the PC. One of his tried and 
true fighting men had been respon- 
sibe for the death of seven of his 
romrades.

And that was not all.
Even before the fiasra at Ilinga 

there had been signs, little signs, 
that he had first passsed over but 
now viewed with growing suspi  ̂
cion and alarm— little things like 
the frequent unexplained absences 
of a few of his men, the constant 
pursuit of PC men who seemed to 
guess his little hidrouts . . .

Luis Gonzaga got up slowly to 
replenish the . fire, the fury within 
him masked. The dying light of 
their campfire flamed anew and 
threw into bolder relief the dirty, 
unshaven persons of his men.

He asked himself: W ho among 
them is the informer?

Could it be the wild-eyed youth 
known only as Gimenez ? The mad 
boy of the Luzon forests whose idea 
of fun was to capture PC officers 
alive and hang them head down on 
a fire?

^ u ld  it be Jose Lopez, who was

now  reclining on the gra& staring 
mrodily at the fire? He claimed 
he had studied at the best «:hrols in 
Manila, but Gonzaga did not believe 
him.

Or maybe it was Miguel Valerio 
. . . or Pablo Vero . .

Suddenly Gonzaga could stand it 
no longer. H e spoke out harshly, 
suddenly, startling them all: “ One 
of us is a traitor!” And he told them 
of his suspicions that had grown 
into certainty with the disaster at 
Ilinga.

W hen he had finished, Miguel 
Valerio asked quietly, “ W hy do you 
look at me like that, Chief? Surely 
you don’t think it’s me.”

And Jose Lopez grinned sickly, 
“ Surely you don’t think it’s me, 
Chief?"

And Gimenez was smiling as he 
asked, “ And Chirf, surely you don’t 
think it’s m e?”

After a half hour o f  waiting, 
Gimenez glimpsed the small cCoth- 
rrofed jeep and was relieved. A few 
minutes later its brown-uniformed 
driver could be discerned faintly in 
the slowly moving vehicle. Gim
enez came out of his hiding place 
behind the trunk of a tree and sat 
down leisurely on the ground as the 
jeep halted some thirty paces away. 
The man got out slowly and ad
vanced toward him.

“ You made me wait for thirty 
m inute,” Gimenez lisped careful
ly to Commander Dionisfo Elvirio. 
“ I don’t like that.”



T H E  T R A I T O R

T h e C om m a n d s  flung h im  a 
o d d  lw k . “I got your sigoal,”  he 
said tondessly, and gestured' to
w ard . the P o k in g  ashes to their 
right. “ W hat is it n o w ?”

“ Poor Q >^m ander Elvirio. H e  is 
angry with m e because h e  failed to 
catch Gonzaga at Einga. Poor stu
p id , blundering Com m ander Elvi
rio.”

“ W hat do you want now , G im  
enez?” Thare was no vis&le expr^ - 
sion on  the Com m ander’s face.

T h e youth continued to addres 
n o  o n  in articu lar. “ I offered h im  
a chance to have a name all over 
tha Islands. I offered him  a chance 
to be a national hero. 1 told him  
where the great H u k  C W d  G on 
zaga w ould strike next. A ll I asked 
in return was the three thousand 
gosos* reward on  G onzaga ’ s head 
and a chance to start a new life. But 
like the witless, hopeless bulldog he 
is, P C  Com m ander Elvirio let G on 
zaga shp through his fin ga s .”

T h e  Q>mmander smiled, “I can 
still hang dozens of murder charges 
ot you, G im enez. I suggea you shut 
your ^ u t h  and tell me what you 
want.” -

“ Y ou  suggest I shut m y mouth. 
W d l, I suggest that you open up 
that o b j ^  you call a brain and ex
amine w hat’s inside it. A n d  while 
you ’re at it, don ’t bother to mend 
a  back.”

“ K n ow  what it fed s  like to see the 
w orld  from  behind bars, hay?”  the 
&>mmander asked.

G im enez laughed scornfully.

5S

“ Sure, you could a n e t  m e and shut 
m e up forever in M utinglupa^^ut 
you w on ’t. Y ou ’re greedy, Elvirio, 
and you’re ambitiom . Y ou  &>n’t 
bother w ith small fry like me. Y ou 
want ^ n z a g a  and I’m  the only one 
wha can le id  you to him. &  don ’t 
ever make the mistake of t h r e a d 
ing m e with arrest. It doesn’t ^ r e  
me at all.”

“ A ll righ^”  the C ^ m a n d e  
grunted, tha pulses m  his forehead 
the only indicatfen o f  the tre^^sti- 
ous effort it t d k  h im  to hold his 
temper. “ Y ou  have got that o ff  your 
chest, G im enez, N o w  get & w n  to 
business.”

G im enez took a deep breath, ^ e  
fun  was over— even Elvirio rould 
be pushed only so f.ar. H e  said 
quietly, “ Okay, listen, H ere ’s m y 
plan . .

Gonzaga was daydrraming.
A n d  as it always was in his 

dreams, images of his ch ildhrod and 
youth w ould com e flashing back to 
him. H e  saw once again the small 
gray-wallsti church where he had 
been baptized. H e remembered the 
simple one-story stmcture that was 
the school, the barrio fiestas-annu- 
al religious events in which barrios 
all over the P h ilippine cdd>rated 
the feast days of their respective pa
tron ^ in ts. His adolescence had not 
been different from  that of any 
other provincial youth. H e had gone 
to the small barrio parties, had oc
casionally serenaded the lasses in the 
com pany of friends.
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A nd then the Second G lobal &>n- 

flict came and with it the em wgenos 
into power o f  a fiery faction that 
leaned toward a Classless Socitty. 
A t first they had had the sympathy 
o f  the rural folk. They were g^ood 
guerrilla figh tas, and Gonzaga, 
fired with patriotism  had joined 
them to halt the advance o f  the Jap
anese. H e  sron learned that thwe 
Classless Society men w a e  murder- 
m g their ow n  enemira under the 
guise o f  N a tio n a lise

A n d  then tte  W ar ended and it 
tecam e open rebellion against the 
Governm ent. They became know n 
simply as the H uks, and the strug
gle o f  the young Philippine Repub
lic against C o n e u n is m  began. V io 
lence, murder and drath w a e  the 
order o f  the day. Public sympathy 
changed to public fear and hate.

After long and blrody yrars o f  
fighting, tte  Huks were d e fea t^  
in 1953. For seven years they lay 
licking their wounds. N ow  they 
were renewing their nefarious ac
tivities, and Luis Gonzaga, H uk 
Suprem o o f Central Luzon , was in 
the ^ id s t  o f them  all • .

A n d  suddenly his thoughts 
turned to the betrayer in his camp. 
H o w  had he inform ed the PC o f 
their raid at Ilinga? By a secret 
m eedng with them? It was possi
ble. T he Kaikulan Mountains were 
strewn with hidden canyons, by
w a ys and isolated spots. A  clandes
tine m eeting w i ^  the law (possibly. 
by a sm oke signal) could be ar
ranged without tto  m uch difficulty.

But w ta ?  W h o  am ong the twelve 
w ould ^ l l  out their leader? Jose 

M iguel Valerio? G im cn iz?
Gonzaga began to  sweat.

G im enez had an o^ er m e ^  
with Com m ander Elvirio the next 
^ y  a ^  they put the finishing 
to s ch a  to their plan.

“ It’s tos> dangerous, G im enez,” 
the ^ m a n d e r  balked. “ I don ’t like 
it.”

“ ^ w a r d .”
Elvirio flushed. “ I have had 

enough o f  your insults, G im enez! 
W hat makes you so sure I w on ’t go 
straight to your hideout w ith an 
army o f  P C  men and hand you, 
along with Gonzaga, to the k w ? ”

“ O h , many reasons/’ G im e n «  
said carelessly. “ Reason Number 
O n e : y ^  couldn’t ^ re ib ly  find our 
hidtout. was born and
ra i^ d  here and he know s every 
gully, every treacherous ravine and 
cliff— which you and your m en 
don ’t—and he can easily lead you 
into a trap, Reason N um ber T w o : 
even if  you have the luck to flush 
out Gonzaga it w ill be too costly. 
H e ’s a madman when aroused and 
you’ll never catch him  alive— you 
krn>w that. Reason N um ber Thrre: 
you love your skin tosi much to risk 
it . . .”

T h e  Com m ander’s heavy hand 
lashed out and struck the youth’s 
check. Gim enez grunted, fell back a 
step, and fos hand flew with snake
like s ^ e d  to the inside of his dirty 
shirt. T h e  Com m ander’s service pis
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tol appeared with - startlmg speed.
“ G o  ahead,”  Elvirio said. “ Bring 

out your gun and see where it will 
get you.”

G im enez stared at the towering 
a r m ^  figure in front of him, then 
shrugged and holstered his wrapon. 
“ A ll right, Elvirio. N othing would 
be gained by a fight with you.”  
But the devil-light remained in his 
eyes.

“ G ood  boy,”  the Com m ander 
said caustically, but he was satisfied. 
H e  returned his gun. “ N o w  let’s go 
over your plan again.”
' G im enez was silent for several 
seconds, then began to talk unem o
tionally: “ T om orrow  at noon will 
be the best time. H e assigns every 
one o f  us to different lookout p o ^  
and then he’s alone in camp. I’ll 
arouse his curiosity— never mind 
how — and lead him to that secluded 
sgut overlooking the tw o giant 
m ango trees, where the old Cipri- 
ano well is. K now  the spot?”

T he Com m ander nodded.
“Can you get there by jeep?”
“ I know  the trails.”
G im enez continued in the same 

unemotional voice: “ Be there by 
one. H ide your jeep and yourself 
am ong the trees. W hen we arrive 
there, I’ll give the call o f  the Maya. 
Can you imitate that?”

For answer Commander, blew  on 
his lips and the sound was not un
like that of the call of the PhiKppine 
bird.

G im enez nodded. “ I’ll give the 
call twice. Y ou  answer m e at least

60

once so that I’ll know  you’re there. 
A nd then,”  his voice dropped to a 
whisper, “ I ’ll shoot my unsuspecting 
chief with m y silencer on my gun 
and you ’ll com e out o f  your hiding 
place and give me three thourand 
pesos. T hen  you ’ll get out o f here as 
fast as you can, with ^ n z a g a ’s 
body in your jeep, claim the three 
thousand pesos’ reward money, and 
make a b ig  splash all over the na
tional papers for having captured 
— ”  his voice took on a jeering note,”  
— at the risk of your ow n life one 
of the B ig Three H uks of L uzon .”

"A n d  what happens to you ?”  the 
Gm rm ander asked.

“ W ith  your three thousand pesos 
safe in my pocket, I’ll be m aking for 
the province boundary as fast as I 
can.”

“Alone?”
“I’ve always been alone— ever 

since m y mother ran out on me ten 
years ago.”

“I still don ’t like it,”  Elvirio reit
erated. ' “ It’s too risky to kill your 
chief right under the noses of your 
companions.”

“ I’ ll be taking all the risks,”  G im 
enez said coldly. “ A n d  with as little 
noise as possible, there will no 
danger from  m y comrades. Besides, 
they’re all beginning to think G on- 
zaga’s too weak and soft to remain 
a H uk  chief. Just be at the Cipriano 
well as early as you can, so as not 
to be spotted by one o f our look
outs.”

“ W hat if they spot me on the way 
back— with G onzaga’s body in  the
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jeep? T hat will surely be a fine f o . ”
“ So what the hell. T hey ’re afoot 

and you ’ll d r i ^ g  away as fast 
as you can.”

Indecision s ^ l  stamped the C om 
mander’s hravy features. T he youth 
l ^ ^ d  forw ard, “ T h e  plan is simple 
— that’s why I know it will succeed. 
W ill you go  through with it? ”
_ A  pause. Then, “ I’ ll go through 

with it.”
“G ood. T om orrow  then. Be 

ready.”

G onzaga was annoyed.
T h e  hours after lunch were the 

only ones he had in w hich to be 
atone. Shortly after the meal he 
would assign his m ^  to different 
p ^ ts  to scan the terrain for possible 
signs o f PC . Each man was 
equipped with small but powerful 
binocul rs. Each had a deadly au
tomatic not unlike the service pistol 
of the lawmen, and an M -I rifle as 
w d l.

N ow , less than an hour after send
ing his men off, he spied Gim enez 
hurrying dow n the slope toward 
him, w aving his hands frantically.

Gonzaga cursed and rose, his an
noyance not yet giving way to alarm. 
W hat did tta young devil want?

W hen G im enez reached him, he 
was out o f  breath. ^w eat stains 
show ed all over his ragged shirt. 
“ C hief,”  he managed to gasp out, “ I 
think I saw some P C  m en!”

Exccterant suddenly coursed 
i hrough G o n ^ g a ’s veins.

“1 tel l y o u l  saw them !”  Gim enez

continued.- “ Flashes o f brown in all 
that green wilderness! W hat else 
could they have been?”

G onzaga lraked hard at his 
young henchman. Gim enez 
breathed urgency, even terror. His 
face was j^ llid  and his hands A ook . 
Gonzaga had never seen him  like 
this. H e  rasped out, “ W here did you 
see them ?”

“ From  the site of the old Cipri- 
ano well. It’s the most elevated place 
around here and I could see for 
miles.”

G onzaga’s eyes narrowed slightly. 
“ That wasn’t where I assigned you.” 

“ I ^ sse d  it on the way! A n d  with 
^ e  glasses I could see them clearly 
—specks of brown that could only 
be the Constabulary.”

“ H o w  far o f f ? ”
“ There’s no immediate danger,” 

G im enez said. “ ^ f o t ’s the roughest 
terrain in C e n ta l Luzon and thev 
were several miles away.” ’

“ A ll right, lead me to the w ell and 
let me seefor myself. T hen  w e’ll call 
the men and decide what to do.”

T heir camp in the mountains was 
hidden by a canyon that few  men 
had trod -tefore. It was well cam 
ouflaged by trees, shrubbery and 
underbrush. A n d  it was through 
these that the two passed on their 
way to the well. They had been 
born and raised in this hard en
vironment, and they knew every 
inch o f the way— the treacherous 
falls, the deep inclining cliffs and 
ravines.
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W hen they reached the Cipriano 
well, G im enez suddenly g a v e  an im 
itation o f the Maya call. &>mewhere 
to their right the call was echoed. 
G o n z a g a  asked curtly, “ W ^  w as  
that for, G im en ez?”

T he eyes ttat the youth turned 
toward his chief were w ide with 
innrcence. “ W h y, rcithing. I just 
saw some Maya birds.”

H e handed over his binoculars to 
G o n za g a , tade him  follow , ^ d  
climbed the small protruding r id ^  
a few  paces away from  the well. A  
vast panorama spread tefore them. 
Trees, small rivers, and lowlands 
were in evidence from  ttair elevated 
^ sition . And rising before them, 
like huge and tall sentinels, were 
the blue and cloud-covered tops o f  
the Imus Mountains.

G im enez pointed to the r^ h t as 
his chief began to scan the sc^&. 
“ There— just there was where I 
saw them.”

“ I don’t Me anything.”
Gim enez m oved back a step and 

brought out his gun.
“ A  little over to this side, where 

the strum s are.”
“ I still don’t see anything.”
“ I would be very m uch s u r p r i^  

if you did.”
G o n z a g a  sw ung around just as 

the first shot came. H e sta^ered , 
caught hold o f  his chea  where tta 
bullet had pierced it. H e m s  like 
that when the s«:ond shot found its 
mark. A nd  the third bullet shat
tered his hand, d ig g in g  dow n kite 
his side for his ow n w e a ^ a .

H e crumpled to the ground.

Com m ander E lririo lroked down 
on the prone body ^  & e  H uk 
Chieftain. A  faint r a r in g  sounded 
in his ears as he visualized the head
lines in the Manila papers: P C  C o m 
m a n d er  \ ills  D iss id en t C h ie f in g u n  
d u ell L u is  G o n z a g a  fe lled  b y  the  
h and o f  C o m m a n d er  E lv ir io l C o m 
m a n d er  E lv ir io  slays H u k  head  in  
g u n  battle!

Adm iration, fame, and national 
publicity. A ll for  him, fo r  him, for  
Wml

H is exultant g a z e  traveled from  
A e  dead H uk chief to the impawive 
young killer before him. “ T hat was 
well done, G im enez,”  he said.

“ W here’ s my three thousand pes
o .!? ”

“ I couldn’t have done it any bet- 
t o  myself.”

“ W here’s my three thousand pes
o s ? ”

“ R ight here, G im enez.”  H is  right 
hand went toward his breast pocket 
and then with blurring speed flew 
to his hip and came up with his 
service pistol. G im enez saw the 
fanatical expression on his fa ce , saw 
the small round hole o f the service 
^ sto l pointing at him.

H e saw death before him  and 
knew that he w ould  not be fast 
enough to draw his ow n woipon.
H e screamed and swerved a&de—
^ist as the bullet split the air an inch 
away from  his hair. H e dove to  the 
ground as the gun roared a s r o ind 
tm e . A n d  befrae the ^ m m n d e r ’s |



third shot sounded, Gimenez drew 
and shot him in the neck and saw 
the blood spurt from the corded 
arteries.

Gimenez searched the Constabu
lary Officer’s body methodically for 
his blood money. First the breast 
pockets—nothing there. Then the 
trouser pockets—nothing there, ei
ther. The wallet contained nothing 
o f value— it was empty except for 
an ID  card and some pictures. A  
few seconds more of fruitless search
ing and he knew the truth. There

T H E

was not one centavo on the Com
mander’s person. In his fury and 
frustration Gimenez began to kick 
at the dead PC officer’s face.

Gimenez flung himself to the 
grass and began to cry. ^ ^ a t  to tell 
his om panions now?

And the image o f Luis Gonzaga 
rose up in him. It was to be the first 
of many such visitations. He re
membered his Chief’s kindness to- 
him. He remembered his courage, 
his integrity, his absolute fairness 
withhis men.

And Gimenez sobbed . .
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T H E  E M P T Y  C U P B O A R D

A  Sherlockian Sonnet 

by VINCENT STARRETT.

TOe burglary occurred, it a n  shown,
Sometime between the hours of four and six.
T h e  Hubbard wom an, while ab i t  prolix,
Is certain of the times. The stolen bone,
W hich  at the stroke of four, was plainly seen,
At s& o ’clrck had vanished from its place;
Thus, it is clear, a prima fade case 
Rests against someone in the hours between.

This is our problem . Let us n ow  assume 
Som e of the data to have been suppressed.
This w ^  an inside job, as ymi have guessed—  
There was no strange intruder in the room .
In the bare cuptoard certain prints were fou n d : 
They were the footprints of a gigantic hound!

© 1949 hy Vincent Starred



D o  y o u  e n jo y  so lv in g  p u z z le s ?  A r e  y o u  a rid d le fa n cier?  H o w  lo n g  
is  i t  sin ce y o u  tr ie d  y o u r  w its  at an old -fa sh io n ed  r e b u s ?  W e l l , here  
is One o f  th e  m o st d elig h tfu l reb u ses  w e  h tw e e v e r  en cou n tered . Y o u  
w ill fin d  it  fa scin atin g, w e  guarantee— -and w o n d e r fu lly  g o o d  fu n !

T H E  I T A L I A N  T I L E  M Y S T E R Y

b y  J A M E S  H O L D I N G

IT WAS R!t.INING IN POSITANO, 
rain bounced off the red-tile 

roofs. spattered in  the gettas of the 
g e l& n  oth ed ra l ^ m e ,  rnrned the 
sreep narrow streets into slukreways. 
A n d  with the onslaught of the rain 
all the q ^ in t  s u n ^ n y  charm ^ t t  
en ^ a red  thk difiside village totour- 
ists im m O a te ly  deserted it, ieaving 
behind an atmraphere of wintry 
cheerle^ness. ^ e  pervasiw  da i^ ^  
ness penetrated not on ly the pubHc 
rw m s of the Savoia H otel but t ^  
very bones of the t o e l ’s gerats.

Martin and H elen Leroy sat with 
K ing and Carol ^ n f o r &  in w ing 
chahs ^ o r e  a tiny fire in & e  
lounge. Bundled in  bulky sw eatee 
and sporB jacktts, they stared 
bkakly through the rain-stippled 
w indow  m  the sullenly fa r th in g  
Mediterranean below .

“W e  should h a w  stay«l on  t t e  
Valhalla,”  H elen said, “ where it 
was w arm .”

“Or the bar o f the Excelsior H o 
tel in N apl© ,”  her husband sd d  
w is ^ ^ y . “ There’s t t e  place to 
sgend a rainy a ftan oon .”

Y et k  was this very rain that led 
D anforth  and Leroy into on e  of  the 
m ost^ a llen g in g m y & a -k s  ttay en
countered during th d r  au ise  
around the w orld on the ship Val- 
blllla, now  ti^ l up in  N ap k s just a 
few m i ^  away. T he tw o myftery- 
story w ite rs  (know n  to their le
gion of fans tteir coUatoration 
team-name of “Leroy K m g ” ) espe
cially rdrch^d the Positano affair 
b e f o r e  k  made more s t r i n g s  de
mands on  th d r  i^ e n u ity  than had 
e ^ »  the ntfiable adventure of the 
A frican F k h  Mystery.

T t e  o U - ^ h i o n ^  clock on the 
wall whirred, preparatory to strik
ing four. Mrs. C ^ d on i, w ho o w n d  
and managttl the ^ a l l  h « e h  bus
t l e  into the w m .  She held a large 
tray tefore her like an offering. 
“ T ea,”  she a ^ o u n ^  chrerfully. 
“H o t  tea. G ood  for rainy afternoons 
and depres^d prople.”

^ ^ y  w ekom ed  her. % e y  w ould 
have welcom ed m ythm g at A at 
point except more rain. “W h « e  w ill 
you  have i t ? ”  Mr& C a ^ b n i asked.

“ R igh t h o e  in front of  the fire,”
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H elen suggested. “ Is there a table?”  
H er hands being occupied, Mrs. 

Cardoni pointed with her chin. 
“ There,”  she said, “ by the w indow .” 

Leroy rose and went to the win
dow . H e lifted a low , tile -to^ ed  
^ ^ e e  table and brought it over 
before the fire. “ Ju& the ticket,”  he 
said. “ Gather round, people. Pat 
dow n the free lunch, Mrs. Cardoni, 
and w e’ll pitch in. Join u s?”

Mrs. Cardoni was pleased. “ I 
hoped you’d ask me,”  she “ I 
brought an extra cup.”

Carol Danforth said warmly, 
“ Pour for us, Mrs. Cardoni, pkase.”  
T h ey  liked their landlady very 
mw:h. She was a plump, amiable 
wWow with a heart as big as her 
impressive borom . She treated 
t h ^ ,  mere guests in her hotel, like 
^^m bers of her ow n family.

A fter tea M rs. Cardoni removed 
the tray and Carol Danforth Sighed. 
“ & ill raining,”  she said lugubriom - 
ly. H er eyes passed lightly acrras 
the rnble before her. “ M y w ord !” 
she said. “ L ook  at the table you 
brought us, Martin.”

“ W hat about it ? ”  L eroy a sk ^ . 
“ Take your feet off it for  a m a -  

ute, K in g ,”  Helen directed, “ so we 
can see all of it.”

Danforth, complied.
“ Just a tile table, darling,”  Helen 

said after giving it a brief glance. 
“ Rather interesting tiles, Fll admit, 
and quite attr^tive.”

D anforth Ut a cigarette. “ Charm 
ing,”  he said lazily.

Carol raised a hand to  her short

to
dark hair. “ I’ve never seen a m ore 
peculiar collection o f tiles in  . my 
life,”  she said with more animation 
than she had exhibited all day.

F or  the first time, all four rrnlly 
focused their attention on the low  
coffee table before them. Its top 
in s is te d  o f four rows of tiles, four 
tfies to a row— sixteen tiles in a l l -  
surrounded by a molding of paint
ed w ood. Each tile was about six 
inches wide by nine inches deep, 
so that, the full table top was ap
proximately twenty-four inches by 
tforty-six inches— two by three feet.

T he tackground color o f  all & e 
tiles was white and each tile con 
tained a scene or an object obvi- 
^ s ly  hand-paint^  on the clay be
fore the tile had been given its final 
ceramic glaze in the kiln.

T here was nothing unusual 
afarnt the construction o f the table 
or its w erall decorative effect. In
deed, the white backgrounds o f the 
tiles gave the table top a simple har
monious unity. But when one ex- 
^ i n e d  the scenes depicted on the 
individual tiles, one saw what Car
ol Danforth meant w h ^  she called 
them a “peculiar collection.’!

For the pictures seemed to bear 
no relationship to each other what
e v e r .  O ne was o f a mountain 
top; another of a large figure 7 with 
olive leaves floating across it; a 
third showed a staff o f music; a 
fourth, a wall with a hole in it. 
Viewed separately, the sixteen tiles 
form ed a melange of subjects and 
w lors that m ight well have been
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the product of a demented mind.

Danforth stretched his lanky fig
ure in his chair. “This table top 
could set the tile industry back a 
thousand years,” he remarked.

“ It isn’t that bad,” Leroy pro
tested. The dark eyes in his Indian- 
like face flashed. “ It's an unholy 
mess in an artistic sense, but it looks 
pretty attractive :Jt that, just as 
Helen says.”

“ Like a wife after you’ve been 
married for a while,” said Helen 
with a side glance at her husband. 
“Usually a mess, but occasionally 
quite attractive.” Helen was 
blonde, statuesque, and lovely. She 
grinned impishly.

“ You ’re fishing for compliments 
again,”  Leroy said. “ I wonder who 
made this table top? It must be 
unique. There can’t be two like it 
in the whole world.”

Mrs. Cardoni passed through the 
lounge on her way to check on the 
dinner. Danforth hailed her. “Mrs. 
Cardoni, we’re admiring your 
beautiful tile table. Where did it 
come from, if I'm not being im
pertinent? Is it Italian?”

“ In a way,” Mrs. Cardoni said, 
smiling. “ It was made right here in 
Positano especially for me—but by 
an American gentleman.”

Helen said, “ W e thought some e f 
the pictures on the tiles seemed a 
little . . . well, odd.”

The landlady flapped her aproa 
with. the air of a woman who is 
about to enjoy a good gossip. “ I’ll 
tell you about that table,”  she said,

resting one hip on a chair arm. 
"O ne of my guests in the hotel 
made it. He had a permanent room 
here for several years until he be
came ill and died. He was an 
American like you, but he lived in 
Italy almost all his life.”

“ What was his name?” Carol 
asked. She had a passion for names.

“ Lemuel V. Bishop,” Mrs. Car
doni replied. She paused a moment, 
her eyes blank with memory. “ His 
only relative was a brother—a fa
mous lawyer in America, he told 
me, who did not approve of him 
because he was an impractical, ab
sent-minded professor who loved 
Italy more than the United States. 
He was a lonely man while he 
lived here at the hotel. He didn’t 
make friends with anybody else, 
not even the other guests. He'd 
been a teacher in Ravenna, he said, 
and now he was old and tired' and 
wished to spend the rest of his life 
in Positano, where he could see 
the sea and the golden dome of the. 
cathedral and the fishing boats 
overturned on the black beach.”

They listened sympathetically. 
“ But what about the table?” Leroy 
prodded gently.

“Oh, yes, the table. After Mr. 
Bishop became seriously ill, he be
gan- to make the table. He got clay 
and paints and all the materials to 
make the table itself in the village. 
And he amused himself for several 
months up in his room, cutting the 
tiles and painting them, and put-, 
tiag the table together. He got Gio
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vanni Polito, our local tile maker, 
to fire his tiles after he’d painted 
the designs on them.”

‘'But you said he m ade them for 
you,” Carol said, scenting a faded 
romance.

“ H e did. But just as a person^ 
gift for me, b^ause he thought I’d 
been ' kind to him while he was 
sick.”

“ N o  wonder he wanted to show 
his appreciation,” Leroy m ur
mured. “ It is a handsome table.”

“ I think so, too ,”  she said, “ al
though M r. Bishop always made a 
joke about it.”

"A  jok e?”  asked Danforth curi
ously.

“ Sometimes I ’d g o  into his room 
when he was w orking on his tiles 
and he’d laugh and say this w ould 
be one will his stuffy brother m ight 
have trouble reading.”

Danforth and Leroy exchanged 
glances. “ You say he called the 
table a will?" K ing  asked.

“ Yes. In a joking way. H e  told 
me it was his last w ill and testa
ment, and he was going to leave it 
with m e,. A nd  when he died, his 
brother in Am erica w ould come 
and get it.” Mrs. Cardoni paused. 
“He was, of course, joking. N o  
brother ever came.”

“H ow  w ould the brother know  
he was dead?”

“ M r. Bishop said he wrote his 
brother a letter several w ^ L s  before 
the end,” she explained, “ and told 
him he was dying and that I had 
his will. And he asked his brother

to com e here and handle things for 
him. H e aim said he told his broth
er in the letter that he wanted to 
be buried in Italy— in Ravenna.”

“ But no brother came.”
“ N o .”
“Are you sure he mailed the let

ter?”
“ I mailed it for him myself— -air

mail. That’s when he told me what 
was in it.”

"W h a t did you do when no 
brother showed u p ?”

“ I  used what money h e  had left 
to bury him in Ravenna as he 
asked.”

T hey regarded her in  silence for 
a moment. T hu ^^asa s e ^ ce above 
and beyond the c a l l^ ^ u t y  from  a 
hotelkeeper to a guest. Mrs. Car
doni sm ilO  and said, “ Mr. Bishop 
was a fine man. So kind and schol
arly and gentle. A nd a very good  
guest. H e stayed here many months 
and never, complained once about 
anything. A nd  he always paid his 
biUs prom ptly.”

“ Thanks, Mrs. Q irdoni,” Helen 
said. “W e  didn’t intend to remind 
you of what must have been a pain
fu l incident. We're sorry.”

T h e  dbe-rgatorc waved a' hand 
and rose. “ There are all kinds o f 
problem s in our trade,”  she said. 
“ O ne does one’s best.”  She disap
peared into the kitchen.

Carol frow ned at her husband 
and said, “ .Ml right, now , darling, 
I can see the wheels going around 
in that inquisitive h e ^  o f yours.”

“ W h y  not?”  Leroy said. “ This
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c o u l d  c o m e  r i g h t  o u t  of o n e  of o u r  
b r o k ^  K i n g .  A  d y i n g  m a n ,  a  w i l l ,  
a  s t u f f y  a t t o r n e y ,  a k i n d l y  i n n k r e p -  
e r . A m  I  r i g h t ? ”

“ C o m p l e t e l y , ”  h i s  p a r t n e r  s a id  
w i t h  e n t h u s i a s m . “ I ’ l l  b e t  M r .  L e m 
u e l  V. B i s h o p  w a s n ’ t  k i d d i n g .  
T h & e  s c r e w y  p i c t u r e s  o n  t h e  t i l &  
m u s t  m e a n  s o m e t h i n g .”

C a r o l  b u r s t  o u t ,  “ B u t  t h a t ’ s r i 
d i c u l o u s !  I t  c o u l d n ’ t  b e . O r  t h e  
b r o t h e r  w o u l d  h a v e  a r r i v e d  t o  t a k e  
c h a r g e  a f t e r  M r .  B i s h o p  d i e d .”  

“ A h ,  m y  s w e e t ,”  s a id  D a n f o r t h ,  
s m i l i n g ,  “ t h a t  is  e x a c t l y  w h e r e  o n e  
of m y  m e a g e r  t a l e n t s  c o n f i r m s  m y  
g u e ^  t h a t  t h e r e ’ s s o m e t h i n g  t o  t h i s  
o d d  b u s in e s s ,”

“ Y o u  m e a n  y o u ’ v e  g o t  t a l e n t ? ”  
h i s  w i f e  a s k r c l w i t h  a l a u g h .  “ I  p r e 
f e r  m o n e y ,  d a r l i n g . ”

“ I  j u s t  h a p p e n ,”  r e t u r n e d  D a n 
f o r t h  w i t h  d i g n i t y ,  “ t o  h a v e  t o t a l  
r e c a l l  w h e n  i t  c o m e s  t o  n e w s  s t o r 
ie s , a s  y o u  v e r y  w e l l  k n o w .  A n d  I  
d i s t i n c t l y  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  a 
Y o r k  a t t o r n e y  n a m e d  C l y d e  R .  
B i s h o p  w a s  k i l l e d  t w o  y e a r s  a g o  
w h e n  t h a t  b i g  I t a l i a n  a i r l i n e  
c r a s h e d  o n  t a k e - o f f  from I d l e w i l d . ”  

C a r o l  s a i d , “If y o u  r e m e m b e r  i t ,  
i t  h a p p e n e d .”  S h e  t u r n e d  t o  H e l e n .  
“ Y o u  see? I t ’ s l i k e  b e i n g  m a r r i e d  t o  
a c o m p u t i n g  m a c h i n e .”

L e r o y  s a i d , “ A r e  y o u  s e r i o u s , 
K i n g ? ”

“ C e r t a i n l y  I ’ m  s e r io u s . A  N e w  
Y o r k  f a w y e r  n a m e d  B i s h o p  w a s  
l i & e d  a m o n g  t h e  f a t a l i t i ^  i n  t h a  
c r a s h . S e e  w t a t  I ’ m  g e t t i n g  a t ? ”  

“ T h a t  l a w y e r - B i s h o p  m a y  h a v e

b e e n  f l y i n g  here, i n  r e s p o n s e  t o  h i s  
d y i n g  b r o t h e r ’ s l e t t e r  w h e n  h i s  
p l a n e  c r a c k e d  u p  a n d  h e  w a s  
killed?"

“Doesn't i t  f i t ? ”
“ L i k e  a s u e d e  g l o v e  b y  B a r r a ! ”  

s a i d  L e r o y  e n t h u s i a s t i c a l l y .
“ A n d  t h a t ’ s w h y  n o b o d y  c a m e  t o  

r e a d  t h i s  w i l l ? ”  H e l ^  s a i d , t o u c h 
i n g  t h e  t i l e  t a b le  w i t h  t h e  p o i n t  o f  
o n e  d a i n t y  s h o e .

“ E x a c t l y , ”  h e r  h u s b a n d  s a i d . 
“ A n d  t h a t  m e a n s  i t  p r o b a b l y  is  a 
w i l l .  A n d  a l l  t h e s e  m o n A s  i t ’ s j u s t  
b e e n  s i t t i n g  h e r e  i n  t h i s  l o u n g e  w a i t 
i n g  for s o m e o n e  a s  b r i l l i a n t  as 'Le
roy K i n g ’ t o  c o m e  a l o n g  a n d  f i g u r e  
i t  o u t ,  a n d  see t h a t  M r .  B i s h o p ’ s 
h e ir s  c o m e  i n t o  t h e i r  r i g h t f u l  i n 
h e r i t a n c e . D o e s n ’ t  t h a t  s o u n d , c o m 
p l e t e l y  r e a s o n a b l e ?

“ I t  s o u n d s  s u s p i c f o u s l y  l i k e  b o a s t 
i n g  t o  m e , ”  C a r o l  r e m a r k e d .  “ B u t  
w h a t  are we w a i t i n g  f or  ? Let’s get 
c a r t e d .  I  w a s  a l w a y s  a w h i z  a t  
c r o s s w o r d  p u z z l e s . ”

“ M e  too,” H e l e n  c h i m e d  i n ,  
“ e s p e c i a l l y  o n  & e  r e a l l y  t o u g h  
w o r d s  l i k e  g n u -  a n d  p o i  a n d  p y x . ”  
S h e  fl a s h e d  h e r  w o n d e r f u l  s m i l e . 
“ T O i s  l i t t l e  o l d  t a b l e  t o p  s h o u l d n ’ t  
t a k e  u s  m o r e  t h a n  a few m i n u t e s .”  

“ W h a t  we n e e d ,”  s a id  D a n f o r t h ,  
“ is a s y s t e m . If t h e  t ile s  r e a l ly  m e a n  
s o m e t h i n g , w e  o u g h t  t o  go a t  t h e  
p r o b l e m  s c i e n t i f i c a l l y . D o n ’ t  y o u  
A i n k  so, M a r t ? ”

“ I  do. I t  s e e m s  o b v i o u s  t f o i t  t h e  
t i l «  m u s t  r e p r e s e n t  w o r ^  o r  
g r o u p s  o f  w o r d s .  S o  l e t ’ s t r y  t h e  
s i m p l e s t  s y s t e m  f i r s t .  L e t ’ s w r i t e
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dow n the words we can think of 
that best describe each tile.”

H elen said, “ Shall I be ^ r e -  
tary?”

“ Please do,”  said K in g  Danforth 
gallantly. “I can’t imagine a love
lier amanuensis.”

“ H e y !” Carol in t e r r e d .  “ W h y 
don ’t you ever say nice things like 
that to .m e?”  '

“ Y ou ’re my wife. A nd dignified 
r«tra in t is therefore in d ica te  in 
my remarks to you.”  H e  g r in n ^  
at his w ife and added softly, “At 
least in public.”

Carol flushed. “ Com e on,” she 
^ d ,  “ quit stalling. W e  have w ork 
to do.”

Leroy said to H elen, “ M ake a 
rough sketch o f the table top, hon
ey. And number the tiles from  one 
to sixteen. Then identify each tile 
as we describe it to you. Okay? 
T ile  N u m k r  O n e : a signpost with 
a hand-staped sign pointing west. 
G ot it ? ”

“ G ot it,”  Helen said, busily writ
ing. And when Leroy and Dan- 
f o t h  had finished describing each 
tile, her notes Iroked like this:

1.
Hand
shaped sign 
pointing 
west

2.
^lonial 
building 
with sign 
“The A n ^ ^ ’

3.
Mountain
scene

4.
. Sky and 

clouds

5.
Woman 
lra.king at 
basket on 
doorstep

6.
Housc m  
hillside

7.
Wall with 
hole in it

8.
Seascape

9.
Oil lamp 
burning

10.
Tea cup
being
emptied

11.
Man buck
ling sword 
belt

12.
Figure 7 
with leaves

!l3.
Baby
waving

14.
Man » n ^ ^ ,  
hol^kg 
open bwk

15.
" Building with 

^g-crate 
' type walls

16.
8-note 
scale on 
musical 
staff
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“N ow ,” said Leroy, “ everybody 
look at tile N um ber One. A nd  say, 
in turn, the w ord or words you 
think accurately describes the pic
ture on it. This is a bona fide brain
storm session, now . W e  don ’t want 
anybody criticizing anybody else’s 
sugg&tions till w e ’ve got them all 
dow n. O k ay?”

“ Okay,”  said the others in chorus.
“ G ood . T hen  you start, Carol.”
T h ey  looked hard at tile N um ber 

One. “Sign,”  said Carol.
“ W est,”  said Danforth.
“ Printing,”  H elen suggested.
“Left,”  was Leroy’sgu ^ s.

Helen wrote the four words 
down under the proper t ile , num 
ber.

Carol said, “ That one 'sounded 
like sign language.”

T hey  ignored ner. “ Senond tile,” 
D anforth said. “ Colonial building 
with a sign reading ‘T h e  A nchor’.”  

“ Inn,”  said Carol promptly.
"Pub.”
“ H otel.”
“ Seamen’s rest.”
T hey  began to enjoy themselves. 

H elen wrote the words as they were 
uttCTed and tafore very lon g  H elen ’s 
w ord  list looked like this:

1. 2. 3. 4.
sign inn peak sky _
west " pub lull firmament

r"  pointing hotel crag cloud 9
left seaman’s rest mountain heaven

5. 6. 7. 8.
Foundling 1 cliff Humpty-Dumpty ocean *
deserted home peek-a-Leo waves
marketing Savoia aperture main
good Samaritan hotel opening sea

9. 10, 11. 12.
lamp g r in d s knight Seven
light dregs sword Seven
glow ^^^to-last- drop belt Seven
quick lees gird Leaves

13. 14. 15. 16.
Cheerio song Hilton octv e
bye-bye music %henl %ale
so long singing fa cw y staff
see later hymn - hotel do-re-mi
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They passed the completed list 
from  hand to hand, studying it, 
switching their eyes like shuttle
cocks back and forth between tta  
listed words and the tiles on the 
table top.

“ N ow  w hat?”  asked Carol.
“ N ow ,”  her husband said, “ we 

begin to eliminate. W e  bring to 
bear the cool, critical judgment 
which Leroy K ing himself displays 
at all times in his novels. W e  sel«:t 
the one w ord for each tile that 
seems to make the most sense when 
com bined with the others.”

“ W ait.” Leroy was staring at the 
list. “ Maybe we can find a hook to 
hang our decoding on, if we can 
figure out why three o f these tiles 
^ e  so similar.”

“ W hat’s that m ean?” Helen 
asked. “I don’ t see any tiles that 
look alike.”

“ L ook  at N um bers T w o , Six, ^ d  
Fifteen,”  Leroy said.

“ B ingo!” Danforth said sudden
ly. “ I get it. A ll three are build
ings, and in all three cases one o f  
us suggested the same word to de
scribe them— the w ord ‘hotel.’ 
R igh t?”

“ Right. A n d  Helen even said 
‘Savoia’ to describe tile N um ber Six 
— the very hotel in which we are 
sitting at this m om ent.”

“ Sure. But I doubt if the w ord 
we want for all three o f those tiles 
is ‘hotel.’ T he sentence in the tiles 
is probably too short to use ‘hotel’ 
in it three times with any signifi
cance.”

“ H o w  about ‘ inn,’ then?” D an
forth asked. “ Spelled with one ‘n’ 
it’s a very com m on w ord and, might 
easily be used three times in a short 
sentence.”

“ Let’s try it. W rite d ow n  the 
w ord ‘in’ opposite tile Numbers 
T w o , Six, and Fifteen, Helen.” 

Helen follow ed instructions. 
“ T hat’s the only similarity I can 

see,”  Danforth proceeded. “So w e’ll 
have to assume that each o f the 
other tiles represents a separate 
word. In which case, what might 
the first word be, tile Num ber One, 
that w ould make sense com ing be
fore the word ‘ in ’ .?”

Helen looked at her list. “ I favor 
the word ‘left’ for tile Number 
O ne,” she said thoughtfully. “ It 
Sounds like a w ord that would be 
used in a will, don ’t you tlnnk?”  

“ N ot having been left anything 
by rich relatives, I rouldn’t say,” 
Leroy grinned. “But if that’s your 
wom an’s intuition, I’ll buy it. First 
tw o words, therefore, are ‘Left in ’ .”  

“W ere doing  fam ously,”  said 
D anforth . “W e ’re already one- 
eighth finished.”

“ I see no reason to bat our brains 
out on the next tw o tiles,” Leroy 
said. “ In each case only one o f the 
suggested words honestly describes 
the tiles. So let’s put dow n our first 
row  o f  tiles to m ean: ‘Left in m oun
tain sky’,”

H elen sucked on  her lower lip 
and looked stubborn. “ T ta t ’s silly,”  
she protested. “  ‘Left in mountain 
sky’ ! Is this a new kind o f  air-con
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ditioned safe deposit vauk Mr. 
Bishop is dirating us to?”

“ It dras Kem rather meaning 
less,” Leroy admitted.

At this point Danforth began to 
display the signs thet always por- 
t^ded an announrament of im
mense im^rtance from him. He 
cleared Hs throat, rubted a hand 
over his crewcut briskly, and said, 
“I think we should all have a 
drink.”

There was no objection to this 
eminently sensible deduction, so 
they ordered vodka gimlets afl 
a ro^ d  f r ^  Guiseppi, the bar
tender-waiter of the hotel, who 
brought the cocktails to them on a 
classic silver tray that could have 
come from the ruins of Paestum.

“Now,” said Danforth when the 
first sip of the gimlets had won 
unanimous approval “may I pa
rade a little of the perspicacity and 
analytical skill that, combined with 
Martin Leroy’s, have made us fa
mous?”

“ By all means,” his wife encour- 
a^^. “You look like the cat th »  
has swallowed the cream.”

“I mutt warn you against mixing 
metaphors, baby,” Danforth said. 
“But no matter. Look at the worfs 
we have put down a ft«  tiles Fora 
and Twelve. Notice anything a^^t 
t h ^ ? ”

Silent. Intensive study of the in
dicated words. Nothing. Leroy «tid, 
“Give.”

“Gladly,”  ^ n fo rth  said ^andft. 
oquently, “I shall read them aloud

then, ^rhaps, the light—” 
“Hold it!” Helen CTclaimud. 

‘They rhyme! Look, ‘heaven’ in 
the first batch and ‘seven’ rn the 
other! ‘Heaven, seven’.”

“Head of the class,” King said. 
“Now take a look at the words for 
tiles Eight and Sixtran.”

Leroy shook his head. “ ‘Sea! 
rhymra with ‘do-re-mi,’ I su ^ ^ e. 
But ‘do-re-mi’ srams an unlikely 
^ r d  to end a sentence. That’s the 
last word, remember.”

“Lrak at the tile again,” Dan
forth said. “A ll the notes on the 
staff are quarter n o t«  except the 
third one. It’s a half note. And it’s 
‘mi.’ So what audut Mr. Bishop 
just wanting the ‘mi’ to be usedr 
Spelled with an ‘e’ ?"

Leroy nodded, “.^ t ’s try it. ‘Me’ 
for the last word, Helen.”

Hden wrote it down.
“Now,” said Leroy, “if we use 

the words that rhyme for the end 
tiles, our first line would read: ‘Ldt 
in mountain heaven.’ "

“ And the r^t of the mestage 
comes out like this,” Danforth said. 

“Left in mountain heaven 
Blank in blank sea 
Blank blank blank ̂ ven 
Blank blank in me.”

“Ckar as mud,”  Helen laughed. 
“All we have to ud is fill in the 
blanks and somebudy will inherit a 
tile-top^d table.”

Leroy was staring at the table 
top. “ If it rhyma, maybe it’s a short 
pram. And if it’s a ^>em it ought 
to scan.”
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“ M odern ^)etry,”  Carol suggest
ed, “ doesn’t ^ n  once m  a hundred 
times. That’s effete and old-fash
ioned, didn ’t you k n o w ?”

“ I refura to acknowledge, CTen 
r ^ o t e ly ,  that M r. Bishop m ight 
have been writing m odem  verse in 
tiles!”  her hustand reproved h o .  
“He was a classicist, I’m  sure. A  
teacher in Ravenna. So let’s say, for 
the heck ot it, t t o  he intended his 
tRe poem  to Kan. W h o e  d o a  that 
get us?”

“ In deep trouble,”  Leroy raid. 
“ N on e of the words we thought of 
for tile N um ber F ive is m o ^ y l -  
labic. A nd it would have to be— to 
scan like the first row  of tiles.”  

“ Suppora we use part of that first 
w ord under tile N um ber F ive?”  
C&rol sd d  tentatively. “  ‘Found
ling ’ is obviously an accurate de
scription of the pitture. But just 
‘fou n d ’ cou ld  deraribe it, too. A  
baby in a ta s k #  being ‘found’— 
^ t  i t ? ” ‘

“ Sounds ^ w d ,”  her husband 
said. “ I only hope that doesn’t mean 
M r. Bishop was leaving a foundling 
to som ebody in his will. That way 
l i a  madness. H ow ever, if we use 
‘found,’ the s « o n d  row  of u l «  
reads: ‘Found in opening sea’ . 
W ait, though, & rlin g ,” Carol pro- 
protested. “ H ow  com e you used 
‘opening’ for  that third w ord ?”  

“ Itraans.”
“ A n d  besides,”  H elen chim ed ^  

“ it w ould be silly to talk about a 
h u m p ty -d ^ ^ ty  sea or a p eek -a -^ » 
sea or an aperture sea.”

“ This w hole thing is nuts any
way" Carol said. “ A nd there’s 
Mmething quite appealing to m e 
about the phrase ‘hum pty-dumpty 
sea.’ It speaks to me somehow. But 
I’ll ta w  to the will of the m a jo r ^  
— ‘o w n in g ’ it is. So w e’ve 

“Left in mountain heaven 
Found in opraing sea 
Q u ick  b lank blank seven—”

■ “Just a minute, ^ r o l , ”  K i ^  
D anforth interrupted. “Y ou  said 
‘ quick’ for fo e  firK w o r d ' in fo e  
^^•d row o f tiles. W h y  qu ick? TOe 
tile shows an oil lam p.”

“l see w hy.”  H elen patted Carol’s  
hand. “ Y ou ’re just a ^ ^ u s ,  dar
ling,. that’s all. Certamly it’s ‘quick.’ 
There’s the w ick  in foe lamp. A n d  
look at the odd  shape of the lam p 
handle— that little handle-lo>p ra>m- 
ing off to the right, it’s sh a ^ ^  
exactly like a Q. So ‘Q ’ plus ‘w ifo ’ 
spells ‘qu ick ’ .”

“ I concede ddeat,”  said D a n f o ^  
with m ock  humility. “ I guess you  
are pretty - g rod  at crossword p m - 
zles at that.”

“How about foat next tile, 
though?”  Leroy asked. “ T h e  te^ u p  
being ^ p t ie d ?  Three of our d ^  
saiptive words w ould scan there. 
W e  could have ‘quick ground^’ 
‘quick dregs’ or ‘quick la s ’ .”

H elen laughed. “ Q u ick  grou n fo  ' 
seems to go more with coffee or di
vorce,”  she said, “ than with a will.8

Leroy was silent for an instant, 
ta ld in g  up his hand dramatically, 
“ ^ n , ”  he s a id ^ i l ly ,  “ I think I ’ve 
g o t hold of one bom way out.

iS
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L ook . I f  the second tile i n ' that 
row is ‘lees’ it makes a faintly fa
m iliar w ord when com bined with 
the w ord ahrad o f  it, ‘q u i^ . ’ T he 
tw o together would read “ quick 
lees’ .”

“ A n  adverb if Lever hrard one,”  
said Carol. “ But spelled wrong. 
Shouldn’t have an ‘s ’ o n  the end.”

“ A n d  it’s n e v e r  used a n y  m o r e  in 
the singular,”  D anforth added, 
“ that w ord ‘lees’.”

“ Let m e  finish. W hat if the final 
‘s’ is a possessive? T hen  what do w e  
g e t ? "

“ Something that belongs to 
quickly, whoever that is.”

“ Shakespeare!”  Danforth cried. 
“ Mistress Q uickly! M e r r y  W iv e s  
of Windsor!"

“ W h o  else?”  Leroy said smugly. 
“ W t a  else ever had a name like 
that?”

“ But why Mistress Q u ick ly?” 
H elen argued. “W hat’s she got to 
do with tile tables or M r. Bishop’s 
w ill? ”

“ Mistress Quickly,”  said Leroy, 
“ if I remember correctly, was a ser
vant to D octor Caius in Shake- 
sp a re ’s play. She waited on him, 
served as his messenger, did his 
housekeeping, played hostess for 
him — ”

“ A h !”  Danforth nodded approv
ingly. “ In a word, she was a kind 
o f  Mrs. Cardoni? Because Mrs. C a r- 
doni served in the same cm acit'' tor 
M r. B i^ o p  so faithfully? Y ou  think 
that Quickly in this rebus refers to 
M rs. C ardoni?”

“ Indubitably,” , said Leroy. “ W hat 
do you think, girls?”  They were 
staring at him with doubt plain on 
their faces.

“ W ell,”  said Helen with a kind 
o f reluctant admiration, “ you cer
tainly reached for that one, darling. 
I suppose it could be.”

“ T h e  verse ought to be easy from  
here on ,”  Leroy proclaimed. “ W hich  
o f  the four words describing the 
next tile, N um ber Eleven, could 
belong to Mrs. Cardoni? ‘K n ight’—  
‘sword’— ‘belt’— ‘gird ’ ? ”

“ O u ch !”  Helen said.
“ Personally,” said Danforth, “ I 

find all o f  them slightly ludicrous 
when applied to our excellent land
lady. C ardoni’s knight? N ot likely, 
however you spell ‘knight.’ C ^ -  
don i’s sw ord? Huh-uh. Cardoni’s 
b e lt?  W ell . . .”

“ But how  about the next one, 
K in g ? "  Carol asked. “ Cardoni’ s 
‘gird.’ C ouldn’t that be g ird le?”  

“ Please!”  said Leroy. “ Mrs. C a r
d o n i is amply favored above the 
waist, but her hips and waist line 
are quite trim. G irdle? It’s unthink
able!”

“ H old  it !”  It was D anforth ’s turn 
to strike the pose o f T he Thinker. 
“ I direct your attention to the tile 
itself. W hat is the man doing in the 
picture?”

“ Putting on h is  sword.”
“ Yes. N ow  what’s another way o f 

saying ‘put on ’ when one refers to a 
s w o r d ? ”

“ A r m ,”  said Leroy. “ Buckle on, 
clip  on, g ird  on  . . . ”
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“ Gird on ,”  D anforth  said, 
pleased. “ Just the word. Gird on. 
G uerdon.”

T h e  girls regarded him blankly. 
“ A re  you sure that gim let hasn’t 
been too m uch ior y o u ?”  Helen 
asked solicitously. “ W hat’s a ‘guer- 
^ m ’? ~ i i  I may- exhibirtmy stupid
ity.”

“A  g u erfon  is a w ord less com 
m on now  than form erly. But it 
means a reward.”

“ O h !”  Carol’s lips m oved as she 
read over to h er^ li the message o f 
the tiles with the new w ord add
ed. “ So the third row  o f  tiles reads: 
‘Q uickly ’s guerdon seven’,” she said 
a k »^ . “ Seven w hat?”

H elen consulted her notes. “ Sev
en ‘cheerio, bye-bye, so long, or see 
you kter.’ I’ve heard o f saying grcid 
bye several times, but seven fare
wells seems exce^ive.”

T i l e  N um ber Tw elve is the only 
one with any leaves in it,”  Leroy 
said. “Those lovely, curving olive 
lraves are floating across the big fig
ure Seven in the picture. Maybe 
Bishop wante us to notice the 
l^ ves.”

“So— seven leaves. W hat’s that 
m ean?”

“ Perhaps the rest o f the tiles will 
tell us.”

“ A ll right. T h e  first tile in the 
last row, N u ^ e r  Thirteen : a baby 
waving. ‘Bye-bye’ seems the logical 
choire.”

“ Or just ‘by’,”  Helen suggested.
“ N ext,”  intoned Danforth, “ we 

com e to the final w ord— the one

that rounds out this cryptic message. 
A nd it better be good. Because so 
far the whole thing makes as little 
sense as a series o f  undeciphered 
hieroglyphics.”

“ M aybe this last word will prove 
a RosetM Stone,”  said Leroy smil
ing. “ W hat’s your fancy, ladies and 
gentleman? ‘Seven lraves by song 
in m e’ ? ‘Seven leaves by music in 
m e’ ? ‘Seven le v e s  by hym n in 
m e’ ? Or ‘seven lraves by singing in 
me’?”

They all preferred ‘hymn,’ spelled 
‘him ’ since it was the only m>rd ttat 
even approached intelligibility in its 
context.

“ N o w  read the w hole thmg, 
H elen,”  Leroy d irect^ .

“ L eft in mountain hraven 
Found in opening sea 
Quickly’s guerdon seven 
Leaves by Wm in me"

For a m om ent they were silent, 
^ e n  Danforth agh ed  a ^  
shrugged and said gloom ily, “Let’s 
eat. It was a pl^sant way to p ^ s  
the time on a rainy afternron. 
That’s all I can say ior it.”

T h ey  went into the dining r ^ m . 
Helen, leading the way, was heard 
to murmur to ^ r o l ,  “ If our table 
in the dining room  has a tile top, 
I’ ll scream!”

D uring the meal they chattered 
about everything but Mrs. ^ r -  
doni’s tile coffee table. Neverthelew, 
from  their preoccupied manner, 
Danforth and Leroy continued to 
think about it. W hen dinner was 
over, they moved into the lounge
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again fo r  coffee. Mrs. Cardoni 
served it to them on  M r. Bishop’s 
table.

“ Listen,”  said Leroy when they 
were alone once more. “ I hate to 
give up on this table rebus, don ’t 
you, K ing? It’s a gorgeous puz
zle.”

“ W h o ’s giving u p ?”  his partner 
said stoutly. “ I needed to renew my 
strength with a fe w  vitamins, that’s 
all. I’ve been thinking. W hat about 
Bishop’s background? W e  may find 
a clue there. W hat did he do in Ra
venna? T each?”

“ Yes.”
“ A ll right.”  Danforth rubbed his 

cropped head. “ W hat did he teach?”
“ I’ll find out.”  L e r o y  got up  and 

went out into the small lobby o f  the 
hotel.M rs. Cardoni was behind' the 
^ s k ,  entering figures in a ledger. 
H e said, “ W hat was Mr. Bishop’s 
specialty as a teacher in Ravenna, 
Mrs. Cardoni? D o  you happen to 
k n o w ?”

“ O f course,”  she replied. “ M r. 
Bishop was an authority on  Italian 
literature.”

“ Thanks. ^ a t  m ight prove help. 
fu l .”

“ A r e  you still trying to make 
sense out o f  those tiles?”  she asked. 
“ I’m  really afraid  you ’re wasting 
your time. The table is merely Mr. 
Bishop’s legacy to me. It’s all he had 
except the money I used to bury 
him with.”

“ Y ou ’re probably right,”  Leroy 
said. H e went back to the lounge 
and rep ort^ .

“ Italian literature!”  Danforth 
said, beaming. “ That opens up a 
whole new field! Bishop ran to 
literary allusions ap^rently , judg
ing from  the Mistress Quickly bit. 
So maybe Italian literature holds 
the key.”

“ If there’s any literature in the 
world I know nothing about,”  C a r
ol said, “ it’s Italian. Let’s play 
bridge.”

H elen said, “ I’ve read Dante’s 
In fe r n o .”

F or an instant an electric silence 
held Danforth and Leroy. Then 
they began to speak simultaneously. 
Both stopped short. T hen  they 
grinned at each other— the familiar 
partnership grin they usually re
serv ed  for  use when one o f their 
com plicated mystery plots had at 
last com e right.

“ D ante!”  said Leroy.
“ D ante!”  rchoed Danforth hap- 

pffy.
“ D id  I say something bright?”  

asked. “ I f  please explain it to 
m e.”

Martin L e r o y  w id, “ This may be 
the key, baby. Y ou  said you ’d read 
Dante’s In fer n o . Have you ever 
read the entire D iv in e  C o m e d y ? ”

“ N o t  me. In fer n o  was m ore foan 
enough for  me, thank you .”

H er husband went on. “ T h e  ^ h er 
tw o parts o f the D iv in e  C o m e d y  
are P u rg a tory  and P aradise, and 
that’s interesting, because the first 
line o f  tiles r e fo s  to ‘heaven’— or 
^ rad ise , if you prefer.”

Danforth broke in. “ Mart! D idn ’ t
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Mrs. Cardoni say Bishop’s name 
was Lem uel V, B ishop?”

“ Yes.”
“ T hen  the m iddle initial ‘V' may 

be significant.”
Leroy nodded. “ V irg il!”  he said. 
Their wives looked at them as 

though they had taken leave o f their 
senses. “ V irg il!”  said Helen. “ I 
thought it was Dante.”

“ D on ’t you rem em ber?”  her hu&- 
band asked blandly. “ It was V irgil 
who guided Dante through H ell in 
the Inferno."

“ O h l”
Danforth said, “  ‘Left in  raoun- 

tarn heaven’— our first row  o f tiles. 
That means V irgil left Dante when 
they got to Paradise which was 
cated at the top o f the mountain o f  
Purgatory, as I recall it. Because 
when they reached Paradise, the 
lovely Beatrice took  over the guid
ing job  from V irg il.”

“ A n d  & e  second row  of tiles!” 
Leroy almost shout^.- “ ‘Found in 
o w n in g  seaS I ’U give you three to 
one the ‘sea’ at the end o f the row  is 
supposed to be the letter ‘C ’ and 
not an ocean. G e t it?”

“ D on ’t me,” Carol said. “ I
never even read the I n f^ o !”

“ It must stand for ‘Canto’ ,”  Le
roy smd. “ V irgil found Dante in the 
first part of the poem . In' the open
ing Canto, as our verse says.”

“ So V irgil left ■ Dante in heaven 
and fou n d  him in the first verse o f  
the Inferno,” H elen said. “ W h y 
should Bishop tell us that? That 
doesn’t sound like part c& a w ill."

“ For identification purpo^s,”  
Danforth said slowly. “ T o  ^ in t  to 
Dante as the ‘h im ’ o f the tile verse. 
A nd to serve as a kind o f signature 
to his will by calling attention to 
V irgil— if his m iddle n a ^  was 
really V irgil.”

“ It was,”  said Mrs. Cardoni, w ho 
had quietly come into the room  te - 
hind them. She stood with her 
mouth slightly open, listening, her 
magnificent bosom  visibly s w ^ ^ ^  
and collapsing as she breathed.

“ Okay,”  Leroy said. “ N ext: 
'Q uickly ’s reward seven'.” M adden
ingly, he broke oft to grin at Mrs. 
Cardoni and interpolate, “ That’s 
you, Mrs. Cardoni. H e  calls you 
Mistress Quickly here in the tilea.”

She merely stared at him.
“ Quickly’s guerdon seven,”  D an 

forth  said. “ Punctuate that properly 
and it makes more sense, ^ m ply  
put a colon after ‘guerdon’."

“ Right. ‘Q uickly ’s guerdon— or 
reward: seven leaves by him in 
m e’.” '

They all saw it at once.
“ Leaves— pages!” Leroy cried.
‘ ‘By D ante!”  H elen said in awe.-
“ In m e,”  Danforth finished, his 

tone expressing infinite satisfaction. 
“ That raust be the table. ‘In rac’. 
N ot in V irgil, obviously. In the 
tile-topped table itself.”

Mrs. Cardoni drew closer and 
stared with n » v  fascination at the 
colorful tiles o f the table top. “ W hat 
does it mean, M r. L eroy?”  she asked 
in  bewilderment.

“ If it means what I think it
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means, you ’re going to inherit 
som tthing pretty valuable.”

“ V aluable!” Danforth said. 
“ Prireless is the word. D o  you know  
something, m y illiterate friends? 
N o t  a single manuscript page, not a 
line o f  handwriting, not one signa- 
tm e o f Dante’s has survived to our 
time. There just ain’t any. So even 
if this should prove to be just seven 
printed pages o f  an early edition o f 
great Dante’s works, it will be 
priceless. A nd if it’s actually part of 
the manuscript o f  the Divine C ^ -  
edy"

Carol interrupted him, “ W ait 
now , darling,”  she said ^rnestly. 
“ D on ’t get Mrs. Cardoni’s hopes up 
and then dash them . It’s not fair. 
This w hole thing is quite probably 
silly, Mrs. Cardoni. W e ’ve built up 
a message in the tiles from  a crazy- 
quilt o f  words we selected quite ar
bitrarily, and then w e’ve interpreted 
that message on the basis of clues so 
fragile as to be almost non-existent. 
You can see our chances of being 
right are just about a thousand to 
one.”

“ It is pretty ffir-fetched”  her hus
band admitted. “ But I honestly 
think we m ight— ”

Carol interrupted him  a second 
time. “ A ll right. Bm why, if there 
is anything hidden under the tiles 
o f  the table, w ould M r. Bishop have 
put it there in the first place, going 
to all this tile-painting and table
m aking trouble? W hy not just 
hand it to Mrs. Cardoni and say, 
‘H ere are some p a ^ s  o f  Dante

manuscript I  want you to have 
when I die.”

Leroy nodded. “ A  fair question, 
Carol. I think there may have been 
several reasons. First, I’m  sure he 
must have been needling his lawyer 
brother just a bit in his quiet, schol
arly way. H e wanted to give this 
practical, serious-minded attorney' 
a brand-new kind o f  will to deci
pher and file for probate! N o  doubt 
he gave his brother some cryptic 
clue to the reading o f the tiles in 
his letter, so there would be no 
chance the message would not be 
read; but can you im agine his 
brother’s embarrassment, carting 
this tile-topped taWe into the office 
of the register of wills or whatever 
it is, and trying to file it? Rem em - 
der, Lemuel V. Bishop was pre
sumably steeped in the literature 
and history o f Italy, and to present 
his stuffy brother with a challenge 
of such Renaissance deviousness 
must have amused him .”

“ I must say it has delighted you ,”  
Carol smiled.

. “T h e  chief reason he did it,” 
Danforth su ggest^ , “ was probably 
to protect Mrs. Cardoni’s interests. 
W hatever’s in the table, if it has 
anything to do with Dante, must be 
priceless, as I say. A n d  Bishop did
n ’t want Mrs. Cardoni, a babe in 
the w oods in such a matter, to be 
cheated o f her legacy’s p r o p «  value 
if she should try to dispose of it 
herself. Bishop wanted his brother 
to handle it for h « ,  so she’d be sure 
to get her rights.”
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Helen said, “ Y ou make it sound 
kind o f convincing. But where, I 
can’t help wondering, could Mr. 
Bishop have fou n d  anything like a 
Dante manuscript to begin w ith ?”

“ In  Ravenna, probably,”  D a n  
forth hazarded. “ Dante w a s a polit
ical exile from  Florence, his hom e 
town, for  a long time, you know. 
H e died in Ravenna, 1 believe. So 
maybe Bishop had been rooting 
through dusty mchives there most 
o f  his life, searching through old 
trunks in people’s attics, and came 
across this treasure, whatever it is.- 
A nyw ay, will you girls please stop 
with the questions and let us take 
this table apart? I a m  not a patient, 
man, and Mrs. Cardoni is politely 
trying to keep from  bursting w ith  
curiosity at this very m om ent.” H e 
smiled at the landlady w ho was in
deed trem bling w ith excitement. 
“ A re  you willing to let us com m it 
mayhem on your table, Mrs. Car
d on i?”

“ For such a purpose, how  ran I 
refuse?”

“ G ood .” D ^ fo r th  turned the 
c o ffee  table over so that its tiled top 
rested on the rug and its four legs 
pointed toward the ceiling. T he 
legs were c re w e d  on individually. 
A n d  there was no sign o f any ceher 
sarewhead on the plyw ood m d » -  
surface o f _the table. “ W e  may have 
to brcek the tiles to g e t  at t h ^  
seven lm vra,”  taid regretfully.

Leroy said, “ L et’s take tta  legs 
o f f  first. D o  you have a screwdriver 
handy, Mrs, C w d on i?”

She secured one from  the hotel 
pantry in record time.

Leroy lrn s^ ed  d ie  screws that 
held the table’s tapered legs in place 
and removed them. Once the legs 
were oft, four m ore screw he^s 
appeared, one in each corner where 
the base o f the leg had hidden it.

H elen, Carob and Mrs. Cardoni 
leaned breathlessly over his shoul
der as L e r o y  loosened these «:rews 
in turn. W hen the last screw came 
free , he inserted the tip o f the screw
driver along the edge o f the ply
w ood  and pried gendy. T h e  whole 
square o f plywood came readily 
away.

T hey stared dow n  at what lay 
between this false bottom, just re
m oved, and the w ooden base on 
which the tiles had been set.

Seven sheets o f  heavy, parch
ment-like vellum, yellowed wit^i 
age and covered with spidery hand
writing in faded brownish ink, 
stared back at them. Each shcet 
had been sealed by Lem uel . V ,  
Bishop into a tnmsparent, damp- 
p r w f envelope o f cellophane.

M r s . Gardrai took a corset-cf^eak- 
ing breath, specehless with astom 
ishment. Impulsively, ^ r o l  put her 
arms around the kndlady and  
hugged her. L e r o y  muttered, “ Sev
en leaves, by Jove!”

But D a n fo r t  said in a disap
pointed, p u z z le d  voice, “ But that’s 
Latin, not Itdian vcenacular! It 
can ’t be part o f  the D iv in e  C o m e d y  
manuscript!”  ,

H e leaned dow n over Leroy's

81
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shoulder and delicately, with his 
fingertips, moved aside several of 
the sheets that overlapped others, 
reveling the lower portion of sheet 
Number Seven—the one that had 
been hidden underneath. “Look!” 
he brrathed. “^ tin , Italian, or San- 
skrit^what’s the difference? Do 
you see what that is?”

They followed his pointing fin
ger with their eyes. They saw the 
two words, unmistakably clear and 
unblurred even through the cello
phane, and written in the' same 
^idery script as &e rest: Dante 
Alighieri.

“His signature!” Danforth said. 
“As sure as his own Hell!” He 
looked up into Mrs. Cardoni’s face. 
"Mrs. Cardoni,” he raid solemnly, 
“if that is an authentic signature, 
you can change your name to Mrs. 
Croesus,”

The Valhalla left Naples the fol
lowing afternoon for Piraeus. The 
Danforths and Leroys were aboard 
to continue their cruire around the 
worH. They had personally rom- 
mitted Mrs. Cardoni and her seven 
“ leaves” to the schokrly ministra- 
itons of the Director of the Napl^ 
Biblioteca, a man named Pietro 
Carta who providentially turned 
out be distantly rekted to her 
d ^ d  husband’s family. He had 
promised faithfully to look after 
Mrs. Cardoni’s interests in the mat
ter of the manuscript pages as well 
as to advise them just what her 
legacy consisted of when he should

have settled ttat controversial ques
tion.

But it was not until the untaliev- 
able beauty of Greece lay behind ' 
them and the Valhalla was making 
for Port Said and the Suez Canal 
at a steady twenty knots that they 
heard the final word on their Posi- 
tano adventure.

They were having dinrer when a 
steward brought Danforth a radio
gram. He tore it open. “ It’s from . 
Carlo, in Naples,” he sata, and pro- 
creded to read its contents aloud:

“Happy to report your find seems 
authentic. Evidently fragment of 
rough draft of tater written in 
Latin by Dante to his most illu&ri- 
ous protector while in raita, Can 
Grande della Scala of Verona, im
mortalized in 17th Qimo of Para- 
disio. Letter is famous, rantaining 
directions for interpreting Divina 
Commedia. ^ i s  rough draft con
forms in most respects with accept
ed t m  of ^ t  letter, of which orig
inal mas;, along with all rther 
Dante mss., has bren tast. Signature 
alone worth millions. But Mrs. 
^ rd on i has agre^ to make a gift 
of legacy to Italy, provided it be of
ficially designated as L ^ ^ l  V. 
Bishop-^roy King Collection in 
National Library. She asks ^  
convey her respects deep
thanks ior your help. Also assur
ance of free lodgings at ^ v o k  H o
tel any future visits you make to 
Positano.

P i& o Carlo
P.S. Italy thanks you.too.”
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They were silent when he fin
ished reading. At length Danforth 
called the wine steward to their 
table and ordered champagne. 
When it was poured, he lifted his 
glass. “ I ’d like to propose a toast,” 
he said, “ a double toast.”

“Hear! Hear!” said Helen.
“ First,” said Danforth, “ to Mrs. 

CardonJ a gracious, great-hearted 
lady who richly deserved her good 
fortune but chose to give ft up for 
patriotic and generous reasons.”

“ Mrs. Cardoni!”  they all said, 
and drank.

“ And second," continued Dan
forth, “ let’s drink to Leroy King 
and his charming wives who, 
though nothing but humble writers 
o f detective fiction, have managed 
for once in their lives to give some 
genuinely great literature to the 
w orld!”

They drained their glasses.
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COMMENTS! W h e n  Sir C h a rles B len k in so p  w as Ju d ge o f  

th e  H ig h  C o u r t  h e  w a s g u il ty  o f t h e  m o st  

rep reh en sible  co n d u ct . ,  .

O N THE DEATH OF Sk  CHARLES 
Blenkinsop, form er Judge of. 

the H igh  Court o f Justice, the 
benchers o f his Inn, as was only 
proper, arranged a mem orial serv
ice for him. It was not so well at
tended as such functions usually 
are, for Sir Charles, in spite o f his 
acknowledged competence as a 
lawyer, had never been popu lar. 
M oreover, there had been certain ru
mors concerning his private life  of 
a t y ^  particularly detrimental to 
judges. Some o f his colleagues had 
b rea th ^  a sigh of relief when Sir 
Charles, a few  years bef.ore, had 
earned his pension and q u itt^  the 
Bench without ^ren vandal.

Francis Pettigrew, still “ o f «>un- 
sel”  but now  in country retirement, 
w ^  at the service. H is friend Mao- 
W illiam , the C hid: U n stab le  o£

84

^rkshire, had thought it his duty 
to attend, since the deceased had 
been, a Markhampton man; and 
Pettigrew accompanied him, more 
on the chance o f  meeting old Tem
ple acquaintances than as a tribute 
to  Blenkinsop’s mcmonw.

He was disappointed to see so 
sparse a congregation and was cor
respondingly pleased on leaving 
the church to find himself behind 
the familiar, square-built figure o f  
his old friend Challoner, a well- 
known City solicitor.

He mertook Challoner at the 
door, introdw:^ him to _ MacWil- 
liam, and was standing with them 
in the porch when his e y e  was 
caught a shabby man of about 
forty who smiled at him in a frien d 
ly  but sligtaly embarrassed fashion 
and w al^^  hartiiy a w ay.
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“Friend o f  yours?”  asked Chal- 
lo n a , as they strolled dow n Fleet 
Stfeet.

“ A p ^ ren tly ,”  said Pettigrew. 
“ H e  arta in ly  seemed to know  me, 
and I have an idea I’ve seen him  
before, but where, I haven’t the re
motest notion.”

“ N am e o f Smith.”
“ T h e  name is certainly familiar.”  
“ Charles Smith. D oes a certain 

amount of reporting in the Courts. 
I dare say he was covering the serv
ice.”

“ Charles Smith,”  said Pettigrew 
meditatively. H e  stopped dead on 
the pavement. It may have been 
mere coincidence that it was at the 
d w r  o f a saloon bar. H e took the 
^dicitor by the arm and gently im
pelled him inside, leaving M acW il- 
liam to follow . “ O f course I know 
the chap. I defended him  once:— on 
a charge of murder.”

“ R eally?”  said Challoner with 
polite interest. “ I don ’t read the O ld  
Bailey reports.”

“ This wasn’t at the Bailey. It was 
at M a r k h ^ p to n  Assizes, six or 
seven years ago. A nd  what is more, 
old  Blrakinsop, whose demise • we 
have just been m ourning, tried 
him . That w ould be before your 
time, M acW illiam .”

“ A s a matter of fact— ”  said the 
C hief Constable. But Pettigrew’s 
attention was devoted to ordering 
drinks, a ^  he did not bother to 
c o m p ile  the sentence.

“O d d  running into Smith like 
that,”  Petti^-ew went on  a few  m in

utes later. “ I may forget faces, and 
cases too, as often as not, but that 
was a case I shall remember all my 
life. Cheers!”

“ Y our health, Prttigrew. W as it 
a difficult task t^ —ah—‘get him  off’ 
is the phrase, is it not ?”

Pettigrew smiled grim ly. “ Very. 
T o o  difficult for me, at all events, 
he said. “O n  that evidence and be
fore a local jury he never had an 
earthly. T h e  case was as dead as 
mutton.”

“ That being so, I don ’t quite ree 
why Smith isn’t— ”

“ Isn’t also as dead as mutton? 
Therein lies a mystery which wiB 
always puzzle me. Charles Smith 
escaped hanging solely and entirely 
through the positively goat-like 
conduct o f Blenkinsop.”

“ A s a matter of fact,” said Mac- 
W illiam  again, and this time he 
was allowed to go on. “As a matter 
o f fact, I had ocrasion to read the 
summing-up in that case quite re
cently. It was remarkable.”

“ Remarkable? T he Court of 
Criminal Appeal used stronger ad
jectives than that. I ’ve never heard 
such a performance rn my life. A n d  
from  Blenkinsop, o f all people! 
N ow  that we've done our duty by 
him  in church w e can speak the 
truth about him  and we all know  
that by and large Charlie Blenkin
sop was a pretty n ^ ty  pirce of 
w o r^  but. hang it all, the man was 
a lawyer. I f a n y b o ^  on  the Bench 
knew his stuff, I should have said 
he did. But in this case the old boy
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went completely haywire. W h ^  I 
t ^  you that he actually directed 
the jury to bring in a verdict of 
guilty . . . ”

T o  detail all the in iqu itie  o f  the 
summing-up took Pettigrew a full 
five minutes o f blistering technical
ities.

“ O f  course the thing was a push
over on  appeal,”  he concluded; 
“ T h e  conviction was quashed w id  
more rudery than I have ever heard 
applied to a Judge o f Assize. That 
case should go dow n in history as 
Blenkinsop’s b ig ^ s t  boner. But 
what will always puzzle m e. is—  
why on earth did he do  it?”

“ H ad  he—er— l ^ c h ^  very w cfl 
on that day?”  Challoner ventured.

“ N ot a bit o f  it. H e  was as sttber 
as— as a judge, if you  follow  m e.”

“ I have m y ow n theory a fou t the 
matter,”  M acW illiam  put in. “ I 
think the explanation is that aU the 
parties involved— including the 
judge— were M arkhampton p e ^  
ple. Y ou ’ll remember, M r. Petti- 
grewy that your d iem  came from  
what was lorally ronsidered pretty- 
poor stock. His mother, Ma^t 
S m th — she’s still alive, by the way 
— was no better than shc should te . 
The girl he was accused o f killing, 
on the other hand, belonged to one 
o f  the most resprctable families in 
the town. H er father was a p ilb r  
of the strictest s e t  we have— and 
when M ^kham pton  people are 
moral they take their m w ality  seri
ously. Smith had got her into tron- 
hie, and she was desperate to

made an honest wom an o f— which 
didn’t suit Smith’s ta ok  at all, as he 
had engaged himself to a m uch 
w o lth ier  w o m ^ . H is defense was 
that she had com m itted suicide 
rather than face her fam ily.”  

“ Precisely,”  said Pettigrew. “ N ot 
the line o f  defense to com m end it
self to a jury o f townspeople in
f la te d  w ith  piety and rectitude.” 

“ V ery  true. Local feeling was 
strong against Sm ith. A nd  my 
^ i n t  is that in this matter the judge 
was a local man.”

“ H e  left the tow n quite young, 
d d  he n o t? ”

“ H e  did, sir, and according to 
my inform ation he left it under a 
^ tu d . Y oun g  K enkinsop had not 
^ e n  one o f  d e  respectable. M y 
belief is that he took this opportu
nity to put hims'elf right with the 
town— by taking the part o f re
spectability and ram m ing home 
every ^ i n t  against the young sin- 
n o .  O nly, o f course, he overfid  it.” 

‘"It's an idea, certainly,” said Pet- 
^ e w .  “ There must have been 
s ^ e  explanation fo r  Blenkinsop’s 
etraord inary  lapse. But why 
dtould  you know  so m uch about 
d e  case? I should have thought 
d e r e  was enough current crime in 
Markshire to occupy you without 
d g g in g  up the past.”

“ T h e  past has a habit o f digging 
i ^ f  up,”  said M acW illiam . “The 
U h  c ^ e  came alive again last 
w e k . That is why .1 turned up. the 
r ^ ^ d s .”

“ T h en  you’ve been wasting your
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lime. They a n ’t try Smith again."
“ Unfortunately for Smith, they 

cannot. H e was innocent.” 
'"What?”
“ T h e  girl’s father died a few  days 

ago. H e left a fu ll confession. H e 
k ilkd  her himself to punish her for 
her sins. H e quoted a number of 
texts to justify his action. H e was a 
religious maniac— poor fellow .” 

N obody said anything for an 
appreciable time, then Challoner re- 
^ r k e d  q u i« ly , “ I think this round 
is on me.”  W hen  the drinks had 
been brought, he askrcl M acW illiam , 
“W hat is Mary Smith’s address?” 

“ W h ose?”
“ Mary Smith’s— Charles Smith’s 

m other."
“ W hy, she lives where she always 

has lived— Low er River Lane.”  
“ N um ber N in e ? "
“ That’s right. H o w  did you 

k n o w ?”
“ I was the late Sir Charles Blen- 

kinrop’s solkitor,”  he a id .  “ By his 
will, he left a substantial sum of 
m oney in trust for this lady during 
her life. Y ou  can draw your ow n 
conclusions.”

Pettigrew whistled.
“ There is one obvious conclusion 

to draw,”  he said. “ But beyond it, I 
see another. T h e  judge was Charlra 
Sm kh’s father.”

“ It certainly seems probable." 
“ But this is outrageous!”  cried 

M »:W illiam . “ H e tries his ow n son 
for murder and does his damnedest 
to sw d  h im  to the gallows. W hat 
sort o f fathw do you call that?”

“ I should describe him  as some
what unnatural, I ad-mik But there 
are the facts.”

“ T he old  devil!”
It was at this ^ n t  that Petti

grew  burst out kughing. M acW il
liam looked at him  in disapproval.

“ I don ’t see what thrce is funny 
about it,”  he said severely.

“ D on ’t y ou ?”  spluttered Petti
grew. “ I bet Blenkinsop dres, if he 
can see anything now . H e always 
had a low  sense of hum or. I’ve just 
seen the point of that fam ous sum
m ing-up of his. It explains every
thing. H e made a muck of it Q1Z 
purpose! H e knew that Smith had
n’t a chance with the jury, so he 
did the next best thing, by giving 
him  a cast-iron case on appeal. U n
natural father, my foot! H e was a 
damned affectionate one, w ho was 
prepared to spoil his reputation 
and pervert justice to save, his son’s 
neck. I never thought the old  ru f
fian had so much humanity.”

H e raised his tankard.
“ H ere ’s to you, Charlie Blenkin

sop, wherever you are,” he said. 
“ W h en  you directed the jury, you 
knew what you were ^ » u t — which 
is m ore than I can say of some o f 
your learned brothers!"

“ It is satisfactory to think,”  Mac- 
W illiam  added, “ that the dkection 
prevented a grave miscarriage of 
justice.”

“ That, my dear C hief Constable,”  
said Ptttigrew loftily, “ is a mCTe 
side issue. Y o w  irrelevancy will 
cost you another round o f  drinks.”
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(continued /ram page 15)

Jed walked slowly toward Sally 
until he was standing at her elbow. 
“Hi, Safly,” he said.

She turned. “Jed^iah R u ^ l l  
But this is wonderful. I was begin
ning to think there were no familiar 
landmarks left.”

“ If that’s a crack about my a g e,”  
Jed said, “I resent it.”

“You never change, Jedediah. I 
can’t tell you how gla d  I am to se e  
y o u . '

B ri^t eyes, bright smile, Jed saw.
“Don’t seem to be anyone to  meet 

you,” he said.
“ It’s a surprise,” Sally said, laugh

ing. “ A  surprise for Aunt Isobel. I 
hope it doesn’t turn out to be a 
shock. I got ten days off between 
pictures and. came to New York to 
do some shopping.”

“Umph,” Jed said. Then, “ I’d be 
glad to drive you home if you say 
the word.”

“W ould you? That’d be won&r- 
ful, Jedediah. And you can bring 
me up to date on all the go«ip .”

He loaded her bags into the 
trunk compartment of his old ja
lo p y  and helped her into the front 
seat.

“You smell nood,” he said, grin
ning at her. “ Real exotic.”

“Why, Jedediah! I didn’t know 
you had experience of that sort of 
thing.”

“Always enjoy the smell of a 
woman,” Jed said, “but I follow the 
advice my mother used to give me 
about fresh cookies. Smell but don’t 
touch. Saved me a lot of trouble 
along the way.”  He put the old car 
into gea r and started toward Elm 
&reet. “This the first time you’ve 
been hock since you tnok o f f  for the 
coast, Sally ? ”

“The v e ry  first time,” she said.
Jed lit a cigarette from the dash 

lighter, the only piece of extra 
equipment in the old car that still 
workeef. “You and I have been 
friends since about the time you 
learned to walk, Sally,” he said. “So 
you won’t mind if I call you a liar, 
will you?”

“J^d^diah can do no wrong,” she 
said, playing it for a joke.

“Maybe I’ll let you get away with 
it and maybe I won%” Jed said. 
“Depends on what kind of. a story 
you’ve got to tell. But just w e  
don’t misunderstand each other, 
Sally, I k n o w  you were here last 
night.”

She turned to look at him. Her 
eyes had suddenly filled and W o 
large tears ro ll^  down her cheeks.

People believe strange things 
about dogs. They think they howl 
when there’s ^>ing to be a death. 
They think they see ghosts. Mrs,

88
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Bailey, who lived next to Miss 
Isobel S cu ^ e r , was muttering 
about her spamel, Tootsie. Periodi
cally he had stood outside the tool 
shed in Miss Scudder’ s garden and 
barked his head off. It was a w on
der Isobel hadn’t come out and 
thrown something at him.

“ Spooked,”  Mrs. Bailey muttered, 
after shouting herself hoarse in an 
attempt to get Tootsie to come 
home.

T he truth about dogs is that they 
are quite sensible. They don ’t see 
ghosts and they don’t have premo
nitions o f death. Tootsie was bark
ing at something quite real, only 
Mrs. Bailey couldn’t know  this. 
N eifoer c o ^ d  Jed Russell when he 
pulled his car up at the foot o f Miss 
Scudder’s front walk. H e glanced 
toward the barking dog, but he was 
more concerned with a girl who 
had refused to talk, who was still 
fighting tears.

At the sight o f Jed and Sally, the 
dog increased his clamor. Some
body should pay attention, he 
seemed to be saying, somebody 
should com e and look!

Jedediah Russell felt like a man 
walking very tentatively on ice 
after a spring thaw. After that one 
m om ent o f crackup in which Sally 
had been unable to check the rush 
oO- trars, he had got nowhere. She 
had laughed the w hole thing off as 
a joke on Bob M olloy.

“ It’s very flattering he should 
have m e on his m ind so m uch that

he’d mistake a complete stranger 
for m e,”  she said. Very brittle, very 
bright, it sounded to Jed.

Jed Russell had lived a rich and 
rewarding fifty-eight years, and all 
his life he had depended on his m- 
stincts. This quality m ight have 
made him  one o f the great journal
ists o f  our time if he hadn’t chosen 
to settle dow n permanently in a 
small town like Lakeview. N ow  his 
instinct told him  that Bob M olloy 
had been right. There was trouble 
here— deep trouble. H e thought he 
cou ld  sense an almost overpower
ing need on Sally’s part to c o n f ix  
in him, but whatever had driven 
her to this strange behavior o f a 
second arrival in Lakeview was too 
strong, too frightening.

H e pulled the jalopy up at the 
fw t  o f Miss Scudder’s path and got 
out to help Sally with her bags.

She was now  all charm. “ I’m ter
ribly grateful for the lift, Jedediah. 
I can manage from  here.”

His eyes twinkled under their 
heavy lids. “ Guess I know  a gent 
doesn’t let a lady carry her own 
bags,”  he said. “ Besides, I’d like to 
say hello to Isobel. Haven’t seen 
her in a dog ’s age.”

“ W hy don ’t you com e over for 
supper tom orrow or the next day?” 
she said, reaching out to take the 
tw o bags from  him.

H e kept a firm hold on them. 
“ Besides, I’m  a newspaperman,”  he 
said. “ Fam ous H ollyw ood  star 
com es back to her hometown— I 
have to have the lowdown and we
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go to press first thing in the morn
ing. Lucky I saw you at the d e ^ t 
or I might tave missed this week’s 
edition.” He started up the pech.

“There’s no story, Jedediah,” the 
said. “ I just got a ten-day vacation. 
I guess you can imagine this re
union with Aunt Isobel is praty 
special. So if you don’ t think I’m ta- 
ing rude— "

“Newsppermen have to ta 
rud^” Jed said. “Now, only this 
morning there was a thing in the 
Hollyw^d news about you being 
suspend^ by your studio. You 
walk out on ’em, Sally?” He w n  
almost at the pecch step.

“You know what that chitchat is  
like, Jedediah. There’s usually noth
ing to it.”

“Usually?”  H e turned his taad 
toward Mrs. Bailey’s frantic spanid 
who was still barking and clawing 
at the ^ o r  of Mira Isobel’s t ^  
thed. “Dog havin' a fit about some
thing,” he « id . “Probably lost a 
ball wider the d ^  or Isobel’s got 
a visitor—skunk or woodchuck.” 
He started up the steps.

Before he reached the top step, 
the front door opened and Irotal 
Scudder &rod there, her face as 
gray as cement, her mouth a ttan, 
straight line.
. “You can just set the tags down 
there, Jedediah,” she said.
. He lrok ^  at tar thoughtfulfy; 

then from ta h i^  him he h ^ d  
tally’s vdre, high, almost hystai- 

“Surprise, Aunt Isobdl”  ^
said.

Miss Scudder was like a woman 
shaking herself out of a trance. She 
trok the cue, but several beats too 
late to make it believable.

“Sally! What on earth!” The two 
women went into an embrace 
which was real enough, but Isobd 
Scudder was no more surprised, 
Jed thought, than he was at the 
daily appearance of the morning 
sun. They were playing it big, with 
a lot of “ But why didn’t you let me 
know” and “ I wasn’t sure I rould 
get here and I didn’t want to disap
point you” ^ d  “You lrok wrndor- 
ful!” It was played so big that Jede- 
diah simply walked into the house 
with the bags bef°re they could 
stop him.

Ataost instantly they were with 
him, one standing on each side of 
him. But Jed paid no attention to 
them. His attention was riveted on 
a mountainous fat man who rose 
slowly from the couch. The fat man 
was rapensivdy dressed and his 
round face ^ m e d  nked in a per
manent white smile. The eyes be
hind the shell-rimmed glasses were 
not smiling, but they did not fright
en Jed as they had Mr. Thompron 
at the railroad depot. Those eyes 
wCTe clouded by something that 
Jed rould only descrita to himself 
&  twror.

“H  Sally,”  the fat man said, his 
smile broadening.

Again Sally’s voice tad th& hig^ 
false quality to it. “W h y ; Fr^ris, 
this is a sarprisel” she Mid.

“ I ttaught you’d ta coming
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sdraight here from the coast,” the 
fat man said. “Didn’t figure a New 
Ymrk ^ p o v » ,  so I actually got here 
ahead of you.”

“W dll”  heHy raid. She sounded, 
Jed thought, as if her mowh and 

were bone-dry. The fat man 
W ked inquiringly at Jed, and 
^thy went on. “Francis, this k  a 
very old friend—Mr. Jedediah Ru&- 
rail, who owns, and edits the local 
newspaper. Jedediah, this is Frands 
O ’Mara. He’s a big-shot p r^ otion  
^ n  or ^ ^ ^ t h ing at my ^ d io  on 
the coa&.” She laughed uncatainly. 
“I’m never sure just ^ exactly ^ what 
y w r official tide is Francis.”

“Just a rort of trouble-tho>ter,” 
the fat man said. He beamed & 
Jed. “ I’m here to t^  and talk some 
sense into this littk girl.”

Jed pw down the bags. “ Ihrart- 
ily recomtrand it,”  he said. “Has
n’t been a word of sense s^ken 
around here for quite a while.”  The 
r^ m  was suddenly wry still, “ AH 
this surprise! Hadn’t teen but one 
case of red surprise around h e r ^  
and that was mine when I saw Sally 
on the station platform. She’d been 
here last night—and Isobel knw> 
it, and I know it, and I rapett you 
know it, Mr. O ’Mara.”

Jed paued. “And I^hel was ex
pecting her now—S ally had to 
pranticdly jab her with a pin to 
make her act sw p dsed. And you 
were ex^ r a rng her, O ’Mara— ^ « r 
act a lhele smwther, ma it 
dithi’t qukc w e  off.”

fat man’s :ffllile didn’t aher

by a hair. “ Y ou  speaking as a friend 
or as a newspaper r e p o r ts ? ”  he 
asked.

“ I ^> pose  it’s possible to be 
both,” Jed said. H e looked at Sally 
on  his left and then at Isobd  on his 
right. H e fd t  a tw inge o f almost 

ainful sympathy. H e didn ’t think 
e had ever s « n  w o  m ore fright

ened prople.
W han he lw k e d  b a &  at the fat 

man he saw that_ O h a r a ’s head 
was cocked to one side, as though 
he were Hstening. Outside the 
spaniel’s barking had degenerated 
into a sort o f  frustrated whining. 
O ’Mara tank a huge white linen 
handkerchid from  his hip pocket 
and gently dried the palms o f  his 
hands.

“ I’ll assume that you’re a frieed,”  
he said. “ Som edm es the friendliest 
thing a friend can do is to la  people 
w w k  out their ow n difficulties.”

Jed racked a kitchen match into 
flame with his thumbnail and lit 
his cigarette. “ So you admit there 
are difficulties,”  - he drawled.

“ Business matters,”  O ’Mara said, 
“ strictly busings matters.”

Jed walked o r a ’ to the fireplace 
and twsed the match into the ^-ay 
bed o f ashes. W hen he turned he 
was facing all three o f  t h m , H  
knew this room  well— a warm, 
friandly, lived-in room . But the 
drawn shad& now  made it dark 
and friendlera,

“ B u«in «s  matters ran’t scare the 
p a n »  o ff ^ u  the way the three o f 
yan are ^ared ,”  Jed said. H e  staed
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straight at Sally. “ Look, honey, I 
don’t want to be a busybody, but 
let’s lay the cards on the table, shall 
we? You came to Lakeview last 
night on the 10:30 train. Bob Mol- 
loy saw you on the platform— he 
spoke to you. You ran away from 
him, leaving your bag. Later he 
brought your bag here. At first, Iso- 
bel acted friendly and as though 
she didn’t know what the score was. 
Later, she was downright un
friendly and acted as though she 
did know. Bob sat outside this 
house all night waiting for you to 
show up. You didn’t. All day to
day Isobel has had her shades drawn 
and has been living next to the 
phone— ready to answer it before it . 
could ring twice. Mr. O ’Mara ar
rived' here b^ore breakfast this 
morning and made a special big 
point of it. He made such a special 
point o f his arrival th&: everyone in 
town has known about it all day.” 
H e turned his head slightly toward 
the standing ashtray next to 
O ’Mara’s place on the couch. “Eight 
cigar butts,” he commented wryly. 
“Then Sally makes another en
trance—a real big entrance this 
time. Most of the town will figure 
she came in on the 4:06 today for 
the first time. But I know she didn’t 
and Bob knows she didn’t.”

“ You only know it because Bob 
told you so,” Sally said quickly, 
“but Bob was wrong. He simply 
made a. mistake. He only spoke a 
couple of words to the girl on the 
platform and then she was gone.”

“H ow  do you know that?”  Jed 
asked.

“W hy— you told m e!” Sally sai^ 
her eyes wide.

“ I told you no such thing. I told 
you Bob saw you and talked to you.
I didn’t say anything about a cou
ple of words and then she ran 
away. Besides, there was the bag he 
brought here.”

“ The bag wasn’t Sally’s,”  Miss 
Isobel said in a flat voice.

“Maybe not,”  Jed said.
“ I can prove it,” ^ s s  Isobel said 

in the same flat voice. She went to a 
small closet by the front door and 
returned with a suitcase, a plain 
leather bag. “ After Bob’s wild 
story,”  Miss Isobel said, “ I naturally 
examined the bag. N o initials. N o 
baggage tag or stickers. And in
side— ” She put the bag down on 
the- sofa and opened it. “ See for 
yourself.”

The bag contained a plain black 
dress, obviously several sizes too 
large for Sally, a pair of black 
pumps, equally to® large, a rctmb 
and brush, a toothbrush and a 
new tube of toothpaste, and two , 
small lace-edged handkerchiefs. Jed 
walked over and picked up the ob
jects one by one, his eyes narrowed 
against the smoke from his ciga
rette.

“ H ow  do I know this is the same 
taig that Bob brought from the sta
tion?” he asked.

“ Ask him !” Miss Isobel said 
with sudden heat. “ What gives you 
the right to come here and third-
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degree us, Jed Russell ? I’m  grateful 
to you for giving Sally a lift from  
the station, but now w e have a lot 
to  talk about, and Mr. O ’Mara’s 
here on business. I’ll thank you to 
leave us to ourselves for a w h ik .”

Jed Russell threw his cigarette 
into the 'fireplace. “ Guess I have 
asked quite a lot o f questions,”  he 
said. “ W ell, the older you get the 
curiouser you get.”  H e snapped the 
bag shut. “As long as this isn’t 
Sally’s I ’ll take it back to Ed 
T hom pson  at the depot. T h e  ow n
er’ll probably be inquiring for it.”

H e  . saw both wom en glance 
quickly at CTMara. T h e  fat mafl’s 
eyelids d r o o ^ ^  ever so slightly be
hind his heavy glasses.

‘T d  appreciate that, Jedediah,”  
Sally said.

“ It’ll be a comfort know ing M r. 
0 ’Mara: appoves too,”  Jed said 
drily. H e m o v d  toward the front 
dror. “ A n d  while I’m  about it I’ ll 
try to get rid o f  that pesky dog  of 
"Maggie B aik^s fo r  you. Can’t hear 
you r^ lf think fo { all his yapping 
and whining.”

Miss Isobel took  a quick step to
ward him . “ N o !”  she said, sharply. 
“ I’ll handle him , Jedediah. H e 
know s m e,”

Jed nodded skw ly . “ Suit your
self, Isobel," he said. “ Be seeing 
you, Sally. W ant to d o  a g o ^  story 
on you for  the Courier."

H e went out' onto the p o r ^ , 
t r y i n g  tbe bag. H e there
for a second, watching the ^spaniel. 
claw  at the tool-shed dror. H e  was

assimilating the final piece of in
form ation he had gathered inside 
the h ou ^ . W ben  he had mentioned 
getting rid o f the dog, and Miss Iso
bel had Pepped toward him, M r. 
Francis O ’Mara’s right hand had 
m oved up and inside his left coat 
lapel, confirm ing a suspicion Jed 
had had from  the mom ent he first 
saw him.

M r. Francis O ’Mara was wearing 
a shoulder holster.

Jed Russell did not go back to tbe 
Courier office. Instead, he walked 
straigbe across the village green to 
thelittle stationery store next ®  the 
post office, went to the phone booth 
at tbe rear, and made thrre phone 
calls. ^ e  first was to B ob  M olloy 
at his motel. Bob was evidently 
waiting for the call.

“ F ew  fa « s  fo r  you, Robert,”  J ^  
said. “ Y ou r girl is here.”

“ I told you that.”
“ She arrived on the 406 with 

fancy luggage, an orchid <;<>rsage, 
and a ^ a ll-s iz e d  blare o f trumpets. 
You- made a mistake last night 
and— ”

“ I didn’t make any mistake!”  
“ She says, Robert, she says. 

There’s trouble, all right. Your fat 
man is a sort o f  house g u « t  at the 
mom ent. A nd  he’s carrying a gun. 
I think you better get over here to 
Pete's store and we’ll h a w  a pow 
w ow .”

“ Y ou  called the cops?”  
“ ^ w w o w  first,"' Jed said. “ Get 

over here fast—and, be>b, stick a
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shotgun in the back o f  your car.”
“B u t-"
“ If you like the girl you’ll get 

m oving,”  J ^  said sharply.
H is next call was to a number in 

the tow n of Clayton, which he 
found after some difficulty in the 
directory.

“ This the Toggery Shop in Clay
ton ?”  he asked. “ Jedediah Russell 
here—Lakeview Courier. Like to 
inquire about a purchase made at 
your store today. I ’d guess it was 
pretty soon after you opened this 
m orning. Black dress in a large size 
and a pair of black, high-heeled 
pumps. W ou ldn ’t be surprised if the 
stuff was boughe by a man.”

T he answer was prom pt. T he ar
ticles had been heught that m orn
ing— yes, by a man, a very fat man 
w ho was driving a car rented from  
the ^ k e v ie w  Garage.

T he thifd call was to Mrs. M ag
gie fo iley .

“ M aggie? Jed Russell here.”
“ H o w  are ^>u, Jedediah?”
“ First-rate. N ow  listen to me, 

M aggie, and carefully. That dog  o f  
yours has been disturbing the 
w hole neighborhood for the past 
few  hours.”

“O k , dear!”  Mrs. Bailey raid. “ I 
don ’t kn ow  what’s g o t into him. 
H e ’s spooked, Je^^iah . Keeps 
barking around Isobel Scudder’s 
tool shed. H e  w on ’t com e when I 
call him , I don ’t know  what’s got 
into him .”

“ H e m g h t  get a medal, M aggie. 
H o w  g ood  is your nerve?”

“ M edal? Nerve?
“ I want you to go over to Isabel’s 

and get your dog. A nd  while you’re 
getting him  I want you to look in 
the tool-shed w indow . T hen  tele
phone me over to  Pete’s stationery 
store and tell me what you raw.” 

“ Y ou  crazy, Jedediah?”
“ N ope. N ow  listen to me, M ag

gie. I got a hunch thet Isobel and 
Sally are in bad trouble. I got a 
hunch the trouble is in that tool 
shed. I want you just to peep in 
that w indow , and no matter what 
you see you ’re to act as if you didn ’t 
see anything, understand? Just pick 
up your d og  and take her home.” 

“ H im ,”  Mrs. Bailey said. 
“ W h a t?”
“ Trotsie is a him ,”  Mrs. Bailey 

said.
“ O hey, h im ! But don ’t holler, 

M aggie, and don ’t j ^ p  back from  
the w indow . A nd after you talk to 
me, keep your trap shut, under
stand?”

“ Y ou do sound cr;:!zy, Jedediah.”  
“ If you’ll pardon my being vul

gar,”  Jed said, "what you see may 
scare the pants, o ff you.”  

“ Jedediah!”
“ N ow  m ove quick. I’ll be watch

ing from  here. If there is any trouble 
I’ll c o ^  running. Bm if  you act 
natural there w on ’t be none.”

Jed rame out o f the phone booth 
and walked to the front o f the store. 
H e stood lroking ©ut the plate- 
glass w indow  toward Mrs. Bailey’s

“D idn ’t I see 'you  bring Sally
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Crane home a little while back?” 
the proprietor asked him.

“Yep. Home for a spell.”
“How is she?”
“Fine,” Jed said
The back door of Mrs. Bailey’s 

house o^ n ed  and Mrs. Bailey ap
peared. She walked brokly over to
ward Itobel Rudder’s trol shed 
where the spaniel still frmed and 
yapped at the door.

There were two small windows, 
one on each side of the dwr. Mrs. 
tailey w alk^ up to her dog and 
Jed could almost imagine he h^rd 
her scolding. She picked the dog up 
in her arms and as she straightened 

she. was facing the window to 
the right of the ^ o r . Jed raw her 
fr^&e for ^  instant and t^m move 
away. She walked stiffly, like »m e- 
one who wants to run.

“t o d  girl!” Jed mutraed.
“Well, you neva know what 

Hollywood’ll do to ’em,”  the pro
prietor of the store raid.

“Eh? Oh, yes, I rae what you 
mean,” Jed said. He walked back 
toward the booth. When the phone 
rang a moment later, he stepped in 
and closed d e  dror.

“Yep?”
“Jeddiah?” It was a shaky whi&- 

per.
“You did fine, Maggie,” Jed said.
“Jeddiah—”
“Well, what did you sre, Mag

gie?”
“Jedediah! There’s. a dead man in 

there—siton* in a diair pr^ty as you 
please—staring strdght. ahead.”

“How do you know he’s dead?” 
Mrs. Bailey struggled w id  it. 

“There’s a—a knife sticking in his 
—in his throat, clean up to the han
dle. There’s bl^od down his shirt— 
and—”

“Yes, Maggie? ”
“The knife—I recognized it, Jed- 

adiah!”
“Whose is it, Maggie?”
“ It has a bone handle with a 

crack in it—an old yellow crack 
right down the handle—”

“Whose knife is it, Maggie?” 
“ Many a time I saw that knife— 

that very same knife—in Itobel 
Rudder’s kitchen!”

As a worried Jedediah Russell 
stepped out of the phone booth, 
Bob Molloy barged through tta 
front door of the shop, pale and 
truculent.

“Mind if we use your tack rrc>m 
a minute, Pete?” Jed called to tta 
proprietor.

“Help yourself.”
Jed picked up the suitcara from 

beside the booth and waved Bob 
into the tack room.

“Now look here, Jed,” Bob sai ,̂ 
the moment Jed had clos^  tta 
door, “no matter what Sally says, 
she came in on the last night’s 
train.”

“Sure,” Jed said. “Sure.” He_pm 
the suitcase on a dusty table. “ This 
lwk like her bag?”

“^roks like it,” Bob said, ^>wl- 
ing. “ But it was dark. I couldn’t 
swear to it. Same kind of bag.”
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“ I guess it’s the bag, all right,”  
Jed said. H e opened it. “W hat do 
you make o f all this stuff?”  H e held 
up the dress.

“ Sally could use that ior a tent!”  
Bob said.

“ H o w  about the shoes?”
“ I w ouldn ’t know  about the size 

oi her foot, Jed— ”
"L ook  at the soles. Brand-new. 

N ot a scratch on ’em. L ook  at the 
hairbrush and com b. N ever teen 
used. N ot a drop squeezed out o i 
the toothpaste tube. Toothbrush 
brand-new. O ne of the handker
chiefs still got a price tag on it. A n d  
did you ever know  a w om an to 
travel without clean stockings or 
underthings or some kind o i  a 
night dress or robe or som ething?”  

“ I don ’t get it,”  Bob said.
“ In c a »  you g ot stubborn they 

intended to show you this, Bob, to 
convince you  it wasn’t Sally you  
saw last night. O nly he was in a 
hurry and he didn ’t make it look 
real.”

“H e?”
“ Ed Thom pson ’ s iat friend. H e 

bought the stuff in the Toggery 
Shop in Clayton. N o w  there isn’t 
time ior me to pleasure m yseli by 
mystiiying you, Bob, so I’ll teU you 
straight out. T here ’s a dead man 
sitting in a chair over in Isobel 
Scudder’s tool shed.”

“ What!”
“ I figure he’s bren there quite a 

while. I figure our iat iriend, w ho 
has the musical name o i  Francis 
O ’Mara, meant to m ove the corpus

last night only you obiuscated him 
by sitting out iront in your car all 
night. So he decided it was saier to 
wait until tonight. I figure as soon 
as it’s dark and the main street has 
quieted dow n, he’ll try again.”

“ A nd  you ’re going to let him ? 
L ook  here, Jed, this is ior the police 
and you know  it as well as I do. 
Sally and ^ s s  Isobel'—you plan to 
let ’em stay there alone w ith  a 
killer?”

Jed lit a cigarette, his eyes nar
rowed. “ Y ou  got to figure the an
gles, Bob. Sally came in last night 
and you saw her and she ran away 
from  you. R ight? Y ou  took your 
customers to the motel and it was a 
little while before you went aiter 
the bag and took it to Miss Is^ e l. 
R ight? Miss Scudder acted normal 
when you first saw her. N o  nerves, 
no tension. R ight? Y ou  go out and 
search the woods for hali an hour 
and when you com e back every
thing is different— Isobel is keym  
up to high C. te> obviously she 
learned something while you were 
gone. Y ou  thought maybe Sally 
was there, but she wasn’t. Sally 
went back to N ew  Y ork and made 
a new entrance this aiternoon. N o 
body with her. N o  gun in her ribs. 
See what I m ean? Isobel played it 
that way too. Maybe O ’Mara’s gun 
was in her ribs, but if it was, Sally 
knew  ^ o u t  it. D id  she get outside 
help? N o . She just acts her part. 
See what I m ean?”

“ Y ou  mean they’re both in  on  
it,”  Bob said glum ly.
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“Y e p ."
,“ Q>nniving in a murder!” Bob 

said.
“ I thought you loved the giri,” 

Jed said.
" I  d o ' b u t - ”  '
“You got a bad trouble Robert— 

you’ve had it from the start. You 
got no faith in the girl. You don’t 
believe what she tells you. N o  faith 
at all. N ow  I say this: I say she’s one 
of the finest, straightest-shooting 
girls I ever met. I’m not in love with 
her, but I know that much about 
her. And Isobel Scudder is another 
one who’s straight as a die. So they 
are collaborating with fa t Francis, 
these two. So they must think it’s 
the right thing to do. They might 
have been sola a bill o f ^ o d s , beb>, 
but they believe in it or  they would
n’t be domg it. I got that much faith 
in b o h  o f  ’em .. So I propose to  
string along a while, but I likewise 
propose to pass m y  own judgment 
on the facts.”

" W h a t  facts?” Bob asked.
“ W e don’t known ’em— yet,” Jed 

said. “ But I’d like to point out one 
thing to you, my faithlm  friend. 
Suppose vou hadn’t seen Sally last 
night. Suppose you were convinced 
you were wrong. Sup^se we all 
accepted it as gospel tbet she got 
here for  the first time on the 4:Wi 
this afternoon. What would h a t  do 
f o r  her?”

“ I guess I must be thickheaded,”

“If I’m right, that dead man has

been sitting in the tool shed since 
yestwday evening. So if Sally came 
in on the 4 :^  this afternoon, she 
couldn’t have had anything to do 
with' killing him, cou ld , she?” 

“You mean she— ?” Bob's eyes 
were dark with anxiety.

"I think they fixed up a perfect 
alibi for her—if they can convince 
you that you were wrong about last 
night,” Jed said.

“ But that mrans she— ”
Jed smiled a crooked smile. “ I 

wouldn’t marry you, Bob, if you 
w o e  the last man on earth. N o 
faith—no faith at all. N ow  I’ll tell 
you what we’re going to do  . .  ”

It w as completely dark at ten 
minutes to nine that night. Lake- 
view had settled down to its usual 
quiet evening. Suddenly, just be
fore nine, peace was shattered by a 
blaring voice. It came from  a loud

- speaker on top of a small black 
sedan. A  voica which had curious 
overtones of Jedediah Russell’s was 
blasting out the news that the Fire
men’s Carnival was at hand. “ Bin
go ! Games of Chance! Win a brand- 
new Sports Car! Dancing! Three 
great days o f entertainment with 
every cent of profit going toward 
your protection. Firemen’s Carni
val, folks! The outstanding event of 
our summer season! Rides for the 
kids! Beer for h e  old folks!” On 
and on it went, rattling the win- 
dowpanes on Main and Elm Streets.

N ow this was not an unheard-of 
thing, this broadcasting o f the com-
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in g  carnival; but the fact was that 
the' carnival was six weeks away 
and the broadcasting usually took 
place when the rarnival was actual
ly in progress. People listened, were 
stunned, were a n n oy^ , and sud
denly the State Troopers’ barracks 
in Clayton began to be inundated 
with telephone calls. T h e  noise was 
so ear-shattering that no one, not 
even the three tense people sitting 
in Isobel Scudder’s living room, 
could hear the steady sound o f a 
steel saw biting through the pad
lock on the door o f Isobel’s trol 
shed.

L o n g  before the State Troopers 
arrived from  Clayton the broad
casting had stopped. T he broad
casting car had been abandoned 
near & e firehouse, and the best the 
Troopers could discover was that 
som eone had soen a “ rather tall 
man”  running away from  the small 
black sedan as a group o f angry 
citizens tare down on it.

It was nearly eleven before the 
next step in ^ k e v ie w ’s drama took 
place. Residents o f E lm  Street had 
gone to bed, muttering about “ pub
lic disturbance.”  M ost o f the houses 
were now  dark. T h e  street lights 
cast a dim  greenish g low  over the 
village green, but the areas behind 
the hous^  were pitch-dark.

Miss Isobel Scudder’s "house did 
h ot show a l i ^ t  anywhere. W hen 
the back door opened slowly, there 
was no one to see the bulky figure 
o f  Mr. Francis O ’Mara slip onto the

rear porch and make his way to the 
rented car which had been parked 
all day behind the house.

O ’Mara stood for a few  moments 
beside the door o f the car, as if he 
were trying to adjust his vision to 
the darkness. Then he slowly 
walked the few  yards to the door o f 
A e  tool shed. H e  had a small key 
in his hand and he fumbled with 
the lock.

TOe lock opened easily— as 
though it had not been fastened at 
all. Mr. O ’Mara pulled the door 
out, then turned and went back to 
the rented car. H e  got in and the 
engine purred under his touch. 
Slowly he backed the car toward 
the door of the tool shed.

Then he got out, opened the 
trunk compartment o f  tta  car, and 
stepped into the tool shed. F or  the 
first time he risked showing a light. 
H e took  a small torch from  his 
pocket, snapped it on, and directed 
the beam toward the old canvas 
chair where he knew a d ^ d  man 
^ t .

As his light focused on  the chair 
something happened— something
that choked Mr. O ’Mara’s b r^ th  in 
his throat

T he corpse rose up out of the 
chair and pointed a twenty-gauge 
shotgun at Mr. O ’Mara.

After an instant o f  sheCT terror 
Mr. O ’M ara’s hand m oved quickly 
toward his left-coat lapel. Imtantly, 
strong arms pinioned him from  be
hind. Then Jed Russell dropped his 
im p ^ s o M t i^  of a corpse and came
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forw ard to take the gun from  Mr. 
O h a r a ’s holster and slip it into his 
ow n  ^>cket.

“ Okay, Bob,”  Jed said. "Y ou  can 
let him go.”

M r. O ’Mara tenderly r u b b ^  a 
bruised bicep where B ob’s hungers 
ta d  dug into the flesh. “A  news
paperman is always a newspaper
m an,”  O ’Mara said with some bit
terness, “ hick town or otherwise. 
Y ou  don ’t give up, Russell.”  

“ N ope,”  Jed said placidly. “ But 
m aybe you ’ve noticed, O ’Mara, 
there are no cops. N ot yet. M y 
young friend Bob M olloy and I are 
w illing to listen. W e ’re kind o f fond 
o f  the tw o ladies w ho are involved 
in this.”

'  O ’Mara’s breath eased out o f him 
in a long asthmatic wheeze. “ I un
derestimated you, M r. Russell,” he 
said. “ I’m  perfealy willing to talk. 
W here—where is— h e?”

“ Y our dead friend?”  Jed Mid. 
“ Over in the corner there. N ot so 

- comfortable, but I don ’t think it 
matters to him. A n d  I think what
ever talking we do had better be in 
the presense o f  the ladies. I don ’t 
want to have to double-check every 
step o f the way. I don ’t know  how  
much time we have.”

“ T im e ? ”
Jed smiled grim ly. “ T w o  others 

know  about this,”  he said. “A  lady 
and her dog. A n d  one o f  them is 
dying to talk! A  first^ass gossip 
can hang onto a secret only so long.”  

O ’Mara walked to the back  dror 
o f Miss la b e l ’s house with Jed and

Bob M olloy directly behind him. 
TOe m om ent his steps sounded on 
the rear porch, the d ror  opened and 
M iss Isobel looked out. Sally was in 
the shadows befond  her.

“ Something w ron g?”  Sally whis
pered.

“ Guess you m ight as well switch 
on some lights,”  Jed said. “W e  got 
to see to talk. Leastwise, I do.” ,

“ Jedediah!”  Miss Isobel’s voice 
was despairing.

A  mom ent later they were in the 
kitchen. Sally stared at Bob M olloy, 
her lips quivering. Both wom en 
gave the impression o£ having 
nerves that were stretched to the 
breaking point.

“ Jedediah, why couldn’t you 
mind your own business?”  Miss 
Isobel m o a n ^ .

“ T he safety o f  people I love is my 
business,”  Jed said. “ N o w  we may 
not have tM  m uch time. Bob and 
I have to know  the score. If we like 
the l^oks o f it w e ’ll help. If we 
d on ’t we w on ’t. But any time now 
M aggie Bailey is apt to bust out 
and call the State Troopers. So I 
advise speed and clarity. Plenty o f 
clarity.”

Miss Isobel turned away. “We 
m ight as well go im o the living 
room  where we can sit,”  she Mid 
in a dull voice. ,

Bob M olfoy didn’t fo llow  her, H e 
walked straight across the rrom  to 
Sally and tw k  her shoulders in his 
strong hands. H e lroked dow n  at 
her, his jaw jutting forward with 
characteristic ta&gerence. “ Get this
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straight,”  h e  said. “ I’ve been a damn 
fro l. From  now  on I don ’t care 
what happened in the past; I don ’t 
care what you did or what I did. I 
don ’t, care what this is all about. I 
love you. D o  you hear m e? I’m  not 
going to let you get away from  me 
again.” H e  shook her gently. 
you hear m e?”

“ I hear you,”  Sally said, and sud
denly she was being held very tight
ly in his arms.

“ B oy’s making ^ n se  at last,”  Jed 
said to no one in particular. H e 
made a m rck  bow  o f  courtesy to 
O ’Mara, gesturing him to follow  
Miss Isobel. Jed brought up the 
rear, still carrying his shotgun.

O ’Mara dried his damp ^ lm s  
with a b ig  linen handkerchief. H e 
sat on the sofa and the others had 
drawn chairs into a semicircle fac
ing him. Bob and Sally sat close to 
gether.

“ This is an unbelievable situa
tion,”  O ’Mara began. “ I’ll have to 
go back a little to get it to make 
sense for you. Sally, as you know , 
has made a big hit ior h er^ lf in 
H ollyw rod . Part o f my job  is to 
make the most o f it, publicity-wise. 
W e  built a kind o f  a fake romance 
for her with Marc Williams. M arc’s 
the most valuable property we 
have. H e’s a nice fellow , but driven 
almost beyond endurance by the 
pressures o f succ^s. H e  lost his 
w ife a couple o f years ago in a 
sw im m ing accident. H e ’s never 
been the same since.

“ H e was agreeable to being seen 
places with Sally, agreeable to have 
some romantic hints planted in the 
gossip columns. It’s standard pro
cedure out there. I’d like to say I 
don ’t think he ever even tried to 
take advantage o f  it.”

“Never,” Sally said, lrok ing 
straight ahead. “H e laughed ana 
kidded about it, and he’d play the 
attentive lover whenever we were 
in public. W e  actually got to be 
good  friends. G od  help me, if we 
hadn’t I w ouldn ’t be in all this 
trouble.”

Bob didn’t speak, but his hand 
tightened around hers and she 
looked at him  w ith  a kind o f  w on 
der. This was a new Bob.

“ Som ething none o f us knew,” 
O ’Mara went on, “ was that M arc 
had k c o m e  hooked— he’d become 
a narcotics addict.”

“ H e was fighting it,”  Sally said, 
“ H e  was fighting it with all his 
might.”

“ O ne night about ten days ago,” 
O ’Mara said, “ he called Sally. I 
guess he was beginning to get the 
shakes. H e  asked her if she’d com e 
out to his place and have supper 
with him — stay with him until he 
got over the hill. She went.”

“ H e needed help so desperately,”  
Sally said.

“ W ell, they were having supper 
on the terrace o f his house over
looking the ocean when a guy came 
up the garden path. H e  was the 
‘pusher’ M arc had been dealing 
with— the guy w ho provided him
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with the drug. Marc told him to 
beat it. H e wasn’t going to stay on 
the kick. He was through. The guy 
laughed at him. He began to de
scribe to Marc what it would be 
like without it.”

“ It was horrible,” Sally said. 
“ Marc was listening and suddenly 
he was drenched with sweat.”

“ The guy kept on,” O ’Mara said, 
“ and suddenly Marc jumped him. 
H e started to beat him up. The guy 
had a gun. He pulled it and fired 
it, but Marc had hold of his arm 
and the shots went wild. Then 
Marc landed a knockout punch. 
The place was a wreck and Marc 
was standing over the guy, shak
ing, when in walked our friend.”

“ Friend?”  Jed asked.
O ’Mara jerked his head in the 

direction of the tool shed. “ His 
name was Kelvin. He was a sort of 
private eye. His license was revoked 
years ago, but he worked for a 
magazine called Secret. You know 
their stuff—inside filth on the pri
vate lives of Hollywood celebrities. 
And boy, did he find himself a 
scoop! Marc Williams an addict! 
The ‘pusher’ identified! And Sally 
a witness, both to the facts about 
Marc and the identity of the pusher!

“ Well, they all knew those gun 
shots would bring people. Marc 
urged Sally to get out of there, and 
she left. Kelvin, too. Marc got the 
pusher out o f there and faced the 
police with the story of having sur
prised and fought off a sneak thief.

- It was fine for the moment—but he

knew, and we all knew, that Kel
vin wouldn't drop his hold on 
them. I urged Sally to take a trip 
home and stay under cover.

“W e planted that story about a 
quarrel with the studio. But Kel
vin wasn’t giving up. His key wit
ness was Sally. He found out she’d 
left Hollywood, and the next thing 
I got wind o f was the fact that he’d 
started East to find her.

“ I took a plane East and got here 
yesterday—got here before Sally 
did. In the late afternoon I came to 
Miss Scudder's house. She was out 
and the place was locked up. I wan
dered around, waiting for her. 
Then I happened to glance in the 
tool-shed window—and there was 
Kelvin. He was dead—with a knife 
in his throat."

O ’Mara wiped the sweat from 
his forehead. “The first thought I 
had was—and I admit it—that Sally 
had got here ahead of me and had 
polished Kelvin off. Or maybe Miss 
Scudder. But then I got to thinking 
and I realized there . was someone 
else interested in silencing Kelvin. 
The dope mob. They’d sent a guy 
after him and he’d caught up with 
him here. Well, you may ask, why 
didn’t I call the cops? I didn’t be
cause I knew the finger would point 
at Sally. T o  defend herself against 
a murder charge she’d have to tell 
the truth. That would mean the 
end of Marc, and if you’ll pardon 
the practical aspect of it, it would 
cost the studio about six million 
bucks in unreleased films.
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“ T h e  thing to do was to get hold 
of Sally and establish an ironclad 
alibi for her. I knew she w ould ar
rive that day. I went to the depot to 
meet the night train. She came, all 
right, but before I could get to her, 
young M olloy here spotted her. It 
all happened so quick, and she ran 
away from  him  so fast that— well, I 
figured w e m ight still face it out.

“ I caught up with her, got her 
into my car, and told her what it 
w ould mean to her, to Marc, to the 
studio. She m ight even find she 
couldn’t beat the murder rap. She 
phoned Miss Isobel and told her—  
that must have been while M olloy 
was searching the short cut for her. 
I g o t Sally on the train at Clayton 
without anyone seeing her, so she 
could come back and m ake her 
public return today. M olloy te th 
ered me plenty. I had meant to m ove 
the te d y  last night. If I could have 
dumped K elvin ’s body hundreds of 
miles from  here w e’d have had 
nothing to w orry about.”

H e  smiled humorlessly at Bob. 
“ But M olloy sat outside the house 
all night. I couldn’t risk it last night. 
I made it clear to Miss Scudder 
what it w ould mean if she didn ’t 
play along with me. A ll we could 
do was wait till tonight. I made my 
ow n public arrival in Lakeview 
this m orning’s train. Then I rented 
a car and drove over to Clayton to 
get some stuff to put in that bag—  
just to make sure we had som e
thing for M olloy if he got stubborn 
tefore  Sally made her secrad ap

pearance. It lrcked  as if we were go
ing to make it until you interested 
yourself, Mr. Russell— you and that 
damned d o g !”

“ M aybe you think we were 
w rong, Jedediah,”  Sally said ur
gently. “We weren’t really helping 
the murderer. If it had just been me, 
I’d have faced it. But there was 
M arc w ho w ould be destroyed and 
the studio with its tremendous in
vestment in him — all to be r u in ^  
because of vicious gossip.”

“ It checks,”  Bob said, supporting 
her loyally. "T hat fellow  in the 
convertible, Jed— the one w ho 
asked the General where Miss- Iso
bel lived. H e  must have been the 
killer.”

“ Just came back the n m  m orn
ing to make a public inspection? 
On the old saw about the killer al
ways returning to the scene of the 
crim e?”  Jed asked drily. H e  sat 
staring at O ’Mara from  under 
heavy eyelids. “ Y ou  sold yourself to 
Sally and Isobel, all right, but you 
haven’t sold m e, O ’Mara.”

O ’Mara’s head jerked up. “ W hat 
do you m ean?”

“ Kelvin was killed with a certain 
bone-handled knife, jabbed clean 
through his throat,”  Jed said. “ That 
knife belongs to Isobel. She’s got a 
grindstone out there in the shed, 
and there are haff a dozen knives 
out there. Y ou  planning to sharpen 
’em yesterday or today, was that it, 
Isobel ?”

Miss Isteel moistened her lips. 
“ W hy, yes! I took  ’em out there yes
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terday nrain to  sh a r^ n  them. I 
heard th e  ph on e rin g  and I cam e 
ta ck  in  the house to  answer it. It 
w as M iss Tracy asking I f  I cou ld  
help out at the hospital. So I g ot 
dressed and w ent d o w n  there. I 
forgot all a tau t the knives.”

Jed n ^ d e d .  “ So the m urder was 
im prov ised ,”  he said. “ N o b o d y  
cou ld  have coun ted  on  the knives 
ta in g  there. C an you  figure a gang
ster com in g  all the w ay from  C ali
forn ia  to kill a m an and depending  
on  fin d in g  a w eapon  handy w hen  
he needed it?  Can you  figure a 
gangster ru n n in g  the risk o f  being  
caught in  the act in  a sm all tow n  
like th is? E ven i f  K elvin  g ot to talk 
to  Sally— even if that w as som ehow  
dangerous to  the gang— he’d  wait, 
w ou ld n ’t he, till he cou ld  polish 
K elvin  off in som e isolated place? 
N o p e , this w as n o  gang k illin g .”  
T h e  heavy eyelids lifted  slightly. 
“ M aybe y o u ’re a real loyal em
ployee, O ’M ara. M aybe y ou ’d go to 
any lengths to save your studio and 
its property. W o u ld  you  go to the 
length  of com m ittin g  m u rd e r? ”

“ Y o u ’re n u ts!”  O ’M ara said.
“ N o , I d o n ’ t th in k  you  w ou ld ,”  

Jed said. “ N o t  fo r  a. m inute. But 
I ’m  positive y o u ’d  save your own 
hide, n o m atter w hat the risk! W h a t 
d id  K elv in  have o n  you , O ’M a ra ?”

“ N o w  lo o k — ”
“ Y o u ’re t o  sm art a cook ie  to 

m ake all the mistakes you  m ade,”  
Jed said. “A  ^ a r t  guy  w o u ld  k n ow  
he cou ld  never shake B ob ’s story. 
A  smart guy , if he w as trying to

fake that suitcase, w ou ld  have put 
all the stuff in  it that a w om an  
w ou ld  naturally carry— n ot just 
o d d s  and ends.

“ Y o u ’re a sm art g u y , O ’M ara—  
it sticks ou t all over y ou . Y ou  
w o u ld n ’t m ake little mistakes. You 
did what you did on purpose!”

Jed paused, then sharpened his 
voice. “ Y o u  d id  it the w ay y o u  d id  
because you wanted someone to 
take the rap— in case the police  
caught up w ith  you  be fore  the body  
cou ld  be m oved . A l l  the th ings you 
did  to protect Sally actually fram ed 
her! I f  they ever cam e ou t they 
w ou ld  have sent her to  the electric 
chair.

“ Y o u  w anted  it that w ay, O ’Mara. 
I f  she w as caught, you ’d be the 
loyal friend w h o  had tried to  help 
her out of a mess. But she’d bu m  
for it! W h a t really happened, 
O ’M a ra ? ”

“ L o o k , Russell, y ou ’re invent- 
in  g - ”

“ So I’ll keep o n  inventing ,”  Jed 
said. “ Y o u  cam e .here, m aybe legiti
mately, to  talk to Sally a tau t the 
prob lem  you all had. Y o u  ran 
sm ack into K elv in  w h o  was h an g
in g  arou nd  t o ,  wrnting for her to  
arrive. Y o u  d id n ’ t w an t to  be  seen 
w ith  h im , so you  persuaded h im  to 
go into the too l shed with you  for 
a p o w w o w . W h a t did he have on 
you, O ’M ara ? W ere  you  selling out 
your studio to Secret? T h at k in d  o f  
dou b le -cross goes on  all _ the time.

“ W h atever it was, you  cou ld n ’t 
let K e lv in  g et away. A ll the tim e
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you were talking to him I suggest 
you were sweating it out. Y ou  had 
a gun, but if you used it half the 
town would be down on you be
fore you could get to the front gate. 
Then you saw la b e l ’s kmv—— ”

-Jed shrugged. “ End of Kelvin. 
N ow , with a little help from  Isobd 
and Sally you m ight get om  o f it 
clean. A nd, if you failed, you c o d d  
nail Sally with it. N o w  don’t argue 
with me, O ’Mara. I may be w rong 
on  some o f the small points, but 
w orking from  that prOTise the 
cops will find the evidence to hang 
you from  your fat neck until you’re 
dead!”

O ’Mara m oved with amazing 
speed. H e propelled himself for
ward like a giant tank— not to- es- 
c a ^  but to destroy Jed. H e  was ra  

- top o f  Jed before Jed could shift the 
shotgun into line and was f u n d 
ing at him with his huge fists, f o b ,  
pulling at the fat man, might have 
been trying to budge a team of 
oxen. It was Isobel Scudder w ho

ended it with a clean hard blow  on 
the back o f the head with the f ir e  
^ ace  tongs. O ’Mara rolled over 
and lay still, looking like a b e a ^ ^  
whale.

Jed, breathless and with a fine 
m outo developing under his left 
eye, struggled - to his feet. H e 
grinned at Isobel.

“ Always knew there was a rea
son I never proposed to you, Iro- 
bel,”  • he said.

“ Shut up, you old  foo l!”  Isobel 
said, but tears o f relief were run
ning dow n her cheeks. Then she 
started to laugh, a touch o f hysteria 
adding high notes. “That fellow  in 
the convertible w ho spoke to the 
General— he was a vacuum cleaner 
ralesman and I had an awful tim e 
getting rid o f him.”

Jed glanced at Bob and Sally. 
They weren’t talking. They didn’t 
need to. “ Guess w e’d better call the 
State Trropers,”  he said. “Hate to 
turn it over to ’em. Can’t rem em for 
when I’ve had so much fun.”
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The author of this delightful spoof is Assistant Professor of English 
at Western Michigan University—obviously a man with an "extra
ordinary understanding of the ways of the academic worldH The 
story first appeared in the Winter I960 issue of the "Bulletin of the 
AAUP"—the American Association of University Professors.

We are deeply indebted to Mrs. Morrison Handsafier of Easton, 
Pennsylvania, for not only culling this lively tale to our attention 
( otherwise we surely would have missed it!) but also taking the 
trouble to send us tear-sheets from the "Bulletin of the AAUP.” Mrs. 
Handsaker is "at Lafayette Cullege” where her husband is a professor 
of economics.

You will forgive us, we hope, if we quote the last paragraph of 
Mrs. Handsaker’s letter: “My husband and l  are devoted readers 
of EQMM. We gave a sub^ription to a friend in Washington, who 
finally sends her well-worn copies to a Japanese friend in Tokyo."

All the world loves a lover—of mystery stories!

T H E  M I D D L E B U S H  H Y P O T H E S I S

by EDWARD L. GALUGAN

I R EM EM B ER  W I T H  P ER FEC T C LA R ITY

the m om ent I first hrard the 
news. It was 3:35 on a W ednesday 
afternoon— my afternoon free o f 
classes and even o f committee meet
ings. T he day was warm and sum 
ny, spring at its best. I had just fin
ished taking a few  n o to  on  the 
imagery in A ct T w o  o f 'Tis Pity 
She's A Whore (tor my book on 
post-Shakespearean dram a), and I 
was nerving myself to read s ^ e  
soggy-looking papers from  my Sev
enteenth Century course. At the 
moment, however, I was at the 
w indow  of m y study trying to de

termine if the bird perched near the 
top o f the maple tree was a red
eyed or a warbling vireo,

Elizabeth, my wife, burst into 
the study, so excited that she forgot 
to apologize for disturbing me. 
“ T h e  Dean is dead!”

“ W h o ? ” I couldn’t believe my 
ears.

“ T h e  D ean !”
“ W hich  dean?” I had to be sure.'
"The dean! T he old football hero! 

Hubert B. G lotz, him self!” By this 
time the poor dear was practically 
carolling.

T he next few  minutes are blurred
© I960 by Edwward L. Gwdhgan; origiulty titled, "No Foul Play.
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in m y m em ory, though I seem to 
recall a certain amount of w hrop- 
ing and cavorting and a kind of 
snake dance dow n to the liquor 
cabinet. W hile Elizabeth went next 
door to spread joy am ong the W il
sons (he ’s in H istory), I mixed 
martinis for the four o f  us. T he o c 
casion called for and received my 
finest efforts.

Calmed by a martini, Elizabeth 
was able to pass on to us the few  de
tails of the happy demise that she 
had plucked from  the faculty wives’ 
g ra^ v in e . Mary Louise Fursten- 
burg, H ubert’s secretary, had re
turned from  the Koffee K up and 
found him sp ra w l^  on the floor o f 
his private lavatory. She summoned 

M acGregor from  Health Serv
ice. Even M acGregor could tell ttat 
Hubert was quite thoroughly dead, 
probably from  a heart attack; never 
one to risk taking a stand, he called 
for an autopsy to determine the 
cause of death.

Elizabeth’s r e ^ r t  did not give us 
m uch to go on ; but we could com 
ment on the symbolic aptness o f the 
place o f  death, congratulate our- 
Mlves for having believed the ru
m or which had gone the rounds 
tw o yrars ago that Hubert had had 
a prom ising little heart attack, and 
make speahes ataut the glorious 
future of Morrison C ollege now 
that the football coach was out o f 
the Dean’s office. Both Ralph and 
I felt that the absence of violence re
flected some discredit on the facul
ty, but the girls persuaded us that

it was w rong to quibble with tan&- 
ficent Providence.

Naturally, cocktails flowed frrely 
all up and dow n Faculty R ow  that 
evening. People m oved from  h o u »  
to house almost at random ; every
one was welcome everywhere. Musi
cologists chatted with clinical psy
chologists and logical positivists 
strolled amicably with Barthian the
ologians. W ives som ehow got chil
dren in bed, food  appeared. from  
freezers and refrigerators, and the 
celebrations went on until well after 
midnight. It was a good  thing for 
us that the President cancelled all 
classes the next d ay^ out o f  respect 
for “our beloved and faithful D e a n ”

I was in my office at school in the 
afterroon demonstrating my zeal 
fo r  the education o f Am erica’s 
youth by grading those Seventeenth 
Century papers, when John J. “ Jack
ie”  Allerton, Sheriff of M orriw n 
County, dropped in. Since discover
ing a few years ago that I had p u k  
lished three mystery novels in my 
younger and more im ^verished  
days, Jackie never misses a chance 
to corner m e for “a little shop talk” 
(and the phrase never ceases to 
amuse h im ).

H e had come, the Sheriff said, 
“ to check m e in”  on the investiga
tion o f “ ^poo Dean G lotz ’s death.” 
“ Strickly routine investigation,”  but 
he felt that “ professional courtesy”  
(chuckle, chuckle) required telling 
m e about it. For once I was glad to 
let the oaf talk.

T he autopsy revealed that Dean '
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G lotz  had, in fact, had a heart at
tack and that it had 'been  brought 
on by acute indigestion.. T h e  Dean 
had had lunch in the Union Build- 
m g  w ith  Professor Rosencrantz o f 
the "Zoology Department; Professor 
R o^ncrantz got sick that after
noon, too. T he D « in  had walked 
back from  the U nion Building with 
Professor Guild o f the G eology De
partment; according to Professor 
G uild  he was in unusually good  
spirits and in excellent physical con
dition.

Back in his office at 1:15 the 
Dean had worked on  the annual 
r e ^ r t  to the ^ a r d  o f  Trustees un
til 2 :M  at which time he had a con- 
ferem e with Professor Jackson o f 
the H ia ory  Department and Pre- 
fessor Feible o f  Psychology. TOey 
&ated later that during the confer
ence he complained once or twice 
o f  an upset stomach and that when 
they left at 2:25 he ap^ared  to be 
in a rather bad hum or.

H is rccr«ary  ^ t  back to the o f
fice at 2:40- —she had been out to 
o ifiee  with Profrasor H arbin o f the 
Philosophy Department since 2:15 
— and found h im  on  the floor o f the 
bathroom off his office. Dr. M ac
G regor arrived at 2:52 and p ro 
nounced him  dead.

“ A n d  that’s about it, Sherlock. I 
f ig u r ^  you ’d be mterested in the 
details, being on the faculty and 
all. A nyw ay, y w  amateur detec
tives ought to know  how  much us 
professionals have to do  to wind up 
eren  an ordinary case like— not that

I mean that the D ean ’s dying isn’ t 
important, but— well, you knose 
what I mean. It’s not like there was 
any evidence o f foul play or any
thing.” Jackie dwelt longingly on 
that phrase “ foul play” ; you  could 
s a  visions o f newspaper hradlines 
dancing through his m ind.

I thanked him , paid my ama
teur’s respect to his professional 
thoroughness, got him out o f the 
office, opened the window to air 
out the room  (Jackie’s cigars s m d  
“ like”  a Sheriff’s should), and m  
^ w n  to do some thinking. I did 
not see any signs o f foul play, bm  I 
did notice a few  ^ u lia r it ira  tfott 
had racaped Jackie.

W as it mere coincidence that tta  
five m en near Hubert in his final 
hours were five o f M oori^ n ’s 
d i& ingm sh^  scholars and there
fore five of H u tert’s most a r d ^  
enemies? O r was this the last grati
fying touch of a Providence ^m t o o  
heaping blessings on  us that day?

O r was it a sign that— well, shall 
we say that natural rather than 
supernatural hands had a rra n g e  
for Hubert’ s departure from  “ foe 
old Big-M tram ” ?

T h e  m ore I thought about it tta  
^ d e r — or rather, the m ore natural 
— it seemed.

Item O n e : Rosey Rosencrantz 
not only loathed Hubert for r e f^ - 
ing to let him have the old men’s 
pool for some experiments in b r^ d - 
in g  salt-water fish in fresh water, 
hut Rosey had, as he frequently an,. 
nounced at faculty picnics, “a sewtt
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pipe for a stomach.”  (T h e  meta
phor has generally been conceded 
to be as accurate as it is inelegant.) 
Yet Rosey ate lunch with Hubert 
and came dow n  with only a m ild  
w se of indigestion in the afternron.

Item T w o : Bill Guild had a fight 
with H ubert less than tw o months 
W o r e  to get approval of a voucher 
for $5.72 (or  some equally absurd 
figure) to pay shipping charges on 
» m e  specimens from  Montana. 
T h e  D u n  insisted that with all the 
ro:ks out behind the football sta
dium, the G rology Department 
d idn ’t have to im pert any from 
Montana. Yet Bill had willm gly 
tro lle d  across the campus with 
him .

Item T hree: Neither Frank Jack- 
w n  nor Joe Feible had spoken to 
Hubert— except from  the f l » r  at 
faculty meetings— since tw o years 
ago this May when he ruled that 
m oney from  the library’s general 
fund could and should be shifted to 
the athletic supplies fund. A ccord 
ing to Jpe, his words were, “ I 
don ’t know  why you dam ned egg
heads on the library committee 
can’t see how  important it is to give 
the men o f  M orrison the first<lass 
equipment they deserve.”  Yet there 
were Joe and Frank sitting in his 
office talking with him  just before 
he “ passed away,”  as the morticians 
so sweetly put it.

Item F our: Charles H arbin is in
telligent, fastidious, and wealthy 
enough not to have to worry about 
salary increases. Naturally, he des

pised Hubert, w ho once quite seri
ously a s k ^  him  how  he could stay 
awake while reading “ Aristotle 
and those other long-winded 
Greeks.”  M oreover, Charles is M or
rison’s bachelor, the one the w ivw  
are always trying to marry off and 
the secretaries are always m oony 
over. Thus, it passes all belief that 
Charles w ould  have asked Mary 
^ > u ^  Furstenburg, H ubert’s trust
ed secretary, out for coffee; even the 
student know  it is dangerous for a 
male to com e within five paces o f  
M ary Louise.

N ow , though I can never make 
Jackie Allerton believe it, I have abe 
solutely no urgu to be a detective o f 
any sort. Those three mystery nov
els were products of my salad days, 
when I was green in judgm ent and 
short in money. I chrerfully leave 
all detecting to Jackie and other 
profwsionals. Still, I am h ^ a n l y  
curious. A n d  Frank Jackson’s o f
fice is just dow n the hall from  mine.

A s sron  as I saw Frank, my sus
picions were heightened. H e was 
w i r in g  a new sports jacktt (roft, 
gray tweed, well tailored), a 
checked shirt that I had noticed in 
a Hathaway ad a few  weeks earlier, 
and a pair of cordovan shoes that 
must have cost at least $35. O f  
rourse, it was natural that a fop 
like Frank w ou ld  be wearing his 
finest raiment on that day of rejoic
ing; but it was deddedly odd that 
he w ould be fully prepared to hon
or the supposedly unexprcted day 
with new finery. H o o v e r ,  I kept

1 ^
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my suspicions to myself and easily 
1 ^  the sonversation to the subject 
o f  his conference with H utart.

Frank agreed that he and Jm  
would s q u ire  special status on  the 
.faculty for having nearly witnessed 
A e  d ^ i s e  so lon g  hoped for; but 
he tried to slip past the subject o f  
& e  con faen ce  itself with a vague 
remark about “ matters that in a 
sense grew out o f our w ork  on  the 
Ubrary com m ittee.”

I w o d d  not l« ; him  slip through. 
"T h e  library committee, eh? W hat 
are you old fogies up to n ow ? Try
ing to get students to read backs or 
something equally old-fashioned?”  
(T h e  jocular approach seemed ap
propriate.)

“ Books! W h y, Paul Middlebush, 
yaci know  bttter than to call them 
that— they’re audio-visual aids now 
adays.”  Frank paused to chuckle 
and flick a bit o f  ash off the sleeve 
o f  his new jacket. “ N o , nothing like 
that. Students weren’t involved at 
all— purdy a faculty ^ t t e r . ”  A n 
t h e r  ^ u s e . “ By the way, I’ve been 
meaning to ask if  you ’ve seen that 
new study that came out o f O xford  
on jewelry in Elizabethan Eng- 
k n d .”

O f  course, he knew perfectly well 
I  had; but I refused to be drawn off 
the trail, even by a red herring as 
tem pting as that. I abandoned the 
jocular and took the direct ap
proach. “ W hat sort of faculty mat
ter?”

T h e  prodding ^ d e  Frank a bit 
testy. “ W ell, Paul, if  you must

know, Joe and I had a simple little 
scheme for setting up a f^ K l to buy 
^ » k s  and microfilms which facul
ty members need for their ow n re
search— the sort of material th& 
one cannot very well expect a col
lege library to buy, especially when 
it is having so m uch diffic^ty &1- 
ing the prim itive needs o f  u n d « -  
graduate education.”

“ G ood  Lord, Frank, what 
y ou  think G lotz w ould approve of 
that? It’s a splendid idea, but G lotz 
w o ^ d  have thought you were try
ing to cheat the schac>l.”

“ Y ou ’re right.”  Frank sighed re
flectively. “ H e  didn ’t like it. But 
didn’t get really angry until w e 
explained how it cou ld  be fi
nanced.”

“ T rue to form .”
“ Unhappily, yes.”  H e  rouldn’ t 

help warm ing to the subjea. “ W ^ n  
we mentioned the fact— and it is a 
fact— that we could get the r n ^ y  ■ 
am ply  by dropping the rarsity 
wrestling program and thereof 
eliminating the cost o f a coach and 
o f wrestling rooms in the new ^ d  
house, G lotz exploded. A n d  you 
know  what that 'was like.”

I certainly did. G lotz ’s rag® 
were perhaps the most offensive 
thing about the man. H e  w ou ld  
turn purple, actually purple, and 
his face w ould  twitch wildly. H e 
w ould bacome both profane and in
coherent. A ll o f  m  at Morrison 
^acw  those rages.

“ Joe and I saw that it was M  ^  
trying to reason with him, so we _
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left.”  A  sweet, placid smile spread 
across Frank’s face as he added, “ A  
few minutes later, old Vacuum- 
Packed was dead.”

Neither of us spoke for a long 
moment. It was a shame to break 
into a beautiful reverie, but I had to 
ask what made them think that 
Hubert would ever dream o f sac
rificing wrestling—a sport he had 
earned his Big M in—to support 
scholarship. Frank’s answer was in
credible: “ After much hesitation, 
we decided that we owed it to the 
man to give him an opportunity to 
make the right decision. I suppose 
you could call it, well, a sort of 
Christian obligation.”

This, mind you, .was the state
ment of a man who had told me 
last fall that the study o f history 
made it impossible for him to read 
most of the Seventeenth Century 
English drama because it made use 
of the convention of the sudden re
pentance of the villain. Villains and 
knaves, he knew from history, sim
ply don’t change.

When I left Frank Jackson’s o f
fice, I knew with unshakable cer
tainty that Hubert B. Glotz had 
been murdered.

I w on’t bore you with a detailed 
account of my subsequent research 
into the problem. It really wasn’t 
difficult, especially after I overheard 
a student commenting that he had 
seen “ ^sor Dean Glotz” on the day 
he died doing chin-ups with Pro
fessor Guild . on a tree near the 
Union Building. By Friday night I

had the case just about completed 
and called Professors Harbin, Ros- 
encrantz, Feible, Jackson, and Guild 
to a meeting at my home.

At 8:15 I called the meeting to 
order. “Gentlemen, I have asked 
you here tonight to lay before you a 
hypothesis concerning the death of 
our late dean, Hubert B. Glotz. 
Briefly, my hypothesis is that Dean 
Glotz’s death was brought about by 
the careful work o f an ad hoc fac
ulty committee consisting of you 
five gentlemen.

“ I will not go into unnecessary 
details—I shall simply describe the 
particular assignments which, ac
cording to my hypothesis, each of 
you carried out.

“Professor Rosencrantz, you 
were charged with the duty of eat
ing lunch with the Dean and of 
luring him into eating quantities of 
rather indigestible foods—no great 
problem with a man of his notori
ously piggish habits. You succeeded 
admirably. You both had bean 
soup first; then deviled crab cakes, 
French fried potatoes, French fried 
onion rings, and salad with Roque
fort dressing; and for dessert, pecan 
pie a la mode. N o doubt the aston
ishing powers of your own diges
tive system made you the ideal man 
for this assignment.”

Rosey nodded his pleasure at the 
compliment. He added, “ I was pre
pared to introduce a dandy little 
contaminating agent into the salad, 
but fortunately it was unnecessary. 
I knew I could trust the Union
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Building’s onion rings. A n d  the ice 
cream on the pie was G lotz's ow n  
idea.”

I thanked him  for the additional 
information and went on to the 
next man. “ Professor Guild, like 
most grologists I have know n, you 
are a man o f m ore than ordinary 
strength and vigor. A ccord in g  to 
m y hy^thesis, you were assigned 
to meet the Dean as he parted from  
Professor Rosencrantz— w ho no 
&>ubt hurried hom e to treat a forth
com ing attack of indigestion. Sure
ly it was a simple matter for you 
on that m ild spring day to trade on 
Dean G lotz’s vanity as a former 
athlete and get h im  into a contea 
involving a considerable strain—  
specificaUy, chin-ups on  the branch 
o f  a trre.”

BiU made a little bow  as he said, 
“ I could h aw  beaten him, you 
know , but it seemed only decent to 
let him  w in.”

I then turned to Charles Harbin. 
“P rofasor Harbin, I suggest that 
you had the unpleasant duty of 
w ooing the Dean’s secretary, Miss 
Furstenburg, from  the office so that 
she w ou ld  not be there to give aid 
during the predictable attack of in
digestion. I gather from the expres
sion on your face that you agree 
that yours was a most arduous 
task.”

Charles' spoke in a low , an
guished tone. “ T h e  wom an not only 
paws at you constantly, she g ig 
gles. A nd  she uses a straw primarily 
to b low  b u b b le  in  her soda.”

H2

I shuddered sympathetically he- 
tore addressing the tw o r e ^ ^ ^ ^  
m « i .

“ A ccording to m y h y ^ t h ^ s ,  
^ u ,  Professor Jackson, were as
signed to provoke Dean G lrtz to a 
rage in order to heighten the ef
fects of the attack of indigestion 
which was scheduled to take p l ^  
at approximately 230. Prol̂ CMOI." 
Feible, I do not, frankly, u n d « -  
stand why you were assigned to ac
company Professor Jackron. R a ^  
came so easily to the D « in  that I 
w onder why tw o men w ould he 
assigned to this task. ^ « e  m ^  
have been a reason; but f  
no hypothesis is quite com plete at 
its first statement.”

Frank Jackson started to sprak, 
but I gestured for silence. “One l ^  
thing. I am convinced that m y hy- 
^ th es is  is sound. A n d  I take some 
pride and pleasure in having for
mulated it. Yet in one r «p rc t  I ^  
puzzled and regretful. W i ^ ^ :  
boasting, I think I may say that m y 
abilities, my often-expr^sed beliefa, 
and m y length o f  service at M on i- 
son all entitled m e to a place on the 
rommittee. Gentlemen, I am hurt 
that I was not asked to serve i t ”

I shall not quote Frank Jackson’ s 
reply, which was full of compU- 
ments for m e and- my h y ^ th ess . 
H e  explained my omission f r ^  
the om m ittee , of which he was 
chairman, by m inting out that the 
very arength  o f  my abilities and 
m y fam e in fictfonal crime 
m e  tro  liable tor suspicion to
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on a committee w hich  sought to 
work in obscurity.

H e  also filled in “ the one small 
gap in the Middlebush H ypothe
sis” : Professor Feible had pointed 
out that the presence of tw o men 
rather than one during the presen
tation o f such a proposal would 
sharply increase the Dean’s irrita
tion; moreover. Professor Feible 
believed that his experience with 
the O.S.S. in interrogating prisoners 
o f war had given him  special in
sight into the problem of vexing a 
man out o f all self-control. Frank 
assured m e that the comm ittee had 
never considered resorting to the 
crudity o f violence. T h ey  had re
mained wholly confident that no

foul play would be needed to usher 
Dean G lotz from  this world. Final
ly, he m oved that the committee 
congratulate m e on the form ulation 
o f  a hypothesis which revealed an 
extraordinary understanding of the 
ways o f the academic w orld. T he 
m otion was seconded and passed 
unanimously.

“ Gentlemen,”  I said, “ I am deep
ly honored. Before we adjourn to 
the next room  for refreshments, 
may I m ove that on the first Thurs
day of next October a comm ittee of 
six, not five, meet to consider the 
case o f the President o f  Morrison 
College.”

T he m otion was passed by ac
clamation.

♦
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“ I met a traveller from  an antique land 
W h o  said: T w o  vast and trunkless legs o f stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them , on the sand,
H alf sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frow n,
A n d  w r i^ le d  lip, and sneer oi cold  comm and,
T ell that its sculptor well those passions read 
W hich yet survive, s tam p^  on these lifeless things,
T he hand that m ocked them and the heart that f ^ ;  
A n d  on the pedestal these words appear:
‘M y name is Ozymandias, king o f kings:
L ook  on m y works, ye M ighty, and despair!’
N othing beside remains. R ound the decay 
O f  that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
TOe lone and level sands stretch far away.”

— Shelley, Ozymandias

T R A V E L L E R  F R O M  A N  A N T I Q U E  L A N D

by AVRAM DAVIDSON

It was in  A pril 1822, on the 
third day after his friend had 

sailed off into a lead-grey, oil- 
sm ooth sea only a few  hours be
fore the storm broke, that Tregar- 
eth, fearing the worst, made his 
way to Lord G ryphon ’s villa, to 
consult with him. W as not Gry
phon the nominal head o f the E ng
lish literati hereabouts?

T h e  time was past noon, G ry
phon had already had his cup o f  
strong, green tea, and  was lunch
ing on  the invariable biscuit and 
soda-water as he lay abed. H e 
looked up when the tall figure en
tered, long black hair in disarray, 
striking his fist into ^ lm .

“ Surely there 5s some news, Tre- 
gareth,”  Gryphon said. “ Are they 
safe? H ave they been . . . found?’’

Tregareth shook his head. "I 
have no news, my lord,’.’ he said, 
trying to mask his agitation with 
formality. “Every vessel putting 
into Leghorn has been questioned, 
but there has been no sign o f  the 
Sea Sprite, o f  Shadwell or W i l ^ «  
or the ship’s boy. I thought that 
you might have had a letter, or at 
least a note, from  their wives at the 
Villa Grandi, saying that they had 
arrived.”

“ I have had nothing!”  Gryphon 
cried.

“ Fulke Grant has heard n o  w ord,
114
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dither. H e  blames himself, poor fel
low— ‘It was to welcome me and 
get m e settled that they sailed to 
Leghorn,’ he says.”

“ O h, G od , Tregarethl”  Gryphon 
moaned, covering his fat, pale face 
with a trembling hand. “ They 
have been drowned! They have 
surely been drow n ed !”

Tregareth, looking away from  
him, turning his gaze out of the 
w indow  to the hot sandy plain, 
said sturdily, “ It does not follow , 
m y lord. N ot at all. I conceive o f 
at least tw o other possibilities— no, 
three. F irst.th ey  may have been 
carried away oft' course— to Elba, 
perhaps, or even to Corsica or Sar
dinia. Second, assuming the vessel 
did come to harm, which Heaven 
forbid— though she. was cranky 
and frisky— there were so many 
other craft at sea that evening— ” 
Tregareth spoke more and more 
rapidly, his broad chest rising and 
falling as his agitation increased. 
“ Surely it is not unreasonable, that 
they have been taken aboard one o f 
them and are even now  disem
barking in some port. A nd, third, 
I fear we must also consider the 
possibility that a piratical felluca 
may have ridden them dow n— pre
tending accident, don’t you know, 
my lord— and that presently we 
shall receive some elegantly w ord
ed message which in our blunter 
English speech spells ‘ransom’ !” 

G ryphon had begun slowly to 
nod; now  his face had cleared 
Somewhat. H e  reached for his sil

ver flask, poured brandy into the 
tiny silver cup. “ W hat must we 
d o ? ” he asked. “ Y ou  have been a 
sailor— in fact, if wc are to falieve 
your ow n account of it— wilder 
than any tale I dared to write!— 
you have been a pirate, too. C om 
m and me, Tregareth! E h ?”  H e 
drained the cup, looking at the 
Cornishman with raised brows.

Ignoring, in his concern, the im
plication, the other man said, “ I 
thank you, m y  lord. I propose, then 
— in your name, with your consent 
— to ^ a i n  the governor’s permis
sion to have the coast guards scan 
the beaches. Perhaps some flotsam 
or wreckage w ill give hint o f— ” 
H e  did not .finish the sentenre. 
Gryphon shuddered. “ A n d  also, ” 
will have couriers sent out on the 
road to  N ice, enquiring o f  news, if  
any, o f their having reached an
other port. In the event oi their 
having been captured by brigands, 
w e  must await that intelligence.”

G ryphon muttered something 
about— in that event— the British 
Minister—

Tregareth’s grey eyes grew  fierce 
and angry. “ Let Shadwell’s wife, 
m y lord, let poor Amelia appeal to 
the minister and to diplomacy. Let 
me but taar o f where they are con
strained— give me a file o f  dra
goons—or if not, just a brace o f pis
tols and a stiletto—I have stormed 
the corsair’s lair before!”

“ Yes, yes!”  G ryphon cried. H e 
rose from  b ^ ,  thrust feet into slip
pers, and, with his queer, lame,
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gliding walk, came across the 
room. “And I shall go with you! 
This is no coward’s heart which 
beats here—” He laid his hand on 
his left breast.

“ I know it, my lord,” the other 
said, touched.

And, telling him that he must 
make haste, Gryphon thrust a silk
en purse into Tregareth’s hands, 
bade him godspeed, and gloomily 
prepared to dress.

The two ladies met the ^rnish- 
man with flushed cheeks—cheeks 
from which the color soon fled as 
he confessed that he brought them, 
no news. Jane Wilson essayed a 
brave smile 011 her trembling lips, 
but Amelia Shadwell shrieked, 
pressed her palms to her head, and 
repeated Gryphon’s very words.

“Oh, God, Tregareth! They have 
been drowned!”

But Mrs. Wilson would not have 
it so. She knelt by the side of her 
hostess’s cot in the “hall” of the 
Villa Grandi—a whitewashed 
room on the upper story, not much 
larger than the four small white
washed rooms which served for 
bedchambers—and taking the dis
tressed woman by the hand, began 
to comfort her. Wilson was an ex
cellent sailor, she said. No harm 
could come to Shadwell while W il
son was aboard. The storm had 
lasted less than half an hour—sure
ly not enough to injure such a 
stoutly built vessel as the Sea Sprite, 
Tregareth added his assurances to

Jane’s, with an air of confidence he 
did not feel.

By and by the cries gave way to 
moans. Amelia prised a handker
chief to her lovely eyes and turned 
away her head. Tregareth would 
have lingered, but Jane drew him 
gently away. They descended the 
stairs together. The sea foamed 
and lapped almost at their feet.

For a moment they were silent, 
looking out over the beautiful 
Gulf of Spezia to the terrace. To 
one side was the tiny fishing vil
lage of Sant’ Ursula; to the other 
side, a degree nearer, the equally 
tiny town of Lorenzi.

At length Jane spoke. “Poor, 
poor, dearest Amelia!” she said. 
“She has been far from well. It is 
not only her body which is weak, 
you know, Tregareth. She has been 
sick in spirit, sick at heart. It is the 
loss of her dear children. To bid 
farewell to two such sweet babes in 
so brief a time—no, no, Tregareth, 
man knows nought of what wom
an feels. It is too much.” And so 
she spoke, mantling her own con
cern for the missing. Even when 
she spoke her husband’s name, it 
was only in connection with Ame
lia’s illness.

“Did you know, Tregareth, that 
scarcely more than a week ago, 
when she was in truth barely able 
to turn on her couch, that we 
missed her one night? Wilson 
found her down below, her slippers 
sodden and her hem drenched, and 
she seemed like one who walks in
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a dream. I have not dared to part 
from  her for even a m om ent since. 
W e  had better go back— but 
w ord  o f  this.”

A m elia smiled at them as they 
returrad, a sad and w orn little 
smile. “ I am  ready. to hear what 
you  have to tell me, now , with more 
M m posure,”  she said.

A n d  so Tregareth recounted to 
her what he thought she might 
safely hear. H o w  Shadwell and 
W ilson  came sailing the trim little 
Sea Spnte over the wine-dark sea 
to greet the poet Fulke Grant and 
his family. H o w  Grant and Shad- 
well had fallen into one another’s 
arms for joy. H o w  they had settled 
& e  new arrivals in satisfactory 
quarters. A nd  how, finally, it was 
decided that the Sea Sprite and the 
Liberator—Lord G ryphon’s vessel 
— would return together, with Tre
gareth captaining the latter, while 
G ryph on  stayed behind.

“ O h, why did you not do so, 
Tregareth?” cried A m elia  Shad- 
well. “ W ith  a skilled sea-captain 
such as you to convey them— ”

It was the fault of the harter- 
master, Tregareth explained. A t 
the last minute he had refused 
clearance to the Liberator on some 
petty ^ i n t  or other. A nd  to Shad- 
well and W ilson, by now  impatient 
to see their wives once m ore, had 
sailed off alone, with only Antonio, 
& e  ship’s to y , for crew. N o t for 
worlds w ould he have told her o f 
his frars. O f W ilson ’s te ing— for all 
his w ife ’ s pride—but a gent^m an-

sailor. O f how  awkwardly Shad- 
well handled the craft. O f  what 
others had toid—

“ Crank as an eggshell, and too 
much sail for those two sticks of 
masts,” remarked the master of a 
Yankee ship, spitting tobacco. “ She 
looks like a bundle o f chips going 
to the fire.”

A n d  the Liberator’s first mate, a 
Genoa-m an: "T h ey  should have 
sailed at this hour of. the m orning, 
not the afternoon. T h ey ’re stand
ing in tro  cloto to shore— catch too 
much breeze. That gaff topsail is 
foolish in a tea t with no deck and 
no real sailors aboard.”

There had been only a slight 
wind. But in the southwest were 
dirty rags of clouds. “ Sm oke on 
the sea," Kiid the mate, shaking his 
head. “ A  warning . . .”  as the fog 
closed around the trim little Sprite. 
T h e air was sultry, hot and heavy 
and close. Tregareth had gone be
low to his cabin and fallen into a 
doze. H e  dreamed o f Shadwell, his 
dark-fair hair only to ^ h e d  With 
grey, ruffled b y th e  breeze, the light 
of genius in his eye, the look o f ex
altation no his face— a te y ’s face 
still, for all he was approaching 
thirty— a boy ’s fair skin and light, 
freckles, and a boy ’s look o f eager
ness. The w orld had never gone 
stale for A r ^ ie  Shadwell . . .

Tregareth had thought, as he 
often did, o f his ow n g ood  fortune 
in being the friend o f Shadwell 
and o f Mrs. Shadwell; and tome- 
h ow  he found himself envying
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W il^rn, w ho not only had a beau
tiful w ife o f  his ow n— Tregareth’s 
wife was dead— but the company 
o f the beautiful Am elia Shadwell 
. . . and then he had fallen asleep.

A nd  then had com e the gust o f 
wind— the temporale, the Italians 
called it— and the squall broke. It 
thundered and lightninged and he 
ru sh ^  on deck to help make all 
trim. In twenty minutes the storm’s 
fury was spent, but Jane W ilson 
was w rong in thinking that was 
too  brief a time for deadly damage. 
Twenty s«:onds could do for so 
light a boat as the Sea Sprite.

Thus &ree days had passed—  
three days o f  ceaseless enquiry. 
From  Gryphon, Tregareth had 
gone directly to the governor, m en
tioned the name o f ii milord Gry
phon, doucely slid the purre across 
the desk.

“A  courier? As far as N ice? O f  
course! A n d  the coast guards to 
patrol the beaches all about? Cer
tainly!” T he purse vanished. O r
ders were givea, messengers scur
ried. Tregareth had left in a flurry 
o f assurances, and com e straight to 
the V illa Grandi.

H e had intended to leave as 
quickly, to pursue his ow n  search, 
to flag (and flog, too, if need be !) 
the coast guards into vigilance— for 
w ho knew if any o f Gryphon’s 
go ld  w ould trickle dow n to them? 
But Am elia w ould not hear o f it.

“ Tregareth, do not leave us!”  she 
b ^ g e d . A n d  he, look ing at her

sweet face, could not refuse to tarry 
a little while. Jane sum m oned a 
servant to make fire for tea. Jane 
herself was busy pretending the 
matter was no more than that of, 
say, a diligence whose lrad-mule 
had delayed the schedule by cast
ing a shoe; she b u s t le  . about with 
needles and thread. But A m ^ a  
would not play this game.

“ O h, Jane, in Heaven’s name, be 
still,”  she pleaded.

“ I am looking for the beeswax, 
to help thread my n eed le ,”  Jane 
explained, hunting and peering. “ I 
promised dear Shadwell to finuh 
that embroidered shirt for him. 
W here can itbe ? Is that not strange ? 
A great lump o f unblea^ed  b e « -  
wax— ”

Amelia began to weep. “ Shall he 
ever wear a shirt again? A n d  this 
creature wants to kill me with her 
talk and her scurrying—”

But the next mom ent Tregareth 
himself was kneeling and holding 
her hand and vow ing that Shad
well w ould live to wear out a thou
sand shirts, ten thousand. She 
smiled, allowed her tiny w hite 
hand to become engulfed in his 
great brow n  one. But she gave a 
little cry o f pain.

“ W hy, what is this, A m elia?”  he 
asked, astonished, opening her fin
gers, and ' looking at the scarce- 
healed marks there.

“ I was sawing w w d , kindling, 
for the fire,”  she said in a small 
voice; Jane and T rega r«h  ex
claimed against such frolishness.
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There were servants. A m elia  pout
ed. "T h ey  care nothing for me,”  
she said. at that slut, there
— —  y o u . suppose she cares about 
me?''

T h e servant-girl, perhaps s^ s in g  
she was being mentioned, turned 
at that mom ent. She smded. N ot at 
all an ill-looking wench, Tregareth 
^ served , ^ m ost abstractedly—  
though o f  course one could not 
even consider such coarre charms 
in  the presence o f  lovely A m dia . 
T he girl smiled. “ T he signore will 
sw n  return,”  she Mid.

A m elia spat at her, cursed, called 
her puta, s tr u g g le  to rise.

“ M adam e!”  cried Tregartth, 
shocked.

“ She meant but to reassure you, 
dearest Amelia-,” Mid Jane, as the 
girl scuttled away, frightened.

“ She did not mean to! She meant 
to srorn m e! D res she think I am 
blind? D oes everyone think I am 
blind? D o  you, Jane?”  But the hys
teria passed almost as soon as it 
had com e.

“ Tregareth, forgive me,”  she 
Mid* “ I am not well. Such sickly 
fancira cloud m y m ind . . . O h , I 
know  that Shadwell must be liv
ing! So great a genius cannot die

young! No age ever had such a 
poet. D oes not G ryphon himself 
agree? Was he not proud to have 
the little ship named after his ow n 

' poem ? O h! I little thought, the 
day he M rved his initials in her 
^ in -m a s ^  that she would give us 
so m uch grief . . . I  t ave  hed

such prosentiments o f evil— sw h  
a sense of oppression that I have 
not felt for years, not since poor 
Henrietta . . .”

Tregartth  felt the little hairs rise 
on his noth. Never before had he 
heard the name o f Shadwell’s first 
wife ^ n t io n e d  in this house. It 
seemed— he scarcely knew w hy—it 
seemed dreadful to hear it now  on 
Amelia’s lips, on  Am elia’s smiling 
lips.

“ D o  you believe she drowned 
herself?”  she asked. H e could only 
stammer. “There are those who 
say—" Amelia paused.

“ N o  one says— ” began Jane.
Bm  the sick wom an smiled and 

shook h o  head. “ Everyone knows 
o f Stadw ell and me, how  we 
eloped while. he was still a married 
man,”  she said dreamily. “ Every
one knows' that only Henrietta’s 
death set us both free to marry. 
Everyone knows o f Shadwell and 
Clara Claybourne,”  she continued. 
“ First she bore G ryphon ’s illegiti
mate child, then she bore Stad- 
well’s—everyone know s . . . "  Her 
accusing eyes met those o f  Jane, 
w ho strod  by, her face showing 
her pain. “ But only you and I, Jane, 
know  . . .”  A n d  she seemed to fall 
into a revery. Then she chuckled-.

So pleased were they to have this 
sign of her m ind passing to any
thing which had power to please 
her, whatever it m ight be, that they 
beamed. “ D o  you 'rem em ber, Jane, 
your first, night here? W ere you 
listening? H ow  W ilson said, ‘To
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d in k  that my w ife and I are privi
leged to be guests under a roof 
which shelters tw o such rare gen
iuses ! Archie, the author o f that 
exquisite p e m ,  Deucalion, and 
Am elia, the author o f  the great 
novel, Koenigsmark— ’ D o  you re
member, Jane, what Shadwell 
said?”

“ I did not hear, dear Am elia. 
W hat did he say?”

“ H e  eaid, 'KoenigsmarkJ ^ -  
hal’ ”

For days Tregareth rode the 
shorea, scanning the waves, the 
scent o f  the salt sea never out o f his 
nostrik. Some few  bits o f flotsam 
from  the Sea Sprite had com e 
ashore, but this w ^  not proof p s i -  
tive. H ow ever, he no longer had 
doubt& H e  drove himself, unre
lenting, in his queat. N ot only grief 
for his friend spurred him  on now, 
but guilt as well.

“ Y ou  have t r a v e l s  so far, Tre
gareth," Amelia had said to h im ; 
“ you are, yourself, that 'traveller 
from an antique land'  who brought 
back word of Ozymandias. In the 
East, o f  which you are so much 
enamored, and o f which you . have 
made me so much enamored— do 
they have love there, as we know  
it? O r— only lust?”

T r ^ a r e d  had considered, 
throwing back his head. A fter a 
moment he said, “ In the East they 
have that w hich is stronger than 
either love or lust. In the East they 
have passion.’’

She considered this. She r o d d ^ .  
“Yes," she had said. “ For love may 
fade, and lutt must ever repel. Pas
sion. D o  not think that our E ng
lish bl^od is tro  thin and rold  for 
passion, Tregareth.”

N o w  he asked himself, again and 
again, spurring through the sand  
w ^  it covetousness to desire a 
man’s w ife for your ow n— if the 
man were dead? W ou ld  not Shad- 
well himself have laughed at such 
squeamishnew? W ou ld  not G ry
phon?

H e almost did not see the coast 
guard until the man called out to 
him . W hen  he did see, and r e in ^  
his horse, he still did not im a^ne, 
Then the man gestured, and Treg
areth lo ok ed

A nd  there on the margin o f  the 
sea he saw him.

“ There is n o  doubt o f  it b o n g  
Shadwell, I suppose?”  Gryphon 
asked.

Tregareth shrak his head. 
“ N one. Shadwell’s clmhes and 
Shadwell’s hair, in one p c k t t  
Shadwell’s copy o f Hesiod, and in 
another, his copy of Blake.”

Gryphon shuddered H e lroked 
at a letter which he held in his 
hand. “ From  M ary,”  he said. H e 
began to read.

“ ‘You have heard m e tell that 
my grandmother, a Scotswoman, 
was reputed to have been fey, and 
to have visualized the Prince’s d& 
fe&  at CuUoden before it hap- 
p n ^ .  I, too, at times, have had
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presentiments o f  future misfor
tunes. I  had them at the time of 
poor Henrietta’s death. But never 
s o  strong as during this Spring
time did I feel the burden. T he 
landscape ^ d  seascape I saw 
seemed not o f this earth. M y m ind 
wandered so, as if enchanted, and 
oftim es I was not sure— and still 
am n ot sure— if the things I saw 
and did were real—or were the 
products o f  an ensorcelled mind, 
m using on ancient w rongs: and 
all the time, the waves m urmuring, 
D o o m , D o o m , D o o m  . .

They were silent. “ W hat shall be 
done with_ the b od y ?” Gryphon 
asked. “ T he nearest Protestant 
remetery is in Rom e.”

Tregareth said, “ Shadwell a Prot- 
a tan t? If ever  there lived a man 
who was a pagan in w hole heart, 
tody , and soul— Besides, in this 
weather, it is out o f the question to 
convey the corpse to R om e.”

Distressed, almost petulant, 
G ryphon  flung out his fat hands. 
“ But what shall w e  d o ? " he cried.

“ H e  was a pagan,” said T reg a 
reth, “and shall have a pagan fun- 
m i .  T he Greeks knew how. And 
I  have seen it done in India.”

G ryphon began to quiver. H e 
reached for the silver flask.

T h e  w idow  received the tragic 
news with an agony o f tears. Pres
ently she recovered somewhat, and 
^ id , “ I knew it would be so. I have 
had no other thought. N ow  he is 
you ng forever. N o w ,”  her voice 
trembled and fell, “ m in e  forever.”

T hey  parted with a gentle em
brace, she accepting T rega eth ’s 
counsel not to attend the immediate 
fmieral. Later, he said, when a sec
ond  interment w ould be held at 
Rom e, if she felt stronger . . ,

Tregareth’s emotions, as he rode 
back, were mixed. In great mras- 
ure his activity on Shadwell’s be
half had absorbed the grief he 
would otherwise now  be experi
encing at Shadwell’s death. More- 
o v a -, thoughts he had earlier sup
p o s e d  rose now  and had their 
will. H ad there not been, in Shad
w ell’s friendship for him, some 
measure o f condescension? Had 
Shadwell not indicated from  time 
to time— though less openly than 
Gryphon— a lack o f  complete belief 
in the stories Tregareth told o f his 
youth in Nelson’s N avy and his 
adventurous career as the consort 
o f buccaneers in India ?

But— sharpest o f all— Shadwell 
was dead! A n d  he, Tregareth, was 
alive! It was dreadful about the 
former, but it was impossible not 
to feel gratitude and joy in the lat
ter. A s  he rode between the forest 
and the sea, Tregareth felt the 
krenness o f delight in the fact that 
t o  lived and could experience all 
the rich pleasures o f  the living 
world.

T h e  body had com e ashore near 
a place called V ia V ecchio. A  small 
crow d  had gathered, but the dra
g oon s  scarcely needed to hold them 
tock . T he people lroked on, half 
fascinated, half horrified at the
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strange and kept crossing
themselves.

Tregareth was in full, undi*- 
puted charge.

“ I m ight have spared myself the 
trouble o f  bringing w ood ,”  he said. 
“ See— not only is the forest there 
full o f  fallen timber, but here are 
all these broken spars and planks 
cast up on the shore.”

H e  gave directions in loud and 
rraonant tones. T h e  workm en 
dared not resist, though ' they 
lroked * as they would have 
mightily liked to. A  pyre was ^ n  
built u p ,' and the body lifted onto 
it. Tregareth heaped on m ore 
w rod . O ne piece he glanced at, put 
it under his arm.

G ryphon was pale and ill at ease, 
but gentle little Fulke Grant did 
not _ even trust himself to stand, and 
remained sitting in the carriage.

“ I think all is ready,”  Tregareth 
said. H e  cleared his throat. Hats 
cam e off in the crowd.

“ Surely Shadwell’s shade is 
watching us,”  he said, “ as we pre
pare to bid farewell to his clay. 
Behold the verdant islands floating 
on the azure sea he loved so much, 
and which he took  to his final em 
brace! Behold the ruined castles o f 
the antiquity whose praises he sang 
in incomparable numbers, ‘ for the 
numbers came’ ! Behold the snowy 
bosoms .of the ever-lofty mountain 
peaks! A ll these, ShadweU loved. 
Shadw dl! Vale!”

H e ^ u r ^  over the body a quan
tity o f  wine and oil, then t ^ k  the

waiting torch and thrust it u ^ e r  
the pyre. T he w w d  was tinder^ry 
and flared up d ir^ tly . "Vale, 
Shadw ell!”  Tregareth cried again. 
H e cast into the fire the copy o f 
Blake which had been in the 
drowned poet’s pocket. H e  t o s ^  
on a handful o f salt, and the yellow 
flames glistened and quivw ed as 
they licked it up.

“ B ehold !”  he exclaimed, “ H o w  
peacefully the once-raging sea is 
now embracing the land as if in 
humility, as if to  crave pardon! O 
Shadwell, thou— ”

But here Gryphon interrupted 
him . “ Tregareth, cease this m ock
ery o f our pride and vainglory,”  he 
said in a stifled, low , voice.

Tregareth, his long black hair 
floating on  the wind in magnifi
cent disorder, looked at h im  with 
rome surprise. Then he lw k e d  
over to Fulke Grant. But little 
Grant, still in the carriage, now 
had the silver flask in his hand. 
T h e  only sound he m ade was a 
hiccup.

Tregareth shrugged. H e  toss^  
in a handful o f frankincense. T he 
flame mounted higher. T he heat 
grew m ore intense.

“ I cannot endure to r e ^ i n  
much longer in Italy,”  Gryphon 
said. “ Every valley, every b rw k , 
will cry aloud his name to m e . . 
W e  must go off together some
where, Tregareth, you and I. For 
now  I have no one left., America, 
Greece— somewhere far off.” H e  
robbed aloud, then turned, and
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walked away. T h e  fire crackled 
and hissed.

Tregareth stood all alone by the 
pyre. Slowly he trok from  under 
his arm the piece o f driftw rod. It 
seemed a portion o f a ship’s mast. 
O n  it were carved the initials G.G. 
H e clearly called to m ind that 
happy day, only a short while back, 
when Gerald, ^>rd Gryphon, had 
rarved the letters. T he top of' the 
piece was all rent raggedly. But on 
the low er part the breach was only 
partly so. T he rest o f it—

H e could envision the scene. T he 
sudden trumpets o f the storm, the 
terribly sudden blast o f w ind, the 
foremast crashing dow n before the 
frightful pressure o f  the wind- 
caught sails, mast and sail falling as 
dead weight u ^ n  the gunwales, 
and the ship careening and filling 
and then going over, going dow n, 
as the sea rushed in and the light
ning served only to make the black
ness deeper . .

Tregareth ran his fingers over 
the smoother surface o f the wood. 
Someone, plainly had sawn half 
through the mast and then hidden 
the cut with unbleached beeswax o f 
the same color.

H e lifted his fingers, bent his head. 
Despite the wash o f  the sea and the 
scouring o f  the sand, Tregareth 
could still note the scent o f  the 
wax. H e thought, for just a m o
ment, that he could even detrct the 
scent o f the soft bosom in which 
the wax must have rested to soften 
it—but this was only fancy, he 
knew. It need not, however, re
main only fancy.

Love, he reflected, can fade; and 
lust must ever repel—hut passion is 
stronger than either.

H e came as close to the pyre as 
he could, threw in the shattered 
section of the mast, and watchrcl it 
burn fiercely.

T hen  he turned and went to join 
the others.

THOSE IN "INFORMED CIRCLES11 ARE ALL A G O G -
“ Unimpeachable sources”  are quivering with the great news. “ Informants 
in high places”  are running around like crazy because the w ord is out! 
Ellery Queen’s 1962 Anthology w ill g o  on sale October 10th. N o  increase 
in price. Still one dollar. A nd  it will be the best anthology yet. Remember 
that date. October 10th . . .

A n d  by the way, the new bigger, wider, distribution o f Ellery Queen’s 
Mystery Magazine starts with this issue. T he next (O ctober) issue will 
be on ^ e  stands S e^ . 31.
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Dangerous Game
'lYTYPEi Crime Story & ta B la c k  ^ ^ a k

United States

Th.e Present

The hunting trip was spoiled by rain. The 
hunters were bored with drin\ing and play,- 
ing cards. Then the top man suggested a 
dangerous game • • • Here’s a story, once 
started, you won’t put down.

THE HUNTING TRIP HAD COOT 
sour. Howard ^ured anothw 

shot of taurbon and wondered how 
to interpret the fiasco of the hunting 
trip as it may have affected his ca
reer. He had thought that being 
invited on this hunting trip with 
» m e  of the top echelon of Bateron, 
Incorporated had augur^ well for 
his promotion to a vice-presidency. 
Now he was p«simistic. He fdt cut 
off from the other three men in the 
cabin.

M alory , the chief legal counsel 
of Bateson, Inc., and Tanner, who 
was Theodore Bateson’s close per
sonal friend and owned twenty per 
cent. of Bateson Preferred stock, 
were rapt up in a cutthroat gin 
rummy game. Bateson himself was 
st^ outside- on the ^rch .

124

H ow ^d thought that it wa& 
somehow typical that Bate^n, w to 
was b^h a gun buff and a safety 
bug, w ta had insisted that no gun 
be kept loaded in the cabin and had 
personally inspated them all to 
sure, would sit on the ^ rch  all a f
ternoon with a bottle of taurton 
and s ^ ^  at empty beer cans.

Howard felt very lonely. The trip 
had begrn badly and got worse. 
Maloney and Tanner had been re
served; Bateron had been inclined 
to g iw  Howard the needle. They 
had seen no game on the first day,  
but late th the afternoon Bateron 
had shot a cow, deliberately, ap^r- 
ently feeling the need to kill som^ 
thing.

Howard had been a little dis
gusted when Bateron had calthiy
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sighted in on the strayed dairy cow 
and then potted her; but no one else 
had seemed tothered by it, espe
cially since Bateson had squared it 
by im paling a hundred-dollar bill 
on each horn. M aloney had tried to 
persuade Bateson to dress the cow  
and crok  steaks for supper, or at 
least to take the head and hide it; 
but Batwon had lost'interest just as 
soon as w ork tecam e involved.

T hey had spent the time after 
s u p ^ r  drinking bourbon and play
ing poker. There was considerable 
money in the game, but there was 
no b ig  w inner or b ig  loser. D uring 
the night the rain had started and 
it had n ^ . stopped all day. They 
had spent the day sleeping and 
drinking and playing cards—all of 
them  racept Bateson, w ho had 
spent his day on  the porch.

Finally it was too dark to see, so 
B ate^n came into the cabin and 
sat dow n at the table, dropping the 
taavy revolver noisily on, the table 
am ong the bottles, poker chip^ 
cards, cigars, dirty plates and cups, 
gun kits, and fly-tying gear.

“ I only have six cartridges left,”  
Bateson said, carefully setting them 
up on end next to the pistol.

Tanner said, “ I hope the game 
warden doesn’t get you for shoot
ing teer cans out of season.”

Bateran grunted, a sort of 
amused grunt, picked up the re
volver and twirled it on his fore
finger.

H ow ard felt that he ought to say 
som «h ing . “ H ow  about a little

gam e o f chance?”  It was hardly a 
brilliant thing to say and he was 
immediately sorry he had said it.

B a t«on  chuckled sarcastically. 
“ Yeah, how  about it ? ”

H ow ard began to sort and stack 
the poker chips.

Bateson suddenly swept the pok 
er chips o ff the table and banged 
the table with his fist. “ Y eah!”  he 
roared. “H ow  about a little game of 
chance? H ow  about a ripsnorting 
game o f O ld  M aid ?”

“ H ave you got one in m ind?”  
Tanner said.

Batwon ignored this and flung 
the revolver dow n in the m iddle of 
the table. “ H o w  about a little Rus
sian roulette, gentlem en?”

“ Y ou ’re drunk,”  Tanner said 
calmly. “ Sit dow n.”

“Go take a running jum p at 
yourself,”  Bateson said with equal 
calmness. H e picked u p  a cartridge 
and swung the cylinder of the re
volver out; he held the cartridge 
over the cylinder. “ W h o  wants to go 
first?”

“ Oh, don’t be an ass,”  Maloney 
said.

“ Boy, what a bunch of sissies,”  
Bateson said.

H e inserted the cartridge, pushed 
the cylinder into the frame, spun 
the cylinder, then raised the revolv
er to his temple— and pulled the 
trigger.

TOere was only a click.
“ That was a dam n silly thing to 

d o ,”  Tanner said.
“ N o  rillier than any gam e o f
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chance,”  Bateson r e lie d . “ There’s 
no real ^ in t  to gam bling unless 
there’s ramething at stake— » m e -  
thing big. If you can aflord to lose 
there’s no kick to it.”

“ Y our head’s not a beer can,”  
M aloney said.

“ I agree, my head certainly isn’t,”  
Bateson raid. “ But I don ’t know  
about your heads.”

Tanner said, “ I know  what you 
lose, but what do you  win?"

Batera»n said, “ A ll the players put 
in an equal ante and the survivor 
odlects the pot.”

“ ^ e r e  ought to be m ore to it 
^ n  that,”  Tanner said. “ T he man 
with the gun at his head ought to 
have the right to raise the bet. And 
if anyone drops out heloses his ante.”  

“ I ’ll start with a hundred,”  Bate- 
ton said.

H e quickly spun the cylinder, 
put the revolver to h k  head— and 
^ a p ^ d  the trigger.

There was the same empty click. 
“ Y ou  never know  when to quit, 

do you ?”  Tanner said.
“ H e ’s going to find out soon 

enough if he keeps pushing his 
luck,”  M aloney said.

“ W here’s the rest of the p o t?”  
Bateson said grim ly. “ I can’t s e ^  
to find it with all this junk on the 
table.”

“ I don ’t think you ’re going to 
find it,”  Tanner said.

“ Shut up and deal—er, spin.”  
Bateson shoved the gun in front 

o f  Tanner.
Tanner picked it up and exam

ined it carefully. “ A  357 M agnum , 
eh? Man, if you had shot O ld  
w kh this, you’d  have had a quarter 
ton o f  hamburger on your hanth.”  

B atson  said, “ Spare us the l^ ton  
in  ballistics. W hat I want to see is 
w m e money in the pot. A  hundrttl 
is the ante, gentlemen.”

& c h  of the others put a h u n d r l  
dollars in the pot. Som ehow  H ow 
ard found it to be so curiously logi
cal a part o f the dreamishness of 
the events that he anted automati
cally.

“ I think I’ll raise that by anottar 
hundred,”  T ^ n e r  said and put a 
second hundred^ollar bill on  the- 
pile. T he mhers did the s a ^ .

M aloney said, “ W h y don ’t we 
leave the pot alone— let it ĝ row 
with each spin— until the game is 
over.”

“ W hen is the game over?” H o w 
ard thought that his roice to u n d ^  
unusually shrill.

Bateson said harshly, “ Let’s say 
the gam e’s over as sw n  as m e -  
body chickens out— or loses . . . 
G et on with it, Tanner.”

Tanner put the gun dow n and 
said firmly, “ I think w e ’d ^raer 
make it a rule that the man with 
the gun can take his ow n sweet t ir a  
about playing and that he’s ntf: to 
be h ickled by any o f the players.”  

Batemn growled a reluctant af
firmation.

Tanner unhurriedly spun the cyl
inder, raised the revolver to his 
head—and pulled the tri^ ^ r. 

A gain  there was the hollow  d ick .



D A N G E R O U S  G A M E 127
“ N ex t!”  he said, and tossed the 

at Maloney.
M aloney m uffed it and had to re

trieve the gun from  the floor. H old- 
n g  it lightly by the cylinder, he 
fou n ced  it up and dow n in his 
palm, like a baseball pitcher getting 
ready to throw. H e  said softly, “ I 
wonder if anyone has ever worked 
out the odds on this thing.”

Before he could explain, Bateson 
o ^ n e d  a fresh bottle o f bourbon 
and took a long pull. “ T he odds are 
simple enough. There are five em p
ty chambers and one chamber with 
a cartridge in it. So there’s one 
chance out o f six o f the firing pin 
hitting the cartridge.”

“ A h, but you said chance, old 
boy.”  M aloney took up the mathe
matical analysis. “ There’s a lot of 
difference between one chance out 
o f  six and odds o f  five to one. It 
may be m erdy a semantic differ
ence, but I am not altogether sure. 
N o w  this five-to-one business— does 
that mean five to one in your fa
vor, or against you? I have w on 
dered about this before.”  H e paused 
to light a fresh cigar. “ W hat effect 
does the extra weight o f the car
tridge have on the point at which 
& e  cylinder stops spinning? Does 
the w eight o f  the cartridge tend to 
make the cylinder stop nearer or 
farther from  the spot where the 
cartridge will come under the ham
m er?”

As he talked, M aloney kept spin
n ing the cylinder. “ D oes it make 
any d if fe re n t  in w hich direaion

you spin the cylinder— from  right 
to left? In some makes o f revolver 
the cylinder rotates clockwise as it 
goes into the firing cycle, in other 
makes it rotates counter-clockwise. 
Should you spin the cylinder light
ly or forcefully? D o «  it matter 
whether you spin the cylinder with 
the gate open or closed ? ”

M aloney opened “ the gate”  and 
spun the cylinder, then closed the 
gate and spun the cylinder. “ A nd  
what about position— the way you 
hold the g u n ?”  H e held it steadily, 
pointing at Bateson, w ho merely 
inclined his head out o f the line of 
fire. “ Suppose you spin it with the 
barrel pointing at the floor or at 
the ce ilin g?”  H e  pointed it in ^ t h  
directions, spinning the cylinder. 
“ W hat if  you had a revolver that 
doesn’t break or swing open, like 
some o f  the old single-action jobs? 
A n d  then there is a friction factor 
—this cylinder feels stiff, but I have 
handled other guns that had cylin
ders which spun very freely.”  

Tanner said sarcastically, “ It’ s 
certainly easy to see why you ’re a 
successful lawyer. After ten m in
utes o f your bull a jury w ould 
convict the judge.”

M aloney continued in his le ct in  
ing manner. “ It seems to me that 
we are dealing with a com plex mat
ter, and as there are a number o f 
factors obviously deserving o f con
sideration, we ought to have a 
mathematician work it out for us.”  

“ W ell, we don ’t have a mathema
tician,”  B ate^n  snapped.
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“ Very true/’  M aloney w id , with 
the air of ending a summation. H e 
spun the cylinder, pointed the gun 
at his temple— and pulled the trig
ger.

A gain  there was the sound that 
meant the hammer had fallen on  an 
^ p t y  chamtar.

It was now  H ow ard ’s turn.
At first H ow ard had looked on 

the gam e as some sort o f  dresim. 
T h en  the dream had becom e a 
nightmare—horrible, but still un
real. But n ow  fo e  nightmare had 
^ o m e  reality.

No, it was not a dream. H e  was 
wide-awake and sick-sober.

Under the table he wiped his 
sweating hands on his trousers. H e 
picked up the gun. T he weight of 
it su rp ired  him. H e  opened it and 
looked at the five empty chambers 
and the gleam ing end o f  the car
tridge. H e turned the cylinder— 
M aloney was right, it did  seem a bit 
stiff. H e  closed the gate, turned the 
cylinder slowly, and was startled 
by the little clicking that the ratch
et made as the cylinder revolved—  
h e had heard that before when the 
others had had their turns, but then 
he had not been really aware o f it; 
now  the clicking seemed unneces
sarily loud.

H e  tried to remember what M a
loney had said ataut the way you 
spun the cylinder; but he could ^ t  
think clearly— —ere were so many 
factors. H e thought o f  something 
else, ^m esh ing no one had men- 
tioned— the law o f avera^s. T h e

cylinder ta d  bren tm rled  and the 
trigger already pulled thr—— oo, 
four times. Did that mean that the 
law o f averages was ataut to c a t^  
up with him ? That he had l m  
chance of w inning than the 
w ho had gone before him? O r 
a new law o f averages tag in  to  op
erate each time the gun ch a n ^ d  
hands?

O ne out o f  six, five w  one. W hat 
difference did all this jum ble of 
“ factors”  and mathematical static 
tics make anyhow?

It was insane. They w ere all 
drunk. H e  thought of what M alon
ey had said about the cow  and tta  
hamburger. They were all crazy. 
This was a rompletely mad fo n g  
to  ta . And he decided he wasn’t 
going to do it.

H e ta>ked at the faces o f  t t a  
othes m en : tateson ’s was tight and 
stern, his lips compressed; Malorn- 
ey’s was s ^ ^ t h  and watchful, his 
eyes gleam ing; T m n e r ’s wall 
blurred and bloated, his mouth 
moist; but they ah were waiting 
faces— waiting for him  to b low  Ws 
brains out.

H ow ard  could see B ate^n ’s thin 
lips m oving, H e heard no sound 
but he knew what the w ord was— 
“ Chicken.”  H e  was dead— he was 
just as dead as if he had pulled tta  
trigger and had spattered bl^ed  
and brain and bone all over tta  
cabin. H e  would never get ^ t  
p rom ^ lon , he w ould ta  fr o ^ i  out 
o f  the company, he hed had it^ 4 e  
was taad, finished, tane for.
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Then suddenly H ow ard ■ spun the 

cylinder as hard as he could , de
fiantly, thrust the muzzle against 
iiis head— and pulled the trigger.

T he hammer clicked on an em p
ty chamber.

H ow ard could not believe it.
Relief w ^  almost a physical 

shock. T h e  w orld seemed to have 
shrunk to the exclusion o f every
thing but himself and the gun. Call 
him  “ chicken,”  w ould he!

A gain H ow ard spun the cyhn- 
der, put the gun  to his head, and 
squeezed the trigger. This time the 
hammer did not make the empty 
click he had learned to r^ogn ize.

This time it made a different 
. click.

Puzzled, H ow ard opened the 
gun. There was a neat indentation 
in the primer o f the cartridge. T he 
hammer had hit it, but the cart
ridge had not fired.

“ It’s a dud,”  H ow ard said. “ It 
didn’t g o  o ff.”

“ Talk  about horseshoes!”  Tanner 
exclaimed. “ This boy was born 
wearing them. I bet that w ouldn’t 
happen again in a thousand times. 
Thousand-to-one shot.”

“ M ore like ten thousand to one,”  
M aloney said.

Something in their voices made 
H ow ard look up at them. There 
was also som ething strange in their 
faces.

H e ejected the cartridge and ex
amined it. There were scratches or 
dents on the lead nose. H e  snatched 
the five other cartridges from  the 
table. They all had the same marks 
on the lead. Som ehow they felt 
light, too, lighter than they should 
be. Som eone had pulled the slugs 
out o f all six cartridges, emptied the 
powder, and put the slugs back.

H ow ard lroked at the three men. 
In another second they were going 
to laugh, going to laugh . .  .

H e  put his hand into his jacket 
pocket—the fully-loaded 11-shot 
clip for the .22 automatic rifle was 
still there from the day before. T h e  
gun rack was by the door and he 
was tetween them and the gun 
rack . . .

T he next day, a farmer searching 
for a missing cow  stopped at the 
cabin. There were three corpses on 
the floor. H ow ard was sitting at the 
table, spinning the cylinder o f a re
volver, putting it to his head, and 
pulling the trigger. T h e  table top 
was covered with his tally marks.
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I n eed  send n o  m on ey  n ow , but. fo r  e a c h  fu tu re  Club tr ip le -v o lu m e  I keep I  w  ill 
send  y ou  th e  low  p r ice  o f  o n ly  $2.29 (p lu s  a few' ce n ts  m a ilin g  ch a rg e ) as com plete  
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